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Strange times indeed. 
 

Little did I realise when I started to put my first issue of the new look 
Interchange together how much the world would change in so short a 
ǘƛƳŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǿ ƳƛŘ-aŀȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ {ƪƛǇǘƻƴ ƻǾŜǊƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ 
like most people still adhering to the national mantra, Stay at Home, 
Protect the NHS and Save Lives. 
 
I may be sat in Skipton but my mind is meandering down the waterways 
of England remembering how glorious it was to cruise the system as the 
countryside awoke from its winter slumber. The days slowly but surely 
getting longer, early morning mists bringing a ghostly feel to the cut and 
the sight of newly hatched ducklings out on the water for the first time, 
pure magic. Anyway, enough of my daydreaming of a spring cruising 
missed and onto what wonders can be found in this issue.  
 
Well! We have a quiz, a tale of 36p well spent, a travelogue of another 
ŎƭƻǎŜ ǎƘŀǾŜΣ ƴƻ ƴƻǘ 5ŀǾŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǉǳƛȊ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƴ ŜǇƛŎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜ 
ƻŦ ¸ǾƻƴƴŜΩǎ Evolution through to taking her first WashΦ ό{ƻǊǊȅ ¸ǾƻƴƴŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ 

just how my brain works ύΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ 
ƭŀǎǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ΨIƻǿ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ōƻŀǘƛƴƎΩ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƛǎǎǳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ 
ǊƻǳƴŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǳƭǎŜ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǎǎǳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǉuiz and a few jokes. 
 
So, to everyone, stay safe and without further ado read on. 
 
 
Tony Skelling 
tonyskelling@gmail.com 
 
Next Issue: Autumn 
Please send in contributions by August 21st. 

 
 

Editor Editorial Policy 
Articles will only be edited for grammar and spelling. 

All articles submitted with a name will be published unless they are of tone or content 
which might be offensive or contentious. Any content published cannot be taken to be 

the view of the Governing Council or the Editor 
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/ƘŀƛǊƳŀƴΩǎ wŀƳōƭƛƴƎǎ 
 
As you are reading this hopefully, we will be moving out of lockdown towards 
ǎƻƳŜ ōƻŀǘƛƴƎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
basin and getting our boat ready for summer cruising. 
 
At the point of writing Government instruction is not to stay overnight in 
caravans and boats (second homes). In accordance with this we cannot allow 
overnight stays for leisure moorers. We intend to follow CRT and national 
guidelines and anticipate this will not be before July. Access to the toilets and 
showers may still be restricted. I would expect that we will be like touring 
caravan sites in this respect. 
 
It is also looking like at least July before the Cabin can be up and running (Pubs & 
Clubs) and even then, the tea station will more than likely remain closed. This is 
ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ όŀƴŘ ƘƻǇƛƴƎύ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ Ǌǳƴǎ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ 
able to return to the boat. There would seem to be plenty of lockdown tales to 
tell of basin activities while we have been away, maybe some will be covered 
elsewhere in this edition of Interchange. Suffice to say from a fire to falling 
downstairs, unexpected incidents have been handled quickly and effectively by 
the resident community. 
  
Speaking of community, as with other groups, we have some bridges to mend. 
Given the poor quality and ambiguity of Government guidelines it was not 
surprising that individual interpretation of what was permissible differed 
somewhat. Even the bloke writing the rules looks to have had his own unique 
view! I am sure some of you disagreed with the statements I put out and others 
felt we were too lax with our interpretation. Whilst we all believe that our own 
point of view is correct and therefore anyone with a different opinion must be 
wrong, logic tells us we need to think about why people do not always respond 
in the way we expect. 
 
We all have a common interest in canals and it is time for us all to work on this. 
Hawne Basin is multi-faceted: it is a working boatyard, a home, a place of work 
and a safe haven to keep leisure boats. This will create differences in personal 
priorities; opinions may well have been expressed in less than diplomatic terms, 
but this does not invalidate them. These are unprecedented times; there is a 
genuine fear for life and there is frustration about not being able to get things 
done. 
 
 



I saw this in Facebook about businesses reopening so stole it; the original author 
was not credited.   
 
άWǳǎǘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦΦΦ!ǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŀǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ figure out how to ease back 
into normal, please remember: 

 

 {ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎΦΦΦǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .Ŝ YƛƴŘΦ 

 

 {ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘƻƳŜΦΦΦǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .Ŝ YƛƴŘΦ 

 

 Some are still scared of getting the virus and a second wave happening... 
ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .Ŝ YƛƴŘΦ 

 

 Some are sighing with relief to go back to work knowing they may not lose 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƳŜǎΦΦΦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .Ŝ YƛƴŘΦ 

 

 Some are thankful ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ Ǉǳǘ ƻŦŦΦΦΦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
okay. Be Kind. 

 

 {ƻƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿŜŜƪǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ƧƻōΦΦΦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
okay. Be Kind. 

 

 {ƻƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŜŀǊ Ƴŀǎƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǿŜŜƪǎΦΦΦǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .Ŝ YƛƴŘΦ 

 

 {ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǊǳǎƘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǊ ƴŀƛƭǎ ŘƻƴŜΦΦΦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .Ŝ 
Kind. 

 

 ¢ƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛǎΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǾƛŜǿǇƻƛƴǘǎκŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .Ŝ 
Kind. 
 
We each have a different story. If you need to stay home, stay home... But Be 
Kind. If you need to go out, just respect others when in public and Be Kind! 
5ƻƴΩǘ ƧǳŘƎŜ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ 
different mental states than we were months ago. So remember, Be Kind! Please 

copy, paste & post (I did) έ 
 
In conclusion, how about some ideas to the editor on how we can have a socially 
distanced coming out party at the basin? 
Kind Regards 
Richard 



 

Weeds, weeds, weeds 
όƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ осǇ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎǇŜƴǘύΦ 
 

Like a lot of people, I love travelling. In my youth I hitchhiked round 
Europe and as I got older further afield, using more reliable and 
ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ƳƻŘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘǊŀǾŜƭΦ aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ 
wanderlust came from but always encouraged whatever new travel 
arrangements I was making.  
 
Fast forwaǊŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘƛǊŜƳŜƴǘΦ !ǎ LΩǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǊŜǘƛǊŜƳŜƴǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ 
things for me. Boat, travel and the occasional beer testing session, not 
necessarily in that order.  
 
So where is all this rambling going? Stick with me and it will all become 
crystal clear-ish. LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǇŀŎƪŀƎŜ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
thought of sitting on a beach for 2 weeks is great for some, but would 
drive me insane. Foreign holidays to distant lands always appealed, but 
were prohibitively expensive and way out of our price range. When I 
finally retired Sue and I splashed out for a month-long holiday touring 
New Zealand in a camper van, it was mid-January and it was lovely to be 
outside in the sunshine. That was it, winter holidays in the sun I was 
hooked. 
 
As most of you know, you meet a lot of interesting people travelling the 
cut, who come from far flung places and a myriad of jobs and professions. 
On one such occasion last summer we chanced upon a couple who had 
just come back from a winter break in India. Sunny afternoon, good 
company and a few beers later the seeds had been sown, India here we 
come. Not only do I love to travel, I also like organising our trips myself 
which keeps the cost down. With a map of India in hand, laptop and 
dongle, itΩs off to the internet and ŀǿŀȅ ǿŜ ƎƻΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ LΩƳ ŀƭǎƻ 
inclined to do is to get carried away sometimes.  
 
The original idea of three weeks turned into four, then five, then 6 and 
eventually ended up at 8. Well you might as well make the most of the 



flights. 8 weeks sounds expensive, but doing it yourself it comes in at a ¼ 
of the price charged by travel agents and you can tailor it to suit yourself. 
 
Right! So, what about the 36p 
bargain? As part of our tour 
we had to get from a town in 
the hills called Thekkady to 
another town in the Kerala 
Backwater called Alleppey. I 
planned to do this by splitting 
the journey in two, a taxi to 
take us two thirds of the way 
to the town of Kottayam, 
where we would then catch 
the local ferry for our final leg 
to Alleppey. 
 
The 3-hour taxi ride took us through the high tea plantations with 
spectacular views of the area and went by all too quickly, quite amazing. 
We eventually arrived at the ferry terminal with about an hour to spare. If 
ferry terminal conjures up images of flashy, glass fronted and well 
organised buildings, think again, this is India. What you actually get is a 
simple, 
disorganised but 
wonderfully 
atmospheric 
experience that 
cannot be 
described. All I can 
say that sitting 
here thinking about 
ƛǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L 
can go back there 
again.  
 
Travel in India on 
occasions requires that you take a 
leap of faith, that your boat, train or plane will actually turn up, be on 
time or ever existed in the first place. For me this is what makes travel so 



excitingΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ LΩƳ ƳŀŘ ōǳǘ it does make things interesting. 
With about 20 minutes to go and much to the relief of my brother-in-law 
and his wife, other passengers 
started to arrive.  
 
Eventually the crew turned up 
and we lugged our backpacks 
onto the boat and settled 
ourselves down for the 
journey. Just before we set off 
what can be described as the 
ticket officer came round to 
collect our fare and we duly 
paid for our one-way ticket in 
rupees equivalent to 36p each. Once 
everyone had done the same, we set off on our 
journey to Alleppey and the various stops in-between. 
 
The start of our voyage took us on a zig zag route through the outskirts of 
Kottayam and onto a 
connecting channel. As we 
passed by the houses and 
waving children, it made me 
think I could get used to this. 
This was especially so as we 
approached the low bridges. 
From out of a house someone 
would appear, raise the bridge 
and with a smile and a wave 
ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  
 
Passing the time was easy, as 
there was just so much to see, from brightly 
coloured kingfishers to fish eagles gliding across the water in search 
of their next meal or soaring high above us.  With the warmth of the sun, 
the clear blue sky and the passing water the voyage took on something of 
an ethereal dream like quality, you could even be forgiven for nodding 
off.  
 



All good things however come to end and as we entered the main 
channel, the fun and games really started. I know we all complain about 
weeds in the cut, yes 
we do, and the 
problems they cause. 
For as far as the eye 
could see was a thick 
and I mean thick, 
carpet of what I can 
only describe as, 
ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜ 
it, it was just thick 
weeds, weeds and more 
weeds which were heavily 
intertwined with, you 
guessed it, more weeds. The ferry 
valiantly ploughed through them 
with only the occasional rev of the 
engine in reverse and what I can 
only assume was a curse to the 
weed gods from the captain.  
 
Eventually however, the progress 
ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŜǊǊȅ ǎƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎƴŀƛƭΩs 
pace, with a blast in reverse 
making little or no difference at 
this stage. The boat made its way 
to the side, mooring ropes were 
thrown to the bank and swiftly 
followed by members of the crew. When all was 
ready a crewman took off his shirt, tied his hair back, picked up a 
manchette, dropped into the water and disappearing under the hull only 
to appear after what seemed ages with a handful of weeds. This was 
repeated at least a dozen times until the thumbs up was given and within 
minutes we were back onboard and underway again.  



The Kerala backwater is made up of a lot of long straight waterways and 
channels that open onto what I can only describe as huge lakes. Locals ply their 
trades here, be it fishing, tourist day 
boats or unique floating overnight 
accommodation, some more 
luxurious than others. 
 

The 
rest of the journey 
passed by without incident and we 
arrived safely at our final 
destination, fully relaxed and 
ready for the start of our next 
adventure. Did I tell you about 

the time we turned up and someone 
had taken our rooms?  

Well, we arrived at ΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
 



London Station Quiz 
Most boaters at some point on their travels make their way to London 
and in doing so enter the magical and quite baffling world of the London 
underground system. Having on far too many occasions to mention, 
found myself heading for a stop that was either closed or by-passed for 
no apparent reason I would seek the answer to my quest using that 
famed oracle of oracles the underground map. So many stations and so 
little time, tƘŜǊŜΩǎ рл ōŜƭƻǿ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘΦ IŀǾŜ ŦǳƴΦ 
 

 

1. Take your money here (4)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 
 
2. Curved entrance (7)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
3. Angry Monarch (5,5)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
4. Bovine river crossing with clowns (6,6) ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
5. Plum (8)     ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
6. Hard entrance (6,4)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
7. Place of worship (6)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
8. Statue (8)     ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
9. Fancy china set (5,6)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
10. No sinners (3,6)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
11. ллтΩǎ IƛƎƘǿŀȅ όпΣсύ   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
12. Large animal with stately home (8,3,6) ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
13. Makes bread on road (5,6)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
 
 



14. Betting shop in a small wood (8,5) ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 
 

15. Anyone for tennis (9)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 

16. Castle in North Yorkshire (8)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 
 
17. aƛƴƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƭƻǳǊ όтΣрύ   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
18. They tend sheep by a small tree (9,4) ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
19. A London theatre (8)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
20. {ƛǊΩǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƭǿŀȅ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ όмоύ ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
21. Singing bird in dockland (6,5)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
22. Mad dog (7)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
23. The Gunners (7)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
24. Coloured recreation area (5,4)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
25. Alpine home (5,7)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
26. Hard timber (7)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
27. A lot of female siblings (5,7)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
28. Animal trap by a stream (11)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
29. Applaud meat in a general area (6,4) ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
30. BBC drama series for kids (9)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
31. Mediterranean Island (6)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
 

32. Side of river (10)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 
 



33. Tie in a house of religion (3,6)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 
 

34. Capital Crossing (6,6)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 
 

35. wƻȅŀƭΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƴƴƛǎ όрΣрύ  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 
 
36. Smouldering tree (5,3)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
37. Dark monks (11)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
38. Guarding the pearly gates (5)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
39. Dark side of a house (9)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
40. Pale house of worship (11)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
41. Liquid in the toilet (8)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
42. Could be a car (8)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
43. The Hammers (4,3)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
44. Tall entrance (8)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
45. Midlands city with 4 sides (9,6)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
46. 1760 yard finish (4,3)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
47. Cricket ground (4)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
48. Royal method (9)    ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
49. From darkest Peru (10)   ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 
50. Compass points to church (11)  ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ 

 

 

 



Fancy a wash! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In the Spring of 2002, a large lorry pulled up adjacent to our extended 
garden with Evolution (yet unnamed) on board. A seemingly large crane 
capable of lifting 12 tons stood nearby, not only required to relieve the 
oversized vehicle but swinging its burden over a substantial oak tree. 
With our uninsured hearts in our mouths, and alarm warning bells ringing 
profusely, our baron empty narrow boat landed safety on solid sleepers; 
we breathed a sigh of relief.  
 
When our children were young, we enjoyed a few canal boat holidays. 
Loved Grandparents came along, and although not always helpful in 
navigating the cut, and on one occasion especially, failing to recover our 
son from freezing waters, they helped establish our desire for more. Our 
seasonal business, precluded us from taking a Summer holiday, but Easter 
and October vacations in freezing weather still did not deter us; instead 
confirmed our desire to own a boat one day. And what a day, what a 
year; Martin took 3.5 years to design, create, construct, build and 
decorate ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭ ΨōƻǿƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƭŜȅΩ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŜȄǘŜǊƴŀƭ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜǎΦ  
 
In October 2005 a much larger crane arrived, still with unaffordable 
insurance attached. Evolution now weighed 18tons, the oak tree stood 
three years higher, and the oversize lorry, now ready to deliver the 
narrow boat to Erith, stood blocking the lane. As Evolution swung 
precariously over the tree, an audience of village spectators watched the 
unfolding chain of events, until she triumphantly landed on the trailer. 



Departed, our garden looked empty, far bigger than we had remembered 
and our future hopes balancing down the road, out of our control. 
In Erith Marina, the owner had recently acquired a new larger crane, big 
enough to lift a 57ft narrowboat. Evolution was lifted off the lorry and 
suspended over the water ready for its naming ceremony. Grandma, 
balancing on a just about floating pontoon, poured our valued ceremonial 
ǊŜŘ ǿƛƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅΣ ΨL ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘis boat 
9Ǿƻƭǳǘƛƻƴ ΨΤ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊ ǇǊƻƳǇǘƭȅ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƴƎΣ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ му ǘƻƴǎ 
4ft into the marina. The result being: - 
 

A) It was the largest tidal wave ever to hit Erith. 

B) Martin standing in shock on the slipway, soaked up to his knees  

C) Boats were rocking wildly everywhere, wildlife shrieking in their exodus 

D) Grandma, myself and Max our son videoing, crying with laughter.  

E) The crane operator mortified. 

Luckily, nothing made contact in the very confined waters of the 
launching melee, and now officially named and afloat, Evolution was 
ready to divulge all the quirks that boating entails. 
Our home mooring was delightfully rural, Bill Fen, with its amazing 
wildlife and landscapes. Kingfishers sitting on the tiller, abundant fish in 
the marina and the owners drive, in planting over 2000 native trees, you 
either love it or hate it. The big blue fen skies, usually windy, sitting below 
sea level, with obscured views over the high Middle Level dykes, not a 
chosen choice for everybody. The peace and beauty of the River Nene, 
transit twice a year up to Gayton Junction, was either absolutely freezing, 
with hot water bottles under coats, or glorious in April. Many times, we 
have been stuck with rising river levels, trying to reach floating pontoons, 
or isolated moorings. All great challenges for the fit. 
 
Starting January 3rd January after retiring, we went back packing for 6 
months, then transferred to Evolution on the 5th June for our voyage 
across the Wash. Fingers crossed for good weather with little wind, the 
tide timings were perfect around the 10th..  A 4.30 am high at Sutton 
Bridge, allowed us a gentle exit from the Nene to transit across the Wash, 
and the afternoon flood tide to take us back into Boston. The harbour 
Master was incredibly helpful, locating the exact waymarks for where we 
were to sit on solid sand, awaiting the next incoming tide. With our charts 
plotted, VHF radio tested, youngsters and Berta the cat onboard, we left 
Wisbeach for Sutton Bridge to moor overnight.  



 
We attached a canvas skirt, around the stern, a snorkel on the exhaust, 
and amongst other items an anchor ready for deployment. What could 
possibly go wrong? 
 
Up at 3.30am, watching the 
sunrise and incoming tide, 
with no wind, and a 
fantastic forecast, we left 
the mooring on the top of 
the flood; shortly passing 
the two lighthouses at the 
Nene entrance. Like 
sentries marking the mouth 
of the River, and port and 
starboard buoys lining the 
channel, Evolution 
proceeded dauntlessly until the buoys finished and we left the designated 
shipping route. 
²Ŝ ōƭƛƴŘƭȅ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ DŀǊƳƛƴΩǎ 
preselected waymarks, as the 
compass was defunct in the metal 
hull, and with no phone signal helping 
us with direction, orientation became 
confused. Curious seals were gently 
rising around us, wondering where 
we were going; a surreal euphoria 
enveloping the boat, tempting us to 
swim to escape the relentless heat. 
  
Arriving at the allotted waymark, Max 
dropped the anchor, and as the water 
receded, Evolution gently rested onto 
the sand. Were we really in the 
middle of nowhere, out of the sight 
of land? It certainly felt so. Martin produced scrapers for all, to remove 
weed growth from the waterline, and as the hull dried in the relentless 
heat, two coats of bitumen were applied. 
 



Thea, our daughter, fresh 
from university, organised 
the BBQ, setting up table 
and chairs on the sand 
whilst distributing red 
wine to all.  
It is essential to navigate a 
long way out into the 
Wash, to avoid a bombing 
range nearer the shore. 
On this particular fine day, 
fighter planes were in 
constant action, lazar targeting their positions, whilst flying in designated 
air corridors. Waiting for the returning tide, the unique spectacle 
enveloped us until, as if lost from the flock, one curious pilot, peeled 
away from the formation, flying directly over us. Forlornly with little hope 
we toasted him with glasses raised, but much to our surprise he 
responded by waggling his wings as he passed overhead. It was so, so 
ŦǳƴƴȅΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎΣ ΨǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
middle of the WŀǎƘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ..vΩΦ 
 
As the tide turned, and Berta relieved that we were all on board again, 
Evolution lifted gently off the sand and started floating towards Boston. 
We retrieved the anchor, and for 30 minutes, drifted with no engine, in 
pure peace and quiet. We floated towards the mouth of the River 
Welland and the Foss Dyke canal, over crabs and little flat fish, the water 
clear for all to see. As we neared the channel, the cockle boats were 
returning to Boston, so inevitably we started the engine, the peace and 
quiet shattered as we made our way up the estuary. Boston sea lock only 
opens at level tide, resulting in us having to moor up for about 30 
minutes. Being expected we transited the lock gratefully receiving 
permission to use visitor moorings beyond. Our wonderful day was 
ƴŀƳŜŘ Ψ.ŜǊǘŀǎ 9ǇƛŎ ±ƻȅŀƎŜΦΩ 

 
 

 

 



Iƻǿ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ōƻŀǘƛƴƎΧΦ 
 
Ih² 5L5 Ψ²Lb5w¦{IΩ {¢!w¢Κ         
      
CƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 9ŘƛǘƻǊΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
waterways I thought perhaps I should recall how John and I got started. 
 
We were married in 1967 at Croydon Parish Church but because John was 
a Helicopter Engineer, he was working at Oxford Airport following a move 
from Biggin Hill in Kent, so I had to adapt pretty quickly to life in Oxfordshire 
away from my family. 
 
Having to find somewhere to live was hard for John but he managed to find 
a little Cottage (I think it was £7.00 a week!).  John continued working at 
the Airport but within six months he was off to France to work for a few 
months.  So, I had to learn how to manage the housekeeping quickly.  
Luckily, I secured a job with a House Building company which was near the 
Airport and they had a few flats which they rented out.   We eventually 
secured one and duly moved to a two bedroomed first floor flat and then 
bought a house in Hampden Drive, hence the name of the Springer (see 
below).  We then moved into a new 4 bedroomed bungalow in 1977 and I 
am still here today, although John died in January 2016 after his 
transplanted kidney (done in 2003) decided to pack up as well as his lungs.  
 
Back to boating!  A few years on after working away from home, for a 
holiday John decided we could hire a boat on the Thames.   Off we went to 
Benson Cruisers but were offered a small two berth boat for £70.00 a week.   
John said I think we will try and buy one, which we did.   In 1972 with some 
of our savings and a loan from his Dad we found a little 16ft. Microplus with 
a trailer in Kingston Upon Thames. We enjoyed a few years on the Thames 
with a mooring at Port Meadow, Oxford but then decided to get a 
Birchwood triple hulled 18.5ft boat from Wilton Marine.   It did come with 
a trailer but after a while having discovered the canals we decided a 
fibreglass boat was not best for the canals, so we ordered a 40ft. Steel 
Hulled Springer which was fitted out during 1976 which, as you may 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƻǳƎƘǘΗ  !ŦǘŜǊ ΨWƻƘƴ ƻŦ IŀƳǇŘŜƴΩ ǿŀǎ 
finished we moored at Thrupp but before the Club was set up so you could 
go away cruising but come back and no spare mooring space!  



 
We then moored at Napton five locks up on the old Engine Arm at the other 
end of the Oxford Canal.   
 
Whilst at Napton, our son Andrew came along in 1979 but we quickly 
ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ΨW ƻŦ IΩ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǳƛǘŀōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜ ŀǎ ƴƻ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ Ŏŀōƛƴ 
for him to sleep whilst we enjoyed our evenings.   Back to the drawing 
board and decided we needed a 50ft. boat with a back cabin so we duly got 
an introduction to the Allen Brothers in Oldbury.  This was started in 
1980/1981 and was launched sideways into the Arm by the boatyard.   
Andy enjoyed our occasional visits to the Yard and was quite happy to play 
under the saw bench with all the saw dust!   With Andy left with 
Grandparents John and I set off to head down the Oxford Canal, south of 
Thrupp near Kidlington in July 1982.  Going up Stockton Locks someone 
asked whether we had come back from the Falklands as the boat looked 
totaƭƭȅ ǊǳǎǘŜŘΗ  ²Ŝ ΨŎŀƳǇŜŘΩ ƻƴ Ψ²ƛƴŘǊǳǎƘΩ όƴŀƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƴƻǿ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ 
Witney and the River Windrush runs through it) with polythene windows.  
The ballast was three oil drums filled with water and two camp beds, which 
ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ΨǊŀƛƴŜŘΩ Ǌust!   
 
Also back in 1974 John, who had been away either crop spraying in 
Lancashire or Suffolk and Scotland where they spread fertiliser from a 
hopper slung beneath the helicopter, was offered a career change.   The 
Company I worked for wanted a Transport Manager so engines still but 
large plant and lorries for site deliveries, plus cars to maintain, including 
BMWs a Maserati and a Ferrari owned by the boss, so a wide range of work.  
WƻƘƴΩǎ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ /ƻǾŜƴǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ 
into canals and boating (joining IWA back in 1973) by then, he took the 
ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ  [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ ōȅ мфумκун ǿƘŜƴ Ψ²ƛƴŘǊǳǎƘΩ ǿŀǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ 
a large piece of land beside the office and workshop with the Oxford Canal 
on one side!  We were able to haul the boat out get it sandblasted, painted 
and proceeded to fit it out.   This was all done by John (evenings and 
weekends plus most holidays) and it was then re-launched in December 
1983 with our inaugural cruise in January 1984.  
 
 
 
 
 



Many miles of cruising were ŘƻƴŜ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ōȅ нллм WƻƘƴΩǎ ƪƛŘƴŜȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ 
being attacked so on dialysis he went on the transplant list.  Luckily, he 
actually had this in 2003 by which time we were cruising with friends in 
CǊŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƎΣ ǎƻ ƛƴ нллп ǿŜ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜŘ Ψaŀ .ŜƭƭŜΩ ŀ р0ft.x 
14.3ft. 6 berth steel cruiser with 3 cabins each with loos and showers ς 
luxury!  Happy memories of such good times as we became Frequent 
Travelers with Euro Tunnel.  It was a sad day when I finally sold this in 2018 
ōǳǘ !ƴŘȅ ŀƴŘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ Ψ²ƛƴŘǊǳǎƘΩ ŀǘ IŀǿƴŜ .ŀǎƛƴΗ 
 
 

A Sign of the Times. 

 


