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The PBO ‘family’ share their boat-owning treats, trials and tribulations

Ben Meakins gets stuck into a jamming problem, a 
mortifi ed and penitent Stu Davies is given lines, David 
Pugh keeps the lens cap fi rmly on as Red Dragon strips 
off, and Tom Stevens takes an oath to tend to his tender

Missed 
last month’s 

diaries? Visit  www.pbo.co.uk 
to catch up

� PBO’s deputy editor David Pugh and 
his two siblings jointly own Red Dragon, 
a Contessa 26 that they keep moored 
in Poole Harbour

� PBO ad executive Tom Stevens and 
his wife Caroline keep their Trapper 500, 
Oystercatcher, on a swinging mooring 
on the River Alde by summer and lay up 
over winter at nearby Aldeburgh

Unbelievably, it’s been six 
weeks since we hauled 
Red Dragon out of the 

water. And true to form, we’ve 
done very little. 

The short weeks between 
haul-out and Christmas seem to 
fl ash past in frenzied activity: at 
home it’s catching up on the house 
jobs neglected during the season 
and racking brains 
to fi nd Christmas 
presents, while at 
work we have the 
Marine Equipment 
Trade Show to attend and 
tightened deadlines before the 
yuletide holiday.

We’ve not been entirely idle, 
however. It would be a bit 
hypocritical to put together a 
feature every year on laying up and 
leave our own boat to moulder, so 

The ever-tactful David Pugh draws a 
discreet veil over Red Dragon’s state 
of undress in her winter quarters

a couple of weeks after Red 
Dragon arrived in her winter 
quarters her support crew arrived 
and set to work. Everything salty 
came off the boat and was hosed, 
scrubbed or pressure-washed, 
the engine was winterised (we 
changed the oil when afl oat) and 
the sails hung out to dry. It’s a great 
advantage of keeping a small boat 

in a big shed – we 
can hang the sails 
from the rafters. 
Meanwhile, my 
brother is opening 

negotiations with his better half to 
allow him to put the running rigging 
through the washing machine.

The result is that Red Dragon now 
looks a lot worse. Festooned with 
bits of string, fabric and misplaced 
upholstery, she now appears more 
like Widow Twankey’s laundry than 

a seagoing concern. Which is, of 
course, why I’ve used a photo of 
her on the water this month – ladies 
of Red Dragon’s fi ne moral stature 
refuse to be pictured in a state of 
déshabillé. And I forgot the camera.

So, as per usual, work starts in 
January. The job list is as long as 
my arm again, but no doubt we’ll 
shorten it as launch day looms 
(the job list that is, although no 
doubt the chandleries will try to 
shorten my arm too). 

It’s amazing how the idea of 
losing time on the water focuses 
the mind, although how we’re 
going to reconcile the paint 
manufacturer’s application 
instructions with the current 
freezing temperatures I have no 
idea. Maybe it’s time to buy 
shares in British Energy.

She fl atly refused to 
go any faster, digging 

her backside in

Modesty forbids

She now appears 
more like Widow 

Twankey’s laundry

Red Dragon on the water, fully dressed and decent

As I write, looking at the 
falling snow outside, I 
am consumed with guilt 

as our glassfi bre tender sits in 
the garden, half-fi lled with 
freezing rainwater when she 
should be tucked up under 
cover for the winter.

She came to us 
as part of the deal 
when we bought 
our fi rst cruiser, a 
tiny 2½ ton 
Hillyard, and followed us 
everywhere, always a couple of 
metres behind like a respectful 
retainer as we took our young 
family on their fi rst cruising 
adventures. We kept her when we 
bought Oystercatcher and still she 
faithfully followed us around, 
taking part in our children’s 
Swallows and Amazons capers, 
bein g hauled up and down drying 

Rarely given to tender thoughts
Tom Stevens pledges to fi nally do 
the right thing by a ‘stately old 
dowager’ suffering from neglect

slips and patiently putting up with 
bumps and scrapes as the young 
learnt fi rst how to row and then 
operate the outboard. When our 
fi rst 2hp outboard packed up I 
treated her to a 5hp replacement 
but, being a stately old dowager by 
then, she fl atly refused to go any 

faster, digging her 
backside in and 
haughtily lifting her 
bow into the air.

I have never 
really looked after her very well, 
leaving her out in the club dinghy 
park for the entire season then 
giving her a rudimentary wash 
and brush-up before putting her 
undercover for the winter. This 
year, I thought she needed some 
TLC. Simple, you might think, to 
just put her into the garage and 
sort her out over the coming 
months. However, the garage is 

full of the contents of my 
daughter’s London fl at 
now she has come home 
again, so until that is 
cleared my long-suffering 
tender sits patiently 
outside. I promise she will 
be pristine by the time we 
go back into the water.

On a different subject 
entirely, this past season 
we have been having 
problems with our batteries, 
and as I only have a very 
basic voltmeter fi tted to the 
boat I am never quite sure 
what their state of charge is. 
During a recent visit to 
Nasa Marine I invested in one of 
their monitors, which I gather will 
tell me everything I need to know at 
any time. I have also bought one of 
their combination LED masthead 
tricolour and anchor lights. This 
replaces the original fi tting, which 
not only refuses to shine very 
brightly but also keeps rotating, 
causing major confusion to fellow 
night-time passage makers. Now, 

though, we will shine dazzlingly in 
the right direction or proudly show 
our position at anchor, at a fraction 
of the power which I can check 
continuously on my new monitor. 
Progress: isn’t it wonderful?

In the garden: Tom’s tender, still awaiting TLC
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