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Above: 
 
‘One of the best 
ever Club Weeks’ -  
photos on Page 14 
 
 

 
 
 
Left: 
 
A big thank you to 
the retiring sail 
trainers—Page 17 
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Commodore’s Report 
September 2006  

 
Isn’t it amazing how fast the summer has gone? There 
seem to have been a lot of westerlies and strong winds 
recently, and not too many light wind days, but the days 
are already drawing in, and we’ll soon be seeing 
advertisements for Christmas appearing all over the 
place. 
 
The high spot of the summer (and the year) for me was 
Paul and Alex’s wedding in July. Alex tells of her day 
elsewhere in this Newsletter, and it was truly a very 
proud day for the Craigs and Hudsons. Thanks to the 
Club for allowing us to celebrate the occasion in a place 
which means so much to us. 
 
Club Week was particularly enjoyable this year and the 
turnout was probably a record. Thanks are due to Sav 
for all the hard work he has put into organising the event 
over the last three years. He has an inimitable style, and 
will be a hard act to follow… but the next Club Week 
supremos are already waiting in the wings, subject to 
the date being convenient. 
 
There’s still a lot more to look forward to over the 
coming weeks and months – the Holms race, the Dinner 
dance and the Laying up supper to name but three. We 
are looking for a really good turnout for the Dinner 
Dance and prize-giving in our new location – it is much 
lower cost and promises to be better value, so those who 
have been put off by the price in previous years should 
come and have some fun, and pick up your prizes or 
congratulate those who have won them. 
 
At the recent Committee meeting it was agreed that we 
would ask all members to ensure that all trailers (cruiser 
and dinghy) left anywhere at the club are clearly marked 
with the owners name. any trailer which is not marked 
will be moved to the scrap area, and will be disposed of 
after an appropriate time has passed if it is not claimed 
and marked. Please help us to keep the site tidy! 
 
Finally, I’d like to thank John Allen and Joan Booys for 
all the work they have done over many years as Sail 
Training Principal and Sail Training Officer 
respectively. They have both decided to stand down this 
year having done an extraordinarily good job in their 
different roles building such an effective sail training 
capability at the club. We will miss their energy and 
enthusiasm during the training season (although I’m 
sure they will be unable to resist lending a hand from 
time to time). 
 

Successors are being agreed, and I would like to take 
this opportunity to ask members to contact me if they 
would like to stand for a position on the Committee at 
the next AGM. The Club relies heavily on the untiring 
commitment of a number of willing volunteers, and if 
you are thinking it’s time to do your bit for the Club, 
please come and have a chat with me or one of the other 
officers or Committee members, and we’ll let you know 
what we’re looking for, and what’s involved. There are 
also a number of non Committee jobs which need to be 
done, and we are also intending to extend the RIB 
teams. If I don’t hear from you, don’t be surprised if you 
get a tap on the shoulder! 
 
Good sailing. 
 
Rob 

 

Russell Knight BSc (Hons) 
Personal Trainer 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Contact Now For Your Free, No 

Obligation Consultation 
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Editor’s Notes 
 
It’s been a busy summer for a lot of people at TSC, as 
you can see by the number and variety of contributions 
to this issue of the Newsletter.  Thanks everyone for the 
excellent photos and articles. 
 
Over the years I’ve made some interesting contacts 
through the Newsletter, and a few weeks ago I had an e-
mail from some people who had just bought a 53-foot 
ferro-cement  boat and were having a terrible time try-
ing to insure it.  Before they would even consider offer-
ing them cover, the insurers wanted them to find out as 
many details as possible, such as when and where it was 
built.  The boat was said to have sailed round the world 
a couple of times so they were sure it had been built to a 
good standard, but the only real lead was this: it was 
built by someone called Brian Debney, whose name 
appears on the Certificate of British Registry, probably 
in the early 1980s.   
 

 

Winter Talks at TSC 
 

19 October 2006 at 8 pm  
Hugh Conway-Jones  

"The Sharpness to Gloucester Canal"  
www.gloucesterdocks.me.uk 

and 
16 November 2006 at 8 pm Angela Robotham  
"Tidal Turbines"  www.marineturbines.com 

Peter Newport   1937 - 2006  
 
You all will probably not realise that Thornbury Sailing 
Club lost a very long time member recently. Peter New-
port who died in June, held continuous membership of 
the club since 1960, although today there are few club 
members around who will remember him. He was a per-
sonal friend, having served our engineering apprentice-
ships together and I introduced him to the Club. 
 
In the early years of his membership he was very active 
in the various club activities such as building jetties, the 
'pick and shovel' gang constructing the road down the 
top of the bank by hand, which we all take for granted 
nowadays. Although not a boat owner he was a regular 
crew for the late Commodore, Ted Lovell and numerous 
others. 
 
Family commitments took him away from the club in 
later years, but he always maintained his interest and 
would turn up at Regatta time and other occasions just 
to see what was going on and comment on the latest 
club project. 
 
Peter did not enjoy good eyesight which caused him 
difficulty throughout his life. Sadly, in 1990 he became 
blind which curtailed sailing activity and he took early 
retirement. However, he transferred his energy to a very 
active role in the Guide Dogs for the Blind Association 
who are grateful for the sterling work he did on their 
behalf. 
 
In maintaining his membership over all these years he 
pays a tribute to the club which gave him so much 
pleasure and happy memories in his earlier years. He is 
survived by his wife and two sons. 
 
I was very pleased to be able to attend his memorial ser-
vice representing my family and the Thornbury Sailing 
Club. 
  
Brian Leat 
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They tried searching on the Internet for the name Brian 
Debney and found someone by that name in last year’s 
Summer issue of our Newsletter, where he is described 
as “Harbourmaster at Porlock Weir”.  Seeing my e-mail 
address they wrote to me—I had no idea whether it was 
the same person but passed on contact details anyway. 
 
A few days later I had another e-mail to say that they 
had tracked down Brian Debney and he was indeed the 
man who built the boat they had just purchased and that 
he had some wonderful tales to tell about how he built it 
and then sailed round the world.   The boat is currently 
in Spain, but when they bring her back next year they 
have arranged to phone Brian so that he can come and 
see her again.  A happy ending!  
 
On my travels with Arcady this summer we tried to go 
into Porlock Weir one night, hoping to look up the har-
bourmaster and hear the stories for ourselves, but a 
fairly fresh Northwesterly was blowing into the bay and 
causing some evil-looking waves across the entrance so 
we waved goodbye and went on to Watchet instead. 
 
Another contact this Summer, who had also heard of us 
through the Newsletter, were the owners of another 
Sadler 26 (like Arcady), who came up from their home 
club at Clevedon to visit TSC.  We met them again in 
Tenby when they were on their way back from a 13-
week trip that had taken them to Scotland.  I was well 
impressed!  We were tied up behind them alongside the 
harbour wall, on the outside of a 41-foot fin-keeler, 
whose owners were worried we might pull them over 
when the water went out as we were so much smaller 
and would drop much further.  It did make me very 
nervous having that giant next to us all night but we’d 
left our lines very slack just in case.  The two boats did 
look comical side-by-side at low water though—my 
new sailing friend Inky took this photo but you have to 
look closely to see anything in the dark.  

By the way, thanks everyone who passed on names of 
lady crews to me when I was stuck for someone to help 
in August, that’s some more useful contacts I’ve made!  
Inky is a new member who has a very interesting story 
to tell about the coracles that she and her friend have 
built and have been trying out on the upper Severn this 
summer. 
 
It’s been a very good summer for Arcady—we also took 
part in Gordon’s cruise in company in July.  The plan 
was to attend the Bristol Harbour Festival on the way 
home, and we were heading up to Bristol when we spot-
ted some of the tall ships who were making for the festi-
val too, and had the great pleasure of their company. 
 
Thanks again to all our contributors, hope I haven’t left 
anyone out.  The next issue will be the Christmas one so 
the deadline for your articles will be the first Thursday 
in December, which is the 7th.  Contributions are wel-
come from anyone and everyone, the more variety the 
better—isn’t is great to hear from so many of the 
younger members in this issue! 
 
sarah.brankin@tesco.net                            01454 884712 
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Topper Nationals 
—Tom’s diary 

 
Saturday 
Left T.S.C at 5.30am, I carried on sleeping! Great, ar-
rived at campsite after 3 hours most of which was lost 
around Bristol with mum and dad not getting on well! 
Off to get the boat measured. 
 
Having found a boat space, rigged, and queued to be 
measured, the boat failed and we had to chop an inch off 
the end of my new tiller extension! Registered, got my 
sponsor bits and pieces, bought my t-shirt and back to 
the camp site to set up and have an early night to try and 
get over club week! 
 
Parent’s Postscript 
Less said about the journey down the better, needless to 
say we never want to see Brislington again! (Don’t ask!) 
Note to oneself, take more tools! Namely a hacksaw! 
 
Sunday 
9.30 briefing, found out that there were 285 boats en-
tered which are split into four colours that round robin 
race each other so there will be 132 boats on each start 
line! This is for three days to sort everyone into a gold 
fleet and a silver fleet. 
 
On the water for 11.00, first start 12.00. Off the water 
6ish after three back-to-back races. I got a 114th, a116th 
and a 121st. Seven hours solid on the water—early night 
tonight! 
 
Parent’s postscript  
Long day for many reasons, launching and retrieving 
285 boats for one, but also the stress of your baby being 
out there on that start line with 132 boats (more than 
we’ve had on a start line!) and not knowing how he’s 
getting on for seven hours! 
 
Monday 
9.30 briefing, on water by 10.30, 4½ hours later sent 
back in, lack of wind, one race so far. I got a 45th by 
listening at the briefing and not rafting up on the start 
line at the pin end but going for clear air at the other 
end. Sent back out at 4.30 but wind dropped again, no 
race, and back in for 6.30. Very quick tea and off to the 
civic reception at the forte and some fantastic fireworks 
out in the bay. 
 
Parent’s postscript 
By the end of today we had launched and retrieved 560 
boats as they went out twice!  Lots of frustrated children 

but even more frustrated parents! Free wine and fire-
works almost made up for it though.  
 
Tuesday 
8.30 briefing as they want to get 4 races in today be-
cause only one race yesterday. The coach was on about 
the start line again, this will mean everyone going where 
I want to be! 
 
No wind to start with so had to hang around for a few 
hours waiting for it! I decided to do a bit of sanding and 
polishing of the rudder. Launched for 12.00, 6½ hours 
and four long races later we come back in. I got a 90th, 
114th, 113th and 115th.  This put me in the silver fleet for 
the rest of the week and I have to carry half of my 
points. 
 
Had a lot of fun tonight though at the games evening, 
human table football, surfing simulator and a bungee 
run that I won. 
 
Parent’s postscript 
This was a stressful time for us as we had to be very up- 
beat with Tom and not show our frustrations in the race 
officer and his time delays. Especially when Tom 
started to get frustrated and lose his temper, we took it 
in turns to walk away! 
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Pram dinghies 
 
Hello sailors! As there appear to be only 43 dinghies 
that have been identified by their owners and in use in 
the pram dinghy compound, I shall be removing the 20 
or so that I assume are without owners or in use to a safe 
place, with a view to perhaps having an auction later in 
the season if they remain unclaimed. All monies raised 
going to club funds. 
 
Mike Cresswell 

A TSC Wedding  
 
Paul and I first met eight years ago on the banks of the 
River Severn during club week.  Over the next seven 
years we continued to spend most of our free time at 
TSC and if Paul had his way it would probably be all 
our free time!   So when Paul proposed to me in August 
2005 there was really only one place we could think of 
where we would like to celebrate our wedding – TSC!  
We wrote to the committee and asked whether we could 
use the club land to erect a marquee for our reception 
and thankfully they gave us their blessing.   
 
Roll on a few months…….. 
 
The 15th July 2006 finally arrived – the big day!  I woke 
up at my parents and crossed my fingers before looking 
out the window.  Yippee, the sun was shining, always a 
good sign!  I got up and headed off to the hairdressers 
with my bridesmaids safe in the knowledge that while I 
was out Paul, Gordon and Darren (the best man), were 
meant to be coming over to help my Dad and my 
brother Jack to relocate all the drink for the day from 
my parents’ storeroom down to the marquee for the ca-
terers to distribute.   
 
Meanwhile my hair appointment all went to plan and I 
was ready bang on schedule to head back home.  Unfor-
tunately the men had taken slightly longer than planned 
to do their bit and I arrived back to find my soon-to-be-
husband’s car still situated outside my Mum and Dad’s 
house at which point a little bit of panic set in.  (It’s 
unlucky for the bride and groom to see each other be-

Wednesday 
9.30 briefing and coaching about clothing and food and 
how important it is to get it right so that you can stay 
out for long periods of time! Shorter day today, only 5½ 
hours! Much windier, 27 mph at times, I got a 103rd, a 
51st and a 49th, much happier. My aim is to stay under 
the hundreds overall. Tonight was Dragon boat racing 
but the PGL instructors decided that it was too rough to 
go out so we stood and watched a Moth with hydro foils 
sailing and believe it or not an RS 600 with hydro foils 
rig up! But by now it was blowing a constant 7 so the 
guy decided not to go out, don’t know why! 
 
Thursday   
9.30 as usual a rush to get on the water today, another 
six hours and three races later I had a 97th, a 67th and a 
76th. We had a BBQ on the beach, I got a bit wet, no 
surprise there! There was a barn dance this evening, we 
didn’t stay long as all tired, we went back to camp and I 
put a wax strip on daddies back, he did ask me to! It was 
hilarious, just ask him. 
 
Parent’s postscript 
You wouldn’t believe the pain! No sympathy from 
Sarah, she thought it was hilarious, especially when it 
got stuck and had to be done again to get the rest of the 
wax off! Never again! 
 
Friday 
Last day with only two races. After five hours I had a 
22nd and a 75th out of 140 which I thought was good. 
Overall I was 78th in the silver fleet and the 3rd best un-
der-13. Time to pack everything up and then go to the 
prize-giving which was very long! I have really enjoyed 
the whole week, just very tired now! 
 
Parent’s postscript 
Martin can’t remember a nationals where we have drunk 
so little! Very tired, can’t understand why as we haven’t 
done much but very, very proud of Tom! 
 
Tom Sully and family 
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fore the church, don’t you know!)  My sister ran into the 
house to stall him while I hid around the back until he 
had gone.  Phew, crisis averted! 
 
After Paul had finally gone I did my make up and put on 
all my finery (no scruffy jeans for me today!)  I was 
ready just as Mandy and Fi (our ushers), Ruby (our 
beautiful flower girl), Ian (Ruby’s escort!) and my pho-
tographer arrived.  I was still feeling quite calm but was 
getting quite excited as everything started to happen 
around me and all the wedding party were coming out 
of their rooms all dolled up – everyone just looked fabu-
lous! 
 
Then everything seemed to go into fast forward and be-
fore I knew it everyone had headed off and I was alone 
with Dad getting into the wedding car to go to St. 
Arilda’s Church.  If you didn’t know already, St. 
Arilda’s is the church that looks down on the TSC and 
the River Severn.  I’ve always loved the place for 
amongst other reasons my sister got married there and I 
always think of it as a beacon you can see from miles 
away guiding you home when sailing back to the club 
on a long distance race or if you’ve sailed downriver!  
Thankfully Paul agreed with me that it was the perfect 
church but maybe not for the same reasons! 
 
Anyway, when I arrived at the church everyone was 
already seated inside and as I reached the doors with 
Dad I looked to my right down the hill to TSC and saw 
the marquee, gleaming white on the banks of the river as 
the sun hit it, and a last Topper or two that had been out 
cruising just coming off the water as the tide dropped 
off the bottom of the slip.  It all felt so perfect that it 
brought a huge grin to my face, and if you ask anyone 
who saw me on that day my smile didn’t drop from that 
moment onwards!  (Well, it may have slipped a little 
when my brother covered me in red wine at 2am in the 

View of the Severn from St Arilda’s 

morning but that’s another story that you’ll have to ask 
me about another time – we are smiling about it now!)  
  
We said our vows, making various members of the con-
gregation cry, and finally became Mr and Mrs Craig 
(and yes it does still feel weird being called Alex 
Craig!)  We had all our group photos taken and then a 
few solo photos before setting off to the marquee after 
everyone else.  Our wedding car had a soft roof so the 
driver dropped it as it was such a beautiful day and we 
arrived feeling a little like royalty – see the picture! 
 
The marquee was set up on almost the same spot that 
Paul and I first started dating which made me feel quite 
nostalgic, and I sat at the top table looking out over the 
river during the meal feeling very content with the 
world.  The weather was fabulous (someone even man-
aged to arrange a north easterly wind so we could open 
the front of the marquee without it wanting to blow 
away), the food was great (if anyone needs a caterer I 
can recommend a very good one!), the alcohol flowed 
(well that’s what happens with a free bar), and the disco 
in the evening played all our favourite tunes so we could 
boogie the night away.  The sailing club made such a 
fantastic venue for our wedding reception in so many 
ways and I honestly couldn’t have wished for a better 
day.  
 
Finally, I wanted to end by saying a huge thank you 
from me and Paul to all club members for their help, 
support and kind wishes in the run up to and following 
our big day.  It really made us feel proud to be members 
of TSC.   
 
THANK YOU! 
 
by Alex Craig (previously Hudson in case you were con-
fused!), SPITFIRE 021 

Wedding car 
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Thanks Craig Phillips for this amazing shot of one of the 
Volvo Extreme 40 racing catamarans, about to capsize�

Optimist  
National Championships  

 
This was my first big sailing event, I have been learning 
to sail my Optimist at Frampton this year and sailed in 
their open meeting with 17 other boats. When we got to 
Pwllheli there were boats everywhere and I found out 
there were 360 other sailor there. This made me very 
nervous but Mum promised me a present if I was good 
so I thought I would see what it was going on.  
 
When we arrived the main fleets were going out for 
their practice race and we had to unpack our boats and 
take them into a large tent where they were checked to 
make sure they were safe. The man there didn’t like 
some of the rope and clips on my boat so Dad had to go 
to the chandlery and buy some more bits. Once dad had 
fitted them the man said my boat was ok to sail and we 
were allowed to go and register. We were given special 
numbers for the boat that we had to stick on the boat 
and the trailer and a bag of goodies including a T-shirt, 
information about what was happening and a pirate’s 
hat ready for the pirates BBQ. Now all we had to do was 
find where to put the boats and pack them up for the 
night and find where we were staying. 
 
The Nationals were split into 4 fleets, Seniors and Jun-
iors, who raced seriously every day and went a long way 
out to sea and stayed out there for ages each day. Then 
there were two regatta fleets, racing and training. Ap-
parently I was going in the training fleet and Sally was 
going into the racing fleet. The next day we arrived in 
the morning to watch the main fleet go out sailing and 
rig our boats before the regatta fleet briefing after lunch. 
We found out we were going to go sailing and have 
some races so that we could be split up into different 
groups. We met the main instructor Di and his helper 
Herbie, they were both really friendly and made me 
laugh. I was a bit confused about the racing but there 
were lots of people in rescue boats who helped us a lot 
so I managed to finish the race and I wasn’t last. Fortu-
nately the wind was fairly light but it was quite a long 
way to the place we were racing, we were told there 
would be three races but the wind dropped and we all 
got towed in after the first race. When we got ashore the 
main fleet were already in and we discovered that the 
showers couldn’t cope with 360 sailors but fortunately 
our accommodation was fairly close so we went home 
and had a shower.  
 
The next day we were put into our proper groups, there 
were 6 people in my group and I was with an instructor 
called Izzy who was really friendly. The plan was to go 
sailing in the morning and learn to sail better and then in 

the afternoon we were going to race with the regatta 
racing group. Unfortunately the wind was a lot stronger 
than the first day and so after some sailing in the morn-
ing only the regatta racing group raced in the afternoon. 
On Tuesday it was the same and the Wednesday was 
meant to be a sail around the headland to another beach 
for the picnic but it was even windier so we played 
games on the beach in the morning and then went out in 
the Ribs to watch the racing in the afternoon. On Thurs-
day it was even windier still so we went out in Wayfar-
ers which was really good fun and the next day I won a 
prize for looking after the jib really well.  On Friday the 
wind dropped a little bit and we all went out racing, I 
was still a bit confused about it and was towed off the 
start line once but I managed to finish all three races and 
ended up 44th out of 52 which I was really happy about. 
When we got back ashore there was a prize giving for 
the regatta fleet where we were all given medals and 
after that the main prize giving happened where we 
were also given a special plate, this went on for ages 
though. 
 
I really enjoyed the week and made several friends, and 
enjoyed the bouncy castle and other fun things that hap-
pened in the evening. On one night I found it really 
funny when the two main instructors turned up for the 
Karaoke dressed up as women and went round spraying 
perfume over people.  
 
I’m really looking forward to going back next year, oh 
yes and of course I was really good so Mum had to buy 
me a present. 
 
Sophie Harvey  
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Sally’s Optimist Nationals 
 
After a long drive we arrived at Pwllheli just after lunch 
on Saturday and spent the afternoon sorting out the 
boats and finding where we were going to stay.  
 
Eventually on Sunday afternoon after the first briefing 
where the Welsh coach tried to teach us a Welsh word 
of the day ( I’ve forgotten them all already) and taught 
us a song that we sang every day several times, we got 
to go sailing.   
 
The regatta racing group that I was in was quite large 
with 71 people in it which makes the start lines quite 
busy though not as big as the main fleets which had 
about 120 boats in each of the fleets.  
 
On the first afternoon we were split into groups just for 
that day and found out how we would launch each 
week. The instructor would help us get on the beach and 
tell us what we were going to do, check all the boats and 
then go out on a rib. Each group was given a different 
colour and when our instructor waved his coloured flag 
we were allowed to launch and then followed the rib to 
where we were sailing. For today though we were just 
having simple races around a square course to decide 
which groups we would be in for the rest of the week. I 

had been told to try and do well since the better groups 
would have better instructors. Somehow I managed to 
finish 5th which meant I was in the top group and was 
with an instructor called James who used to sail Opti-
mists and had done really well in them.  
 
The rest of the week was windy, really windy 
(apparently one day the Fireflies around the corner did-
n’t sail but we still went out). James was a really good 
instructor and we spent lots of time practicing loads of 
different things. Learning how to bail an oppie properly 
while still sailing isn’t something that we have needed at 
Frampton but on the sea it is really important since they 
don’t sail very fast when they are full of water and they 
fill up really quickly if you get things wrong, as I found 
out. Being in the top group we always went out sailing 
first and if we seemed to be coping then they would 
send the next group out, however James seemed to think 
we needed more practice in strong winds as one day we 
were following him doing gybing practice and he would 
wait until the gusts before making us gybe!  
 
Each afternoon we had races and although my results 
varied I did manage to get some good results but I did 
really enjoy sailing with lots of other boats since there’s 
always someone near you. 
 
Sally Harvey 
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Dinner Dance & Prize Giving – Sat 18 th November 
 
For the last few years we have been going to the Grange but whilst it was a lot cheaper than many alternative venues 
the costs have been increasing each year and as a result the numbers attending have been dropping. So this year we 
spent a lot of time looking at alternative venues. So for this year we have a new venue and we are going to Leyhill 
Prison Officers Social Club.  
 
The format will be the same as usual, Black tie or new dress, 3 course meal, prize giving, followed by a disco (good 
bands are getting very expensive).  
 
The cost of the tickets will be only £20 per person this year which is a vast saving on last year but also the bar is 
much cheaper than the one at the Grange so wine and beer will be much cheaper, but if that is not enough to tempt 
you then you will also be able to bring your own wine so you can either bring you favourite expensive bottle or go for 
something cheaper from Tesco’s. 
 
If you would like to come then please either buy tickets from me or Mo after sailing or at weekends, or club meet-
ings, or alternatively fill in the enclosed form and send it complete with a cheque to me. If you can indicate who you 
would like to sit this can make planning easier and we will try to accommodate your requests but this year the maxi-
mum number of people who can sit on one table is eight. 
 
Julie Harvey & Mo Sewell 

Club BBQ—Sunday 30th July 
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1   Boats arrive at Shepperdine for the BBQ…. 3   A hectic time for cooks and helpers.... 

2   ….and hungry sailors scramble ashore 4   ….not long before it’s time to go. 
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Costero Capitan 
 
When Mike Bennett and I completed our RYA Yacht 
Master theory course at The Ridings Winterbourne col-
lege in May 2006, our thoughts turned to planning the 
next level of our sailing training, RYA Coastal skipper 
practical course.  
 
We cast our minds back to our Day Skipper practical 
from Falmouth the year before. We both recalled the 
course being demanding, intensive yet fun. I still smile 
at the caring comment from a course member having 
watched  me suffer for several hours of “mal de mer”. I 
was heaving for the nth time “Jeff, do you need any help 
popping your eyeballs back in?” was the best assistance 
on offer.  
 
The Day Skipper course was conducted in typically un-
predictable and variable British weather which left us 
with a feeling we would rather try a different venue for 
our next level of training. Mike summed it up best when 
he said “think I’d prefer the sun on my back next time!” 
We both felt the same and began to search for a suitable 
alternative. Following an extensive trawl (must have 
been all of 10 minutes) of the priceless internet, we 

came cross a website for Faro Sailing School. This is a 
small sailing school based on the Spanish side of Aya-
monte, a pretty Spanish town facing the delightful Por-
tuguese town of Vila Real de Santo Antonio on the op-
posite side of the Guadiana river.  The river forms the 
border between Portugal and Spain, and an unexpected 
bonus was that the course offered “tidal” certification. 
 
A quick phone call to the proprietor of Faro Sailing, 
Lorie Cunningham reassured us that this course had all 
the right ingredients for our requirements, the course 
and flights were duly booked. All done in a 20 minute 
session from the convenience of my living room. How 
times have changed. 
 
Some weeks later we were collected at the airport by 
Lorie and taken to our home for the next 5 days, a 
Gib’Sea 352, moored in Ayamonte marina, on the Span-
ish side. This is a new modern marina, we arrived at 
around 18.00, the sun was of course shining, and we 
were introduced to the other course members. Jenny and 
Chris who were on a Competent Crew course, had little 
sailing experience and were an outgoing young couple 
looking for a holiday with a difference. The 5th course 
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member was Diego, an Argentinean who was taking his 
Yacht Master practical and theory. Diego had clocked 
up several thousand sea miles on a number of passages 
and appeared to have lots of experience. This was his 
2nd week of a 2 week intensive course. He was due to 
take his Yacht Master practical on Thursday/Friday the 
last day of our course when an approved RYA examiner 
would be flown from the UK to supervise proceedings. 
 
Proprietor Peter Lightfoot was our instructor for the 
week and Day 1 consisted of a safety briefing and a day 
of manoeuvres in the Guadiana river. A semi-
submerged wreck near the entrance to the marina made 
an interesting backdrop. All went well aboard, with eve-
ryone getting on like old buddies and was a rewarding 
time for all. We couldn’t help notice that every spare 
minute that Diego had found would be spent cramming 
theory in readiness for his Yacht Master practical and 
theory examination on Thursday/Friday. The pressure, 
for sure, was on. 
  
In the afternoon I was tasked with planning a passage 
and skippering us to Isla Christina, a small port 6 miles 
East of Ayamonte. The task was straightforward 
enough, but having never skippered much previously, it 
certainly drew on much of the theory from my Yacht 
Master theory course at The Ridings. We slipped our 
moorings with Chris and Jenny quickly grasping the 
crew’s responsibilities, the confidence of all on board 
improving rapidly. Diego continued to take any moment 
available to work on his exercises and Mike and I often 
felt he had an uphill task ahead.  My passage plan with 
hindsight lacked some detail but we easily arrived with-
out any problems, moored up, showered and before we 
knew it were enjoying a memorable meal in a delightful 
Spanish fishing village of Isla Chistina. A change of 
plan had emerged though, Diego had decided he needed 
more quality time to devote to his theory and opted to 
book into a hotel to study more intensively, in readiness 
for his big test at the end of the week. 
 
Days 2 and 3 consisted of Mike and I being given a va-
riety of skippering tasks, which seemed quite demand-
ing enough but concentration was the order of the day, 
and included planning passages, giving safety briefings 
and Mike confidently skippered us 15 miles West to the 
Portuguese port of Tavira. Once there an evening meal 
on board helped to recharge us. As soon as darkness 
fell, Peter had Mike and I navigate several miles up and 
down river, and anchored again at 02.00 am in shallow 
water, having correctly calculated we had 0.5 m to spare 
at low tide. (Glad we got that right!!) We learnt how to 
dig the anchor in to ensure it didn’t drag in the night. 
 
Day 3 and we awoke to a beautiful morning, this time in 

Portugal, having slept lightly due to the wash from the 
fishing vessels which relentlessly passed up and down 
river during the night. Peter asked me to give a safety 
briefing and skipper us back to Vila Real de Santo An-
tonio, the Portuguese port on the western side of the 
Guadiana river, opposite Ayamonte on the Spanish side 
which was a 12 mile trip. Once out of the harbour en-
trance, the light winds soon dropped and we had no 
choice but to motor back, which took just a couple of 
hours. Once moored in Vila Real, we were all feeling 
very tired, but once showered, we found a delightful 
restaurant and enjoyed a quality meal in quality sur-
roundings (and at a bargain price.) 
 
Day 4 took us 6 or 7 miles up the Guadiana river where 
we practised man overboard drills, more manoeuvres, 
anchoring, sailing off an anchor, storm jib drills, galley 
skills, telling jokes and discussing rock music! We re-
turned to Ayamonte marina around 4.30 in the afternoon 
ready for Diego and the RYA examiner (Roger) and to 
rejoin the boat and begin his Yacht Master examination. 
 
We moored up and sure enough Diego and Roger were 
waiting for us. Roger briefed Diego on what to expect 
and reminded him that sometimes he repeats the man 
overboard drill. There was only just time for a quick 
shower before we all left once more to act as crew for 
Diego on his practical examination.  This would have 
been around 18.30.  
 
By 19.30 we had run aground on a sand bank whilst 
trying to follow a 2m contour!!!  I cant say that Diego 
actually panicked, but he did ask all of us to hang from 
the boom over the port side to induce heel in an effort to 
get us afloat. Oh, and he did mention that we should do 
it safely! Fortunately the tide was in flood and with the 
engine full astern we eventually extracted ourselves 
from the sand bank. Mike and I felt adjourning to a bar 
was the order of the day whilst we left Roger and Diego 
to pick the bones out of the aborted examination. Not a 
chance of it, we carried on regardless and this time, 
safely anchored in more suitable depth, prepared our 
evening meal whilst awaiting darkness to begin our 
night sail. The only previous night sail I have experi-
enced was an abortive attempt to cross the Channel. 
This was an extremely disagreeable experience and I 
have since often said “never again”. The imminent night 
sail with a freshening wind was not a prospect I for one 
was looking forward to, especially as I hadn’t had much 
say in the matter. As we sailed away from the breakwa-
ter the sea became very lumpy making for an uncom-
fortable ride. It was also a very dark night, and none of 
the crew were enjoying the experience. Diego’s new 
task was to take us to a position marked on the chart by 
Roger. After about an hour of tacking back and forth in 
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fairly rough conditions over the same area, I felt a seri-
ous sense of humour failure was not far away. Mike and 
I quietly reminded Diego that with a lighthouse, large 
hotel and several buoys in sight he really not ought to be 
lost. Diego disappeared below, gave us a new heading 
which then took us directly towards the beach. The 
beach came closer and closer and we felt a repeat per-
formance of running aground was not far away. The 
crew was getting jumpy by now, and after what seemed 
an age, Diego instructed us to tack. Soon, fortunately for 
us all there was a Eureka moment, when Diego declared 
us to be at the chosen position. Roger confirmed the fact 
and we all breathed a big sigh of relief. 
 
This looked like a turning point in the proceedings, as 
the wind gradually dropped, clouds cleared and we were 
suddenly enjoying a beautiful moonlit night, at times 
seemed to be surrounded by fishing boats, and were mo-
toring to Tavira as part of the next challenge. 
 
On arrival (03.00 by now) we eventually dropped an-
chor, and snatched some welcome sleep. By 08.00 we 
had breakfasted and were ready to follow Roger’s in-
structions. Sailing off the anchor was the first challenge 
of the day. It didn’t go exactly to plan as before long, 
(you have probably guessed by now) having questioned, 
but duly followed Diego’s unchanged instructions, we 
were heading for the bank and in danger of running 
aground once more. This time Roger stepped in, barked 
some instructions which were quickly followed, danger 
once more averted.  The next task was for Diego to 
skipper us back to Isla Christina (some 15 miles) as we 
had done earlier in the week. Straightforward enough 
and we arrived at the entrance to the breakwater some 
hours later. Apart from having to remind Diego to drop 
the sails before we entered the port entrance (whilst on 
Roger’s blind side), things were now going pretty 
smoothly. Diego was now asked to navigate upriver. 
Having sailed all night with little communication with 
his crew, he now compensated for this by giving us con-
tinual headings toward each and every channel buoy 
which were clearly visible to us all. 
 
The final leg of the exam was to sail back to Ayamonte, 
which was competently done without  incident and 
within a couple of hours we were relieved to have 
reached the safe water mark, and  looking forward to 
mooring up and disembarking. Roger, however, had 
other ideas. As he disappeared below, he mumbled 
something about “man overboard”. Diego duly took 
charge, and I have to say that whilst his method was not 
exactly conventional or text book, we did pick up the 
buoy in a reasonably controlled and orderly fashion. 
Roger commented that “you would have probably taken 
his arm off, you are supposed to stop the boat”. 

Having completed our man overboard drill we could 
truly relax and enjoy the last mile or so, of our sail. We 
were soon within 400m of the marina entrance when 
Roger once more called “man overboard”. Well, we 
almost ended up amongst the semi-submerged wreck, 
not quite though, which was more luck than judgement.. 
The wind was a good F5-6 and to save you from a blow 
by blow account of our 2nd drill, I will simply say 
“Keystone Cops”. You probably get the idea.  
 
Morale had been higher, but at least all that was left for 
us to do was to simply manoeuvre into berth 43 that we 
had left the previous evening. So while we had prepared 
to berth at 43, Diego smoothly took us into 39 which 
meant it wasn’t going to be smooth at all. We still can’t 
quite work it out, but somehow Mike managed to end up 
with his toes on the pontoon edge and was hanging by 
his fingernails from port topside, whilst our craft slowly 
drifted away from the pontoon.. Roger benignly looked 
on and said that the water looked wet. We recovered 
once more and in an effort to help Diego took full blame 
for the mix up. 
 
Well, that was it, and we left Diego and Roger to com-
plete the theory part of the exam. We all disembarked 
and Mike and I found Peter and Lorie working on their 
new addition to their fleet, a Beneteau 45. 
 
“How did it go” said Peter, “well, if he passed, I’m Sir 
Francis Drake” said Mike. They were not completely 
surprised, but nonetheless disappointed for him. 
 
Needless to say, Diego didn’t pass, and we learnt after-
wards that it was his second attempt. To do the course 
“with the sun on our backs” was a very good decision 
and for Mike and I, we passed our course, and to have 
crewed for a Yacht Master practical exam was an unex-
pected bonus and we both felt the challenges set were 
reasonable and very achievable. We met up with Chris 
and Jenny for a drink and said our farewells. It had been 
quite a memorable week. 
 
Jeff Brookes 

FOR SALE 
PRAM DINGHY 

7ft 6in.    FIBRE GLASS 
COMPLETE WITH OARS AND ROWLOCKS 

£75 
Contact Pat Dommett 

01453 544847 or dommettmalt@hotmail.com 
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Club Week 2006 
A few of the strange sights to be seen at TSC this year! 
(Pirates of the Caribbean has a lot to answer for……..) 

 
Thanks the McHugh/Sides clan for most of these photos. 
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SAIL TRAINING 2006 
 
The weather was pretty kind this year and the sessions 
went very well, carried along by the enthusiasm of the 
instructors and the students. 
 
Nine adults gained their Start Sailing Level 2 and nine 
juniors gained Stage 2. 
 
The planning for next year is in hand.  Aaron Lowe is 
taking over as Principal of the Sail Training Establish-
ment; we are still seeking a Sail Training Officer. 
 
This autumn Fergus Macgregor, Aaron Lowe, Ian 
Madle and Joy Salvage are off to do the Dinghy Instruc-
tors course at South Cerney and in December Tony Page 
will do the Senior Instructors course in Baltic Wharf. 
 
Having the club boats, five Gulls, one GP14 and eight 
Toppers to use has made a huge difference and they are 
also used for club sailing.  
 
So we do need to give them some TLC over the winter.  
If you can spare a couple of hours one morning a week 
we will be glad of your help. 

                                                            Joan Booys 
 
 

TSC SAIL TRAINING  
ESTABLISHMENT 

- a Thank You 
 
At the American Lunch following the last training ses-
sion we gathered to express our thanks to John Allen for 
his excellent leadership as Principal.  
 
He has built on the foundation first laid by Rex Ridding-
ton to give us the strong training base we have today.  
As one instructor said ‘John’s involvement has been a 
large part of the reason why I have stayed with the train-
ing for so long.  He inspires loyalty and enthusiasm by 
his very approachable and gentle manner.’ 
 
Thanks, John and Good Sailing   

    Joan Booys 
 

As a postscript I’d like to add my own words of appre-
ciation to both John and Joan—it’s impossible to meas-
ure their gift to sailing at TSC, both in the skills they 
have passed on to so many trainees and in the friend-
ship they have given us all.   
 
Photos of the American lunch on the back page. 

ED 
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A new generation steps 
into sail training……. 

…...as TSC says 
thank you to some 
of its long-serving 

officers 


