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

A foghorn-less Ben Meakins gets smart with a phone, 
Stu Davies plugs away to make a cheap USB charging socket, 
David Pugh counters fl ooded Britain with dry wit, and Tom 
Stevens forgoes wine for coffee and biscuits on a winter sail

Stu Davies plugs away to make a cheap USB charging socket, 
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

Some time ago, I remember 
an episode of TV series 
Red Dwarf in which 

everything was backwards. Our 
capital city was named Nodnol, 
customers visited pubs in order 
to have beer extracted from 
them, and so forth.

For me, 2013 has started in much 
the same way – with some odd 
paradoxes. Normally I make a point 
of visiting the sea, 
but recently I 
haven’t needed to: 
the sea has shown 
itself willing to 
come to me. Hamworthy, the area 
of Poole in which I live, became an 
island as combined rainfall and 
high tides fl ooded the low-lying 
land separating the harbour from 
Holes Bay. However, that’s nothing 
compared with my colleague 

David Pugh fi nds that Hantu Biru’s 
glassfi bre still has moist patches 
after 25 years out of the water

Marco, who spent Christmas on his 
doorstep clutching a sandbag and 
watching the water lap inches from 
his front door near Weymouth.

Meanwhile, on Hantu Biru, we’ve 
been running away from the water: 
an odd occupation for a boat. As 
Ben explains on pages 66 and 67, 
she’s out of the rain and occupying 
a warehouse belonging to Poole’s 
Westover Nissan dealership. This 

grand edifi ce 
dwarfs her entirely: 
an illusion 
dispelled by 
getting up close 

with some sandpaper.
It’s a luxury to be fi nally free of 

lashing down a tarpaulin every 
time we work on her, wondering 
how the bilge is, once again, full 
of water. It may even be essential, 
as we now know that we could do 

with drying her out properly for 
more than just aesthetic reasons. 
PBO’s paint expert Richard 
Jerram is helping us paint Hantu 
Biru: fi rst, he measured the 
glassfi bre’s moisture content, and 
surprisingly – after 25 years out of 
the water – her readings were still 
above average in places.

The moist patches coincide with 
where water had collected inside 
the boat. The hull is bare glassfi bre 
in places and open to becoming 
soaked, so we could be the fi rst 
boat to get osmosis from the 

inside. It’s not that bad yet, but we 
need to dry her out and paint out 
the bilges to provide protection 
against it happening again.

Finally, the eagle-eyed reader 
will note that I’ve said nothing so 
far about my fi rst love, Red 
Dragon. I can only refer you to 
last month’s diary, where I state 
‘work starts in January’. As I write 
this it’s still January.

The River Orwell has 
no shortage of lunch 
stops along its length

Surprising damp

We could be the fi rst 
boat to get osmosis 

from the inside

Hantu Biru, snug and dry (-ish) in the corner of an enormous warehouse

Oystercatcher’s crew on Circe

 Recently, I did something 
that I haven’t done for 
years: and like most 

things that aren’t done very 
often, I’d forgotten how much 
fun it can be.

Oystercatcher comes out of the 
water at the end of October and 
doesn’t go back in 
until April. I get a 
bit of sailing on a 
friend’s boat in the 
winter series until 
mid-December, and then I am 
shore-bound. One of my crew is 
selling his Carter 30, and has 
moved it to Levington Marina to 
place with the brokers there.

During a pre-Christmas 
get-together, we decided to take 
advantage of Circe being afl oat 
and go for a new-year sail. I closely 
followed the forecasts over the 
Christmas break, hoping for a 

Plonk the boat in the water? I wish
Tom Stevens toasts the new year 
with coffee and biscuits – but no 
wine – on a River Orwell winter sail

towards Levington. No one 
complained when Geraint 
suggested motoring back, in the 
dying breeze, suggesting that the 
batteries would benefi t from a bit 
of charging.

good spell on our day out.
So, on the fi rst Saturday of the 

year we headed out onto the River 
Orwell under clear skies, with a 
gentle breeze wafting us along. 
The river seems so much bigger 
with all the moorings empty and no 
one else out for a sail. At this point, 

a worrying side to 
my character was 
revealed. Everyone 
else had sensibly 
brought along 

biscuits and fl asks of coffee, so I 
sheepishly revealed my 
contribution of a couple of bottles 
of wine. These were politely 
ignored, and we tucked into the 
sensible stuff to ward off the cold.

Our rough passage plan was to 
sniff the breeze, sail for the 
morning, head ashore for lunch 
then return to Levington. The 
Orwell has no shortage of lunch 

stops along its length, 
so we decided we 
would be bound by the 
tide. Taking the last of 
the ebb we headed 
downriver towards 
Felixstowe. I was on the 
helm as we passed the 
old mast of HMS 
Ganges and, as I was 
doing my usual thing of 
sailing the shortest 
distance between 
points, we were skirting 
aro und Shotley Spit, 
well inside the cardinal 
mark. At this point 
Geraint, the owner, pointed out 
that he wasn’t certain what the 
offset was set at on his echo 
sounder. No one witnessed our 
sudden course change as I 
headed out into deeper water and 
away from embarrassment.

We had a little foray up the Stour 
then headed for Harwich, 
mooring at Halfpenny Quay, then 
ashore for fi sh and chips. 
Sometime later, we set off back 
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