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COMMODORE’S REPORT 

 
One subject that has occupied a lot of the 
committee’s time since last November, was the 
damage caused to members’ yachts whilst they 
are on their moorings. 
 This damage is believed to have been caused by 
a fishing boat trawling amongst the moorings. 
As well as a lot of committee’s time many letters 
have been written to local councillors, the local 
member of parliament, RYA, PLSA, Crown 
Estates, Queen’s Harbour Master and the fishing 
authorities.  
All of these were sympathetic with our plight, 
but felt they could do little, if anything, to help. 
The situation eventually came to a conclusion at 
a meeting I had with the then new Queen’s 
Harbour Master. I told him all the history and to 
whom we had written. I told him that I believed 
the problem ultimately must lay with him, as he 
is the operating authority within the dockyard 
limits, which include all the harbour.  
With the diplomacy of a Crown Court judge he took on board everything I had said, even 
appearing to agree before delivering the knockout blow – “and what real evidence have you 
got?” Whilst damage and paint marks are indeed evidence, the sort of evidence that he 
required was photographs of the damage being caused, or a signed and dated statement with 
details of boat names and fishing numbers. 
Unfortunately, it would appear that mooring your boat in the harbour is a bit like a public car 
park, you pay to use the space but during that time, if another driver runs in to you and drives 
off leaving no details, it’s a claim on your car insurance. You don’t generally take the council 
or car park operator to task.  
Whilst the committee is aware that damage has been done to members boats, it would also 
appear that no one else has the authority, resources or interest to sort the problem out. As we 
have no firm evidence of the exact offender very few viable options seem to be left.  A private 
court action against the whole of the local fishing fleet or using a private security company to 
police the mooring areas would cost the membership an awful lot of money and the outcome 
of both are not guaranteed. 
Should you witness any damage being caused to a boat, and wish to get involved, the Queen’s 
Harbour Master would like to know, via his website, which is on a link from the club’s 
website. He will then act “With the full weight of his department” on your information. The 
committee would also like to be made aware of the problem but as you can see by this tale of 
woe, the committee has very little authority over non-members. 
Whilst we are on the subject of damage, the lead roof cover that once adorned the electrical 
box at the entrance to the club has vanished. This roof is in full view of adjoining houses and 
the road, but this did not stop the toe rags. We have now covered the box with felt, which is 
not as pleasing to the eye but is likely to last longer. The motto of the story is – Watch out 
there are some brazen and opportunistic people around who are only too happy to help 
themselves! 
 
Drums – in the last edition of Spunyarn I asked if anyone had any blue plastic 45-gallon 
drums, and the phone didn’t stop ringing. I can conclude that Hardway members have the 
world monopoly on empty drums. A big thanks to all of you who offered drums and 
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assistance. The project is evolving as I write this article, various ideas are incorporated in to 
the design, and I believe we are on the Mark 8 version already.Lastly ladders, I need to make 
it as plain as possible that THE CLUB DOES NOT own any ladders, with the exception of a 
set of steps which are kept under lock and key. The various ladders that you find in the store 
and compound belong to other members and NOT THE CLUB. Therefore, if you use them it 
is down to you and the owner to decide if the ladder is in good condition, and what training is 
required prior to use. If you are in any doubt, supply and use your own ladder when boarding 
or working on your boat. 

Mike Roberts 
 

I would just like to quote you, Mike, from the last magazine re-your photograph:- 
 
“I did ask if my best side could be used and the reply that came back was, ‘That may 

well be your backside!” 

 

I assume this edition’s photo is what you meant? 
 

 

 
GATES 

 
Yes those things that get in the way as you try to get your dinghy out of the compound and 
onto the pontoon. They are there for your benefit, restricting access to non-members. Sadly, 
they only work well when in the closed position. 

PLEASE SHUT THE GATES AFTER USE! 

 

WHEN DID YOU LAST SEE YOURS? 

 

We are on about dinghies. What were you thinking of! This year’s pile of abandoned dinghies 
has finished up at thirteen boats of various design and serviceability. In accordance with Rule 
31 a list has been displayed in the clubhouse since the end of July. Anything not claimed by 
the last day of August 2008 will be deemed as being donated to Hardway Sailing Club. The 
club in turn will dispose of the donations by means of an auction that will happen about the 
middle of September. Watch the club notice boards for details.  Mike Roberts 

October Lift –in 

Have you arranged everything you need for when your boat comes out of the water? 
Hopefully no one will be running around at the last minute looking for props for 
their boat! Help is always needed to take down and then put back the compound 
fences to allow the crane to approach as close to the compound as possible. Even 
though you may be very anxious to start working on your boat immediately, please 
try to lend a hand with some of the onerous tasks that often fall to a willing few. 
 

Spunyarn 

Once again many thanks to all those contributing to this edition of ‘Spunyarn’. It’s 
great to hear from new contributors as well as those who regularly provide regular 
articles. Unfortunately there are fewer articles in this issue than usual and None 

from any junior members. I am sure it’s because you are all saving your 
contributions for the Christmas Edition so I will look forward to receiving them in 
November!     Irene Seager, 53 Meadow Walk, Gosport, PO13 0YN 

irene@seager62.fslife.co.uk 
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                                    Learning the Hardway – again 
 
I was so pleased to see Ted Sutton’s article in the last issue of ‘Spunyarn’, particularly as this 
theme has been a bit of a joke back in the midlands with our non-sailing compadres. 
I thought I would add a couple of my own examples, if only to get in before my boat partner, 
the irrepressible Anne-Marie. (Some of you may have heard her…) 
I took to sailing late in life (thirty something) when I agreed to accompany sailor Pete on a 
boat delivery that coincided with a pleasant, if early Easter break. The Westerley 25, circa 
1963, was at Southend on the sands that run out for miles, and we left on an early rising tide 
having kipped in the back of Pete’s ancient merc estate. 
The night before was very exciting for me – I’d never been on a ‘yacht’ and the new company 
in the club was interesting and welcoming. They kept me entertained while Pete was off for a 
good while looking at one of the charts on the club wall. I remembered this again the next 
evening as we rounded the ‘corner’ of Kent, and Pete muttered something to himself about 
being ‘glad to be on the chart at last’. Now I know I work for the government, but I’m not a 
complete idiot, so I enquired of my skipper what he meant. And yes, we had crossed one of 
the busiest estuaries in our waters based on his whisky-sodden memory of the chart on the 
wall. (Lesson one, learned the Hardway, fortunately zero casualties) 
So I took a closer interest in the charts. The one we were now on was a nice Admiralty chart; 
it looked like it had seen plenty of use. “He must be familiar with these waters”, I thought, 
(having run aground in Ramsgate Harbour the next day). I had one teensy weensy question 
about the big black letters on the top of the chart saying “For training purposes only; not for 
navigation”. “Don’t worry”, said Pete, “the land doesn’t move.” I was suitably reassured. 
Two years later, doing one of those RYA courses, I got my very own one of those charts. 
Oops. They do change quite a bit, don’t they, including on my chart, a brand new lump of 
rock dropped in just to make the navigation interesting. 
 
I learned a lot, a hell of a lot from Pete. And not all of it was negative. I remember getting 
into that old Merc on the first trip to Southend to get the Westerley, and I asked him what he 
was planning to do with the 30” bolt croppers he was putting in the back of the car. “I don’t 
know,” was his reply. It took me long time to learn that he was right. 
 
Fast forward to a couple of years ago. Boat partner A-M, and her partner Jon, and myself 
dragging good old ‘Responsive’ back from an extended stay in Alderney; the blow was still 
pretty fresh so we arrived at the south west corner of the Isle of Wight a few hours before the 
favourable tide through the Needles. So we heaved to as the wind began to abate, Jon and I on 
watch, as the sky lightened to the East. They’d just put those great big red-lit masts on the end 
of the IOW and this was our first time of seeing them. That sort of thing keeps the 
conversation going for ages at time like that. But it eventually abated. Solitude again. I 
watched to the south as Venus was hanging there, all bright and majestic. “Look,” I said to 
Jon, “there’s Venus” and went below to get a brew on. As I came back up, Jon said, “Venus 
has just passed us and turned right for Gatwick”.  (Lesson two, although to be fair, there have 
been many such incidents; Bournemouth turning out to be Yarmouth, and the nuclear power 
station near Cherbourg turning out to be a ferry, being just two I would rather not hear about 
again) 
Osborne Bay is a nice place to drop an anchor. We’d not long had our new tender complete 
with one of those great little Tohatsus and those funny aluminium oars. Off to the Vectis in 
‘Responsive’, back in the days when it still had a pool table (the pub, not the boat). What a 
gloriously scruffy pub that was. Our tender was so new and shiny one of us (it might have 
been me) was quite concerned about where to leave it, and about the nice new outboard, and 
the new, very detachable oars. One of us (it might have been me) thought that a padlock on 
the outboard was probably OK, but we should not really take the shiny new oars with us. Cue 
a small debate where someone (again, this might have been me) argued about the size of the 
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petrol tank in the outboard, and someone else, quite possibly Anne-Marie, raised a cogent 
argument that was clinched with a phrase something like “… so don’t be a pea-brained 
idiot…”. 
Coming back from the Vectis at midnight, full moon, you know which way the tide runs, we 
ran out of fuel twenty yards shy of the anchorage. It took us nearly half an hour, Hawaii-Five 
–O style against that tide; nearly did not make it. I’m glad someone insisted on the oars. 
(Lesson three, and you’ll be noticing there’s a fair amount of good luck accompanying these 
‘lessons’. I hope it stays that way.) 
 
But, I learned in Beaulieu not to use your foot as a fender; that lesson cost a week of limping. 
I learned off Shell Beach, Herme that 10m of chain is not enough – we got very close to our 
German neighbours on that occasion. 
Back in the sailor Pete days, I learned that the good folk of Tipner Range do not take kindly 
to their instruction being interrupted and that if the big men in the rib say, “Take this line,” 
then you take the line and get hauled off the sand bank, even if it is a rising tide and “We’ll be 
off in half an hour anyway Officer”. 
I’ll finish with a final lesson that I will never forget. Back to the Westerley 25, powered by 
9HP Evinrude that had seen better days. I hated that engine; it behaved fine for Pete, but 
never for me. One day, around the end of nineties, I invited my dad to join me for a little trip 
over to Bembridge. The plan was to dry out there, do some father-son bonding and come back 
the next day. Dad knows next to nothing about boats (I know I shall regret putting that line 
in…)  but everything was set fair. The wind was lovely. I killed the engine at the harbour 
entrance and skidded out towards the forts. I knew exactly what I was doing, had it all worked 
out in my head. Tacking beautifully, heading for the little fort outside Bembridge and ready to 
negotiate that crooked little channel . Under engine, obviously, I’m not stupid. So I furled 
away the sails and dug out the outboard on its weird little hinged transom. Fuel, air, choke, 
pull. The bloody cord snapped at its maximum extension. Talk about being brought to earth 
with a bang. I won’t talk about the frantic unfurling of sails; about the ignominious return, 
wind and tide far less favourable. About losing all steerage in the harbour entrance and having 
to accept a tow out of the dead air. And finally tacking back onto the mooring, the last time I 
was to get my father on to a boat. (He shared my frustration, but in a different kind of way; at 
one point he looked on helplessly at the useless bit of iron on the transom and said in a 
clenched teeth kind-of-way “So how many miles has it done anyway??”) 
But the lesson came a couple of days later, as Peter slipped two clips, took the lid off the 
outboard housing and showed me where to wrap the pull cord if it snaps. 
I’ve deliberately left plenty for Anne-Marie.                    Bernie Zakary, ‘Responsive’                                       

Plea to Dog Owners 
One Friday in July, visitors to the club stepped out on to the balcony only to be confronted by 

three ‘pats’ of dog excrement.  Good first impressions! Presumably the dog did not have a 

fob so the owner must assume some responsibility! 

Please dog owners have a care for other members, particularly the young children who 

frequent the club.                                                                                                             Thank you 
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Compound Storage 

 
In the discharge of my duties as a member of the Sailing Committee, responsible, for 
the allocation and storage of all craft in the compound, I conducted a major audit 
physically checking every tender and sailing dinghy stowage at the beginning of 
April, cross referring against monies paid for 2008. (Rule 26 – arrears to be paid for 
by the 14th March). 
21 toast racks were then identified as available for rental in 2008 and all were 
allocated by the end of April. 
 
During the audit of the compound (see Rule 31 below), 11 tenders were removed 
from the Toast Racks for not displaying any identification and being in a numbered   
slot where no money had been paid for 2008. 
 
Rule 31 – Storage. All equipment left on HSC owned property should be plainly 

marked with owner’s or boat’s name for identification purposes. All boats stored 

in the compound must display a valid current sticker in addition to the 

member’s or boat’s name. All craft shall be seaworthy and capable of being 

taken afloat. No oils, paints, acids, highly flammable material or combustion 

engines shall be kept on the Club premises. Engines, outboards, if authorised by 

the sailing committee may only be stored in the flammable store, The 

Management Committee shall at its absolute discretion, have the power to 

remove from HSC owned property any boat or launching trolley, trailer of other 

gear belonging to a member of past member, providing that the identity of the 

owner of such boat ore launching trolley of boat’s gear is known to eh Officers of 

the Club. The Secretary shall write to such member giving him seven day’s 

notice to the  Committee’s intention. Any boat or equipment not displaying the 

owner’s name and not purporting to   belong to the HSC member will be set 

aside and marked for disposal. The management committee will publicise the 

boat or equipment on the notice board and if necessary in the local paper, 

demanding the removal of the illegally stored item. If after two months following 

publication, the owner is not found and the item is not removed, the committee 

shall consider the item gifted to HSC, which they shall dispose of as they see fit, 

usually by auctioning to the highest bidder. Non-members are not permitted to 

store any boat or equipment on HSC owned property unless prior permission 

has been obtained from the sailing committee. 

 

Seaworthy shall be defined for this purpose to mean, must be used at least twice per 
year and venture beyond the club landing stage. 
In accordance with Club Rule 31, these 11 tenders and 3 canoes will be auctioned off 
on the 3 0th August in the compound. See the notice board for details. 
May I ask members who have paid up compound space for their tender or sailing 
dinghy to please adhere to Rule 31 (All boats stored in the compound must display 

a valid current sticker in addition to the member’s name or boat’s name. All 

craft shall be seaworthy and capable of being taken afloat.) 

 
So dear members please show your ticket and ensure your craft is seaworthy, stowed 
in the correct and allocated billet/area and clearly marked. In doing so not only do I 
get more time to sail but it makes the whole compound area more seamanlike and 
tends to satisfy Health and Safety Regulations as well. 
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Attention to all of you who use the Club’s trolleys to loads your yachts – please can 
you re-stow them on the top of the flat/ area clear of the toast racks. Far too many 
members have to re-stow the trolleys before they can get their tenders out of the toast 
rack and again, not only do I get more time to sail, but it makes the whole compound 
area more seamanlike and tends to satisfy the Health and Safety Regulations as well. 
Could all members who have masts and /or associated rigging in either of the mast 
stowage areas ensure you property is clearly marked, as lift in time is only 2 months 
away on October 18th and space is at a premium. 
 
Members who have a summer dinghy ticket please ensure your dinghy is removed 
from the compound 1 week before the cruisers’ lift in. 

Yours Aye 

Neville Bacon 
 
 

 
 
 

 
By the time you read this another Junior Week will have come and gone and hopefully, a 
good time will have been had by all – even the bigger kids who were involved in the 
organisation! It’s good to see the children enjoying themselves, knowing that they are safe 
and well supervised. But does that safety and supervision end with Junior Week? 
There seems to be an increasing number of comments about children being in and around 
the club who are not being supervised while their parents or carers are enjoying the 
facilities that the club offers. Rule 35, which refers to members bring guests into the club 
states that 

‘Hosts will be responsible for the conduct of their guests’ 
 
and this applies whether the guest is a friend, one of your crew or your own children. 
Sadly, in this age of health and safety consciousness, the club, along with most other 
organisations, has to impose rules, restrictions and warning notices in order to comply 
with legislation, best practice and its responsibilities towards all of the members. 
It would be a shame if the committee was to have to legislate to cover what is, essentially, 
a simple matter of  parents being responsible for the behaviour of their children when they 
are on club premises. So, parents, when you bring your children into the club ask 
yourselves 

Are my children safe? 
Do I know where they are and what they are doing? 

Is their behaviour acceptable to other members? 
 

And, if the answer is no, perhaps you should act before the committee has to. 
 

Jim Baxter

Club Welfare Officer
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INVINCIBLE. 

 
19th Feb 1758. 
Invincible is one of the Solent protected wrecks and lies on the Horse Sand just East 
of where the fort now stands. She was a French ship built at Rochefort in 1744. She 
was the first of a new design and was a 74 gun ship, but was bigger than a British 100 
gun ship and was capable of speeds of 13 knots and faster than a British frigate.   
 
Her lower gun ports were 6 ft above the waterline compared with British first rates 
3ft. which meant that they could be used in weather that would flood a British ship.  
She was captured at the first Battle of Finisterre in 1747, and was used as a model for 
a new class of British ships, so she is as important in naval history as the Warrior –
first iron warship. In 1747 Britain had no ships of this class, but by 1805 –Trafalgar- 
they formed three quarters of our navy. 
  
She sailed to Canada with “Foul Weather Jack” in 1757 in an unsuccessful attempt to 
oust the French from Canada. During this voyage she was disabled and towed off a 
lee shore by the Windsor 
Back in Portsmouth she was repaired and was intended to be part of Admiral 
Boscawen’s fleet, which would make a second attempt to take Canada.. Boscawen 
had better luck and captured Louisburg on Cape Breton Island which was the French 
base for the protection of the St Lawrence River. Today it is a small village, 
superseded by Halifax which has a much better harbour. The army was commanded 
by General Amhurst, but the hero of the campaign was Wolfe, who was only a 
brigadier. 
 
But they had to manage without Invincible.—ever had a job to get your anchor up? 
Well so did Invincible. 
The fleet was ordered to weigh anchor at 0230 on Sunday 19th February, a dark winter 
night, long before the days of electricity. The ship had 4 capstans and they were all 
manned, nearly 400 men, breaking the capstan bars and getting nowhere. The anchor 
refused to budge 
 
So the master, Henry Adkins rigged a purchase on the upper deck and added another 
100 men.  Success! Or was it?  The anchor shot up and dug itself into the ship’s 
bottom and jammed the rudder  
Resourceful man was Henry. Still in the dark he managed to free the rudder, but in the 
fresh wind and drawing 23 feet the ship struck the Horse Sand.  
Not yet sunk, but with 12 feet of water in her hold that the 4 chain pumps could not 
clear, her cargo, stores and guns were removed, but on the Wednesday she fell over 
on her beam ends and that was the end. 
 
At the court martial to investigate her loss all the participants were acquitted. The 
Admiralty were furious. How could we lose a top class ship in the Solent and nobody 
be at fault. 
She slowly decayed until 1979 when she was located by fisherman Arthur Mack. 

 
Roy Rolf 

 



 9

 
What I did in my Holidays 

They say that a picture is worth a thousand words, they say that it is in giving that we 
receive, they say I comes before E except after C.  Well I say lets go sailing. 
 
It was the Tin Can Cup and Nab Tower weekend.  To show willing Mike and I even 
came down on Friday to clean our bottom, apparently it makes you go faster!  I also 
brought my new camera along which I had selflessly accepted as a gift from my wife.  
I took some pictures with it.  I will share some with you so I don’t have to write so 
many words  
 
This one I really like, I just can’t help smiling every time I see it.  It must be a good 
picture because it even caused me to think some thoughts. 

They went roughly like this:  “Wow, 
that looks like fun.”  “Wasn’t life 
simpler when you were younger.”  

“Why do I need such a big, expensive 
boat?”  “I could sell my boat and just 

tear around in a dinghy all day!” 
 
For a while I had become a child again 
and even thought this might be a good 
idea.  But sadly I knew it wasn’t, I 
wasn’t a child anymore and it just 

wouldn’t be becoming to laugh so much while going round in circles at speed in an 
eight foot dinghy with your friend onboard.  So I got on with the serious business of 
cleaning the bottom and taking pictures of Mike hard at work. 
As you can see we weren’t alone in this 
bottom cleaning ritual.  It involved 
balancing a 5 ton yacht next to a pole 
which had on the far side someone else 
trying to balance an7 ton yacht.  Then 
waiting and maybe passing the time with 
a beer or two.  Then you have to wade in 
some mud and using a sort of large and 
very powerful water pistol you have to 
shoot your boat till it is clean.  
Sometimes it is worth doing it again just 
to make sure you “cleaned behind the ears”. 
Some people even like to paint their bottom while others prefer to scrub it, but 
everyone likes to wear rubber wellies. 
I even climbed our mast to pop a few 
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rivets. 
Eventually morning came and we were afloat 
again, so we went racing and I asked, “Where 
is the wind?” 

Pointing, Shelagh said, “It could be 
there.” 

Mike 
didn’t 
agree, 
he 
said, “ 
I think 
it’s over 
there,” 
also 
pointing. 

We couldn’t find it so we just followed 
some other boats who also didn’t seem 

able to find it. 
. 
Then we finished and Shelagh drank a beer 
for us 
all. 
 
 
Then 
we saw 
this 

really pretty boat and someone else pointing, but I 
think they knew where the wind was already. 

Then it all got too much for Shelagh and she lost 
her head but 

fortunately 
Mike saw the 

funny side and 
we later found 

Shelagh’s 
head. 

 
 
Then we all 

went home and I wished that we could do it all again and that it would never finish.  
Children! They don’t know they’re born!                                            By Tim Deacon 
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Turbulent waters at the harbour entrance and a ‘Golden Oldie’ 

Wednesday Cruiser racing – photos by Rupert Stevenson 

Gary and Trish Webb on ‘Andrio’ 

Sceptre 

Shaun and Kevin 
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Are We Sinking? 
 It was Monday 25 June 07 at 1300 hours and "Parnvoose", our Rustler 36, was 
3 days out of Falmouth beating hard to a strong westerly and making slow progress 
out of the Channel approaches. She was heavily laden, with food for 2 months, full 
tanks, every conceivable spare I could think of, plus 10 gallons of diesel in cans 

lashed to the back of the cockpit. 
My son and I were heading for 
the Azores and the trip so far had 
been pretty awful. 
 We were over pressed and 
taking it green with 2 reefs in the 
main and the half rolled jenny 
was setting like a pair of trousers. 
It was time to roll it away and 
hank  the working jib to the lazy 
inner forestay. The crew was 
stirring after his midday nap so I 
called below to discuss the sail 

change and he suggested he do the getting wet bit to which I didn’t object. It was then 
that he noticed the warning light which showed the automatic bilge pump was 
pumping. 
 "Do you know the bilge pump's working?" he said! Now my brain was 
somewhat befuddled through queasiness and tiredness, as a proper sleep pattern had 
yet to be established, but this information seemed to require urgent attention. I leaped 
below and lifted the inspection hatch in the cabin sole only to find the bilge was half 
full but reducing rapidly under the power of the big Jabsco .I watched as the water 
lowered until the pump cut out under the influence of the float switch, then with 
horror I saw water welling up from the bottom of the bilge at a phenomenal rate. It 
reached 18 inches in seconds before the Jabsco kicked in again to resume its valiant 
task. "Are we sinking?" inquired my son in a nonchalant tone that only the youth 
possess. 
 I had read accounts of catastrophic failure of modern stern glands and as I 
dived behind the engine, my brain many paces behind my head, slowly registered we 
had an old fashioned greased 
stuffing box perfectly intact 
and emitting not a drip. Believe 
me it takes less than a minute 
to inspect every skin fitting in a 
Rustler 36, but the result 
looked like white van man had 
fly tipped his load straight into 
our saloon. We stood in the 
middle of this mess sipping a 
cup of salty water to confirm 
that this was definitely sea 
water and the tanks hadn’t 
ruptured. The only ingress we 
could find was a slight trickle 
coming from the chain locker, consistent with that coming down the chain from the 
hawse hole. 
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  It seemed that we must have a massive leak coming from the bottom of the 
keel, but I was sure we hadn’t hit anything. Being equidistant from Ushant and The 
Scillies, about 100 miles, I was pondering which way to run and whether the Jabsco 
could carry on for that distance, as we wouldn’t be able to pump that amount by hand. 
 Now some of my astute readers may have twigged what was going on here, 
but my little grey cells were remarkably slow. However I noticed the up welling 
momentarily cease just as the stern lifted to a wave, before the pump again kicked in 
to resume the cycle. Slowly the penny dropped as I realised the water seemed to be 
coming from the base of the pump. 
 Because we were so over pressed and heavily laden the bilge pump outlet was 
generally below sea level, and when the float switch cut off the pump, the water in the 
pipe ran back down to the bilge setting up a siphon to siphon the whole north Atlantic 
into my bilge. The remedy for this was to pump the bilge by hand, disconnect the 
automatic float switch and make a note to fit a non return valve in the pipe before next 
season. 
"Shall we hank on the working jib before we clear up this mess?" said my son 
."Did you volunteer to do the fore deck bit?" I said.  

 

Shaun Atkins "Parnvoose" 
 

 
       

Hardway Sailing Club 
Dinner and Dance 

 
Saturday 15th. November 

 

6p.m. for 7p.m. 

 
Dance to the music of ‘Relative Strangers’ 

                                               Tickets £27 

For more information contact Daphne and Trevor Wingfield    02392 92520361 

 

 

Reminder to all Members 

 

Please remember it is necessary for all members to sign their guests in. 

The signing –in book can be found behind the bar. 

 

Thank you for your cooperation. 
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The Bunney 

 
On the left hand side of where the club is, in my young days was a concrete path out 
to low water mark with a red pile at the end. This path was known as the Bunney. It 
was known as Pinney’s Yard in 1774 and in the 1800s as Goliah Hard (note NOT the 
Goliath Hard) and at that time the house that is now the Marine Shop was also Goliah 

House (NOT  Goliath.) 
The Bunney came down the 
side of the shop, over a 
small creek and out to low 
water mark. For many years 
I wondered where the word 
Bunney came from, then 
one day I when I was 
reading a magazine, it said 
the word was a country 
term for a small bridge over 
a stream. This was great as 
at low water now, the only 
part of the Bunney still 
visible from the club today 

is the collapsed concrete bride just this side of the Marine Shop grids. When the area 
was dredged in 1943 when the ramp was started, it brought deep water at low tide to 
the end of the ramp, and then all of the Bunney except the concrete bridge slid into the 
hole. 
In the 1800s there was a ferry service to Gosport from Hardway, a rowing ferry of 
course. Of course this was the quickest way to get to town as Forton Creek in those 
days went right up beyond Ann’s Hill. Also the Hardway Shotters used to congregate 
here at high water where the cannon balls were landing in the mud in the middle of 
the harbour before they dug them out and sold them back to the Navy at Whale Island, 

which was the Naval Gunnery School. I still have a collection of balls and lead bullets 
from the bottom of the creek, many of them given to me by Willie. 

Bill Mansfield 
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Learning the Hardway – Cruise to Russia 
 
Descriptions of foreign cruises in ‘Spunyarn’ 
sometimes sound like effortless affairs conducted 
without trial or tribulation; here is a description of what 
it has really been like on our own ‘economy- class’ 
cruise. 
 
The original plan was for the two of us to spend five 
months doing an anticlockwise tour of the Baltic; 
Germany, Poland, Lithuania, Latvia, Estonia, Russia, 
Finland, Sweden, Denmark, Germany leaving from 
Portsmouth at the end of April. In practice things didn’t 
go entirely according to plan. We left Hardway on the 
1st of May, however persistent headwinds in the preliminary part of the voyage meant 
we didn’t reach the Kiel Canal until the 20th May – two weeks behind schedule. After 
a further week of NE winds we decide to abandon Poland and Lithuania in order to 
reach our main objective, St Petersburg.  We manage to get as far as the former East 
German border before running into an unforeseen problem.  

 
31st May  The Bundespolizei make an informal Sunday morning visit and ask 
for our Schiffs-Abfertigungs-Bescheinigung (Ship’s clearance certificate for incoming 
vessels). On its non-appearance and after a lot of communication with the mother ship 
they give us one anyway. They are similarly concerned about our lack of a crew list 
(we would have had one prepared before we left Germany but didn’t anticipate that 
we would need it quite so soon). Anyway they decide to give us one of those too (with 
Russian translation). Trish is promoted to First Officer and everybody leaves happy. 
 
11th June Having set sail for Ventspils in Latvia (from Peenemünde) we now 
find ourselves in Nexø in Bornholm (Denmark) along with a contingent of assorted 
Baltic seafarers who chose the E side of Bornholm as a safe place in an impending 
near gale (30 knots – westerly). The following day most crews become very bored 
and decide to do a bus tour of the island – all very well but the pricing structure of bus 
fares would be worthy of a PhD. The Poles, we think, went north and we met some 
Germans heading south. Everybody seems to end up paying penalty fares. 
 
16th June Finally arrive in Ventspils. Around a third of the population is Russian. 
‘Military grade cooked hen’ is one of the few tinned meals now available within our 
budget. 
 
20th June Progress as far as Riga. Skipper loses bucket, skipper buys bucket, 
bucket has holes – moral – don’t buy cheap buckets. 
 
27th June  Ruhno, Estonia. Still light at midnight. 
 
3rd July Tallinn. Meet the first of a number of Helsinki folk doing a booze run 
from Finland – liquor is very expensive there so Finns stock up in Tallinn and take it 
back by sea; reminds us of Cherbourg 
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4th July  Spend six hours trying to find UHT milk, initial forages are 
unsuccessful and have to make a further trip into Tallinn. Find one of the Rimi 
supermarkets and wonder of wonders it stocks UHT milk at 10.33 Eeks a litre; take 
16. At the check-out we find that the true price is 23 Eeks a carton and the 10.33 
charge is for the tiny packet of chocolate-flavoured milk immediately behind the UHT 
milk. Unwilling to spend any more time on this particular problem we convey the 16 
litres back to the boat on public transport. It would appear that we are now spending 
£1.36/litre on milk and £1.19/litre on diesel. 
 
8th July Haapasaari – Finland. Two new experiences today; a compost toilet 
and Russian champagne. The former proved to be clean and inoffensive, the latter, 
provided by some friendly Finns, was quite drinkable and didn’t result in headache or 
hangover. Useful pilotage information was gleaned to augment some Finnish charts 
loaned by a kindly Dutchman. 
 
10th July Make it to St Petersburg sailing most of the 95 mile passage from 
Haapasaari. Discover that good quality diesel retails at 27.5 roubles/litre (approx 
50p/litre) and that for the first time on this cruise our tanks are full on arrival. 
 
13th July International incident narrowly averted this evening when laundry is 
held to ransom at the Central River Yacht Club. Skipper’s enquiries had led him to 
believe that use of the washing machine was free. Two irate washerwomen seemed to 
think otherwise and the situation could not be resolved until 10 Euros were handed 
over. Subsequent investigation reveals that the skipper’s initial enquiries were correct. 
Moral – beware of people making a fuss. 
 
14th July Visit St Peter & St Paul Fortress and pay for an inclusive ticket 
covering all the minor museums as well. Visit the tombs of the Romanov Dynasty, 
including Emperor Nicholas II and family - not interred with the others till 1998. 
Watch the firing of the noon-day gun. 

Preparations for the firing of the noon-day gun 
 

Nearing the end of the visit Gary goes off to the loo and Trish wanders into an 
adjacent exhibition on space photography which she isn’t particularly interested in but 
is better than hanging about outside the gents. Attempts to leave museum but is 
confronted by a newly-arrived attendant who points to a small sign indicating that the 
Выставка costs 200 roubles. Trish has no roubles with her at the time. The attendant 



 17

gets exasperated, Trish resorts to phrasebook and attempts to explain that her moosh 
(husband) has gone to the tooahlyet (loo) and will be back soon (hopefully). 
Eventually moosh appears and pays the 
200 roubles required (reluctantly). 
 
17th July Haapasaari - Finland. 
Finnish border guard congratulates us on 
our return from Russian waters. Makes 
you wonder how many didn’t escape! 
Now working our way along the S coast 
of Finland. 
 
August/September 2008 We plan to 

work our way back as far as Germany 
via the Åland Islands, Sweden and Denmark and have made arrangements to haul out 
at Travemünde over the winter. At least we think we’ve made arrangements; the First 
Officer conducted affairs in schoolgirl German, since no-one seemed keen to speak 

English, so we’ll just have to wait and see what happens. Back to work on October 6th, 
so see you in the winter hopefully.  

Gary & Trish Webb  S/Y Andrio 
 

 
El Vagabond 

 
We are back in Prickly Bay, Grenada which has become our “Caribbean Home Port” and time 
continues to just drift by..… 
  
Last week we were creeping around on a remote Beach late at night watching huge 
Leatherback Turtles laying their eggs and also seeing baby hatchlings struggling down to the 
water’s edge for their first swim – quite amazing. At the weekend, we joined the Grenada 
“Hash House Harriers” (which are part of a World Wide Organisation commonly described 
by themselves as “Drinkers with a running problem”) for their 6 mile cross country jaunt 
around the Island. We saw parts of the Island we didn’t know existed and typically, 
forgetting my age, I came 6th finding parts of my body aching the next day that I had forgotten 
existed. Needless to say, Vicki didn’t finish quite so quickly but then she didn't suffer the 
aches and pains….. On Friday, we watched Australia beat the West Indies at Cricket (shame) 
so we are not being idle…. Well, not completely !! 
  
The plan is to head to Venezuela again in the next couple of days and spend the summer 
cruising there - drinking Rum & Coke for 13p…..                                Vikki and  Roger 

 

Training at Bridgemary Centre 

RYA Day Skipper  
Tues 14th Oct     7-9.30pm     18 weeks     £150.00 
Wed 15th Oct     7-9.30pm     18 weeks     £150.00 
 
RYA VHF Radio Cert  1 day courses      £32.00       
Sat  11th Oct      9-6pm                      
Sat  17th Jan      9-6pm                                                                RYA Yachtmaster 
Thurs 13th Nov   7-9pm                                                              26 weeks    £150.00 
Sat  07th Mar    9-6pm 
Sat  09th May    9-6pm            Further details from the Bridgemary Centre  01329 310066 
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Watercolour Painting of Hardway Sailing Club 
 
In June, the members of the Art Class at Lee-on-Solent Sailing Club sought permission from the 
Management committee and spent an enjoyable afternoon at H.S.C. Everyone was impressed with the 
clubhouse and its situation overlooking the harbour. The sun shone, the tide was high and several boats 
were alongside the pontoon, all off which made a very pleasant scene. 
After guidance and instruction from our tutor, Richard, we sketched and then painted the watercolour 
that appears on the front of this edition of ‘Spunyarn’. 
 
Richard is a professional artist who lives locally in Elson and specialises in watercolour landscapes, 
especially local scenes. The unframed watercolour of Hardway clubhouse, measuring 142 x 11”, is for 
sale at £95. A4 photographs of the painting are £7.50. Richard, as a professional artist, retains the sole 
right for printing and reproducing his work but has, however, given H.S.C. permission to use this 
painting for ‘Spunyarn’ and if so desired it can be reproduced for Christmas cards etc. to raise funds for 
the club. 
 
Richarad’s website is www.rjbradley.co.uk where further examples of his work can e seen and his 
phone number is 023 9258 9116. 

Marion Parsons 

 

The Role of the Work Party Secretary. 
 

The job consists of organising the duties for work party weekends and duty members’ 
rota through out the year. 
It is probably best suited to somebody with a knowledge of the building trade as 
materials have to be ordered and on site for the allocated weekends. 
Individual letters are sent to members with their work party date confirmed and the 
same for Duty Member dates. This is normally between April and October. 
Dates are usually allocated on a first come first served basis and when a member is 
unable to attend on the given date it is their duty to advise the Club or make 
arrangements to change the date with another member.  
Certain members do the same job on an annual basis and there is a facility on the 
membership renewal form to advise us of that. 
Anyone requiring more information or is interested in taking on this function please 
contact Ray or Wendy Smith via the Sailing Club. 

 

Ray and Wendy Smith 
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Winter Compound Storage 
Cruisers 2008/9 

Saturday 18th October 
Commencing  08.30 a.m. 

 

The applications have been collected in and the list compiled and, as 
usual,  there have been more requests than can be accommodated . The 
successful applicants have been notified and the others have been placed 
on a waiting list. 
As in line with Sailing Club rules, those in last year are only 
accommodated once the list has been compiled with other member 
applications and subject to spaces. 
 
The crane has been booked and hopefully we shall have the new crane as 
last year and the same driver. 
 
As in previous years all boats have to be scrubbed off and masts removed 
previous to them being lifted into the compound. 
Please note all masts placed in either of the two mast stores must be 
marked clearly with owner’s name and membership number. 
 
The bilge keel boats are lifted in first and they are expected to be on the 
foreshore the previous evening.  
As soon as the tide makes on the Saturday the fin and long keel boats can 
then be lifted in. We do ask that the fin and long keel boats have cradles 
and shores ready in the compound as they do take a lot longer to shore up. 
Also this can be a safety issue in view of the uneven terrain within the 
compound. 
The bilge keel boats will need blocks. These all need to be supplied by 
the owners as the club do not keep any in the yard. 
 

All we hope for is a wind free 
day and hopefully some 
sunshine would be a bonus. 
 

 

 

Dave and Jean Bannister 
Crane Syndicate Organisers 
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The Diversity of Hardway Sailing Club Regatta 2008 


