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CHAIRMAN’S NOTES
This has been a good season for our two ships. They and their crews have worked hard
donations from sailing members and guests have covered the year’s running expenses
paid off our debt to New Holland Shipyard, incurred when Amy’s bow was rebuilt
autumn. It is reassuring to be back in the black, and we have begun to replenish
reserves.

and
and
last
our

There is still a pressing need for more members who would be prepared to train as regular
crewmembers. There have been times this season where Sailing Masters had to call on
people – including your Chairman – who were less agile, or less expert than they would
have wished. Please let me know if you would like to try (previous experience is not
necessary, only willingness to learn).
Members will be expecting to hear of progress towards the restoration of a Billyboy. From
the Society’s point of view, there is relatively little to report, for SAIRA has abruptly
disappeared from the scene. In August she was bought by Ms Suki Dullea, from Cornwall
and was slipped at Viking Civil Engineering at Goole. After the replacement of several
plates, she left Goole under her own power on 3rd October bound for Cornwall. She put in at
Southwold and our last report before going to press was that she had left on the next stage
of her 450-mile voyage. We hope that she and her four-man crew have arrived safely.
However, elsewhere in this issue is a report by Dave Robinson on another scheme. The
SOBRIETY Project, which already owns two motorised vessels including the Keel after which
it is named, is negotiating to acquire the hull of the former No.7 lightship. In lines,
dimensions, construction and age, it is the nearest thing to a billyboy that is likely to
survive. Moreover, it is in good condition. The Project plans to rig the vessel as a billyboy
ketch and to operate her, carrying groups of young or disadvantaged people, both under
power and under sail. The Society has agreed to help with information and advice, and the
result, if not a fully authentic restoration, will be more than just a replica. We shall hope to
receive further news of SAIRA but we look forward to seeing a billyboy on the Humber once
again.

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING
The provisional date for the Society’s AGM is Saturday 14th February at 2.30 p.m. Once
again we plan to hold it at the Hope and Anchor Inn at South Ferriby. Last year’s talk by Mr
Alf Wedgwood, BEM of Robin Hood’s Bay, was greatly appreciated and we learned recently
that Mr Wedgwood had prepared a new talk on “Shipwrecks of the Yorkshire Coast”. He has
agreed to come back for 1987 and we look forward to his visit.

SOCIAL PROGRAMME
In most years, the Society has arranged a Social Evening during the winter. Last year it was
disappointing to have only a small attendance for a stimulating and enjoyable talk. The
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Council has decided not to hold a similar event this year, but to consider a social function in
the summer, perhaps aboard the ships at South Ferriby. The mooring, which we rent from
Anglian Water Authority, includes the use of a small field adjoining and a barbeque might
be a possibility. We would welcome suggestions from members.

‘A KEELMAN’S SAGA’
Some time ago our Commodore, Fred Schofield, completed his memoirs; “A Keelman’s
Saga”. A full-length book, approaching 200,000 words, the memoirs describe in great detail
the keels and the work they did, and the nature of a keelman’s life. They form a unique
first-hand record, for unlike most books on traditional sailing craft, they are the product of
personal knowledge and experience.
The Society has been able to give some help, firstly in having the manuscript typed and
secondly in approaching publishers, also providing some photographs via Mike Ulyatt. To
our great delight Terence Dalton of Lavenham, a firm with a high reputation for the
publication of historical and maritime material, has agreed to accept them. Our member
Edward Paget-Tomlinson, whom many will remember as the first Senior Keeper and virtual
creator of the Town Docks Museum in Hull, has taken on the task of illustrating the book
with maps and drawings, as well as photographs, and preparing it for publication. It is due
to appear in 1988 and will be eagerly awaited.

TO TRAVEL IN ‘HOPE’……
When we left Cook Bros New Holland slip in the early summer of ’84 for Albert Dock, I still
hoped to make the crossing to the continent that same year, but delays in the completion
of various essential work and the necessary insurance survey made this impossible, and it
was in fact much later than I had hoped, in the summer of ’85, that there was any question
of being fit to sail. This is a relative term: a lot of people might have said that we weren’t
really fit to sail even then, particularly in such a bad summer for a North Sea crossing as
’85, but the cost (£200 a time) of returning from Germany, often to find nothing had been
done in the meantime, and the relatively high cost of berthing in Albert Dock, convinced me
that it was high time to be off.
On Friday August 30th ’85 we left Albert Dock on the level at 7.15 a.m. and two hours later
had Grimsby Tower abeam. Two of Holgates managed barges on their way to Immingham
gave us an enthusiastic send off as they passed us. I’m told that HOPE used to be as fast as
them, though I find it difficult to credit given the great difference in length and HP per ton,
but a trial on the Humber the previous weekend had shown that in a force 7 against the
flood (admittedly about the worst you could reasonably expect for a Sheffield size keel) the
screw often sucked enough air for the engine to race, so I had filled the after-peak tank
right up and added extra stone ballast at the aft end of the engine-room to keep it down.
This served its purpose, but it slowed HOPE badly, and did nothing for the steering either,
so we now always try to run with as level trim as possible.
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It was 2.00 p.m. by the time we got to Protector Overfalls and with a strong ebb against us
and a nasty swell we soon abandoned the idea of going straight to Yarmouth, with a
forecast of 6 to gale 8 and perhaps 9 later, and headed for Wells as fast as we could. This
wasn’t very fast as continuous pitching in 6ft waves soon slows a blunt-bowed keel down.
Full pitch on the screw and full revs caused overheating but, not so obviously, full pitch and
three-quarter revs was actually faster than full revs with slightly less pitch, and more
comfortable as well.
We were abreast of the South Dowsing at half past four, at the Bridgirdle at quarter to
seven and at Wells Bar Buoy at half past. The channel into Wells proved a real test for the
rather floppy steering, and to avoid a small yacht we had to cut one corner very drastically,
luckily without going aground. At half past eight we secured alongside a coaster as there
was no room at the quay.
We stayed in Wells until Monday September 2nd, with surf thundering on the bar and sand
driving through chinks in the wheelhouse, but used the time to check round the engine. The
oil level in both reverse and reduction gears was far too high, and the extra was water, so
we drained, washed out and refilled with clean oil from the only garage that had it in bulk,
though some others could offer us little tubes made for outboards, a dear way to buy the
amount a Gardner 4L2 needs.
We left Wells as long before high water as we could, but it was 9.00 a.m. by the time we
crossed the bar, and took a long time to get to Yarmouth against the following ebb. We got
to Haisborough for half past two, but by the time we got to the Cockle Gat buoy at six our
speed over the ground was down to two knots and it was half past seven before we
reached Caistor Water Tower. There was a confused sea in the roads and we rolled terribly
as we had to turn beam on to line up between the pier heads, but as soon as we were
between them all was calm, and we moored up opposite Town Quay at half past nine and I
went ashore to report progress from the ‘phone box I had last used exactly twenty years
before.
The following morning we moved across to Town Quay and in view of the forecast paid the
reduced 6-day rate rather than the high daily rate. I had always said that I thought 4 on the
forecast was really the maximum for a North Sea crossing for HOPE; you have to remember
that a fair wind off the land here is an onshore wind with a very long fetch on the other
side. For the next four days the forecast gave 7 or 8 every time, so when on Saturday 7th
September it gave only 4 to 5 we sailed at 7.00 a.m. The two o’clock forecast, once we
were at sea, altered back to the usual 5 to 7 later gale 8, but it was a bit late by then, and
in fact we probably did get the best 36 hours for weeks.
Up to this point we had been three on board with two on watch and one off, but here Ralph
Northern left to return to Hull and I am very grateful to Graham Tranter for agreeing to
continue two handed though it meant two hours on, two hours off if the man on watch
didn’t have to call you to look at something on deck.
It was 9.30 before we were clear of the Corton and could settle down to the course for
Ijmuiden, 095M. Mindful of the old keelman’s question “have you ever seen fling sail in
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Yarmouth Roads?” we set the small mainsail, which we managed to carry almost to Brown
Bank about half way over. By then HOPE was rolling the side decks under even with three
foot freeboard, and it seemed more sensible to get it down (not without a struggle) before
dark. Our 3ft high naval guardrails, though they are certainly more conspicuous and more in
the way than the traditional low man-rope of a keel, certainly proved their worth and I think
in the days when keels went in for coastal passages they must have had something higher.
For the next twelve hours we continued to plug along on the course 095M or as near as we
could manage, hoping that the force 10 reported in German Bight would continue to move
rapidly NE leaving us nothing except its extremely unpleasant cross-swell which made
steering difficult. At 10.00 p.m. we sighted the Mobil P6A oil rig just on our port bow, which
meant that we were about fifteen miles north of our course line in the seventy miles from
the Corton, but seemed to have averaged 6 knots.
We rejoiced and altered course to 120M for the Ijmuiden fairway, but an hour later stopped
rejoicing as the log entry “very strong rain squalls, vis. One or two cables, half revs” makes
clear. At one in the morning we saw briefly a small buoy flashing five, but couldn’t find it on
our admittedly small scale North Sea chart. It looked to me much more likely to be a gas
line buoy than a fairway one and it didn’t seem reasonable to go on closing the land in such
visibility when unsure of our position to a mile or two. So all we could do was the traditional
resource of sailing ships without radar, lay a course parallel to the coast and drawing
slightly off it, wait for something to turn up, or daylight.
What turned up, blessedly, at 3.30 a.m. was the powerful double flash of Scheveningen
lighthouse. It must have been just south of the heavy rain associated with the German
Bight storm, and when we saw it we altered course from SSW to NxE, heading back once
more in the general direction of Ijmuiden. At five we saw the five flash buoy once more, it
lies off a small gas platform off Noordwijk so it is just as well we altered course as we did.
As we plunged slowly north into a head sea and foul tide the weather deteriorated again
and we wondered whether to turn round and run for the Hook of Holland, but that would
have given a much longer passage through Holland so we kept on NxE, not seeing anything
until 9.00 a.m. when the smoke of the high chimneys of Ijmuiden steelworks appeared
above the mist. It was midday before we secured alongside in the Nieuwe Waterweg and
went to sleep until nine that night when we had our first proper meal since leaving
Yarmouth, rang home to announce our arrival and worked until midnight (with the
occasional beer break) clearing up the debris of the night before. It was quite surprising
how far some objects had managed to move, but though we had taken a lot of water on
deck none of it had come below, and at least everything on deck had been well secured,
even if the temporary living arrangements in the hold had suffered, the original fore-cabin
remained warm and comfortable throughout.
On the Monday we didn’t really feel like moving on, so checked the engine oil (1” down in
thirty-two hours almost continuous full revs) repaired the masthead light, rigged the one
and a half ton ratchet chain winch to control the heel of the mast when lowering it, etc.
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At 10.00 a.m. on Tuesday September 10th we left Ijmuiden and made good time (over five
knots) through Amsterdam, passing the Oranjesluis and railway bridge at two. The effect of
our sea-going trim to keep the screw well down was now a great nuisance in steering, and
we made two complete circles whilst waiting for the bridge to open, very nearly going
through backwards. At 7.15 in the evening after some anxiety in a bit of the southern
Zuider Zee, which wasn’t on any of our charts, we passed through the barrier separating it
from the northern half, and secured in a very hospitable marina at Houtribhoek.
Because of our size and draught the only possible berth was at the very entrance, but the
deputy master ran out a great length of cable so that we could rapidly recharge our
batteries through our welding set. The two long spells of night passage with four legal size
lamps lit had taken it out of all four. The 30 guilder fee included immaculate showers,
clothes washing and drying facilities, and after ten days out of Hull we made very full use of
all of them, and didn’t leave until midday on Wednesday when the compass adjustment had
its second real test.
Visibility was just over a hundred yards and we had to go down a channel with five buoys,
each half an hour from the next, at three knots. We saw four of them: not always on the
right side of course. At three the fog lifted so we increased revs and pitch, locked through
the Prinses Margriet lock, and at five secured at the idyllic little island of Rijnsloot, five miles
north of it in five feet of water. After battling across the North Sea the stern gland was
weeping copiously and had to be tightened right down, though I didn’t get another ring of
packing in until Wilhelmshaven.
On Thursday we started lowering the mast at ten. It was the first time, and ours being steel
is a good deal heavier than COMRADE’s, and pivoting at the top of the lutchet reaches the
limit for forestay can hold long before it is down on the gantry which holds it clear of the
wheelhouse. The last twenty degrees have to be controlled by taking the weight on a chain
ratchet winch between the mast heel and the bottom of the lutchet and carefully slacking
away. It was relief to have it down with nothing broken by 10.30, when we left for an
uneventful day’s ruin through ideal keel country until we stopped for the night at eight at
Garkeuken sluice.
We left again at 0915 for Delfzijl under very low bridges, which luckily all opened promptly.
Luckily, because with the large new 1m diameter propeller HOPE’s stern swings almost
uncontrollably off to starboard if you have to go astern with headway on the vessel.
Unluckily we arrived in Groningen at midday and had a long wait behind a floating haystack
barge until the last lunch-bound cyclist had crossed the lock bridge, but we reached the
sea-lock at Delfzijl at 3.00 p.m.
We locked out at nine next morning into low water in the Ems estuary, very like the
Humber with high shining mud banks and a good deal of modern industry on the banks. We
had to crab across the flood tide to get into the main channel up to Emden, but were in the
Ratsdelft there, in the centre of the town by midday. The forecast for German Bight of force
10 again added greatly to our satisfaction as we put the mast up and re-rigged. Graham
Tranter had to leave to return to Hull on Sunday to go back to work, and my wife arrived to
drive me back to Schleswig where we were moving into a fresh cottage the next weekend.
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I returned the following weekend to put HOPE into the Railway Dock for the winter,
incidentally, paying a quarter of what I had been charged in Hull. The Dockmaster and
indeed everyone else were interested and helpful. I drained the engines, half emptied all
the ballast tanks, and we suffered no frost damage through we were frozen into ice two
feet thick for six weeks. I was living on board at the end of March, getting ready to move
on, and it was fascinating to observe how the heat of the low pale sun on the tarred sides
each day melted a little more of the ice round the waterline.
We had hoped to leave on March 25 ’86, but on the day it was blowing too hard for the old
road bridge to be opened, as above force 5 its area is too great for the machinery to control
it. On the following day we passed through without incident, but then had to wait three
hours for the next bridge as the Harbour Controller did not know we were leaving and had
not detailed men to work it. Fortunately we were expected at the complicated round ‘Kettle
Lock’, which has four different exits all into different levels, and we were kindly ushered
through the right exit into the Ems-Jade canal. As we were the first ship through after the
thaw there was a good deal of mud in the canal and the bridges were not as promptly
opened as in Holland. There are now only three old barges using it commercially, and those
only as far as Aurich, where we arrived at 6.00 p.m. having had to pump out 6 tons of fresh
water from the afterpeak ballast tank to get off a particularly high spot just before Aurich
bridge. The Harbourmaster was very hospitable and friendly and invited us to tea.
After Aurich the bridges are much lower and it was necessary to fold the wheelhouse right
down to get the mast horizontal. Even so we bent the VHF aerial under one, and as two or
three are worked by the same man, who goes off duty at six, you can easily get caught one
bridge short of harbour, as we did. Approaching Wilhelmshaven we were stopped for three
days because a railway bridge was under repair. When I returned to HOPE the next
weekend I found the keeper had most generously towed her through his own bridge and
the next one as well, because he knew that one was going to close and didn’t want me to
have a second delay. He also sent his son, who ran a small shrimp trawler, with me as crew
to take me to the right place in the fairly complicated Victorian naval base of
Wilhelmshaven. This was typical of all the officials we came across on the voyage.
On Sunday May 4th we left Wilhelmshaven to cross the sandbanks to the next estuary, the
Weser. The 9.00 a.m. pen on Sunday morning is free for recreational craft but it was a cold
misty day and there were only three yachts and ourselves inside when the huge lock gates,
each bigger than a lockpit on the South Yorkshire Navigation, rolled together. The outer
harbour is so long that it was 9.30 before we were out of it, and it was a very poor tide so
we were soon aground, by midday, though luckily past the highest point so that when the
water came back it arrived from the east. A small yacht tacked triumphantly past us, only to
go aground himself ten minutes later, as the water was running off as if someone had
pulled the plug out.
His stern light was of great help to us when we re-floated at half past nine, as we could
follow his path through the twisting unmarked channel to the relatively deep water of
Fedderwarder Priel. I remember memorising “ten minutes NE, ten minutes SE, 5 minutes E,
then SE into Priel”. It worked perfectly, and we didn’t go aground again until half ten (high
water unfortunately) on the mud round the leading light at the harbour entrance. Ten
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minutes later a crash announced the arrival of a very expensive motor sailer trying to make
his way between us and the lighthouse, and we had to rig a line to his masthead to stop
him rolling over in the strong stream. Next day’s morning tide was again a poor one, we
were not within two feet of floating, but the night tide was better and I was able to heave
off to the plough anchor I had laid off astern, and eventually got into Fedderwardersiel at
3.00 a.m. on the Tuesday morning, having very nearly gone aground again in the process.
It is a small and crowded shrimp trawler harbour with no berth really big enough for HOPE
so I left the following weekend with the kind help of Herr Schroder, a retired skipper, to see
me through the mittelpriel (unmarked) into the main Weser channel. We went aground
briefly for ten minutes but the tide was making and we soon got into the main channel and
arrived in Bremerhaven at 4.00 p.m. and made fast amid other sailing craft of the 1890’s
and 1900’s in the Althafen.
I should explain that Bremerhaven is so conscious of its maritime past (it is the site of the
German Maritime Museum) that its Council has revived the medieval Skippers Guild for
owners of historically interesting ships (I’ve joined it of course) and allows them to lie in the
Old Harbour in front of the vast new shopping centre, and provides do-it-yourself workshop
facilities, electricity and water, all with a minimum of formality and very little cost. This has
naturally made it a sort of Mecca for old ships, so one can be sure of help and advice of
other like-minded enthusiasts.
As a prelude to the arrival of the large sail training ships for Sail Bremerhaven 86 most of
the German sailing barges still afloat turned up for their annual meeting; they are mostly
ketch rigged like smaller finer Humber sloops with a mizzen, and lying outside me was a
perfectly restored Boston shrimper of 1894 looking as if it had been launched yesterday.
Ahead of me was a perfect little Dutch barge whose restoration had been carefully recorded
in a film, which the owner showed (after several parties) one night in the workshops. Then
a fleet of sixty other Dutch gaff-rigged barges turned up, making a perfect picture as they
sailed past the museum.
If anyone want to form an opinion of the corresponding craft to our keels and sloops on the
other side of the North Sea then Bremerhaven is certainly the place to go. I had the Hull
Museums sticker ‘Discover the maritime past of Hull’ in the wheelhouse window, but
reflected with a certain sadness that if you want to discover it afloat you had better go to
Bristol (McCANN) Ferriby Sluice (COMRADE, AMY HOWSON) Bremerhaven (HOPE),
Inverness, London, but not Hull.
My ultimate aim is to get HOPE through into the Baltic and then try to cross Sweden by the
Gota canal to Stockholm, but Bremerhaven is so attractive that we may well overwinter
here instead of moving on to the next museum harbour, Oevelgonne in Hamburg, or the
museum harbour of Flensburg on the Baltic.
To be continued … I hope.
ALAN BINNS
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LIGHTSHIP No.10 UPPER WHITTON
For a number of years this Society has had a friendly relationship with SOBRIETY the exkeel, which takes the handicapped and elderly on canal and river trips. During last year we
met the Secretary of the Project, Bob Watson, when he came to look at COMRADE and AMY
HOWSON with two of his committee members, after having had a day’s sailing on
COMRADE.
The purpose of the visit was to weigh up the possibilities of taking their passengers sailing,
possibly on SOBRIETY if she were to be rigged.
However, after Colin and Jim off COMRADE had paid a reciprocal visit to SOBRIETY, all
agreed SOBRIETY’s function would be spoiled if she were rigged. A fresh start would be
better.
From the Society’s viewpoint another sloop or keel would have been a wasted exercise
when there is another Humber vessel which has been sadly passed by during the
restoration flurry of the last few years. This is the Billyboy, which in the form of a ketch
rigged vessel, would be handy for use by the SOBRIETY Project.
Naturally SAIRA was the main object of our attentions, but as our Chairman has already
said, she was not for us. There is no other known Billyboy available or even still afloat
worth chasing, so the best alternative was to seek out a suitable hull which could be rigged
as a Billyboy, remembering the use to which she would be put. She’d probably do more
sailing and motoring under the Project’s mantle than the Society vessels.
Eventually, after several vessels were looked over, Colin mentioned that there was a retired
lightship moored near Grovehill Lock which was in reasonable order.
Having already had a ‘shufti’ at her while we were there with AMY H, I contacted Bob and
within a day or two, together with Capt Sydney Wilks, a former ships master, we went over
to Beverley and gave the lightship a thorough check over. Having curled my lip at other
potential ships I was pleased with the state of the lightship and so were Bob and Sydney.
Sydney, being a Trinity House ‘wallah’ made some enquiries and within a few days the
builder’s drawings and specifications dropped through my letterbox.
Apparently the snowball was rolling. We were given permission to drydock the lightship at
Beverley Engineering Drydock for a proper survey. Cyril, Colin, myself, our wives and Colin’s
teenage lad Richard duly penned No.10 through the lock into Beverley Beck, under the
watchful eye of the lock-keeper and his wife, who knowing us, probably suspected we were
up to no good.
The following day Cyril and I, supervised by Alan Gillyon dry docked No.10 in Alan’s dock.
Kev and Tony off SOBRIETY and Mary and myself pumped No.10 dry of rainwater and
scraped the worst of the barnacles off for the Surveyor.
On the strength of the Survey Report and various persons poking and scatting about, the
vessel’s a fair bet for conversion.
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Built under Lloyds surveillance in 1915 at Gainsborough by Watson’s Shipyard, she is of
riveted construction and was registered 100A – for the Humber Conservancy Board to be a
manned lightship at the Upper Whitton Station.
She was obviously kept in first class condition by the Board until eventually, about seven
years ago, sold out of service to John Dean Ltd. She was used as a floating storehouse after
the deck companionways and mast fittings had been removed.
I was asked to keep an eye on her while the preliminary work above was done, both as
Secretary of the Preservation Society and because I have a bit of spare time, having joined
the fastest growth industry Britain presently has, the dole queue.
Naturally from the Society’s angle the ship wants rigging properly so I have researched the
subject pretty thoroughly. But if anybody knows ‘owt’ about Billyboys give me a ring or
write a note. Don’t stand on the dockside when the thing’s rigged and hold forth!
From the Project’s standpoint she’s 60 feet long, 16 feet wide and about 7 feet deep, similar
in fact to a keel or sloop of Sheffield size. There are four watertight bulkheads enclosing 3
rooms, each 13 feet long by 15’ 6” wide, which are suitable for passenger and crew
accommodation. In fact the crew’s cabin only needs tidying up and the stove lighting. The
after stores compartment will make a fine engine room and the peak a superb bosun’s
locker and foc’s’le.
If the masts are housed in deck tabernacles and the rig is well thought out, I see no reason
why she should not be the peak of Billyboy development, able to go nearly anywhere and
do any task.
SOBRIETY and EDEN were prepared by the Project’s members and Manpower Services
Personnel. Bearing in mind that AMY HOWSON and COMRADE were restored to sail by a
few members over a period of years, a good workforce should have a Billyboy fitted and
working within a year. Based at Goole she will be well placed either to tour the canals or
sail on the Humber. This Society copes with two sailing, working traditional ships and a
wealth of archive material and photographic works. Another organisation sailing a Billyboy
would make the Humber complete with its three main cargo trading vessels.
DAVE ROBINSON

THIS AND THAT
Hull City Council have decided that the restored former Spurn Light vessel will be housed in
the Hull Marina and opened as a floating museum. There’s even talk of a former herring
drifter also gaining a berth in the Marina. What a chance the Council have missed by
ignoring the LINCOLN CASTLE, COMRADE, AMY HOWSON and the WILLIAM McCANN in the
Princes Dock and Marina development. Did trawlers really ever fish out of Hull and was
there ever a thriving fish dock in the town?
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Just published by the European Library is ‘Barton on Humber in old picture postcards’ by
our own member Michael Ulyatt. It contains 76 photographs of how the town used to look
and includes many views of Humber Sloops.

Croda of Hull very kindly gave the Society 37 litres of paint and offered to supply future
paint at trade price. We are very grateful to the company.

STILL SUNDAY
The streets were dark and empty. The boy had never been out of doors as late as this. No
school tomorrow and this was the beginning of a new adventure. He half trotted alongside
his father, held tightly by the hand. No passers-by, all was quiet. The town was going to
sleep. But now, on reaching the Waterside Road, something was stirring. Dark figures were
on the move, all going the same way in ones and twos. One of the figures called softly
“Evening John” and got into step, down the straight path, past the chapel and inn, both
now in darkness. Onwards to the ‘Point’ where in accordance with ancient law, a single allround light was shining.
More figures were congregating under the glow, big men in navy blue serge, with baskets
and bulky white pillow cases containing their food at their feet, talking so quietly, almost
apologetically as if they should not be there. Working on a Sunday in Barton in the twenties
was much frowned upon. Everyone was gazing at the river. There they were, their riding
lights swaying gently from their forestays, the sloops, impatiently riding at anchor. A voice
called out from the water’s edge saying that the cog boats were afloat. With that, the
huddle of men scrambled down the narrow patch of shingle and sorted themselves out,
perhaps four or five to a boat.
All were standing up, it was unthinkable to sit down. The boy and his father stood in the
bow of the coggy. There was still an air of silence broken only by the dry squeak of the
single oar in the rowlock, and the low murmur of voices, which seemed as if they were still
hoarse from singing in the chapel. On reaching the first sloop, the boat was held firmly
alongside and the father swung the boy over the manrope onto the deck, with an order to
standstill. When the father and another man, the mate, were on board, the boy was taken
aft to the cabin where he already felt the gentle rolling of the ship. Now in the cabin, the
boy looked at the shiny mahogany doors with glass knobs, reflecting the lamplight. Soon he
was in his bunk, listening to the muffled sound of the anchor being raised. The ship stopped
rolling as soon as she got under way. All that the boy could hear now was the creaking of
the tiller in the rudder head. It was 1926, still Sunday and I was the boy.
WILF CODD
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HULL MARITIME SOCIETY
1987 WINTER PROGRAMME
January 27th
James Baines and the Black Ball Line
Mr M F Stammers, Merseyside Maritime Museum.
Baines and his career were the inspiration for the Onedin Line.
February 24th
On the Waterfront
Miss Mary Fowler BSc, formerly Principal Lecturer at the Hull College of Higher Education.
Pictures of Hull’s waterfront past and present. The evening starts with the AGM at 7.15 p.m.
and the talk commences at 7.45 p.m.
March 31st
Phipps Expedition towards the North Pole 1773
Mrs Ann Shirley of the National Maritime Museum.
Phipps, later Lord Mulgrove, a Yorkshireman who’s expedition is best remembered for the
young Nelson’s encounter with a polar bear!
April 28th
The Yarmouth Herring Fishery
Mr Charles Lewis of the Great Yarmouth Maritime Museum
The story of one of the world’s greatest fishing bonanzas and its subsequent decline.
An evening buffet will be included in the programme at a date to be announced.
The objectives of the Hull Maritime Society, which was founded in 1975 and now has some
200 members, are to assist the development of the museum and to promote interest in
maritime affairs both local and national.
Subscriptions:
Member £3.00
Husband and Wife £4.00
Senior Citizen £2.50 (to include spouse)
Corporate Member £6.50
Application for membership and any correspondence should be addressed to:
The Hull Maritime Society
The Town Docks Museum
Queen Victoria Square
HULL HU1 3DX
Telephone Hull (0482) 222738
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THE MAKING OF ‘COMRADE’S’ LEEBOARDS
It was always appreciated that an important part of the full restoration of the ships would
be the construction of completely new leeboards. In the very early days of the Society, John
Hainsworth and Cedric Lodge sought diligently for any remaining artefacts and, of course,
for any information they could glean. These researches were summarised by Cedric Lodge
in an article in ‘Slabline’ No.8, published in November 1977. Further progress was initially
slow. With COMRADE drawing one foot all round more than she did in the days before an
engine was fitted, it was possible to sail the ship without boards at all. The cost and
availability of suitable oak for construction were formidable barriers to a swift advance.
A real prospect of achievement arose after Dave Cook’s firm at New Holland had dismantled
some jetties at Saltend. The withdrawn piles were of pitch pine, sections of which had been
below the mud for seventy years. It was decided that the alternative timber should be tried
and Dave Cook was generously prepared to sell us sufficient quantity at a very favourable
price. Suitable sections were selected by Bill Wilson and Eric Burton, sawn to length on site
by Eric Burton and taken away for sawing into planks.
Planning and design was energetically resumed and all of the main features are due to Fred
Schofield and Allen Worfolk. The Society was amazingly fortunate that it was able to consult
Mr Worfolk who had built many excellent boards in the late era of keels under sail. We
could not produce them exactly as he would have done originally, because the maximum
width of plank we could achieve was 14 inches. After a series of consultations, a design was
evolved which proved acceptable to Fred Schofield as an experienced keelman, acceptable
to Allen Worfolk as a professional builder and acceptable to Bill Wilson who was the
principal carpenter.
All the planks of the leeboards are tapered from head to tail. At the head they are 3 1/8” and
at the tail just over 1 3/4”. These dimensions are slightly greater than the 2 3/4" and 1 1/2”
which would have been the case in the days of working keels. The reason was that it was
decided to play safe because of the substitution of pitch pine for oak.
The timber obtained from Dave Cook was sawn into planks by Eric Burton. Underneath the
surface the wood was in fine fettle and the job carried out by Eric was superb. Each plank
was to the thickness requested and as straight as could be wished. With the help of Cedric
Lodge, it was skilfully planed on both faces and despatched to Beverley where it was loaded
aboard COMRADE one wintry day and lowered below using the ship’s own gear. Shaping of
the planks was begun by Bill Wilson with the help of a number of others, including Mike
Bartlett out of his normal trade as electrician and Eric Cawthorne from Ilkley acting in his.
The mode of construction of the board is as follows:
The central plank (king plank) is slightly coffin-shaped and has the two planks forming the
edges of the basic triangle (top and bottom plank) held to it by two long bolts through the
head and by the substantial cambered batten crossing the tail of the board. The other six
planks shown in the accompanying sketch are fillers which are nailed to the batten and held
in position along their sides with dowels, as described in ‘Slabline’ no.8. In working days the
head bolts, the dowels and the rivets (due for a mention later) would have been malleable
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iron, material which we were unable to obtain. The head bolts would have been ‘clunk over’
washers. In COMRADE’s boards, the bolts are steel, threaded at the ends and drawn up
tight with nuts. Moreover, they were bent to the camber in the head to take account of the
softer nature of the pitch pine. For fitting, an extra-long bit was constructed for drilling the
necessary holes through the head. The bit was fabricated by Colin Screeton, our chief ‘iron
strangler’, as indeed were the bolts along with a high proportion of all the metalwork
needed.
Starting with the three main planks, the timber was brought to size by Bill Wilson and his
helpers, the bevel described in the earlier ‘Slabline’ were planed and the holes for the
dowels marked out very carefully and equally carefully drilled. Material for the dowels was
stainless steel obtained from a scrapyard in Bradford and was found to be fully acceptable.
Assembly was in stages. Eventually, all the timber came together, the nuts on the head
bolts were set tight and, with the help of cranks, chain and suitable blows with heavy
hammers, all boards were drawn together into the camber. Finally the batten was made
fast at the tail.
The stage was then set for the main metalwork. At first, no source of suitable convex bar
for the chafing battens had been detected. We then had the good fortune to contact
Yorkshire Dry Dock Ltd whose help was vital and the problem was solved. The bending of
the convex bar, the forming of the chafing plates for the head and tail chains, and the
making of the many steel rivets needed for fastening the convex bar to the boards was
undertaken as a project by people retraining at the Employment Rehabilitation Centre. It
was intended to carry out riveting in the traditional manner and, indeed, the chafing plates
on the inside for the chains were done this way. However, the awkwardness of working and
the work-hardening of the rivets led quickly to the abandonment of tradition. The remainder
were welded to the convex bar by Colin Screeton and Dave Corby.
By this time, the boards had become very heavy. The chains were fastened on with toggles,
an eye-bolt was fitted on the inside of each of the ships coamings just abaft the beam and
the boards were hauled up vertical and made safe. All the while, those in the hold kept a
very healthy respect for the weight and kept back.
Attention was now centred on the running gear. Leeboard clamps were overhauled and
made ready. Suitable material for head and tail chains had been generously donated earlier
by R Curtiss and Son Ltd and an order was made to Hall’s Barton Ropery Ltd who have
given generous help to the restoration from the first re-rigging onwards. The leeboard
rollers, with both fast and slow purchase, were taken out of store and fitted, involving some
electrifying welding from Dave Corby.
When the ship is stayed, things happen swiftly on the cabin deck. It has always been policy
to involve as many interested members as possible in the handling of the ship under sail.
Accordingly, a non-traditional but much safer pawl was devised and constructed by Colin
Screeton. This has functioned efficiently during the first season with the boards alongside.
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There have been times when progress may have appeared exceedingly slow but final
preparations were in hand for the beginning of the 1986 sailing season. The wedges to
hang alongside were made, together with their lanyards. Wedges for the insides of the
boards were duly shaped and fitted. (The first pair protect the boards from propping against
projections in locks, etc. and the second kind puts a cant on the board when down so that
the camber of the board keeps it from floating out). Finally, in the Spring the boards were
hauled out through the mast-way by Keith Marin of Marin Engineers on Beverley Beck and
lowered alongside, effectively completing the restoration of COMRADE and her gear. All was
duly reported in the local press.
The boards have now been in use for a full season. Initial adjustments were necessary
(chains were deliberately left too long at first) but the boards have been effective. Leeward
drift has been dramatically reduced although at some cost in speed. Going through stays
has become easier and the balance seems about right. The real test occurred on Saturday
the 6th September, 1986. Fred Schofield was able to come out for a sail. As you might
expect, he sailed the ship with that extra edge it is always going to be difficult to match. His
verdict was that the boards were acceptable, particularly in view of the fact that the actual
construction of the present boards had not seen any original versions beforehand.
The construction of COMRADE’s leeboards involved many people, all were ‘amateurs’ in the
building of leeboards, but all those mentioned were also highly skilled professionals in their
own trades. The advice from Mr Worfolk and Fred Schofield was utterly invaluable and the
assistance from local firms was much appreciated. The Society offers warm thanks to all
who made a contribution to a pair of leeboards no one need feel ashamed of.
THE SCRIBE

A VOYAGE OF TRUE LOVE
The following adventure started in Yorkshire and finished in Lancashire and at the time was
reported by local newspapers in both counties.
It went something like this:
Couple Buy 45 foot Boat
Story of an adventurous 350-mile trip
Hanging onto the wheel of a 45 foot fishing boat as the vessel spins helplessly in a tiderace, is not the best moment for wishing one’s knowledge of sailing added up to rather
more than a holiday afternoon in a rowing boat. That, nevertheless, was the experience of
a former Lancashire woman, and during it, her husband was below deck struggling with a
feebly spluttering engine.
The crew of two with a story to tell was Mr and Mrs Humphries of Pontefract, Yorkshire. As
it is a story which reaches the adventure class strictly on its merits, perhaps it is only fair to
let Mrs Humphries tell it in her own way.
SLABLINE

ISSUE 025 | WINTER 1986

P a g e | 18

“We had thought about buying a boat for a long time” she said, “and one Sunday found us
in a train bound for Scotland, with our savings sewn inside our pockets. It was a dull day
and the scene which we left was not a particularly joyful one. We had made our wills,
tucked them in a strong box and given our neighbour the key. She was very kind and said
“You will be all right”, but it was one of those rather-you-than-me voices. Well, it was no
use worrying, our boats were burnt … not a very apt simile … our bridges crossed then …
that was not much better either. Whichever way one said it, it involved water, and the grey
day did not encourage thoughts of water, at least not in large stretches of it.
The Yorkshire countryside slipped by and I must confess the whole project took on a
dream-like quality.
There it was.
Twenty-four hours (and a few doubts) later, we reached Kyle. The boat was drawn up on a
firm beach and supported upright by legs. She looked very small when one thought of big
seas. Her owner lived across the sound on the Isle of Skye, He was called Finley McLeod.
That did not sound real either, but it was.
There was a Mr Stewart being persuasive in Gaelic over the telephone, and finally a price
was reached from which Mr McLeod would be prepared to negotiate. He would come over
to Kyle on the ferry. He did, and I was quite surprised to hear him speaking perfectly good
English.
It was Tuesday before the boat finally belonged to us. She was a ketch rigged yulu named
TRUE LOVE, 45 feet long, 15 feet beam, and drew about 8 feet aft, and a 44-horsepower
Kelvin diesel engine gave a speed of 8 knots.
Time was getting on, nearly 6 o’clock and no provisions. The shop was about to close, but a
mad scramble round resulted in an array of tinned stuff, fruit and biscuits. My husband had
invested in two pairs of overalls, oilskins and sou’westers. Nothing like being prepared. We
spent the night at the home of the kindly Mr and Mrs Stewart, and with some trepidation
embarked at 9 o’clock the next morning, having refuelled and taken on fresh water.
Experience – nil.
Our total sailing experience at that time was practically nil. I had done some childhood
rowing on a park lake and with a girlfriend had once hired a rowing boat at the seaside. My
husband had sailed a ship’s lifeboat on the River Mersey, was always keen on sailing, and
had read up a lot on the subject. His geography of the coast was very good too, an asset
when it came to plotting a course and steering at the same time. There was one blessing,
the boat seemed a lot bigger now that we were aboard, and she bounced over the waves in
a very encouraging way, down the Kyle of Lochalsh, through the Sound of Sleat and past
the Island of Rhum, Eigg and Muck.
In no time at all it seemed, we were putting in at Tobermory Bay where we weighed up the
sleeping accommodation. The mattresses were damp and wedged with many empty whisky
bottles. Later we threw them overboard and hoped no one would mistake them for more
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sinister objects. Meanwhile the hard boards sufficed, and for pillows, cork lifebelts that
smelled of fish. We arose at 3 a.m. on Thursday, though it might be more accurate to say it
was that hour we gave up any idea of sleep. We brewed cocoa on the iron stove, and
followed it (in the same two cups washed out) with soup and biscuits, our diet for the rest
of the day being oranges, dates and rye biscuits.
Whirlpools.
And what a day it proved to be. Through the Sound of Mull and the Firth of Lorne, it was
here we met the tide race. The engine lost power and there was nothing for it but to leave
me in charge of the wheel while my husband went below to fight it out with the engine. We
were nearing the whirlpool region and fortunately for my peace of mind I knew nothing of
the notorious Gulf of Corryvreckan or of the legend surrounding its whirlpools.
Despite the fact that the name of our boat might be held to be a good omen, it was as well
Corryvreckan’s legend and I were strangers at that moment. The engine finally responded
to treatment after the most paralysing moments of my life when the boat turned round
completely and I just hung onto the wheel.
So great was my relief when the calm of the Crinan Canal lock was reached that I flung my
arms about my husband and shrieked “We’re saved!” to the amusement of on-shore
spectators.
After this histrionic outburst I tackled sedately the job of heaving lines up to the lockkeepers when, on the following day, we sailed through fifteen locks of the Crinan Canal. It
was a lovely journey.
Welcome Anchorage.
We came out at Ardrishaig and sailed down Lock Tyne, where we saw the fascinating
‘Puffer’ boats and at 5.30 on Friday made a welcome mooring in Rothsay Bay behind the
pier: I steered the boat in and will not deny that it was a great thrill. We decided that we
had earned the comfort of the shore and stayed in Rothsay for a few days while an
insurance surveyor came from Glasgow and gave a very good report enabling us to insure
at a reasonable price. Everyone in the hotel made a great fuss of us and several folk came
to look over the boat. Tuesday night we spent aboard to be ready for an early start, and at
5 a.m. on Wednesday we were off through the Firth of Clyde, where we hailed more
‘Puffers’. A calm voyage took us past Holy Island, the Island of Arran, and the dramatic
outline of Ailsa Craig, visible for miles; then through the Irish Sea to Ramsey in the Isle of
Man.
The weather was superb, and we had time to enjoy plotting the course, looking out for
lighthouses, and of course, frequent meals, taken for the most part, standing in the
wheelhouse. I learned to wedge myself so that both hands were free and, after initial
banging on the head, managed to move about below decks without fear of decapitation.
We spent the night in the Isle of Man and at seven in the morning embarked on the long
sail to Fleetwood. For seven hours we were out of sight of land until Blackpool Tower
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eventually proved a welcome landmark. We moored at Fleetwood after sailing 350 miles.
Our map was a touring map of Scotland and on it is marked in blue the route of our
voyage. The charts, with the details of depths, situation of buoys and navigable channels,
remained something of a mystery to me, but seemed to present no difficulties to my
husband. The whole thing had been a fortnight of glorious adventure.”
Mrs A HUMPHRIES
TRUE LOVE was eventually equipped as a trawler and fished out of Fleetwood for several
years, but perhaps that is another story.
Tom HUMPHRIES

THE ADMIRAL by FRED PATTEN
In other parts of the civilised world beyond Goole, Hull has a strange sort of reputation
being, as it is, always coupled with Hell and Halifax. The city boasts statues of two
monarchs, Queen Victoria and William of Orange (William III) and both sit on top of public
conveniences. Hull also has an Admiral without a fleet, appointed by King Henry VI in 1447,
of whom there is no statue.
The office of Admiral of the Humber persists to the present day, but only in the capacity of
a ceremonial figure. Practice has taken over from custom and the office is conferred upon
the incumbent Lord Mayor as a symbol of the city’s ancient power. The Lord Mayor, in
returning visits to merchant ships, has his flag ‘broken out’ for the occasion and this
etiquette is also observed when Royal Navy vessels visit the port.
But it was not always thus. In the original charter, a suitable and discreet man was to be
elected Admiral. Responsible for the maintenance of the port, he was to receive all the
usual emoluments and profits. He had the rights of wreck, flotsam and jetsam, goods taken
from pirates and ships of the enemy, as well as whales, sturgeon and porpoises taken in the
‘whole waters of the Humber’. His authority held sway in the Admiralty Court in trying
matters related to ships and shipping and prior to the Probate Court assuming the role of
criminal judiciary this Admiralty Court was, on what we now call petty theft, averse to
hanging a man.
The position, then, has not always been merely a civic adornment. Its beginning came
about by the intercession of the Duke of Exeter with the King in a dispute between local
burghers and the then Lord Egremont, who had been deputed to take over the duties of
Admiral within the County of Hull.
As unlikely as it now appears, in the 18th century whales and sundry large fish were not
unknown in the Humber estuary and on occasion they were grounds for legal action. In one
well-known ‘three cornered’ dispute, the master of a vessel look a large fish alive and towed
it to Brough. Then, being mindful of the law, took himself off to York to trace the rightful
owner. Possession being nine points of the law, the fish was then appropriated by a local
fisherman named Hall, by hearsay a translucent man, who threatened anyone who dared to
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try to dispossess him. At this point the Admiral of the Humber, Mayor William Fenwick,
intervened, secured the fish and towed it back to Hull claiming his right under the ancient
charter and in this his claim was held by the court to be justified. However, in 1835 all the
authority vested in the Admiral of the Humber was repealed with the exception of the
election granted under the charter.
It is of interest to us today that in 1737 the Admiral was required at the Corporation’s
expense to provide and adopt a flag with the Admiralty arms shewn therewith and that the
heritage, if not the substance of this strange tradition, still persists. High up in the
Banqueting Hall of Hull’s Guildhall is the plaque that denotes the proud and interesting
history of this land-locked mariner. The three coronets from the city’s coat of arms together
with the cross of St George astern are shown on an idealised ‘galleon’. It is noteworthy also
that a new public landing facility situated on the river frontage at Hull, close to the Pilot
Office, was opened in 1984 and was officially named ‘Admiral Steps’.
With acknowledgement to ‘Ports’

TOO LATE
Just before Easter CRESSEY T, a steel riveted construction lighter built similarly to the
Society’s vessels, but a bit longer, was slipped at New Holland because of a bit of a leak
and a decision was made not to repair her, so I was asked if we’d like the cabin woodwork
and sundry items off her. Mary, Floss and myself were over to the yard like a shot and
found the burners already at work. Because a couple of days would see her overwhelmed
by the spring tides the lads wanted the steel on the scrapheap for abroad as soon as
possible.
After rooting out the masses of towing warps and assorted rammel from the hatch we were
able to see down the cabin. To our glee the woodwork was almost entirely intact. A proper
living cabin of mahogany framed panelling (a photo of part of it is in the Society’s Jackdaw
collection obtainable still from the sales dept.).
Raving it out without ruining it took us hours of patient struggling but we got the most of it,
and the fireplace, which we hauled through convenient openings cut by the burner.
On close inspection the woodwork appears to have been polished mahogany framing and
surrounds with painted panels. The bench seat front and cupboard interiors broad match
boarding (t & g). All shelves, bed-holes, bottoms, loose fitted boards, plain with no paint.
The starboard bed-hole was lined out with painted hardboard framed with 2” lath (I didn’t
save it, obviously). A sprung single bedstead had had a bit hacksawed off one corner to fit
and I had to remove the shelf and door frame to get it out. A water tank was fixed behind
folding doors on the portside beside the ladder, with brass tap over a shelf with an ancient
enamel bowl.
The spare side bed-holes were divided from the vertical hinge frame and shelves fitted of
plain boards.
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When finally all the treasures were off the CRESSEY T we had a look down the fo’c’sle and
saw that it was similar to COMRADE’s. A doored bedhole on the port side with drawers
below. A seat with cupboards above and lockers below across the bow and a door into the
shelved bosun’s locker on the starboard side. Chain lockers each side of the bulkhead
fireplace and a steel ladder.
The lads had set fire to the fo’c’sle so we didn’t linger, a great hole cut in the plate of the
bosun’s locker to chuck the gear out allowed fresh air to feed the flames.
The reason for scrapping was evidently a scrubbed plate under the cabin sole and the
bulkheads had rusted through where the hold shutts butted and trapped muck. Water
seeped into the vessel and slowly filled her up. The rest of the hull was in superb condition.
When time permits the woodwork needs the scumbling cleaning off it, which someone put
on, and a bit of joinery work to restore it. Then it could make a stage scenery exhibition
piece or grace another cabin.
DAVE ROBINSON

AMY HOWSON IN ‘86
Following the extensive work done by Cooks, members of the Society and friends on AMY
HOWSON last winter and spring time, we approached various insurance companies with a
view to obtaining better cover on a ship, which by now is in excellent condition. The
stumbling block was the Survey Report, which like a car’s MOT must be up-to-date. After
some palaver and mucking about I arranged to dry-dock the Sloop at Beverley for the
survey. The trip up Hull River ably piloted by Fred Schofield was enough to convince Cyril
and me that COMRADE was best off working out of the Ancholme, failing moorings in Hull.
Our day started from Barton at 8 o’clock in the morning and finished at Grovehill Lock at
quarter to ten in the evening!
Fortunately the survey by Richardsons of hull was a good one and the insurance cover was
within our means and very favourable, so to our high delight we could go sailing.
The first major effort was a trip up to Leeds for the IWA Rally, like the previous one a
delightful affair in which we met a lot of old friends and made new ones. Apart from Sales
Lady Floss, who joined ship at Leeds, we had a visit from Tom and Alice Humphries who I
collectively call the Stalwarts, who assisted with the Open Day, and Eric Cawthorne who,
with Cyril, had to dive about looking for genuine Gardner Diesel men to have a look at the
fuel pump which went on a slowtime. The trip was a great success, so we spent the
proceeds at Goole filling the fuel oil tank (bunkering in nautical parlance – but a 150 gallon
tank is hardly a bunker). The fuel was cheap so it was a nice bit of business; so was the
young lady who was the sole representative of the yard available to work the diesel oil filler
pump!
Having put off several sailing days at the start of the season, I tried to fit everybody who’d
asked into a makeshift programme Cyril made out, once the insurance was sorted out. As a
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matter of fact it is not legally necessary to insure a vessel but, in the case of this Society, it
would be a terrible burden for both Sailing Masters, who are after all responsible for the
working of the ships, and the Company itself. Which leads neatly to the bob or two we
spend on maintenance and restoration. Neither skipper is prepared to skimp on the
equipment and seaworthiness of the vessels in their care, so most of the money earnt is
spent, obviously, on the ships and their gear. Which means we do not carry a lot of
expensive sales material or indulge in natty sailing clothes for crews. It also means this
Society cannot get involved in the purchase of another ship, i.e. a Billyboy.
Most of the sailing trips were good, especially since we gained several new crew members
and a couple of genuine Sloopmen – Arthur and Charlie Atkinson (not related).
So Cyril, and his two cohorts, are in charge of teaching we novices the art of sailing a sloop
properly. We even gained a cook, can’t call Dave Smaller a Chef, if the can’s not got a label
– he’s no chance, and a proper engineer with Alan Gardiner whose remark “We’ll have to
have a look” could mean a glance at the oil gauge or the entire engine cast ashore!
To sum up, I suppose we’ve put some money back in the bank, made a few new friends but
sadly disappointed a few, if they contact me in the new year, I promise to do better.
DAVE ROBINSON

SAILING IN THE SUMMER OF 1987
Following our usual practice, we shall be preparing a schedule of proposed sailing dates for
both ships round about the turn of the year. Any members who would like a copy of the
schedule as soon as it becomes available should write to the Ship’s Agent: J Thompson, 218
Victoria Avenue, Hull HU5 3DZ enclosing a stamped addressed envelope. Any telephone
queries should be directed to the Ship’s Agent on Hull (0482) 441277.
Due to increased costs, we are not able to hold our rates steady any longer. Individuals can
expect to pay £7 for a day’s sailing whilst a block booking of either ship (for up to 12
passengers) will entail £84 for a day on either ship. We shall be prepared to take provisional
bookings, but for popular dates, deadlines for firm bookings may become necessary.
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