
It was with much excitement that my crew and I felt when the confirmation came through that
Cruise 10 was to go ahead.  My crew, Terry and Ed were long time friends of mine and were
keen to 'tick the box' and say they had been sailing. I briefed the crew and we left the mooring in
good time to rendezvous with the other members at the Draystone buoy.

We were four boats in total, actually five
because Mike and Lynn Sims arrived at the
start which was great to see.
As I am a single hander normally, it was good
to have some extra hands aboard and as the
wind was so light, a bit of instruction on
steering etc. was carried out. Terry was keen
and could be relied upon to keep a course,
although he was easily distracted from time
to time. Ed was not so keen on steering but
he was happy with other essential tasks.
We motored along
in company for a

while until horse power dictated a pecking order. The ‘Three Men in a
Boat' were happy to bring up the rear and it wasn't long before the
dolphins/porpoises appeared.  We couldn't decide which because of
their rather lazy behaviour and so we decided to agree to disagree and
then….. I made the tea.

With optimism
we hoisted the
cruising chute
when a few
breaths of wind
came our way but
after 10 minutes it
was lowered and returned from whence it
came and we resumed motoring.
On arrival in Fowey there was a race in
progress and we had to duck and dive a bit

so as not to upset anyone.  The Fowey harbour patrol came to greet us with pound signs in his
eyes and we were soon tied up and handing over our Great British Pounds on Pont Pil North
with the other CCC members.
It wasn't long after tying up that the wine ration was raided and preparations on the pontoon
were being made for the evening at the RFYC.  A
fine social event took place with good food, many
anecdotes and plans for the next day and of course,
more wine.  Some were going to take a healthy
walk on the headlands and some were going to
take a healthy look at the local hostelries.
In my crew I must have had the champion snorer
of Great Britain.  It's not as though we weren't
warned, he came with his own supply of earplugs.



It was a long and noisy
night with many trips to the
heads, bumping into each
other, due to the over
indulgence of all, me
probably being the biggest
offender.  Eventually the
dawn broke and then.....I
made the tea.  Just as I was
returning to my bunk I was
aware of a different sound
and, upon sliding the hatch
over I was amazed to see a
cruise liner bearing down on
us.  I reported this to the tea drinking/sleeping crew and "yea, alright" was the reply. We had
already successfully defended the small vacant (taxi) space on our pontoon so he had no
chance.  I also noticed the Harbour Patrol chap was along side the liner rubbing his hands and
had his tape measure out. The excitement was barely containable on the pontoon as the ship
lay out its anchors in the river.  It got the crew out of bed anyway.
As we went ashore for our selected activities the rains came and my crew and I sheltered in the
RFYC showering and drinking coffee until the sun came out.  This was followed by a  walk
through the town (full of wet cruise line passengers) to the King Harry Ferry and calling into
the Gallants YC on the way back before returning to the Pont Pil North for a, Lima Lima Delta.
(Little Lie Down)
As we arrived back on board the
pontoon there were numerous
maintenance and cleaning tasks being
carried out. I felt obliged to join in with
refuelling, tinkering and fine tuning etc.
all of which was interrupted by an
almighty blast from the big ship
announcing its departure. Shame, it was
a lovely wind break.  Then….I made the
tea!
No sooner had I relaxed into my
afternoon slumber when the taxi was being summoned for the evening meal at ‘The Ship’.  Just

enough time for Terry and Peter to sample
some special Gin Terry had brought along.
Another great evening followed which was
marred only by the 30 minute wait for the taxi
in the now freshening northerly wind. Back on
board and a relatively early night beckoned
with much talk of getting the sails up
tomorrow and doing some sailing.
 Their wishes came true and the fresh breeze
had stayed with us throughout the night. Alan
had obtained a forecast and it looked like we
were sailing all the way home. Well, maybe
not off the pontoon. I put in a reef just for



good measure and with the help of Alan, Chris and Peter we cast off.  As soon as we were clear
of the headlands and out to sea Terry took the helm and I shook out the reef. Then…..I made the

tea!
The sail back was a stark contrast to the
motor down and much more enjoyable.
The weather even improved as we edged
closer and closer and closer to Rame
Head.

The ‘Three Men in a Boat’ I know would
like me to thank the rest of the CCC
members for their hospitality in allowing
them to take part in this very enjoyable
Cruise 10 weekend. They thoroughly
enjoyed themselves as did I.

As I waved them off at my doorstep
Lynne said to me …….Do you want to put the kettle on?




