Voyage of the Outreach II 15th-22nd August 2010

Day 1. Gosport to Yarmouth: 31 miles

The four slightly apprehensive crew assembled at 12 noon on Sunday 15th August at Haslar Quay, Gosport to meet the Skipper, Patrick and First Mate, Paul. It was a bit worrying that I found it difficult to navigate from [image: image1.jpg]


Gosport and spend nearly an hour driving round in increasing states of distress. All was forgotten in the excitement of meeting Outreach II, our transport/home for the next seven days and stowing away our belongings and the food Patrick and Paul bought in town. There seemed to be a great deal of food. Did they know something we didn't? The banter started immediately as my brand new green wellies appeared: 'Who thinks they are going to be gardening?'. As there was only one woman on board, a little thought had to go into the berthing arrangements but eventually all was sorted out satisfactorily.

We sailed across to Yarmouth with Dennis and Mary (not at the same time!) taking the helm for part of the journey and we were very hungry by the time we sat outside The Wheatsheaf eating whatever and chips and getting to know each other a little. I think we all came to the conclusion that we would get along fine which is important when living in a confined space.

The Skipper had decided that a trip to France would not be very pleasant as rough seas and strong winds were forecast for the end of the week so we were going to sail along the South Coast, keeping watch on the tides and the winds and see how far they would take us...

Day 2 Yarmouth to Poole 47 miles
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Sailing from Yarmouth to Poole was interesting for those living near the South Coast as seeing it from the sea was a completely different experience. We sailed with the Genoa sail up at 4-6 knots with a wind force 4-5. Poole Harbour changed from an attractive scene to an complex piece of navigation with 21 buoys and 4 cardinals to negotiate and other vessels from huge ferries to one man canoes to avoid. There was even an enterprising boat selling ice cream ... how I'm not quite sure.

I have often crossed from Sandbanks to Shell Bay on the chain ferry and wondered at the daredevilry of yachts sailing through which seemed to narrowly avoid collision and wandered how we would cope with this game of cat and mouse. We already had the sail down so it was just a case of switching off the engine in time. Dennis, who needed Day Skipper practice, navigated us safely to the Harbour Marina.

The Skipper had asked for volunteers to do the cooking and Steve and Dennis made a delicious pork and vegetable casserole. On the way to the showers I dropped my toothbrush into the water by the boat but luckily it floated and after a quick rinse it was back in service much to the surprise of the Skipper who thought I was risking cholera.

Day 3 Poole to Weymouth

[image: image3.jpg]


With winds force 4-5, occasionally gusting 6 we sailed along the coast to Weymouth, with fenders dangling due to Ken's absent mindedness and Dennis occasionally heading for Cherbourg. It was like large scale white water rafting, rolling from the tops of the waves down into the troughs and when the adrenalin died down it made me feel quite seasick. When I emerged on deck several hours later we were anchored in Worbarrow Bay, with its dramatic white cliffs, for a lunch of bacon rolls.

When we arrived at Weymouth we had to wait for the bridge across the estuary to open at 6pm when we were suddenly stars, being filmed by the tourists on the banks with their cine cameras. So we were destined to be part of some people's holiday memories.  We made the most of our visit by borrowing Paul's electric kettle and toaster from home for when we were 'hooked up' to the electric supply. Someone forgot to tell Steve the last bit...

Pie and baked beans were rejected in favour of Wetherspoons then back to the boat. Sweet dreams.

Day 4  In Weymouth
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We had decided to stay two nights in Weymouth to enjoy the carnival and airshow so we had a chilled morning renewing supplies and clearing up. The plan was to board 'Freedom' (a boat accessible to wheelchair users) and go fishing for mackerel in the bay to have for supper. Plan B involved chicken and mushroom pie but Plan A was successful. We caught 9 fish, both mackerel and pollock the score being: Steve-5, Paul-3, Dennis-1. Mary and Ken were in a supporting role as bucket providers and Patrick used his experience to steer the boat over a wreck where there was more chance of catching fish. Steve cleaned the fish on board and cooked it in the tiny galley - a much appreciated feast.

We stayed anchored offshore to watch the Red Arrows display which was the best and closest view I have ever had. 

Day 5 Weymouth to Lymington: 44 miles
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It was an eye opener to me how complicated it is to sail in the sea. I thought you drew a line between your starting point A and your finishing point B and set off. Of course, I'd never really thought about it and, when I did, it was clear that tides, sand/shingle banks and the force and direction of winds all play a part when you are under sail and when you meet another boat you must work out which has priority.

Ken had a spell at the helm and steered for the 'white bit' but first his fixation with the compass was solved by Skip covering it over. So we safely passed The Needles and Steve used the chart and plotter to navigate our way into Lymington.

However, Steve's finest hour had come earlier when he tried to get the electric kettle to work at sea when, of course, it would only work when we were 'hooked' up. He took the mocking well and no, Steve, you will NEVER live it down – and now it is in print!

Day 6 Lyminton to Cowes: 19 miles
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We nosed our way out of Lymington Harbour setting our course between the red and green buoys and keeping our eyes peeled for the many yachts on the Solent. We learnt about rights of way, how to indicate to another boat that you were under power and the importance of watching the depth metre. Eating hot dogs must not have been exciting enough as we ended up discussing whether or not a sauce bottle should have a cap at both ends.  Mmm - might involve some extra washing.....

To sum up

Although not everything was pleasant and easy, this was definitely a worthwhile experience and I am grateful to the Skipper and First Mate for giving up their time to share their experience with us, to the Gwennili Trust for making it all possible and to my fellow crew members for their patience and good humour.

Mary Brightwell 15-22nd August 2010 Outreach II

