
1 

1  

1 

  

 

The Crew of Black Diamond  
 

Hardway Sailing Club 

103, Priory Road, Gosport, PO12 4LF 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Autumn 2011 

Hardway Sailing Club Magazine   

 



2 

2  

2 

 
Commodoreôs ReportThe other day my attention was drawn to a spe-

cies, once endangered and almost extinct, which was observed flying 

over vessels moored to the pontoon. Yes, the club burgee has made a 

welcome return to our shores! Thank you to all of you who have en-

couraged its resurgence. 

 

Unfortunately itôs not alone as the cunning urban fox has also found the 

pontoon to be a very good playground. They particularly like sailing 

shoes and gloves left in the cockpit over night. To make matters worse 

they generally take one item. This leaves the distraught mariner in a 

serious dilemma, to throw away the remaining shoe or not! Some lucky 

members have found the missing item under the bushes in the car park 

at the end of the compound. The other less fortunate members are only 

able to gaze fondly at the remaining shoe.  

On a serious note the clubhouse has been burgled twice recently. The 

first occasion resulted in the galley door being forced open and the till 

stolen. The till contained a small float that belonged to the contractor. Apart from the damage to the galley door 

there were no other signs of forced entry to external doors or windows. The records of entry and exit showed 

no anomalies that could not be explained. Even the local constabulary were at a loss with no forensic evidence 

to go on. About a fortnight later the club was again broken in to and this time the one end of a bar shutter was 

forced open. The pay phone, two charity boxes, half a bottle of vodka and the chocolate sweets were stolen. 

Again there was no sign of forced entry to any doors or windows. The police again visited and forensically 

examined the scene. They initially concluded that it must be a member or being done with the aid of a member 

leaving doors ajar etc. It was not until later in the afternoon when the galley contractor arrived to open for busi-

ness, that the empty bottle of vodka was discovered in the galley and some dirty footprints found on top of the 

fridge. The skylight above the fridge was noticed to not be square to the roof opening and on closer examina-

tion it was found that the whole skylight was being lifted off to gain access. The skylight requires two people to 

move it, however it was only found to be held in place by copious amounts of silicon in the first place. The 

offending opening has now been boarded over and roofed in to hopefully stop any reoccurrence. It is not 

known how access was gained the first time, whether it was by the same skylight that was carefully replaced 

after or if a door had been left open. As this doubt exists can members please make sure that when they leave 

the clubhouse and especially if you are the last one out, make sure all the doors and accessible windows are 

securely closed. 

 

By the time you read this article a new alarm will have been installed in the bar which, as well as making noise, 

also phones designated numbers when activated. Additionally we are also going to install CCTV to cover the 

clubhouse entrances. Sadly itôs a case of big brother will be watching you. In this day and age its considered 

normal in many places and due to events we have chosen to follow suit. 

 

The pontoon will hopefully be complete by the start of next season. Originally the idea was a tuning fork type 

end section. This has now been rethought as it created more problems than it solved. The proposal is now to 

install an L shaped end that will have a slope at the Fareham end to help the dinghy sailors launch. The original 

idea was to get the piling works done and build replacement pontoons at the rate of one or two a year.  This 

would take three years to complete, and involve extra expense, as the temporary pontoon sections would re-

quire expenditure to make them fit. This timescale has also been revised; we now intend to build three pontoon 

sections starting early October. The end unit will hopefully be built in January after the design changes have 

been presented to the AGM and the financial expenditure authorised. 

 

 

The club extension plans are now on display in the clubhouse and have been submitted to Gosport Borough 

Council. Hopefully planning permission will be granted which in turn will allow us to obtain costings. The de-

tails of which can then be put to the members at the next AGM. It was originally hoped to call an EGM but the 

lead times involved in planning and obtaining costings means a meeting would be called in December. This 

seems pointless given that the AGM is in January. 



  On a more sombre note the committee have recently learned of the passing of David Dryburgh. Many of the 

older members will remember David when he owned the Westerly Konsort ñKinshipò. Some of the antics of 

the skipper and crew of this vessel are now legendary. Our thoughts are with Davidôs family during this  

difficult time. 

 

Tickets to the Annual Dinner and Dance will be on sale shortly. The price of the ticket has increased by £5.00 

to make the ticket £33.00. The majority of this increase is due to the price the caterers at Thorngate Hall have 

quoted. I know that some households are feeling the pinch economically and so the ticket sales have been re-

vised downwards with a breakeven figure of 150people 

 

The club has for several months had a wireless Internet connection available for members to use. The service 

had some serious limitations but, thanks to Mr Kevin Hughes, one of our members who is very knowledgeable 

in this field, the problems have been overcome. If you would like to use the wi-fi connection the password is 

displayed in the display cabinet by the toilet. 

 

The working party secretary had to resign from the post earlier in the year; this left the rest of the committee to 

make the best of the situation. Several things came to light, firstly notification has always been a postal affair 

that is slow and sometimes doesnôt arrive. The first steps have been taken to put the work party lists to the 

Internet. At the moment it is just the duty member list with the upcoming work party dates to be added shortly. 

It is hoped that next year all the work party dates, duties and attendees will be able to be put on the internet 

early on to allow plenty of time for members to make the necessary arrangements. 

Whilst talking of work party it has also become apparent that the members on a self-help basis can do less and 

less meaningful work. Over time various tasks such as bar duty and galley duty have disappeared altogether. 

Various options are being explored in order to redress the balance. The results of which will be brought to the 

next AGM for consideration. 

 

Thatôs about it for this instalment with more waffle than normal but a lot has happened or is happening since 

the last edition of Spunyarn. 

                                                                                                                     Mike Roberts 

 

Mooring Survey Report 

Using a portable Yeoman plotter a complete survey of all the club moorings has now been  

completed. Using the Clubôs large rib, with Commodore as Coxain, Dick Millerchip as plotter and 

myself as recorder, the survey was carried out in half a day. The plots were recorded on to Admiralty 

charts, by using GPS enhanced accuracy and, by and large, are down to 10 degrees or so. Due to the 

speed the survey was managed, and the quiet conditions, all positions are relative to each other   al-

though they should be considered as an indication, not a precise position. 

A total of 167 positions of mooring buoys in the club mooring areas were plotted against 191mooring 

permits allocated. One reason for this discrepancy is the 17 moorings I have allocated in July but not 

yet laid. This still leaves 7 not accounted for. 

One of the difficulties encountered is the number of mooring buoys with no markings. There are70 

mooring with no, or unidentifiable markings on them. This is in direct contravention of the mooring 

agreements condition, item 6:Mooring identity; in the case of older agreements , or item 7 :in Later 

agreements. 

A further study of the survey findings will be carried out to correlate the vessels found on the  

moorings to the clubôs data base 

In an effort to clarify the density of vessels in the club moorings, Richard Dyke is in the process of 

seeing if charts, using latitude and longitude of each position, can be produced. The idea is each posi-

tion would be numbered and a list will show the vessel and member allocated this  position. 

It is work in progress and ,coupled with the information now available on the web site, a clearer and 

more transparent view of the club moorings is available to club members  

                                                             Cliff Read 

                                                              Mooring officer  

                                                               2nd September2011 
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Today in a grand ceremony at Portsmouth dockyard HMS Indefensible was commissioned 

into the Royal Navy. Described as the most stealthy warship in the world, she is now the 

only vessel in the Royal Navy and replaces 2 mothballed aircraft carriers, 6 destroyers and 4 

submarines. Responding to criticism about the shrinking fleet, the MoD replied "It's not 

about numbers, it's about quality not quantity. HMS Indefensible represents a revolution in 

naval procurement, stealthy, light and agile she will provide a highly flexible platform. She 

is invisible to radar and almost immune to torpedo or missile attack. Her shallow draft makes 

her ideal for work in the littoral (coastal) areas. She is also highly efficient with virtually 

zero carbon emissions and zero fuel consumption "Admiral Sir James Bland added "She is 

ready to respond instantly to events and can be deployed to trouble spots anywhere in the 

world. The RAF have promised to fly her to wherever she's needed provided (1)They are not 

busy (2)The weather is OK (3)There is a large airfield provided by a friendly foreign nation 

close by". Constructed by Britain's only ship builder BVATe Systems in Birmingham, taking 

8 years to build, and costing just £1.5 Billion she is a triumph of British engineering. Her 

forward section was built in China in 2 weeks and then shipped to the UK. The forward sec-

tion was then joined to the stern built in Birmingham and the complex technical systems in-

stalled. However the programme was not all plain sailing and has not been without its  

problems,"The original design included an outboard motor but early in the building process 

the Treasury insisted cost savings had to be made so out went the motor.  After some time 

spent on computer-modelling and research we selected oars" said a BVATe spokesperson. 

Although £1.2 Billion over-budget and 3 years late, Secretary of State for Defence, William 

Bragg says we can all be proud "The Type 48 programme has sustained 10,000 British 

manufacturing jobs in addition to 30,000 civil servants in the MoD project team. She will 

represent the leading edge of British manufacturing wherever she goes and is worth every 

penny" Bragg is also says he is hoping to see export orders soon although as yet there has 

been little interest. Some observers have commented that her lack of any armament could be 

a problem but the MoD answered robustly "The Foreign Office advised us that carrying 

weapons can be seen as provocative and that actually firing a weapon at someone would 

definitely infringe their human rights. We considered this advice at an early stage in the de-

sign process and together with the fabulous cost-savings, the case for having no armament 

was overwhelming" .Her commanding officer, Commander Rupert Tubworthy-Pollock said 

"To be selected from the 1,200 officers still serving in the RN for the only seagoing com-

mand available is a great privilege .Bringing her out of build and into commission has been a 

huge challenge but I'm confident she will prove to be a great asset". With a crew of just 2, 

she is a fine example of lean-ning, reducing running costs and lessening the RN's recruitment 

headaches. Her crew, AB "Taffy" Welsh Owen said "On my last ship I had to share the mess 

with 40 other men but on the new Type 48 sharing is far a less of a problem. As I'm now the 

only rating in the Royal Navy I have a lot of responsibility" .HMS Indefensible is expected 

to complete sea trials shortly, go to Plymouth for Operational Sea Training, have a short refit 

in Rosyth and then and be deployed as part of the new Euro-Navy task force.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Neville Bacon 
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Hi Guys, have put together a small trip report for our voyage this year, hope you enjoy it. 

 Unfortunately Richard, due to some confusion over dates, couldn't make the cruise so it 

was just John, Jerry and myself.  Jerry was in Manchester for his grandsonôs christening on 

the Sunday so he planned to join us in Guernsey. 

I arrived at the boat on Wednesday to take delivery of the new Genoa supplied by Lucas 

Sails,  any problems could then be sorted before Friday if necessary.  The extra days also 

allowed me to get the stores stowed, fit a net for fresh fruit and veg and make some minor 

repairs and mods. I also fitted a bum strap to the galley and changed the propane for  

butane, sorted out fuel receipts, got diesel and water, took off the out-of-date flares and 

checked the papers were all present and correct. 

Day 1. 

John and I left Portsmouth on the Saturday at midnight after a good meal at the Old House 

At Home and some much needed rest. Weather was atrocious but it was more centred in 

the East so figured we would be okay but bit spooky sailing into thunder and lightning! 

The sail was arduous to say the least, reasonable wind but very órock and rollô due to a 

large swell from the quarter. Got into St Peter Port, Guernsey at 1900, not a bad run con-

sidering the distance. It was also springs so we covered a few extra miles.  We did a watch 

of 2 hours on, one hour off so we were not too tired when we arrived.  We enjoyed a nice 

Spaghetti Bolognese and a few beers before bed. 

Day 2. 

Jerry couldn't get a flight till Tuesday so John and I gave the boat a good wash down, fitted 

some tell-tales to the main and made adjustments to the rudder/tiller so it would be more 

secure..  Had some drinks in the evening and enjoyed Roast Chicken on the Cobb BBQ. 

Day 3. 

Our third crew member (intrepid leader) arrived at 1030,  screaming from the taxi he  

arrived in "get that engine started we're off",  but honestly, he was like a small child as he 

approached the boat, beaming a huge smile all the way from the cab, obviously very happy 

to be back on óCaressaô! and not needing to sail her from Pompey!.  The watch leader has 

arrived!!We finished off a few bits, relaxed for a while and left at 12.00 after refuelling, 

destination Lezardrieux. It was a bit later than hoped because John took the long walk to 

the Marina office to post customs papers...  He also passed a letterbox for this very purpose 

on our pontoon ramp on the way back!! 

 Again, it was a lumpy sail and we got hit by a rogue wave, loads of water, quite shocking, 

completely swamped! John got knocked over down below and squashed his testicles 

against the table, luckily the table faired well but can't say the same for Johnôs testicles.  

I also got knocked over and managed to pull a grab rail from the saloon side! 

And this was still only Day 3!  but, we did make the bar at La Pontoon by 21.30 so all was 

well in the world, Marina was nice but the pontoon ramp!!  gosh the bed was that steep! 

Day 4.  (Wed 8th). 

Left Lezardrieux at 1130, nice day but not to much wind, we motored to Isle de Brehat and 

found a small cove on the south of the Island suitable for anchoring and dropped the pick 

for a while.  We did want to go ashore so we picked up a visitorôs mooring and took the 

zodiac to a small slipway.  Explored the Island as best we could, considering the injuries 

and ailments that a 170 year old crew possesses!  We ended up in a quaint square, did 

some shopping and relaxed with a few beers. Spectacular place with some outstanding 

rocks! Had Tagliatelle Carbonara back at the boat and a few beers to round off a good day. 

We were  in a pool up near the gate and waited, the tide then broke the sill and the Marina 

began to fill/equalise, very interesting, the gate finally opened and we passed in.   

had to leave with the noon tide so we had an early full English, shower and moved over to 

the fuelling pontoon for some diesel.  
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Day 5 Left at 11.00 to catch the tide west and part sailed/motored to Perros-Guirrec, approx 25mls.  

a weird way to get into the Marina, very difficult to find the mole but once you have enough water, 

and can get close enough, all becomes clear.  Its possible to get neaped in there for up to 4 days! 

Day 6. 

Nice village and we did find a small supermarch for some essential stores but had to leave with the 

noon tide so we had an early full English, shower and moved over to the fuelling pontoon for some 

diesel. We slipped out at 12.00 through an incredibly narrow sill gate!  We motored out of the har-

bour into safe water and steered a line for L'Aberwrac'h.  We were soon under sail as the wind was 

strengthening. Unfortunately it also rained again, and the wind kept strengthening!  By this time it 

was raining hard and blowing a six, with still a way to go for L'Aberwrac'h so decided to duck into 

Roscoff and drop the anchor for the night hoping it would blow through.  Roscoff boasts a good 

sheltered anchorage but the new marina development has practically engulfed it! There is some 

space left on the south of it but too shallow for us so we picked up a safe water mark just off the 

new wall  thinking we were going to get moved on but out of pity I think they turned a blind eye.  

All was calm and we had good shelter from the south westerly we were struggling with. 

Day 7 

By midnight the wind had veered, and the sea was suffering, or should I say, foaming!  The boat 

was rolling violently and we were endlessly getting up to check the situation and shut slamming 

cupboard doors and stow items rolling around the cabin sole, a dreadful night, quite scary and most 

definitely the worst spent on a buoy.. Safe water mark my ass! By 04.00 the wind had died and we 

were off, tired, but glad to be away.  From the forecast, we had to make on quickly for L'Aberwrac'h 

as more gales were expected!  From Roscoff we went through the Isle de Batz passage, quite beauti-

ful, and from the East some nice anchorages were apparent with plenty of laid mooring buoys.   

Probably no better for us than Roscoff but nice to know for the future.  We wanted to make Isle 

Ouessant (Ushant). Jerry's Holy Grail  but this new forecast meant no sailing tomorrow and we al-

ready had a heads up on some more rubbish later in the week over the Solent, looks like l'Aber-

wrac'h would be the furthest west we would get.  We made the marina in good time and made a 

dash for moules frittes, Rain was relentless yet again, horrible grey old day.  We settled down for 

the evening, had some beers and let the storm do it's thing. 

Day 8.  (Sunday 12th) 

We were worried the forecasters had got this one wrong, didn't want to miss out on Ushant and 

waste a day if it didn't come to anything but gladly they got it right!  Rained practically all night and 

all day, wind was terrible, luckily we were in a wind shadow created by a heavily wooded hill. Fur-

ther south into the Marina boats were rolling up over the pontoons!  We had a good breakfast and I 

braved the weather to walk 1.5K to find a Supermarche for much needed stores. We were ok for 

bread etc. but struggling to buy meat cheaply. Anyway, full oilies adorned and off I went. I was 

struggling to walk in the wind and the rain was horizontal.  And of course, you guessed it, closed!  

At least getting back to the boat was easier!  So being very wet on the outside we needed to redress 

the balance and get very wet on the inside, lots of beers all round, not something we made a habit of 

at £5.00+ a pint! 

Day 9. 

Slipped L'Aberwrac'h at 0930, decision made, we were to miss Ushant and head back East, our des-

tination today was Tréguier.  Wind was from the West but not a lot so motor sailed.  A memorable 

moment, whilst off watch and in my slumber I was called for a lifejacket.  By Jerry!  You can imag-

ine my dismay,  asking for why, and looking out from the companionway, we had been completely 

enshrined in fog!  Jerry's disappointment was obvious, "death and destruction everywhere and I can't 

see any of it"....  Was either Isle de Batz or Les Sept Isles!  I just knew it as more rocks..  As it was, 

the wind built and we had a cracking good sail and got to Tréguier for a beer, but not before having 

a right royal struggle to get the boat berthed in a tide swept Marina. 
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Day 10. 

Up early, paid Marina dues, had breakfast, searched for a Supermarche, again to no avail but managed to pick 

up what was needed..  12ú for three chicken pieces!  I removed and re-sealed the forward port window 

(leaking, wet duvet).  All had showers and a few beers and moved Caressa up near the mouth of the river to 

pick up a buoy for an early away tomorrow.  Tréguier is quite special and the anchorage where we found the 

buoy quite stunning. We fired up the Cobb for the chicken and used the last of the skanky potatoes for roasties, 

drank the dregs of alcohol found onboard and settled in for a good sleep. 

Day 11. 

From the passage plan we had a long dayôs sail to Guernsey ahead, could do no more in France, bad weather 

forecast for Friday and Saturday so time to call it a day and get back quickly..  A pain, but hey ho  We were 

looking at a 18.00 arrival at St Peter Port, we were up at 05.30 and set off as soon as we could, John was on the 

helm and it was early, so we forgave him for sailing UP THE RIVER the wrong way! We had a plated break-

fast on the run and motor sailed much of the distance. That said, we flew up there and were tied off on the fuel-

ling pontoon at 1605!. Some waiting about outside but with a bit of queue jumping we were in and ashore by 

1745.  We got enough shopping for our trip across the channel, had a few beers and went back to boat to get 

weather reports and do a passage plan, despite re-stocking the fridge with the ships favourite tipple we were all 

too tired to indulge!  All looked good with the weather tomorrow, (Thursday), westerly, F3/4 for the dash back, 

so set the alarm for 0630 and had an early night. 

 

Day 12. 

What can I say?  Just be extremely careful when choosing your forecasts, XCWeather was the one we were 

using and to be honest it was very unreliable. Today would be the second time it nearly got us killed! Left at 

0700, having thoroughly checked weather the evening before, was expecting F3/4 from the west so a good sail 

was expected, got out into the Russel and it was a different story altogether, big sea and at least a six, so  

decided to get into Alderney or Cherbourg, too late to turn back so shot up the race, seeing ground speeds of 

over 14knots, we caught the weather on the VHF and they verified the F6/7 gusting 8.  As it was we were well 

reefed (2) and handling it well, Cherbourg was untenable due to the tide and we didn't fancy Alderney for up to 

three days! as the forecast didn't have a "good" in it!  So we all decided that we would go for it.  That being 

said it was manageable and extremely fast, some of the gusts caught us out but it was thrilling, we were seeing 

a sustained 30/35 knots with gusts up-to 47.  John was sublime on the helm, he seemed to read every gust and 

track every wave, absolutely no drama, I get on there and I'm flat on the water within a minute, thankfully he 

waits along side me until I calm into it before he goes "off-watch".  Brilliant!  We changed course from Nab to 

Needles to give us a safer/faster attack and we headed for Yarmouth or Cowes, getting to Needles by 18.00. 

With a new Easterly tide pushing us along we roared up the Solent with beers and takeaway in mind, kept to 

the best streams and were sailing at 8/9 knots so decided to go for Hardway and made it for 2115! Extremely 

fast crossing, topped off with a few beers and a Chinese takeaway!  We raised our glasses to "Caressa" more 

than once. To be honest, it was a dreadful two weeks weatherise but hey, we had some memorable sails and got 

to some outstanding places and saw some great sights.  I spent two weeks with two guys I have the utmost re-

spect for, and together we are a good crew.  I, for one, loved every minute.  apart from the wet bed!  Thank you 

Jerry and John. 

  

Will put some pictures up on the FaceBook group page for Caressa soon.        Mark Hawkins  
  

Please return trolleys safely and avoid  blocking the dinghy racks. 

Reminder to parents 

To please ensure that you know where your children are when 

visiting the club. It is not appropriate for them to be playing 

amongst the dinghies in the compound, and when the  cruisers 

are lifted out later on , the compound becomes a particularly  

hazardous place for children. Nor is the mast shed an  

appropriate place to play, particularly the adult shower areas. 
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 Hardway Sailing Club is not unused to unusual craft gracing its pontoons and one weekend 

in July it once again offered its hospitality to a fairly unusual  boat made of cement. Carly, in 

her own inimitable way persuaded ( or was it bullied?) the owner of óGloriaô to write an arti-

cle about it for the magazine.  

Max agreed, possibly under duress!!Thank 

you Max 

Just me and óGloriaô left to cross the wild north Atlantic 

                                                           Stay in the cold Westerliesï thatôs the trick 

                                                   The sea soon lost its gorgeous sheen, 

                                                 Turned slate grey and looked quite mean 

                                             

                                               The wind blew hard and caused a giant swell 

                                                    I had left a harbour and found a Hell! 

                                                             Seven long weeks, all alone 

                                                    Ah, how I wished for a satellite phone! 

                                                                 But itôs not all bad 

                               Itôs made me value real people and for that I óm glad. 

 

                                            Carly, you asked me why I broke my trip here? 

                                     Itôs not just ócos itôs cheap and you serve good beer 

                                       Itôs just that real people in this sad world are rare 

                              And I know at Hardway I will always meet some there 

                                                  Me and óGloriaô left Hardway Club 

                                                       Where to next? Thatôs the rub! 

                                                  We wanted to go to the tropical  sun 

                                                      But thatôs a  lot of miles to run 

                                             Ushant, La Coruna, Bayone and Santos? 

                                           But by then the engine oil pressure was lost 

                                             Onwards to Las Palmas to  pick up hands 

                                        Three guys to walk the West Indies warm lands 

                                   Twelve days to Cape Verdiôsôcos the trades donôt blow 

                                               Made poor old óGloriaô look very slow 

                                         And then across the ocean we tried to sail 

                                         Light wind, no engine, like a concrete snail 

                                             St Lucia did eventually hove into sight 

                                                 Just in time to meet my Helenôs flight 

                                                  Together we roamed the Grenadines 

                                     A true unspoilt paradise, warm turquoise seas 

                                     White beaches, palm trees and peopleðnice 

                                          Far too soon Helenôs time had fled me, 

                                                        Had to say goodbye 

                                             Sad tears at the airport were shed. 

 

Max Liberson 
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Black Diamond 
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                         The Dangers of Public Facilities   

              (Another stage in Learning the Hardway)  by  Ted  Sutton  
Few of us have boats large enough to have showers or even really comfortable toilets.   So, 

occasionally, most of us have to run the gauntlet of using the facilities ashore, which should 

have a notice warning óThese facilities have the potential to cause severe  

embarrassmentô. 

I have to admit that things have improved in recent years and itôs now possible to visit  

marina and yacht club toilets without having to wear welly boots.  Can you remember the 

old Porta cabin showers in Yarmouth before the present smart toilet block was installed?  

The dressing area was communal, like a school changing room and getting dressed involved 

hopping about on one leg trying to keep oneôs pants away from the two inches of dirty water 

on the floor! 

But before the days of enlightenment and modernisation, the run ashore clutching oneôs 

towel and sponge bag was an adventure.  Particularly on the other side of the Channel. 

My first trip to France is a good example.  Four of us, lads in our early twenties, had made it 

across to Cherbourg in a chartered yacht and after kissing the ground in celebration, I nipped 

into the Yacht Club toilets.  The only free cubicle had a soaking wet floor so I carefully hung 

trousers and pants on the back of the door.  The seat was uncomfortable because a lever on 

the wall behind stuck in my back so I gave it a push.  

Big mistake.  A jet of cold water from the toilet hit my backside and as I leapt off the seat, it 

continued across the cubicle to soak my pants and trousers on the back of the door.  My first 

experience of  French hygiene facilities.  

Later that trip I ventured to use a restaurant toilet since we could see the inviting door from 

where we were sitting.  There was no window and when I shut the door, no obvious light 

switch.  After groping around in the dark I opened the door again but not only was there no 

obvious switch or pull cord but in the gloom, I couldnôt see a toilet either.  Nothing for it but 

to seek assistance in my schoolboy French from the rather pretty waitress.  To the amuse-

ment of my pals, she took me by the hand, led me inside and closed the door.  Inside, she 

guided my hand to the lock which activated the light revealing a rather small hole in the 

floor flanked by the two foot prints.  The waitressôs instructional mime, before she hurriedly 

let herself out, was well up to the standard of  Marcel Marceau.  Of course, my pals thought 

this incident was hilarious and it got funnier with each retelling .Another time, the four of us 

were using the scarcely private ópissoirô facility behind a low hedge outside St Maloôs walls 

when one of us looked up.  There was no privacy at all from the sightseers walking the walls 

directly above us.  Itôs difficult to relax the required muscles under these circumstances.  

One naturally tenses up under scrutiny!ô   Years later, now married with two sons, sitting in a 

French marina waiting for the weather to improve, as one does, I went off to sample their 

shower facilities.  Over the years, I have become a keen critic of public showers and have yet 

to find the perfect design.  This one scored only about five out of ten because there was no-

where to keep oneôs clothes completely away from the wet part of the shower.  When trying 

to hang my trousers in the only dry corner, all the change fell out of my pocket and rolled 

under the duck-board on the floor.  When clean, dry and clothed, I found one had to open the 

door to lift the slats and recover my cash.  However, this was a rewarding process since 

amongst all the grot of hair and old sticking plasters were many more coins than I had 

dropped.I  mentioned this fact to my lads who were disconsolately sitting in the cockpit hav-

ing spent all their pocket money and I have never seen them take off so fast.  When I fol-

lowed them back to the shower block, they were enthusiastically trying all the doors and lift-

ing the boards in the vacant cubicles. I fear they might have even ejected a few French 

yachties who were still  trying to get dressed. Anyway, they found enough for another trip to  
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the shops the to buy more ópetit petards' type of small firework, which at that time, was the 

craze among schoolboys day tripping to France. 

Another time my wife and I visited some rather splendid shower facilities in a Belgian  

Marina where each cubicle had a bucket with mop and Squeegee with a sign suggesting that 

one should clean up after use. I was first outside and heard a squawk from my wife before 

she emerged soaking wet. In her enthusiasm to polish every part of the cubicle after dressing, 

she only just touched the óonô button. My last run in with French facilities was quite recent 

and occurred a long way from the sea in Reims, just outside the cathedral. We had been driv-

ing for hours and I was bursting, when suddenly we came across the French equivalent of a 

superloo; a stainless steel cubicle sitting on the pavement and as welcome as an oasis to a 

man dying of thirst. It cost 40 cents to open the door but the instructions inside were in 

French and hard to make sense of. Since the toilet obviously hadnôt flushed since its last  

occupant I searched for a lever and found a red button which opened the door to reveal a 

queue now forming outside. I refused to leave since I yet had to accomplish my mission and 

I struggled to  pull the door shut. About fifteen seconds later it shut itself, the light went out 

and with me trapped inside, the wretched machine went through its cleaning cycle. 

This involved retracting and flushing the toilet, then spraying the whole interior of the  

Cubicle with high pressure water to just over waist high, which of course included me. The 

door then opened and the first in line outside eagerly inserted his forty cents. However, I still 

refused to come out until I had spent my penny. When finally relieved, I squelched back to 

the car, my wife said accusingly, ñ How did you get wet like that?ò As I changed my  

trousers, pants, socks and shoes, standing between car doors on the pavement, I explained 

that the French had found a subtle way of embarrassing the English as payback for past in-

sults and for some reason, I seemed to have been singled out as a prime target. 

 

 

 

On a slightly more genteel subject!!  I would like to thank 

Sally and Barbara for the great job they have done with 

the flowers yet again.  They have provided a wonderful 

burst of colour through this rather disappointing summer. 
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Junior Week 2011   (one) 

So many people involved in so many  

different ways to ensure that Junior 

week is a success 

Junior week 2011 


