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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
time. It’s now mid-May and I’m sat in Skipton overlooking the canal and
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
close shave, no not Dave again. There’s a quiz and also an epic adventure
of Yvonne’s Evolution through to taking her first Wash. (Sorry Yvonne, it’s
just how my brain works
). There’s also the first and hopefully not the
last follow on from my ‘How I got into boating’ article last issue and to
round off this pulse pounding issue there’s another quiz 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

Chairman’s Ramblings
As you are reading this hopefully, we will be moving out of lockdown towards
some boating. I don’t know about you, but I have missed not being around the
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
assuming (and hoping) that Christine’s recovery runs to plan and she has been
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.
“Just a thought...As the government are trying to figure out how to ease back
into normal, please remember:
Some people don’t agree with the opening...that’s okay. Be Kind.

🏡 Some people are still planning to stay home...that’s okay. Be Kind.
Some are still scared of getting the virus and a second wave happening...
that’s okay. Be Kind.

💰 Some are sighing with relief to go back to work knowing they may not lose
their business or their homes... that’s okay. Be Kind.

👩🏾 Some are thankful they can finally have a surgery they have put off... that’s
okay. Be Kind.

📝 Some will be able to attend interviews after weeks without a job... that’s
okay. Be Kind.

😷 Some will wear masks for weeks...that’s okay. Be Kind.
💅🏻 Some people will rush out to get their hair or nails done... that’s okay. Be
Kind.
The point is, everyone has different viewpoints/feelings and that’s okay. Be
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!
Don’t judge fellow humans because you’re not in their story. We all are in
different mental states than we were months ago. So remember, Be Kind! Please
copy, paste & post (I did)
🌈💕”
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
(or the best 36p I’ve ever spent).
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
comfortable modes of travel. My parents couldn’t understand where my
wanderlust came from but always encouraged whatever new travel
arrangements I was making.
Fast forward to retirement. As I’ve said before, retirement meant several
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. I’ve never been one for package holidays and the
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, it’s off to the internet and away we go. Something I’m also
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
it I can’t wait until I
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

exciting, some would say I’m mad but 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
we’d be on our way again.
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,
actually I can’t describe
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
of our little ferry slowed to a snail’s
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 ……………

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, there’s 50 below for you to find. Have fun.
1. Take your money here (4)

…………………………………………

2. Curved entrance (7)

…………………………………………

3. Angry Monarch (5,5)

…………………………………………

4. Bovine river crossing with clowns (6,6) …………………………………………
5. Plum (8)
6. Hard entrance

…………………………………………
(6,4)

…………………………………………

7. Place of worship (6)

…………………………………………

8. Statue (8)

…………………………………………

9. Fancy china set (5,6)

…………………………………………

10. No sinners (3,6)

…………………………………………

11. 007’s Highway (4,6)

…………………………………………

12. Large animal with stately home (8,3,6) …………………………………………
13. Makes bread on road (5,6)

…………………………………………

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

…………………………………………

15. Anyone for tennis (9)

…………………………………………

16. Castle in North Yorkshire (8)

…………………………………………

17. Minister’s colour (7,5)

…………………………………………

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

…………………………………………

19. A London theatre (8)

…………………………………………

20. Sir’s over the railway crossing (13)

…………………………………………

21. Singing bird in dockland (6,5)

…………………………………………

22. Mad dog (7)

…………………………………………

23. The Gunners (7)

…………………………………………

24. Coloured recreation area (5,4)

…………………………………………

25. Alpine home (5,7)

…………………………………………

26. Hard timber (7)

…………………………………………

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

…………………………………………

28. Animal trap by a stream (11)

…………………………………………

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

…………………………………………

30. BBC drama series for kids (9)

…………………………………………

31. Mediterranean Island (6)

…………………………………………

32. Side of river (10)

…………………………………………

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

…………………………………………

34. Capital Crossing (6,6)

…………………………………………

35. Royal’s place for tennis (5,5)

…………………………………………

36. Smouldering tree (5,3)

…………………………………………

37. Dark monks (11)

…………………………………………

38. Guarding the pearly gates (5)

…………………………………………

39. Dark side of a house (9)

…………………………………………

40. Pale house of worship (11)

…………………………………………

41. Liquid in the toilet (8)

…………………………………………

42. Could be a car (8)

…………………………………………

43. The Hammers (4,3)

…………………………………………

44. Tall entrance (8)

…………………………………………

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

…………………………………………

46. 1760 yard finish (4,3)

…………………………………………

47. Cricket ground (4)

…………………………………………

48. Royal method (9)

…………………………………………

49. From darkest Peru (10)

…………………………………………

50. Compass points to church (11)

………………………………………

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 the internal ‘bowling alley’ as well as all external finishes.
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
red wine over the bow, and announced officially, ‘I name this boat
Evolution ‘; the owner promptly released the sling, dropping the 18 tons
4ft into the marina. The result being: A)
B)
C)
D)
E)

It was the largest tidal wave ever to hit Erith.
Martin standing in shock on the slipway, soaked up to his knees
Boats were rocking wildly everywhere, wildlife shrieking in their exodus
Grandma, myself and Max our son videoing, crying with laughter.
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.
We blindly followed the Garmin’s
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
funny, as he must be curiously wondering, ‘what is that sitting in the
middle of the Wash, having a BBQ’.
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
named ‘Bertas Epic Voyage.’

How we got into boating….
HOW DID ‘WINDRUSH’ START?
Following on from the Editor’s story about starting on their journey of the
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
remember, was the year of the drought! After ‘John of Hampden’ was
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
realised that ‘J of H’ was not suitable for a little one as no separate cabin
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
totally rusted! We ‘camped’ on ‘Windrush’ (named as we now live in
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
we had to cover with plastic as it ‘rained’ rust!
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.
John’s Company were moving to Coventry and because we were very much
into canals and boating (joining IWA back in 1973) by then, he took the
position. Luckily by 1981/82 when ‘Windrush’ was built the Company had
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 done but then by 2001 John’s kidneys were
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
France and we got the bug, so in 2004 we purchased ‘Ma Belle’ a 50ft.x
14.3ft. 6 berth steel cruiser with 3 cabins each with loos and showers –
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
but Andy and I still have ‘Windrush’ at Hawne Basin!

A Sign of the Times.

Out of India, in the nick of time!
Back in August 2018 a holiday was booked, well in advance and with great
anticipation. A trip to India, a country we have been to before and love,
the tour “Golden Triangle, Udaipur and Jodphur”, the date 11 th to the 24th
March 2020.
March 2020 was a long time away, nevertheless, get in early, book before
this small group tour sells out and enjoy the looking forward. Fast forward
to early January 2020 news of some form of ‘Chinese flu’ is reaching the
middle pages of the tabloids. By the end of January page three was
reached shortly followed by front page news of goings on elsewhere, it
won’t affect us will it??, surely not!
The W.H.O. were issuing warnings of an epidemic becoming a pandemic,
and, within a few weeks hand washing of an OCD nature was been
recommended with all efforts, or so it appeared, to be on keeping ‘the
enemy at bay’. With our tour fast approaching and a growing worry that it
may not happen at all we set off down to Heathrow on Tuesday the 10 th,
to fly out to New Delhi the next day. On arrival at our airport hotel it was
barely a quarter full, a foretaste of what was to come?
The 11th of March, Heathrow Airport Terminal 5, met the rest of our
group, twelve in all, and with handshakes off the agenda rather awkward
elbow bumps sufficed. With the Foreign and Commonwealth Office not
yet advising to the contrary and our tour manager cautiously optimistic
we left on our overnight flight, courtesy of British Airways.
Arriving in Delhi to a very quiet airport the news soon reached us that
ours was the last International flight in. Glad to have arrived but this
being tempered with a niggling concern as to how and when we will get
home. Determined to enjoy our stay and in the company of an interesting
group of fellow travellers we soon settled into ‘tour group tourist mode’,
the main reminder of what was about to envelop us all the temperature
‘gun’ checks at the hotel entrance and the form we each needed to sign
declaring that we had not visited China, Cambodia, Spain, Italy etc etc in

the last three months. The ‘gun’ pointed at the very point on our
forehead where, just after a red spot of welcome was painted, namaste!
Delhi seemed as ‘mad and wonderful’ as ever, a real assault on the
senses. A rickshaw ride through teeming streets exhilarating, a coach tour
of the city with all its old colonial buildings a reminder of times not so
long gone by accompanied, by a sense of shame as to how India was
abandoned to bloody civil war with the Partition, not so long ago.
On to Agra by train, the seat of the Mughal rule and administration, visits
to the Agra fort followed by, at sunrise the next day (Sunday the 15 th) the
wonder which truly is the Taj Mahal, quite breathtaking!!.
Fewer tourists, fewer Indian visitors to the Taj and the spread of billboard
posters around the city to do with the growing threat of the Corona Virus
telling its own story, that the ‘ordinary’ way of life in India was changing
in anticipation of what was to soon come.
To a large extent we were protected by all of this with, in the background
the tour manager in daily contact with the company back home.
Travelling to Jaipur by coach (the scene for the film ‘Most Exotic Marigold
Hotel’) we visited the Amber Fort, stopped outside the ‘Palace of the
Winds’ and the ornate City Palace. It was in Jaipur, on Monday that news
of the closing down of
the various Government
of India ‘archaeological
sites’ first came to our
attention. The rather
selfish concern of how
much longer of our tour
might we have
countered by a worry
for our families back
home and for the
people of India and the
impact this may all have
for them.
The Taj Mahal

The Jal Mahal (water palace) Jaipur
Move on one day, we find ourselves travelling west by coach into the
state of Rajasthan, the desert village of Khimsar and an old Maharajah’s
palace for a hotel. Out into the desert by jeep to a small complex by an
oasis amongst the sand dunes we are treated to a traditional Kalbelia
dance performance followed by dinner as the sun went down.

The Oasis Khimsar

Whist we were enjoying our meal I was aware that our tour manager was
taking phone calls, consulting with our Indian guide, (who had
accompanied us throughout) and, looking somewhat concerned he said
“I’m afraid I have some news I need to impart. We have been advised that
within days India will effectively close down, all flights in AND out of the
country will be stopped and that we will need to amend our itinerary to
enable us to take a flight home from Mumbai this Friday”. This news,
although not wholly unexpected almost came as a relief. We knew
matters were becoming more serious, both at home and across the
world. We were hearing of panic buying in the UK and the rising number
of people affected by the virus. In fact, surprising as it may seem now in
hindsight, we were all genuinely concerned about what we would be
going back into, feeling we were almost safer where we were!
The next day, Wednesday, we were off to Jodphur as per our original
schedule but with an entirely different and improvised itinerary. A visit to
the tour guides brother’s coffee shop, an interesting and expensive, for
some, visit to a purveyor of handmade (genuinely so) carpets, rugs and
throws as well as a walk around the markets and bazaar of Jodphur. Here
we felt for the first time that we were greeted with suspicion and some
fear by the local people. Face masks were beginning to be worn by many
and we noticed many covering their faces as we passed in the street.
The following day, with news emerging of the Indian Prime Ministers
decision to implement a country wide curfew three days later we
travelled to Jodphur airport for an internal flight to Mumbai. The airport
was busy, with, we suspected many Indian nationals looking to take
internal flights back to their home cities/towns/villages. Almost all with
face masks on, some wearing gloves and temperature checks carried out.
Later that day we landed in Mumbai, quite a city on the Western Coast of
India.

A city of contrasts, as is the case across India, we stayed for our final night
at the luxurious Oberoi Trident Hotel on Marine Drive. This hotel, we
learnt was one of the two hotels targeted by the terrorist attacks in 2008
with a plaque inside the hotel in memory of those who lost their lives at
the Trident and, in greater number at the Taj Palace nearby. If anything
was going to bring us down to earth........
Friday the 20th, our earlier than expected return home on what was in
effect a ‘rescue flight’ courtesy again, of British Airways. A midday flight
which allowing for a time difference of four and a half hours would get us
back to Heathrow by seven in the evening. Mumbai airport was half
deserted, many shops and outlets closed and a sense of gloom
surrounding everyone. We all knew we were about to enter a different
home to the one we left but weren’t sure exactly what that would be like.
Our nine hour flight did, have with it though an unexpected bonus for
Maggie and I. In economy class with all of the new friends we made on
our tour, we, along with a young woman getting home while she could (at
a cost £1,000, it was £500 before the Indian Govt announced imminent
closure of airports!!) found the entertainment system for our seats not
working. Having tried to fix it to no avail the senior steward came back to
us and said “follow me”. We did, and found ourselves upgraded at no cost
to Business Class for the rest of our flight home. We felt a little sheepish
when we next met with the rest of our group!
Just over 36 hours after we landed safely at Heathrow India closed down
under curfew. We left behind two of our group who had made their own
private arrangements before joining our group in Delhi and were due to
stay on for a few days thereafter. It took them three further weeks to get
home!
Home next day after staying at a virtually deserted hotel in Heathrow we
were glad to be back safe and well. We did indeed get back in the nick of
time with, in just two more days lockdown announced here and with it a
whole new way of life to get used to.
Jon Jones
May 2020

Another quiz
Dingbats! Ah, I remember dingbats, those frustratingly simple but hard to
solve picture puzzles from way back. In keeping with this issue which
seems to have become somewhat of a travel brochure, here are 28 of the
little devils for you to solve.

Coombeswood Canal Trust Clothing
We can now order clothing with the trust logo on. We have available the
following:

Ladies’ polo shirts
Men’s polo shirts
Ladies’ fleece
Men’s fleece
Sweatshirt

£16.50
£16.50
£25.00
£22.50
£15.50

In the shop there are samples for you to see the quality and measure for
the sizes. You are not allowed to try these on. These can be ordered
from the shop. Various colours are available, there is a book in the shop
with the available colours for you to see.
Your shop will always do the best for YOU.

Membership Renewal Reminder
Subscriptions for membership of Coombeswood Canal Trust 2020-2021
are due on 1st August 2020, see below for fees.
The Trust values your support and hopes that you will continue your
membership of CCT for another year.
Payment may be by BACS, cheque, or card.
Membership fees
Associate member
Individual membership (18+)
Joint membership
60+ Individual membership
60+ joint membership

£25.00 (Organisations and Companies)
£8.00
£14.00
£6.00
£10.00

When it comes to wearing a mask, I thought the image below conveyed
the message so well. Its not about keeping yourself safe as you can see.

Coombeswood Canal Trust Volunteer
Scheme
An Update for all moorers
Following the suspension of the scheme in March, whereby hours already
‘earned’ would roll forward towards a total of 40 to be achieved by 30 th
June 2021; the scheme has been reviewed in light of the ongoing issues
we are all facing with Covid-19.
As we are just entering June, notwithstanding some easing of the
lockdown and the hope of cruising sometime this year, it could well be
some months away before the scheme could safely recommence with
leisure moorers able to safely undertake tasks around the Basin. Losing at
least six months across what would be two years (July 1 st 2019 to June
30th 2021) the target set of 40 hours looked increasingly challenging to
achieve for many and reducing this in some way was one option we were
considering.
Having looked carefully at the various options open to us and wishing to
be as fair as possible to all moorers (be they residential or leisure) the
Governing Council has taken the view, after considerable thought, that
the Volunteer Scheme for 2019/20 should be scrapped, this without
carrying forward any hours, and with a view to recommencing, as much
as we may be able, later in the year whenever it is safe and reasonable
to do so. At that point, and mindful of the 2020/21 year ending on the
June 30th 2021 the hours thus required would be calculated pro rata for
the months left in that year.
In taking the above decision the Governing Council recognises that many
moorers had already completed their hours prior to the lockdown but
that others anticipating volunteer opportunities this spring were denied
the opportunity to do so. As such it would be unfair to pursue payment
from those who did not have time to complete their hours. To all those
who have already contributed this year our thanks, as always are due.

In addition to the above, some moorers routinely choose, for a variety of
reasons, to not take part in the scheme at all, paying the full
supplementary Charge, and some others, who complete some but not all
of the required hours paying the balance as their Supplementary Charge.
The money thus raised set aside for infrastructure projects around the
Basin for the benefit of all. In both of these cases, and, in particular the
former, if you do feel able to make a contribution to the work of the Trust
‘in lieu’ of what you would otherwise have been required to pay that
would be very welcome.
We continue to live, as we all know in unprecedented times where it is
even more difficult to predict how and when we are all able to get back to
some semblance of ‘normal life.’ In the meantime many thanks to all who
have contributed to maintaining Hawne Basin over the last few months
during lockdown (or is it lock in?) you know who you are!, and all those
continuing to contribute what they can wherever they may be. Thanks
again!!
CCT Governing Council
June 2020

Thank you
Chris Turner here but I am not - in this instance - wearing my Hawne Basin
Social Club hat!! I am, in fact, writing
under my Cabin Tenancy hat.
I just really wanted to say a great big and
heartfelt Thank You for the above
"Tenancy". I have now got just over a
fortnight to go before I go back to the
hospital to - hopefully - have my leg
brace removed. I'm feeling a bit like
"Robocop" (is that how it is spelt?) as I'm
still not allowed to weight bear on my
left leg and have to hop around on my right
with the help of my trusty Zimmer.
However, I can now manage to bend my knee enough to sit in a
wheelchair so fingers crossed for the 18th June!!
As it was a case of going into a Care Home after my operation six weeks
ago, the generous offer of the Cabin was - quite literally - a life saver as
far as I was concerned so - once again - many, many thanks.
Hope to see everyone again after this "buggery" bug has "buggered
off"!!!
Please take care,
Cheers Chris

Waterways Groups Quiz 1st Feb 2020
Our annual quiz devised by Nick
Fazey & Co and hosted by
Hawne Basin Social Club, was
once again a riproaring success
with the Cabin full to capacity.
Participating teams came from
far and wide - Withymoor,
Longwood, Worcester &
Birmingham and Hawne Basin.
The Trophy this year returned to
Hawne Basin, being won by "The Brandies" as pictured. Hurrah!!
Many thanks again to the organisers and participants alike. Great fun had by
all. An event not to be missed.

Sheila Campbell

VE Day at Hawne Basin
The sun shone and the flags came out (not to mention the idiots - usual
suspects:)
Nostalgia on Burton Bridge at 3pm with the Last Post on trumpet by Jim Bennet,
followed by a rendition of The White Cliffs of Dover by Jim on trumpet and Gill
Reynolds on clarinet. Wonderful!
Sundowners were supped by some at a socially distanced/bring your own
"street party" on the drive-in front of the open patio doors of the Clubhouse, so
that Christine could join in.
All in all, as nice a day as it could have been, given the current circumstances.

Sheila Campbell

Coombeswood canal trust spring watch
As we are all aware, Covid
19 has changed all our
lives and will continue to
do so for some time.
However, Mother Nature
decided to ignore
lockdown and all
governmental advice and
do what comes naturally.
We have had several pairs
of blue tits nesting some
in purpose-built
accommodation.

And some who decided to become squatters!

We had a pair of moorhens build a nest on on the stern deck of N.B.
Serafina, only to have the nest raided and destroyed by magpies. We
thought that was that, but about a few weeks later, the nest was rebuilt
at, which point Rachel rushed out and placed the nest and an egg that
had been laid into a laundry basket with a mesh sheet attached to the
front to keep the predators at bay!

Well, it's done the job and Mabel and Maurice are still there sitting on
seven eggs, which are due to hatch any day now.

The robins and
blackbirds are regular
visitors to our front
deck, where they pick
up their ration of
buffalo worms and suet
pellets to feed their
young.

We have also had great tits nesting in the crane and wrens in the potting
shed. Add to that several clutches of ducklings and just to cheer you up,
nine Canada Geese goslings!
The blue tits and great
tits have fledged and
we are just starting to
see young visiting the
feeders, so life goes on
despite the virus!

COOMBESWOOD CANAL TRUST
MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION FORM
Membership is renewable annually on 1st August
TITLE: _________________

FULL NAME: ______________________________________________________

ADDRESS: ___________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________

POSTCODE: ___________________

TELEPHONE No: ______________________________EMAIL: _______________________________________
BOAT NAME: ________________________________________________
JOINT MEMBER
TITLE: _________________

FULL NAME: ______________________________________________________

ADDRESS: ____________________________________________________________________________________
____________________________________________________________

POSTCODE: ___________________

TELEPHONE No: ____________________________ EMAIL: __________________________________________
Membership Fees
Associate Membership

£25.00

-Associations, Organisations and Companies

Individual Membership (18+)
Joint Membership

£8.00
£14.00

) – Individuals and Families
)

OVER 60 Membership
Joint OVER 60 Membership

£6.00
£10.00

Full-Time Student

£6.00

Full copies of the Rules of the Trust are available on the website or from the Trust Office. The information on this form
will be recorded on a computerised database. In accordance with the Data Protection Act (1984) members may examine
their entry at any reasonable time by prior arrangement.
Membership Paid:

£ ____________________

I wish to make a donation:

£ ____________________

Total Enclosed:
‘Coombeswood Canal Trust’

£ ____________________

Please make cheques payable to

Signed: ___________________________________________________________Date: __________________________

Skills I/we can offer the Trust: ________________________________________________________________________

Trade/Profession the Trust can ask for quotes: __________________________________________________________

Please return this form and your payment either to the Trust Office or by post to:
Caroline Whorton, 21 Hyperion Road, Stourton, Stourbridge DY7 6SD
UK Taxpayers may like to increase the worth of their contributions by signing a GIFT AID
DECLARATION .Please contact us by either the email address or telephone number above and we
will be happy to send you a form. If you wish to set up a yearly Standing Order with your own Bank
to pay your membership, our Bank Details are: The Co-operative Bank, PO Box 250, Delf House,
WN8 6WT,
Acct No. 65566440, Sort Code 08-92-99

