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 Commodores’ Ramblings
 
 
Where to start, I feel like I’m in some sort of time loop as the second lockdown takes effect 
and all the boats we worked so hard to launch are hauled back on shore with just as many 
restrictions as when we put them in! 
2020 has been a crazy year but the 
never been busier or more popular, with 
many new members and a waiting list!
My thanks go to many in the club for 
keeping everything running. Those that have 
rescued boats when the mooring chains have 
broken, those that always muck in and do the 
jobs that most of us do not notice like 
replacing bearings, fixing the tractor, this 
magazine!. Without these members, LHYC 
would not be the friendly professional club 

we know, with great facilities that are maintained to a high 
standard for a budget that 
nowadays.
Work parties have not been possible this year but members have 
given their own time to keep things going, so thank you.
My thoughts also go to all 
those that have had a difficult 
time, be it with your own 
health or
on your businesses and 
families. We have tough times 
to get through yet but if we 
work together it will be easier. 
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Despite the difficulties, a lot of sailing has taken place with many members going on longer 
trips up the east coast and lots of creek crawling, and drunken nights no doubt. Personally I 
have just been tea drinking and kayaking, trying to catch that Bass of a life time to no avail as 
yet, but I will not give up. 
As already mentioned, more boats have broken free from their moorings again this year, 
especially with the higher winds we have been having, so please check your moorings and 
talk with Graham the moorings Master for advice and help. There are lots of us who will help 
you, just ask around and you will get help. 
As my last rambling, I will be stepping down as Commodore at the AGM due to my work 
circumstances changing as I’m taking on a dry- dock in London and simply will not be able 
to commit my time to the club for now. But on that glorious day of retirement I will restore 
my 1968 Snapdragon back to its former glory. I can picture it now, the sun is shining and I’m 
putting on that final coat of gloss varnish, the radio’s on and there’s cold beer in a cooler . . 
.yes, it’s these dreams that have to be kept alive. The reality will probably be me kicking the 
varnish over, banging my head as I rush for a rag and forgetting the beer, but it’s the dreams 
we work towards that keep it interesting and in this increasingly mental world we need plenty 
of them. Keep on sailing and see you out there. 

 
Myles Stewart 
Commodore 
 
Rudderless Meanderings from the Editor 

 

Its been a year like no other and I apologise for a 
thinner issue, mainly due to not a lot going on! 
You’ll have too put up with all my old rubbish – but 
thanks for the jottings your have sent me and of 
course the marvellous pictures. 
I shouldn’t think that I am alone in that this recent 
emergency has sparked off a period of reflective 
rumination and the taking of stock. I’m very 
fortunate not to know anyone who has been very ill 
with the dreaded virus, and we know people have 
been placed in tragic circumstances. 

Being in my early sixties and now retired one does think increasingly about the big day when 
it will all be over- small things like realising that 
I will probably realistically  only require a 
further ten boxes of large size ear buds at the 
current level of usage before I shove off.  But 
then to realise that in the current situation I 
might even not need one if I were to touch the 
wrong door handle. So planning for future 
sailing adventures continues apace! 
On the other hand, among the life enhancing 
things the pandemic has taught me-  and there 
are a few - is that it is not imperative to drive to 



the shops every single day- life does go on if you don’t cram the day
and  froing just because you can

butterflies in the spring all having learnt something. 
definitely valuable. One thing 
to hospital consultants will keep
 
I did get some sailing in this year’s short season
lift ins and outs.- One was up 
was forecast for my normal spot in Pyefleet and my pilot book suggesting I would find the 
night uncomfortable- can’t have that!
it wedging my hook down between 
splendid reach back to the Spitway and across to Harty Ferry.
allowed ourselves  to be flattered by bein
wonder if it was more expensive than the 1970s bildge keeler quay
cheaper!  
 Asking a shoreside chap among the lovely boats
Victualler - If he could ship aboard 
ale for my passage north, I was directed to somewhere called 
wanted water I would have to 
charge would be made. It was all a little “
 
On top of that my evening reverie on
was cruelly disturbed by the sound 
surly jests from rough ex SAS looking
disembarking from coarse wind
due no doubt to some administrative error, 
been allowed to come along side
my privileged position among the 
smacks etc. 
My other highlight of the short season
take part in the Swale Barge and Smack Race
circumstance had to be cancelled by the organisers 

life does go on if you don’t cram the day to the seams 
froing just because you can. 

If some new errand pings into your head,
moment and say to yourself do I really need
that? Can I just stretch myself to let 
it when I’m out next week – if it’s essential
just not bother at all and read a book for a bit.
Another thing I have learned is that a portion of the 
population are of a confirmed view that
Spain in an inalienable right that must be exercised no 
matter what the circumstances, and  
matter what the risk to ourselves and others 
get to the shops to buy rubbish gifts for 
At this time it surely doesn’t matter if
holiday this year or maybe skip some of the usual 
Christmas hoo-ha .Hey, his year is a bit different 
chaps- just let it go!  These people would be carping on 
about an inability to squeeze in one last
Blanca just prior to nuclear Armageddon I expect
All in all as long as we stay safe we will emerge like 

butterflies in the spring all having learnt something. Some things good hopefully but
thing I’ve learnt now of course is that key workers

keep turning up for work for all of us. Total heroes.
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chap among the lovely boats- who I took for the Heritage Master
aboard a barrel of salted herring, dry biscuits and a hogshead of 
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 move the boat to a common as muck quay where a

made. It was all a little “off-key” as they say. 
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for a second year in a row! We scuttled back through
a rocky night. Thank goodness the bridge was in operation! 
Association –we’ll make it next year weather permitting.
Oh and sorry about my  poem  at the end  about the terns fishing  ( not the Sailor’s 
Consolation  which of course is good)
 

  Pip Pip!- and Stay Safe -

 

 

The Sailor’s Consolation

 

One  night came on a hurricane,
The sea was mountains rolling,

When Barney Buntline slewed his quid,
And said to Billy Bowline;

‘A strong nor-wester’s blowing Bill,
Hark ! don’t ye hear it roar now!

Lord help ‘em how I pities them
Unhappy folks on shore now.

We scuttled back through the Swale and hid in Sharfleet Creek 
Thank goodness the bridge was in operation! Keep at it Kentish Sailing 

t next year weather permitting. 
my  poem  at the end  about the terns fishing  ( not the Sailor’s 

Consolation  which of course is good) – but bear with me......... 

-  Your Editor  John Williams 

 
 

 

 Does anyone know who has staked a 
claim on Seagull Island?
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‘Foolhardy chaps as live in towns,

What danger they are all in,
And now lie quaking in their beds,

For fear the roof should fall in!
Poor creatures, how they envies us,

And wishes, I’ve a notion,
For our good luck in such a storm,

To be upon the ocean!
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‘And as for them that’s out all day, 
On business from their houses, 

And late at night returning home, 
To cheers their babes and spouses; 

While you and I bill, on the deck 
Are comfortably lying, 

My eyes! What tiles and chimney –pots 
About their heads are flying!  

 
‘Both you and I have oft-times heard 

How men are killed and undone, 
By overturns from carriages, 

By thieves and fires in London, 
We know what risks these landsmen run, 

From noblemen to tailors; 
Then, Bill, let us thank Providence 

That you and I are sailors’ 
 
 

 
Charles Dibden 1745 
 
 

Yanmar 1GM 10 rebuild March 2020 

 
 

Two pictures of my ‘sick’ Yanmar 1GM 10 in February of this year. I purchased the engine 
in 1993 so its 27 years old.  It failed after 10 seconds when motoring in for the lift out in 
October of last year.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 Lawrence Newing kindly advising me on what was required- and ignoring the initial ‘best 
dump it in the skip’ part of his advice, I completed most of the job at Lawrence’s workshop 
in Minster for which I am very grateful.  

I took the engine out and on inspection found the main crank end nut was loose allowing the 
governor to come loose and throttle/stop lever to disengage. 

 In addition, the main crank bearings were found to be scored each end needed 15 thou off, 
but on enquiry I discovered that oversize bearings from Yanmar only go to 10 thou. Also a 
piston sleeve fitted at Hoo in 2009 had slipped down the bore and showed signs that the bass  
had been hit by the crankshaft/piston end.  

Other complications were exhaust valve and seat badly pitted, waterways blocked and a 
faulty head gasket. 

 Lawrence was able to source a scrap 1GM engine with main crank the same size as the 1 
GM10. (£60). We got the ends ground by 10 thou by Dartford engineers who also fitted a 
new liner at £250 

Next was over to Faversham and get the head cleaned and a new exhaust valve and seat fitted 
(£150).  

New bits costing a further £180 included new bearings, shims,  piston rings, rebuild gasket 
set, impellor, internal anode. Yanmar grey spray paint. 

The cleaned up main body and gear housing was then given 2 coats of Yanmar grey spray 
paint and mounted on heavier duty Yanmar style engine supports fitted at the rear of the bed, 
these being drilled out for larger bolts. 

I estimate we spent £700 in all. When compared to a new one of £4K or a declared rebuild of 
£2K  or even an unknown ‘running‘  costing £1.5K I believe it was money well spent- plus I 
have a better understanding of what makes it tick!  

  

John Knight 

  

 

  

 

 

 



Watching the Terns Fishing 

 

A gull wheels overhead looking for nests to raid  

and stilting avocets  sieve the shore.  

A pristine tern, seemingly a weightless taught perfection, flown in from the tropics some 
7000 miles of course, hangs upon the evening breeze and scans the rippling water beside the 
boat. 

With a steady beady eye and downward dagger beak - in a trice, pivots on a wing tip and 
dives.  

Endless circle of birth and death; salty red blood sharp yet sweet. 

No romance of bucolic England this; on these Viking raided shores, soused with a thousand 
years of toil, bitter; joyful, fearful, mostly short lives have lived. 

Hard experience of proud men scratching for a 
chance among the ooze, filling creeks and 
gutways. 

Failed enterprises now only testament in rotting 
workboat timbers, diseased bones in boxes, 
abandoned weirs and ancient jetties collapsed 
into the mud. 

 Imagine that final day when the boat was beached among the saltings for the last time.  The 
beaten skipper jumps ashore, turns and walks away.  

All set in a timeless dance of current, tide, shifting sands,  salt water, short, steep or smooth, 
and an ever changing wind. 

So, a marginal special space for me. Now, thank God somehow overlooked between the self 
important thrum of commerce and the wild sea. 

 An interlacing parallel world. Into which we can sometime slip- sideways. 

A chance to be lonely, watch the terns fishing and the tide turning, before we must go back. 

JW 


