Port Edgar to Ipswich (almost)
2019-08-06--2019-08-16

It began with an email from PEYC entitled "Cruising Opportunity." It was what I had
been hoping for: several days at sea — I didn't much care where; going down the east
coast was as good as anywhere else. Yet I was somewhat scared. It was, literally, taking
me out of my comfort zone: at home I would be staying in my comfort zone, warm and
dry. Yet the logic was inescapable. It is better to regret doing something, than to regret
not doing something (as my daughter tells me). I sent off my boiler plate (competent
crew, can cook & clean, non-smoker, social drinker, etc, and a flattering pic) and
received a friendly reply from the American skipper, Bill Ebling.
It was short notice: the email had arrived on the 4th; Bill suggested we embark on the
6th and catch the tide early on the 7th. "We" was me and Sandra, another PEYC
member. The first stage would be to Eyemouth, then south stopping wherever was
convenient and ending up in Ipswich. It was all weather dependent so there was no
saying if we could keep to any timetable. I signed up for 10 days, after which I would
catch a train home from wherever we happened to be.

The Solstice
I made hurried arrangements with the neighbours to feed Treacle, my cat. I made a
dash to the Bosun's Locker on the 5th to buy some gear and to meet Bill, the skipper.
We walked towards each other on the pontoon. "Are you ..." he said. "Yes," I replied.
And he turned back to show me his boat, the 15 metre, 16 ton cutter Solstice:

The Solstice in Port Edgar
The interior was lovely. Most of my experience has been on 10 metre craft. The
volume increases by the cube of the length; increasing the length by half more than
doubles the volume. Bill had sailed the Solstice across the Atlantic, which impressed
me mightily, and still does!

The Solstice saloon
We embarked on the Tuesday evening and cast off on Wednesday morning, all feeling
carefully around one another, as you might expect. At least, I was. Sandra and Bill
chatted away like old friends, while I observed.
Running down to Eyemouth was uneventful; we had the tide and wind behind us, and
apart from one squall all was very straightforward. Sailing is mostly not doing very
much, punctuated by short periods of frantic activity, so there is little else to do except
talk, share stories and lore. I found it satisfying to be able to tell Bill interesting snippets
of my local knowledge, such as about the Bass Rock:

Passing the Bass Rock

Eyemouth
As we approached Eyemouth Bill called up the Harbour Master on the radio and
arranged where to berth. It turned out to be alongside a lifeboat that was out of service.
This made going ashore tricky as we had to haul the lifeboat close to the pier in order
to reach the ladder. Eyemouth is a pleasant little place. It has a Ship Inn, and I have

come to realize that every coastal town has a Ship Inn. I aim to visit them all in due
course.
Next day, Sandra left us, having only signed up for the Eyemouth stage, and Bill and I
set off for Newcastle. On the way we passed Lindisfarne. Unfortunately the monastery
is very hard to spot from the sea, but Bamburgh Castle stands out.

Newcastle
Again, Bill arranged access and berthing with the HM. We motored up the Tyne for
several miles to St Peter's Marina. I had not realized that marineas were often so far
upstream, and that this adds hours to your travel time. The industry and engineering
alongside the river was awe-inspiring. The marina itself was quite full, and while we
would have been able to enter and berth, we decided it was more convenient to stay
outside on the pontoon in the river. The berths were on the small side and being
outside would make our exit easier. If I remember correctly, we stopped there for 2
nights.
This meant we could explore Newcastle and the surroundings. I was able to introduce
Bill to Newcastle Brown Ale, and to Viz. Newcastle itself is an interesting place; I had
only ever passed through it, but now I had time to see something of its culture and
architecture, which was well worth doing. There are many bridges over the Tyne. One
is a footbridge that swings in a most surprising way to allow tall vessels to pass
underneath. Another detail is the mysterious rabbit set over a rather ornate doorway:

Newcastle: that rabbit
We took a trip to Wallsend, which we had passed unknowingly on our way upstream.
Wallsend is the eastern end of Hadrian's Wall. A Roman fort stood there; the remains

are excavated and laid out on the ground to see and walk over. The visitor centre gives
full details. The Metro signs are of course in Latin:

Wallsend humour
Leaving Newcastle, we headed south once more. We passed Hartlepool and
considered putting in, but the going was good so we pressed on and made Whitby.

Whitby
Whitby turned out to be much more pleasant than I had remembered. The harbour
occupies the heart of the town, which gives it an open design. There is a swing bridge
which opens at specific times. The ruined abbey overlooks everything. Most of the
waterside shops are touristy, but not necessarily trashy. One that caught my eye and
made me laugh was an antique shop called Den of Antiquity. There were plenty of
eating places, and several museums. We visited Captain Cook's museum — he started
from Whitby on his great voyage of exploration that discovered New Zealand and
Australia — though of course both of these were discovered thousands of years before.

Whitby harbour and swing bridge
Whitby Museum is not so much a museum as a collection of curiosities. Here is a
display of dinosaurs and fossils. Next is dolls' houses, followed by superb collection of
jet carving (many of Whitby's shops sell jet, or have displays that are open to view),
and then we have guns. It is quite a fascinating place; it has a good cafe underneath
and is set in ornamental parkland. Some of the museum's jet display:

Jet model dining set in Whitby Museum
We stayed several days in Whitby, held up by the weather. It was not especially foul,
but it was continually blowing in exactly the wrong direction.
We could motor-sail, but this changed the boat handling, and I was sick for some of
the time. While I don't object to being sick, the problem is that if you have to exert
yourself to haul a line for example, you are liable to throw up there and then. So it's
quite debilitating and as 50% of the ship's company, it was a significant factor to bear
in mind. Of course Bill was able to handle everything by himself if necessary. I have
not seen a sailing boat that required so little adjustment. But I had signed up as crew
and I did want at least to be available to play my part.

Eventually conditions changed. We were rested, and had taken on fuel, water, and
provisions. We had prepared a pot of food so that we would have hot food next day
with little effort. The swing bridge was set to open at 4 am, and we were waiting for it.

Hull
South from Whitby we passed Flamborough Head. This is one of these places you hear
mentioned in the coastal waters forecast, so the name is familiar, but I had never seen
it and had no idea what it was. It turns out to be a chalky cliff promontory into the
North Sea, with what look like countless sea caves along the foot. There are
settlements on top and there appear to be paths down to the sea, but I could not tell for
sure. Certainly, it's worth a return visit.
We were aiming for Hull Marina. This is some distance up the Humber, which was the
busiest of the ports that I visited. Listening to the radio was an education in itself. Cargo
ships arrive, and are told (in no uncertain terms) to wait outside the port authority zone
until a pilot is aboard; and the next pilot will be available in 6 hours. Ships have to
confirm that they conform to the appropriate standards (whatever they are) before
being allowed in. The pilot boats expect ladders one meter above the water on the
starboard side. And so on. How do the pilots get from their boat to the cargo ship?
They must be bouncing around like kids on a bouncy castle, except it would not be a
matter of kissing it better if there was a fall. Or worse. I never witnessed a pilot transfer,
except in my imagination.
Motoring up the Humber was quite unpleasant. The current and wind were against us,
with quite a long fetch, so the passage was much rougher than you might expect on a
river. The water was the colour of coffee, and every time I received a faceful, I
reflected on the fact that the city of Hull was further upstream, presumably making its
own contribution to the colour of the water.
The entrance to Hull Marina is through a lock. There are many fine buildings around,
but old canon show that it has not always been so peaceful. We moored along a
pontoon. I swayed off to a shower (coffee-coloured water still on my mind) and
returned refreshed.
Nine days had passed; I would disembark in the morning. We had not reached
Ipswich. Doing so would be quite a challenge. It would involve crossing the Wash,
which is very busy, and the next port — Great Yarmouth or Lowestoft — would take
36 hours to reach. However, I was not leaving Bill in the lurch, as he had another
contact, much more experienced than I, who would be able to crew.

Homewards
I left next morning and walked into Hull, kitbag under my arm, to train north. The train
journey was uneventful, but it turned out to recap the trip in reverse, bringing a sweet
and thoughtful end to a memorable ten days.
— Norman Paterson
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