From the editor
In Holland going to Grammar School in the seventies usually meant visiting Rome. So did I in 1973. One of
our duties was to write a travel journal. This was the start of the numerous travel journals I wrote over the
years.
So when the word ‘narrowboat’ entered my vocabulary I immediately realised: this is going to be a journey
as well (but not as we know it). I kept track of everything narrowboat-related after that. And when I finally
moved to the UK I decided to keep a weblog. Primary for myself, but also for ‘the folks back home’.
Reading a weblog on a day-to-day basis is one thing, but reading all posts about one subject in one go is very
awkward. Reading it as a pdf or as an e-book is a lot easier.
This document contains all the posts of our adventures in 2019.

If this book is unreadable on your e-reader, please tell me, and I will try to correct it.
Enjoy reading.

Hello, it’s me again – 13 February 2019 by WRT
Tradition has it that I, WRT, write the first blog of the year.
Because they always leave me alone, at this time of the year, and go to Scotland, to see Ann and Mick. And
watch the pantomime, visit museums, go to the movies, and empty charity shops.

This year Magda knew what to expect, and enjoyed it very much, she said. She even recognised most of the
main actors (see He’s behind you! – 3 January 2018)

She/He looks familiar

The next trip apparently was to Dundee, to see the new V&A Museum.

New V&A Museum Dundee

Neither Magda nor Ann enjoyed that. It certainly is not worth the visit. They had seen it all within twenty
minutes.
Next visit was the movie The Favourite. Well, as Magda pointed out to me, she found it weird to go to the
cinema at noon, with about twelve other people; but the movie certainly was worthwhile.

And although the weather in Scotland wasn’t too bad, the weather in the marina certainly got worse, after they
got back.
We had snow, and more snow, and ice, and snow and ice.

Snow on the 18th, around noon

Snow on the 22nd, around 7:00 am

Ice on the 23rd, around 8:00 am

Snow and Ice, 1st of February, around 8:30 am

And seven hours later

Meanwhile Magda was still too busy to write on this blog. Just the same old, same old: yoga, swimming, new
cooking recipes, more homemade stuff (milk kefir, that tastes exactly the same as the so called buttermilk she
used to drink in Holland), going out for supper.
And spending time with Ann to see 100 naked men (don’t ask).

Another Place Crosby

Magda, Magda, if your mother knew...

Out of the Blue (Part Three) – 14 February 2019
Could there be a pattern in the make?
I thought I would be out of the blue, by now. It’s over a year ago I finished my last Delfts Blue project.
Unfortunately Annemarie from narrowboat Dubbel Dutch sent me a magazine from 1981, with a knitting
pattern for a Dutch tiles jumper.

Can you imagine, I used to have that magazine myself? And got rid of it before I came to the UK?
Of course I had to make that jumper. So out came the knitting needles, yarn got ordered, and after thirty years
I had to try to remember how to knit.

Last knitting project I did, Christmas 1989, Norway

Yes, that’s me, with braces, and a heap of curls, just started the process of getting divorced. And knitting the
jumper I’m wearing a lot, nowadays. It’s falling apart, after thirty years, but that’s a different subject.
Luckily Ann was in the marina to teach me how to knit purl (averechts) again. And casting on was dealt with by
YouTube.
The end result doesn’t quite match my expectations. Wether it is the yarn, or me out of practise, I don’t know.
But it will do.

Still in the Blues

I’m doing all the work – 3 March 2019 by WRT
Did I mention the snow and ice we had in January and the first couple of days in February? Well, just after that
things changed dramatically. In such a way, that I’ve done four days of cruising already; 10¾ miles in total.
First of all it was Lawrance’s 70th birthday on the 16th of February. Two of his golf mates came all the way
down from Scotland. Davie had been on my tiller before (in 2015) but a narrowboat was totally new to Jim.
So for I while I got a bit dizzy, going zig-zag instead of straight.

Jim (in front, on the left)

No, they didn’t take me to the birthday party at the New Scarisbrick Arms. I would have loved to go, because
I would have met my big little sister there. Now I missed her, and I didn’t see (or taste) the very special
Portugese meal Magda had: Bacalhau, which is dried and salted cod.

Bacalhau – specially prepared for Magda

But I also didn’t have the terrible hang-over some of the guests apparently had, the day after...
Then the weather got even better. I don’t recall having been in the marina while it was so quiet.

Windless (not wind lass)

And with the forecast being absolutely perfect, a decision was made to meet up with my big little sister, and
have the first towpath barbecue of the year. For me also a chance to see her new porthole spiderwebs, made by
Magda.

Towpath Barbecue in February? Nuts?

One of the porthole spiderwebs. With her in the background.

Looks really authentic

The next day began very beautiful.

De Morgenstond heeft goud in de mond*

And except for Lawrance having a severe cold, and being in bed, it is (again) a very good day.

Bye, bye, big little sister

Later that week the weather gets even better. The highest temperature in Holland in February ever (18.9°C in
De Bilt on Tuesday) and one day later 21.2°C in Kew. No, I didn’t go out. Yoga, bread, the usual.
I’m not exactly sure, but I think she is knitting another jumper (to replace the thirty year old one). The new

one has something to do with the Fair Isle, and apparently the yarn she uses matches exactly my in- and
outdoor colours.
I presume I have to deal with Lawrance on the tiller, the next couple of months...
*The early bird catches the worm

Magda’s Flotilla – 7 March 2019
Nine o’clock, we said, that’s when Bob and Linda will start opening Bridge 10.
Nine o’clock, we don’t have a choice. Storm Freya is blowing a 45 m/hr wind, and it’s pouring down with
rain. But we’ve booked a passage into Liverpool, so we have to go!
Nine o’clock Linda starts doing the bridge. Bob goes through and moors up, the others try to cast off in the
gale force wind. I’m on the tiller, Lawrance is busy helping everyone to un-moor. Then, of course, there is
nobody to help us, to get two sets of two pins out and get pins, ropes and us safely back on the boat before
WRT sets off on her own.
In the end Lawrance stays ashore to help Linda to ‘lock’ the swingbridge, i.e. secure the bridge with a rope...
In the meantime I’m passing Bob who shouts: “Slow down, there is something blocking the canal just around
the corner.” Indeed, I see four boats in front of me, not moving forward but going all over the place. Mind
you, it’s 45 m/hr winds, and we’re just in open countryside.
It turns out it’s the place of the breach of last summer, and they are still doing things. They are positioning two
(wide) barges on the towpath side and banksmen tell us to wait.
Isn’t this silly? CRT knows we will (and have) to start at 9 o’clock to get into Liverpool. Why not wait half an
hour until we’re past? Especially with one of us being a wide beam. Two barges and a widebeam, that just fits
in the Leeds&Liverpool at that place.
That obstruction mastered, we’re approaching bridge 9, the first of the bridges CRT used to do for us, but we
have to do now ourself.
By the time I’m getting nearer I expected the bridge to be open and three of us going through. But the bridge
is still closed, so Lawrance says: “Just let me off, and I’ll do the bridge.”
So that’s what’s happening. He does the bridge, and, although we should close the bridge after three boats, we
all go through at once. No chance for us last three boats to moor up or hover, in this kind of weather.
The bridge is very slow, so closing takes hours, I’m waiting around the corner (with the bow in the wind, so
WRT kind of stays where I want her to stay. With Lawrance finally back on the boat we head for bridge 6.
We can just contact Bob on the two-way radio’s to say we’re on our way, but he’s nearly out of reach.
When bridge 6 comes into view we see the woman from the added (sixth) boat in the flotilla, just closing the
bridge. She sees us to, and starts the procedure to open the bridge again.
What exactly goes wrong none of us will ever know, but the bridge stops working at all. In the still very high
winds I manage to get Lawrance ashore. He can’t get the bridge going either. So I sign-language to them: Shall I
phone CRT?
After telling WRT to behave I get my phone from inside the boat, and phone CRT. Get’s this stupid massage
about everything I can do online, and something else I can hardly understand, I get a real person. I tell her I’m
on nb WRT, on the Leeds&Liverpool Canal, and I’m stuck at Netherton Swingbridge, bridge no 6, which can’t
be opened. She says she will set me through to the local branch.
I explain the situation again to the next woman I get on the phone. First she asks me if I can go somewhere
else, where it is not so windy, I’m hard to understand.
“No, I can’t. I’m on the boat, trying not to end up diagonal in the canal.”
“Why are you stuck at the bridge?”
“Because we can’t open it.”
“So you can’t go through the bridge?” (I’m not sure where this conversation is leading to...)
“What bridge are you at? Oh, there is no swingbridge number 6.”
“Sorry? It’s right in front of me!”

The non-existing bridge

Then she asks a (sensible) question, that makes me loosing it completely (mind, it 45 m/hr winds, rain, and
we have a time schedule to keep): “What city are you in?”
“I’m in f***g Liverpool.”
Long story short, they connected me to the Leeds Office. She promises me the North-West branch will phone
me back asap (they still have to, by the way...).
After 15 minutes I decide to call CRT again, and ask for the Wigan Branch. Explain the situation, and that
woman says: “I’ll phone you back asap with and ETA for when help will be there (they still have to phone me
back...).
That’s half an hour gone. Everybody else is way ahead of us. But we still have to be at Stanley Locks around
1-ish. Half an hour later a CRT van turns up. With five men! One of them fixes the problem straight away:
he resets the system.
As we’ll find out later, the other four men are the volunteers for the locks we have to go through...

Help has arrived

We’re now an hour behind everybody. So I have lunch (and try to get dry-ish and warm) while Lawrance is
on the tiller. We arrive at Stanley Locks just as the lock is ready for the last two boats. The other boat has never
done a lock before, so while we’re slowly going down I explain to the skipper the do’s and don’ts. I tell him
we’re going out as a pair, slowly, going as straight as possible, right into the next lock.
“And whatever happens, DON’T USE YOUR BOW THRUSTERS!”
Very slowly we move out, trying to go as slowly and straight as possible in the horrible wind. Everything goes
fine until... he uses his bow thrusters and WRT cannot but hit the lock. Luckily we are going slow.
The other three locks are a piece of cake, and then we’re out in the docks. It’s a bit like being in The Perfect
Storm, but WRT behaves perfectly. The rain finally stops, and I must admit: the wind is a lot less than this
morning.

Entering Sid’s Ditch (Picture by G. Marsh)

Still we fly through Sid’s Ditch, with the wind at the back. After that the wind just comes from every direction.
WRT is going diagonally, which is not a problem in the large docks, but getting from one dock into the other
I have to straighten her up, and try not to hit any stone walls.
The rest is kind of easy. The wind drops significantly while we’re in the tunnels (how strange), and hits me with
renewed force in the open parts between the tunnel. I just never know from which side it will hit me. At the
last lock the whole flotilla is back together. Waiting for the volunteers to show up.

Nearly there

Out of the last lock I’m so used to cruising in this wind that I just perfectly sail into Albert Dock and into
Salthouse Dock. Only mooring up onto these short pontoons is a bit of a problem. I need speed to keep WRT
straight in this wind, and I can’t go too fast or I’ll end up like King Richard: under the car park.
Bob, our inexperienced widebeam skipper, has to reverse right into the corner of Salthouse Dock, the most
horrible mooring of all.
The only thing I can say: he’s a natural. He just does it! Brilliant, Bob!

Steep learning curve – 11 March 2019
This trip to Liverpool will be an extreme steep learning curve for our novices.
We’re all knackered, after seven hours on the tiller.
Seven hours is a long time, especially in this kind of weather.
We have only done two seven-hour days in 2018 (out of 126), and in 2017 one day of 7½ and one of 6¾
(out of 114). I’m used to cruising, but even I need some time sitting down and staring into the void, after
seven hours on the tiller.
And me and Bill, are the only ones that are still more or less dry. Landlubber’s waterproofs are waterproof for a
couple of hours, not for standing still in the pouring rain for seven hours.
And they all are absolutely freezing. Well, I’m wearing: woolen socks, thermal long Johns, thick jeans,
waterproof trousers, thermal vest, poloshirt, woolen jumper, thick fleeze and Lawrance’s fisherman jacket.
Only my hand are cold (and wet). I still have to find the perfect glove.
Steep learning curve, I said. We all have to check the weed hatch. Bob has enough clothes and bedding around
the prop to start a second hand shop. Did WRT slow down a bit, at the end of the journey, Bob couldn’t even
get properly into the last of the Stanley locks!
And all our fires are backfiring. Too low down, too many high buildings around us, and, of course, that bloody
wind.

Salthouse Dock

Except for the widebeam we’re all on pontoons. Except for Bill, all the pontoons are too short. And again
except for Bill, all the T-bollards are in the wrong place. So nobody is tied properly to the pontoon. So our
boats go from left to right, forwards and backwards, and up and down with the waves. Everything bangs, and
you hear squeaking sounds all over.
And we all know: there is five metres of water beneath you...!
The weather doesn’t help either. One moment I open the side doors to let the sun in. Ten minutes later I sit in
the well deck with a cigarette and all the sudden hell breaks loose. They start throwing stones on the boat. And
more stones, and bigger stones. Time to get my camera.

Hell breaking loose

When I get into the boat I see a complete wall of hail going straight into the galley. I should have ran inside to
close the side door, as soon as I heard the hail, but I was just mesmerized by that amount of hail.
We’ll survive.
But we might have to endure it longer than we planned. Did we came in with wind speeds of 25 m/hr?
The weather forecast for Wednesday is about wind speeds of 54 m/hr! CRT won’t let us go out at wind speeds
over ± 25 m/hr. There is no way we can get through the outer docks in winds like that...

Something cultural? – 14 March 2019
I just hear people think: and she didn’t do anything cultural, while being in Liverpool?
Of course I did!
I went to the Walker Art Gallery to see two things.
An exhibition about 18th century fashion items. With two video’s about how middle class men and women
were getting dressed in the morning.

Bit awkward to wear when on the tiller

The video’s were the most interesting. They make very clear that without servants a middle class woman could
not get dressed. And it would take about half an hour at least to get presentable. And that’s without doing her
hair. It’s the same for the man. Just imagine living on a narrowboat...

Dresses to Impress?

I once made a dress like that. Made of cheap curtain material. For a dance project. Can you imagine me,
dressed like this, on the tiller of WRT?
The other cultural thing was going to the Cavern Club.

Beatles fan? in 1963

Although dressed like a Beatles fan, I actually never really was. It was just that my neighbour worked in a
textile print factory. This fabric was actually never for sale in Holland but went straight to the UK. This top is
made of cut-offs that would have been thrown away.

A couple of years later

The rest of the flotilla stays at the Cavern Club most of the day. I preferred to go back to the boat and knit.
I would have spent a whole week there if it was about Pink Floyd, or ELO...

Gareth – 15 March 2019
Then, finally, on the Friday Sid tells us that we are allowed to go. Storm Gareth has calmed down. The wind is
well within the limits (20 m/hr, with gusts up to 40 m/hr).

Bringer of good(?) news

So at nine o’clock Bill and Marc head out of Salthouse Dock, to Mann Island. We follow fifteen minutes later, to
find Marc moored up just after the lock. He has metres of wire around his prop, so Lawrance gets his tools and
gloves and jumps over on Marc’s boat. I continue on my own, basically to show our novices where to go.
Once out of Princes Lock I certainly get the 40 m/hr gusts that CRT promised us. But it’s just delightful to be
on WRT, she sails so easy (albeit diagonally).
Then, after Sid’s Ditch, we get the unexpected 60 m/hr winds. Suddenly WRT starts to capsize, blown over by
the wind. I’m in the middle of a huge Dock, what can I do? We’re tilted to starboard anyway, so a wind from
the left, and everything on the shelves on the portside of the boat now on the floor, WRT will start tilting even
more!
I must say, it is one of the few occasions so far that I am scared while cruising on WRT.
I managed to both stay on course and to counter-balance the tilting (doing about 2500 revs), but after a while
turning right towards the Tobacco Warehouse (and having the wind at the back) felt very relieved!
The journey from here is kind of uneventful. Until we get to bridge 9. Sid told me we would be able to go
through this bridge until 16:00 hrs. It’s 15:30 hrs when we get there, so that should not be a problem.
But no, the bridge doesn’t work between 14:00 and 18:00 hrs, so we’re all stuck.

Stuck till 6 o’clock

After 18:00 hrs another hour sees us to bridge 10. Most of us just moor on the bridge bollards. It’s a ten hour
day, with very strong wind, and rain, so...

Around the world in twelve days – 17 March 2019
After our cruise into Liverpool, Bob says: “Let’s go to Chinatown for supper.”
Chinatown, China, flotilla... it sets my mind thinking: Can Magda’s Flotilla go around the (culinary) world in
seven days? Beat Phileas Fogg? Shall we give it a try?
So our first stop is China. In restaurant Jumbo City we have an excellent Chinese meal. And drink Tsingtao and
Tiger beer.

In China

Our next stop is the Caribbean. Turtle Bay, to be precise. After some of us have done a sightseeing trip for about
an hour, we enjoy cocktails, the Jamaican beer Red Stripe, and delicious Caribbean food. I have a Vital Veggie
Platter: sweet corn fritters, crispy okra, jerk pit grilled mushroom & peppers with spicy jerk, halloumi, mango
flatbread, plantain and a super green salad.

The Caribbean
From the Caribbean we go back to the west, to South-East Asia. A buffet restaurant with food from Thailand,
Singapore, Hongkong, China (and Italy and England). I stay mainly in Japan. I have a go at teppanyaki, with
squid, scallops and lots of garlic, followed by sushi. After a quick trip to Singapore and Hongkong, I temporary
end up in England. In Eaton, to be precise. Other flotilla members visit Italy, Germany and the USA.
The beer of the night is Cobra.

South-East Asia

Our next stop is Mexico. Mexican Street Food, Brazilian beer(!) Brahma beer.
I have a sweet potato & feta taquito with caramelised onion, salsas & chipotle mayo in a crisp blue corn tortilla
(on the right), cornbread & whipped goats’ cheese freshly baked, with chipotle chilli jam, and Frijoles: creamy
black beans served with crumbled cheese & crema (middle). Absolute delicious!
Lawrance’s Duck Croquetas and Bob and Linda’s Buttermilk Chicken are to die for as well.

Food to die for

The only problem we have so far: we seem to hang about in the Pacific Ocean. Is it still possible to beat Phileas
Fogg?
Probably not. Especially if the next stop is England: The Pumpout (sorry, but that’s what my mind makes of the
name Pump House).
The Pumpout, because it’s close to the dock, and tomorrow we are scheduled to leave Liverpool early in the
morning.
The whole flotilla enjoys an excellent typical English meal.

At the Pumpout

Our initial itinerary was to leave Liverpool on the 13th of March. But due to storm Gareth that doesn’t happen.
We’re sent back to bed by CRT. So another chance to finish our world trip. But since the food at the Mexican
restaurant is so good, and it is Marc’s birthday, we go back to Mexico.

Mexico again

This time nearly everybody has the Duck Croquetas, even I have them. Together with the sweet potato & feta
taquito and an absolute huge green salad, I have no room for any desert.
Since we’re still here on the 14th, we decide to end our trip around the world there were it began: in China.
Same restaurant, more or less the same food. And no picture...!
But this is not the end of our trip around the world. Once we’re on our way back to the marina, we make a
stop in England, at the Bootle Arms, and in Portugal (New Scarisbrick Arms).

The Bootle Arms (with roadies)

Around the world in twelve days. I think we did fine. And definitely beat Phileas Fogg!

Around the world in twelve days

The Last Straw – 18 March 2019
Finally a day that we have at least a change to get back in the marina. No storms lurking around the corner,
only light rain.
Everybody is so eager to go back, that at 9:30 hrs they are all gone, bar us. Although we had agreed about
leaving at 11:00 hrs.
But if one does not keep to agreements, one gets punished.
About a quarter of a mile from where he was moored, Bob breaks down, and Marc stays with him for support.
I steer WRT right next to the widebeam, to enable the mechanic (Lawrance) to step across.

Broken down

After that it’s a clear run. There is no wind whatsoever, so WRT glides effortless onto het jetty. I don’t even
touch our neighbouring boat or the jetty.
That’s everybody safely back at the marina.
We’ve done 42 miles, 18 bridges, 12 locks, much of this in the most horrible weather.
Well done, everybody.

Milestones – 24-03-2019
It’s a remarkable weekend.
On the 23rd of March 2003 me and Lawrance met.

On the same boat (for the first time) just leaving Newcastle

On the 23rd of March 2014 we got confirmation that we were the proud owners of WRT.

Sold

On the 23rd of March 2019 we’re on a breakfast cruise to the New Scarisbrick Arms (not that this is very remarkable.
It’s only an indication of the state Lawrance will be in on the morning of the 24th. Me and WRT are alright; we go to bed at 23:00 hrs...)
But we have other milestones to reach: 4,800 engine hours (done by WRT), and 3,000 cruising miles (done by us).
Lawrance is on the tiller on Saturday the 23rd. Nice weather, not too cold, not too windy, no rain. We first have
a present for WRT: 160 litre of red lemonade. Then we leave the marina for Downholland.
Calculating the amount of miles after we’re moored up I realise: Lawrance misses the milestones by 1.1 engine
hour and by a quarter of a mile! So it’s up to me.
I’m on the tiller on the 24th. It’s horrible weather. It’s cold, and it is f**g windy. Members of the boatersclub
end up straight into the field after casting off.
WRT tells me she doesn’t want to celebrate the 3,000 mile milestone stuck on the non-towpath side of the
canal, so she behaves, initially. After the celebration she’s happily going diagonally over the Leeds&Liverpool.
Getting nearer to the marina I’m starting to worry. There is no way I can turn WRT and go onto our jetty stern
first. I’m not sure if I manage to get into the marina at all. Which would have ment the 4,800 engine hour
milestone would be out of reach.
But I get into the marina. I just have, for the second time in nearly five years, to moor her head first.
Don’t worry. WRT, we’ll turn you around asap.

What a Difference... – 31 March 2019
... a day makes!
No, that’s the song, not the facts. Not 24 little hours, but 459 more cruising hours, and 123 more days on the
tiller, of which 9 days of single handed cruising. That’s the difference between the first Girl’s Weekend Out in
2017 and this year’s.
And what a difference. Of course there is this short-lived thought of:
Why am I doing this? (Answer:Why not?)
I shouldn’t be doing this! (Comment:Why not?)
It’s just to get over that little Mount Everest that is still there: Am I sure I can do this?
There is no panic whatsoever. I just undo the ropes and leave. When just out of the marina I don’t shit myself
because of moored boats and oncoming traffic (there are none anyway...)
I also don’t spent two days composing a list of things, to do before I set off. I only think it’s wise to have a pin
and the hammer at hand. It’s the Leeds&Liverpool, so there are no armco barriers to hang a nappie pin onto, in
case something happens.
And I don’t sniff all the way down: there is kitchen roll in the cupboard in the engine room.
Did I have to wait for a day with less wind, in 2017, this year I have to wait until the fog is gone. I can’t see
the Tearoom when I get up! Trust me to be the first one of WRT’s crew to do cruising in thick fog...

Bit foggy

But the fog disappears pretty soon. Unfortunately the promised sun doesn’t show up at 9 o’clock. But I have
my thermals on. And there is no wind, absolutely no wind. Weird, to get out of the marina like this!
There is no wind all the way down. Uncanny. I’m almost getting to the stage that I start to miss the wind.
That thought must have reached the ones, responsible for the weather. Because as soon as I stick WRT’s
beautiful nose into the winding hole, they start the wind machine.
“Thank you very much!”
Luckily I don’t make a fool of myself (there is no-one around anyway), I don’t hit anything, I just need a couple of
more shunts, and a bit more revs.
Fifteen minutes later I’m Down in Holland. Moor up properly, and start thinking of some spring cleaning.
But, as per usual when Lawrance leaves the boat, the sun comes out, and in no time it’s 25°C inside. And that’s
with all the side doors, engine room doors and front doors open. So I only do a minimum of cleaning (only
the galley), and start enjoying my Girl’s Weekend Out 2019.

Down in Holland again

Saturday is a bit cooler.
I’m not overworking myself, but manage to clean the bedroom and the bathroom, including the floors.
Then it’s time for reading, crocheting and knitting.
When I wake up on Sunday it’s a bit windy. That is not what I want.
Immediately I start worrying. And immediately after that I tell myself: Stop worrying, it will only spoil your joys of
cruising. Deal with it when you get to the marina.
So that’s what I do. I enjoy cruising back home, and when I get into the marina, there is Lol of Minstrel to give
me a hand.

Annual Summer Cruise – 5 April 2019
The plan is: for our annual cruise we leave on the 3rd of April, get to Parbold the first day and to Crooke the
second day.
Hair dresser and beautician on the 2nd of April, as well as a goodbye meal, made by Marc.
That is the plan.
Hair dresser, beautician and meal go according to plan (hair makes me 10 years younger, beautician doesn’t
change things a lot, and meal is absolutely delicious). But leaving on the 3rd? No. Not in that kind of weather.
We manage to leave on the 4th of April. But getting to Parbold? Not in that kind of weather. Burscough is far
enough.
Just where I was yesterday, to go to my hair dresser.

Only at Parbold

So instead of being well past Wigan on the 5th, we’re only at Parbold. There still is a very strong wind, and
once in a while we get icy rain. Just not the kind of weather for pleasantly cruising.
I wonder, do we mix up our seasons?

Questions – 11 April 2019 by WRT
Usually I’m a happy boat.
I like gliding through the waters of the English canals. I enjoy the odd challenge of 60 m/hr winds, or empty
ponds, or girls-only weekends out.
But now I’m full of questions...
Does he check the head light, before entering Preston Brook Tunnel on full speed?
Does he slow down, when he’s fully in the tunnel and it is pitch dark?
Do I still have all my beautiful skin?
Is my cruising chimney still in the same shape as when Magda put it on this morning?
Is my portside navigation light still properly attached?

Not Straight

Nav Light at Anderton

Don’t worry, I’ll survive.
And I do know all the answers to these questions...!

Vincent van Gogh – 17 April 2017
I’m sitting at the dinette with a view of a lift bridge, and I’m told to feel at home. We’ll, I guess that’s what
CRT means, but whatever they mean, they’re speaking shite.
When going through Grindley Brook Staircase Locks we get a leaflet from the volunteer about the area around
Grindley Brook and Whitchurch. What to see, what to do; nothing for boaters, though.
Once moored up in the Whitchurch Arm I have a change to read it. I will quote a small part of it:
A little bit of history
This part of the Llangollen Canal often reminds people of the Low Country, especially since Vincent van Gogh painted a lift bridge very like
the New Mills lift bridge at Whitchurch.
Point 1: What do they mean with the Low Country? Written as it is, it’s the name for a region along South
Carolina’s coast, including the Sea Islands. Does today remind me of that? Yes, kind of, because it would be
nice and warm in South Carolina at this time of the year, as it was today here. But the landscape is completely
different!

South Carolina’s Low Country

So I presume CRT means THE Low CountrieS: i.e. parts of the Netherlands, Belgium and French Flanders.
Does the landscape around Grindley Brook and Whitchurch remind me of that? Apparently it doesn’t, or I
would have mentioned to Lawrance: Oh, this reminds me so much of Holland!
We probably have the same grass, flowers, and trees, and I saw black-and-white cows, but that doesn’t bring
tears to my eyes and longings for Holland.
Point 2:Vincent van Gogh painted a lift bridge?

Drawbridge by Vincent van Gogh

Yes, van Gogh did live in England, but as far as I know he never came to the Llangollen to paint a lift bridge.

The original Ericasebrug Nieuw-Amsterdam

Yes, he painted a lift bridge in Nieuw-Amsterdam, in the province of Drente in Holland. It’s called the
Ericasebrug, but it doesn’t look at all like the bridge I have in front of me.

New Mills lift bridge Whitchurch

I don’t mind CRT spending money on leaflets for Joe Public, but don’t teach them things that are not correct...

Day off in Llangollen – 25 April 2019
Nothing happens without a reason. I leave WRT at 9 o’clock and make my way to the village centre. The plans
are to take the 10:40 hr steam train to Carrog, have a look around, head back towards Llangollen but get off
the train in Berwyn. That’s close to the Horseshoe Falls, so I can visit them, and then walk back to Llangollen
basin. But as per usual plans don’t always work out well.

Heavy Rain

It’s raining heavily, to start off with, but that doesn’t stop me when steam is involved. But when I get to the
station I find out: No steam today, just a Heritage Railcar.

No Steam, today

Well, a railcar is just the same as many trains I had to take in Holland. Not worth the £14.50 (senior’s ticket)
I would have to pay. So cancel that.
I decide to go to the tourist information, to see what else I can do today. But on a Thursday the tourist
information is closed.
So that’s me back in the basin with a whole day to spend. Weblog time!

Llangollen Basin

Obviously a lot has happened since we left the marina. We travelled 125 miles, in just over 58 hours. More or
less in very nice weather. Nice weather means no rain, which means no water in the canals. Even now, at the
start of the season, the pound between Henhurst Lock and Poolstock Bottom Lock was nearly empty already.

WRT got her bottom pretty much scraped.
To make her feel better we took her out to a beer garden in Leigh. A brilliant mooring, 20 seconds away from
Aldi, and also close to a big Tesco and an indoor market. Unexpectedly quiet, and two meals for less than £10!

Moored up in a beer garden

Then Lawrance spoiled WRT’s wellbeing in Preston Brook tunnel. His day on the tiller, didn’t check the tunnel
light, went into the tunnel on full speed, and stayed on full speed, even when he found out that the tunnel
light wasn’t working. That WRT wasn’t happy about that would be an understatement.
We spent a couple of days in Middlewich, moored up at our favourite place at the offside of the canal.
I always wonder what the relation is between two neighbours, right opposite the visitor moorings.
Does one buy exactly what the other one has? Do they buy things in bulk? Just look where the arrows point at:
two (so to see) identical dressing table mirrors.

Identical dressing table mirrors?

We see the now repaired Middlewich Brach breach, that kept us off the Llangollen Canal last year.

The breach repaired

The next day (my day on the tiller, of course) is horrible. It’s freezing cold, and there is a gale force wind.
Going from Church Minshull to Barbridge Junction (2 hours) is just far enough. We moor up opposite Gary
and Julie, whom we haven’t seen for a while.

Just before Barbridge Junction

No need to mention that the next day the weather is fine again, as you can see on the picture above.
The nice weather stays with us from then on.
We stay in the arm at Whitchurch, where we do our first laundry on the go. And Easter we spend in the
Ellesmere Arm. The weather enables us to have al fresco meals, but also brings out lots and lots of bypassers.
Who all mention WRT’s name, trying to figure out what the name means.
It is very annoying, to hear your boat name every 5 seconds. I’m getting so weary and tired of it that I can but
bring the kitchen knife out; the next one will be killed...! (And suddenly it gets very quiet on the towpath.)

Murder on the towpath?

In the mean time WRT finds out that she is more or less a celebrity. Has she been in the Tillergraph (July 2013)
and in the Canal Boating Times (September 2017)? Now she is in the Easter Boat Gathering brochure of the
National Waterways Museum in Ellesmere Port. Luckily Ian and Pam were there and visited us in Ellesmere
with the paper proof.

Easter Boat Gathering brochure (part of)

One just wonders what that guy on the back is trying to say. Is it about a fish he caught? Or about the size of
his willy? Or is he just saying: Look, without hands!
Anyway, up to Ellesmere I reckon the Llangollen Canal is hugely overrated. It’s rural, but so are other
canals. The scenery is not that much different from the Mon&Brec. But I know, the best part has to come.
Chirk aquaduct, for example.

Chirk Aquaduct

And, two hours later Pontcysyllte Aquaduct.

Pontcysyllte Aqueduct

But this last wonder of the canal world wasn’t new to us.
We’ve been over it before, see Not the last cruise – 17 December 2017.
Other than that, there are way too much hire boats, and most of them cruise way too fast, don’t hear one’s
horn, cruise on the wrong site of the canal, try to enlarge the narrows, run full speed onto a jetty (and thus
onto the bank), etc, etc.
I don’t know, but I think my favorite is still the Staffs&Worcs, with the Shroppie as a good second.

Horseshoe Falls – 25 April 2019
As soon as I have finished the previous post, the weather improves. So I put my shoes on, get my jacket and
camera, and I’m off. I think it’s pointless to go all the way to Llangollen and not see any of it.
The canal towards the falls is still navigable for a while. And extremely clear. In places I can even see huge fish
swimming.

Very clear canal

It’s a delightful walk along the towpath. The weather threatens to interfere once or twice, but there would have
been enough bridges to take shelter under.
Except, of course, this one.

Suspension bridge and road bridge

After about 45 minutes I reach the end of the canal.

Llangollen Canal Terminus

And just around the corner is the famous Horseshoe Fall.

Horseshoe Falls

Yes, it falls. But not a lot. Not like the other Horseshoe Falls I’ve seen. And it looks rather man-made to me.
It’s a too perfect half-round to be natural, and not ragged at the top. (Later, back on the boat, Wikipedia will
confirm that it is just a weir, and man-made.) But it blends in very well with the surrounding nature.
On the way back, just as I’m getting off the towpath to take a shortcut to the boat I see part of the past.

Horse Boat

I know it is a trip boat, and they didn’t have hi-vis jackets in them days, and the horse is too big to fit under
bridges on many towpaths, but still...
Yes, a good decision to walk to the Falls. Especially the time I did it at. Ten minutes after I’m back the heavens
opens, and they start to throw stones. I know, I am a lucky girl, sometimes.

The same person? – 27 April 2019
I’m just looking at this picture of a women on a narrowboat, going over the Pontcysyllte Aquaduct.
She’s wearing safety shoes, old (too short) jeans, a second hand jacket, a cheap Aldi hat and working gloves
that are at least a size too big.

Elegant?

And wonder: is she the same person as the one in the dress with the red roses? With high heals, tights, a
gorgeous dress, stylish coiffure, and expensive earrings?

Elegant!

On a day like yesterday I can only vaguely remember being dressed normal. Well, normal? Normal for 63 year
old women, I mean.
Sometimes I feel like I’m a complete different person.
Do I give a damn...?

Storm Hannah – 28 April 2019
I don’t want to word it, but, like last year was too warm, will this year be too windy?
We had storm Freya, which made going into Liverpool a challenge.
Then we had storm Gareth, that kept us in Liverpool longer than planned and gave me the new experience of
nearly capsizing.
Yesterday we had storm Hannah. When I woke up, wind was howling around the boat like it was autumn.
Wind gusts made WRT jump all over the place. It was raining heavily.
I knew straight away: we are going nowhere today.
It also was 10°C in the boat, so I wanted the fire back on. Yes, we have central heating, which makes the boat
cozy warm by the time Lawrance usually gets up, but this wind just soaked the warmth out of the boat.
We (I)would never get warm.
So at 11 o’clock where back to winter settings. Fire on,extra layers of clothes come off. Cozy warm.
And also a bit misty, inside the boat. The strong wind comes from every direction, and when we put more coal
on, with every wind gust the fire backfires. In fact, it comes out of the top vents, out of the bottom vents, and
out of the flu where all the parts connect.
I suggest to enlarge our chimney with the cruising chimney. Does it help? We don’t notice.

Enlarged Chimney

But at least we’re warm.
This morning I decided to check the internet to see what exactly happened to us yesterday.
And although we’re just outside Wales (I think, the border is a bit zig-zag, here) I know the BBC is right:

The windiest place

The Full Monty?– 30 April 2019
No, only 18% of the Montgomery Canal. The rest is unreachable for us at the moment.
We spend the night just in front of Frankton locks. Very quiet, and good for the solars.

First in the queue

We have a relaxed morning, the lock keepers don’t start much before noon. We’re first in the locks, at
11:45 hrs, and are on our way around noon.
I immediately fall in love with the canal. It’s absolutely rural, and there is a lot to see.
Mile markers similar to the Trent&Mersey.

Familiar mile marker

Nice views on the hills in the distance. Cows, that start stampede when they see or hear the farmer’s car.
Deep green crops, or bright yellow. But no coots, moorhen or swans.
And hardly any boats, ducks, fishermen, or people at all.
But a heap of Famous whisky birds...

Famous whisky bird

Just the right amount of reeds, water plants. A few easy, well behaving locks. And for future reference, a fine
looking golf course.

Lock next to a Golf Course

Old men’s homes with signs in the window: Young girls wanted.

Old Men’s Home

And the sign:

Young Girls Wanted

A lovely canal to spend a few days on (that is, if one can do without phone and thus internet...).
Only at the end of the navigable section we get into trouble, or better, I get into trouble.
There is a lift bridge, and according to our guide we have to turn just after the bridge. So Lawrance initially
walks past the lift bridge to assess the situation. When he walks over the bridge he signals to me: turn right
(well, that’s where, according to the guide, the maintenance arm is, so I expected that).
He opens the bridge, and even while I’m still in the bridge hole he shouts: “Turn your nose right!”
(No, I can’t, half of the boat is still in the bridge hole.)
As soon as I can I turn WRT’s beautiful nose to the right.
But then, just as I get from under the bridge, I see, right in front of me, a huge sign: NO TURNING HERE,
and next to it a smaller sign with: Turning 250 m ahead.
Heaps of things start going through my mind.
How the f**k did he miss this huge sign?
Can I stop WRT turning round? Answer: no, not really.

Would I make it to turn around her? Answer: Yes, I think I can turn around here.
There are a lot of boats on private moorings here, and if WRT is willing to drift just past one of them I will be
fine. So I let her drift, slowly, and yes, she gets past.
With all the boaters out to see me struggle I start bringing the bow towards the bridge.
Lawrance, still at the open bridge, starts shouting at me: “Power! Give it more power!”
No, to me using full revs tells me: I don’t know what I’m doing, but I’m making an awful lot of noise and an awful lot of waves.
And waves I don’t want, I don’t want all the boats on the private moorings getting rocked about. And besides
that, WRT goes exactly where I want here to go (probably at the same speed as when I would do full revs).
In the mean time Lawrance has to close the bridge for a passing farmer. And I am in such a position that
Lawrance could grab the middle line and just pull WRT’s noise in. When he doesn’t realize that but keeps
shouting: “Power, more power” I shout back: “You could grab the middle line!”
In the end that’s what he does. Saves me a few times shunting. While Lawrance opens the bridge again I
apologize to the boaters. No problem, they said, you did well.
Then we’re on our way back up. We top up with water at the services and moor just next to the pub.

Maesbury Marsh Services

Unfortunately the pub is closed on Monday, so that’s one store cupboard meal. And I need to think about
something for tomorrow.
The next day, except for Lawrance getting grounded, every time he tries to let me step off to do a lock, the
journey back up is uneventful. We moor up at Weston Branch Junction, ready to go through the Frankton
Locks tomorrow.
Another canal ticked off.

Four years and 364 days ago... – 9 April 2019
Would I have thought that I don’t mind standing at the tiller for hours on end in the heavy, drizzly rain?
That, when Lawrance gets up, is sick and goes back to bed, we still get from Nantwich to Audlem?
That there are six locks to do, and beside help of friend Ann, I do about half of them?
No, but that’s exactly what happens today.
Lawrance get’s up early, is sick, and I send him back to bed. We don’t know what causes it. We both had the
same food, yesterday, and I’m OK. Only, I didn’t have wine...
It is this drizzly rain again, thin drops, that go through all waterproof clothes. And there are a heap of these
thin drops, so it doesn’t take long before one is soaked (Lawrance knows when to get sick).
But, how unusual, there is NO WIND...!?
With Ann and Mick behind me I get help from Ann with the locks. But when there is oncoming traffic she has
to stay behind and I do the next lock myself.
Of course, the first lock I do myself (lock gates we’re left open for me), the closest ladder is out of order.
So I had to climb on the roof to get of WRT to close the lock gates. And make my (potential) one and only
dangerous mistake: I forget to turn the tiller to the side. So if she decides to drift back (which of course she
does) the rudder won’t get stuck between the lock doors. I know, there is the back fender, but still... By the
time I’m cruising out of the lock Ann is there to close the gate.
The next lock, of course, is also set for me. But the gates are closed. I see a hireboat waiting to get into the
lock. But they realise: it’s my lock, so...
...wave me on and go back on their boat. Nice to wave me on. But it would have made a lot more sense if
they would have opened the lock gates. I can see one of them standing at the lock, with a face like: what is she
doing? Why isn’t she hurrying up? We have a time schedule to keep!
No, I have to moor up first. Walk to the lock. Open two lock doors (and when on my own I don’t jump the
gap between the doors). Walk back to the boat. Cast off and get into the lock. Get my windlass and climb on
the ladder. Then all four of them come rushing and say: Stay on your boat, we will do the paddles.
NO. STOP IT.
I’ll do it myself (with the help of Ann, who will be at the lock soon).
Soaked, hot (too much clothes for climbing lock ladders and doing locks), hungry and tired I moor up.
On the Shroppie ridge, as we soon find out. So after an hour, at the stage that we are tilted so much that I
can’t walk through the boat anymore, we (Lawrance is out of bed) move the boat forward, to a place with a
less ridge. Easiest to do with the engine running, but when I start her up she hiccups and stops. Lawrance, at
the front, shouts: “Preheat first!” (Did that, that’s not the problem.) Then: “More Power!” (Throttle fully open makes no
difference.) I know what it is: “We’ve run out of diesel!”
So we pull WRT to her new mooring, which is a lot better.
Then in goes our spare diesel. Not that the engine starts, straight away. Bleeding is required. And yes, after that
she’s doing fine.
Just imagine, four years and 364 days ago someone would have outlined me this scenario!
Next month is our fifth anniversary. I think I achieved a lot. And, more important, enjoyed the five years on
WRT tremendously.

Meeting – 30 May 2019
I see a couple walking on the towpath. They pass the galley, the dinette, then stop. Look at me and... wave
enthusiastically!
I don’t have a clue. They look kind of vaguely familiar, but that’s about it. Maybe people who met Andy and
Christine during the years they cruised on WRT. It has happened before that people mistake me for Christine,
both of us having very short hair.
But no, they know us. It’s Dave and Sheila. We travelled with them, and an American called Michael on a very
small boat, in 2016 on the Trent&Mersey. We kept meeting at the locks, and got on well together, the five of us.
It was hot that day, and when we emerged from the lock at Stone, seeing the pub on the left and a mooring
space on the right, we decided to call it a (cruising)day. We ended up, all five, at the pub, at around 3 o’clock.
And didn’t leave the pub much before midnight. We just had a great time.
Dave and Sheila admitted now that their where afraid Lawrance wouldn’t make it back to the boat, because the
only way was over the lock...!

2016 logbook

In 2016 they were ‘bloody hireboaters’, but nice ones. Now they are here in Ansty on their own, brand-new
boat. And mention that it was our enthusiasm that made them book a building slot, as soon as they got back
from their holiday in 2016. The first available slot was in 2018, so they only had their boat since September
and are now, more or less, on their maiden trip (except for the odd trip to the nearest pub, last year).
I’m still of the opinion that, when you do extensive cruising, after about ten years you know all the other
boats that do the same, and you meet them time and time again, Especially if you, like us, have to start every
year from the same spot. We’ll see. We have five more years to go, to get to our ten years.
I vividly remember that 23rd of August 2016. It was hot, I was on the tiller, and when I raise up in the lock
at Stone, discovering a pub/restaurant at either side of the lock, we could but stop. Although we felt a bit lazy,
we had only done 3¼ hour, that day, 3 locks, and just under 7 miles. Nowadays we consider a 3¼ hour day as
LONG!
Other than this, we’re still doing fine. We’ve cruised 71.3 hrs on 23 cruising days. Done 139 miles.
Played approximately 60 games of cards, of which I won a fair amount.
Played one game of golf, which I lost. Tomorrow we’re playing again (and no doubt I will loose again, but I
don’t mind).
I started using the towpath as a source of food. A couple of times we’ve had nettle pasta.

Nettle Pasta on the Drying Rack

At the moment I’m drinking elderflower kefir.
And on the roof is my new herb garden. Only six plants, but much admired by towpath walkers. So I cook
with fresh herbs, and salads are completed with roof-grown ruccola.
The weather has improved a bit, i.e. the very cold edge to the wind has gone. And we had numerous days that
seats came out, and parasols. Even the barbecue had to be used.

Seats and parasols out

Not that this improved weather is good for the amount of water in the canal. The Coventry Canal was at least
4 inches lower than normal.

Low water level Coventry Canal

And the Oxford Canal feels a bit shallow as well, although that might just be normal.
But then again, we will see. We’ll get to where we get to. It’s a hard life anyway...

It’s shite – 18 June 2019
No wind, no rain, no Lawrance. Oh, and a proper gangplank-cum-rescue ladder. Can life get any better?
Well, it has been shite, for a while.
It was flippin’ cold. Thank Andy and Christine for our central heating. We needed it. Most of the time it would
be 12°C in the boat, when I got up.
It has been raining. So much, that one day we stopped cruising after half an hour. It was just horrible.
And if there was no rain, there would be strong winds, straight from the North Pole.
It was a matter of side doors open, side doors closed; waterproofs on, waterproofs off.
On top of all this, we’ve been carrying our shit around for days. Due to blocked Elsan points, for health and
safety reasons. Thankfully it wasn’t hot, the smell would have been unbearable...!
But everything turned out well.
We’re in the Saltisford Arm, in Warwick. Doubled up with Rorah.

Doubled up with Rorah

Ann and Mick have gone back to Scotland.
And Lawrance is back in Scarisbrick, for dental appointments and getting a new stock of tablets.
Chance for me to catch up with things. Like writing my blog, doing the annual self assessment for HMRC, and
finish crochet projects.
The plans still are to go to Oxford and Bath. That means Oxford Canal, and rivers. Both notorious for not being
able to moor close to the bank. And although we have a nice gangplank, and we’re not that heavy, it still is
scary to use it. Hence the new gangplank. Which also serves as a rescue ladder.

Gangplank-cum-rescue ladder

Due to all the rain, my herbs are thriving, and the lettuce is also not doing too bad.
I’m afraid that’s about all that happened since my last post.

It’s Brilliant – 18 June 2019
Do you sleep under a double duvet? And do you like changing the duvet cover? I always hated it.
It’s horrible to do it on your own.
I used to stand on top of the stairs to have enough room to get the cover on properly.
It’s horrible to do in a small space.
Think truck. Or boat. No stairs, no room to walk around the bed, no room to shake things.
But having unlimited wifi, and unlimited time, I came across a tip that would have made my life so much
better.
How to change your duvet cover in, say, two minutes.
It’s brilliant.
Step 1: Just roll duvet and duvet cover together.

Step 1

Step 2: Fasten the buttons.
Step 3: Unroll the whole thing.

Step 3

Search on the internet for the California Roll Way for Step 2 and some minor details.
Trust me, it works!

That’s why... – 22 June 2019
...I like to live and travel on a boat!
It’s the perfect (only?) way to meet heaps of interesting people. People with stories, and hobbies one has never
heard off.

Spinning and more

Meet Jacky. She knits, chrochets, makes quilts, spins and dyes wool. A former liveaboarder, she works at
Saltisford Canal Centre; she let me use their function room last year to do the lay-out of my quilt.
Meet Viv (moored right in front of us). She knits, chrochets, spins and dyes wool, makes vegetarian sheepskin
rugs (don’t ask, look at https://www.east-hill-mill.co.uk).
Both also do wet felting and needle felting. Something completely new to me.
Jacky is going to attend a spinning course Viv attended some time ago. So after supper out comes the spinning
wheel, and Jacky can see what awaits her.
One of Viv’s felted soap bars now has a place in our bathroom.
Out also comes the guy from the boat moored in front of Rorah. He lives on Guernsey, and before he retired,
used to be a manufacturer of Guernsey Ganseys (jumpers for seamen, https://www.guernseywoollens.com).
Like Jacky and Viv, he knows all about wool, and tells me NOT to wear my new Fair Isle jumper on a daily
base, like I do my Norwegian jumper. Because of the type of wool, the Fair Isle one won’t last long...!
The next day he shows us a newspaper article he kept: about the Thrapston Yarn Bombers, ladies that knitted
the high street of their home town Thrapston, complete with hanging baskets and pedestrians.

Knitted Florist

By then I already have been on the computer to find out what needle felting is, and looked at the history of
Guernsey ganseys. All this within 18 hours.

Might take a few year’s practising...

Last year we had Nina and David, with pompoms and kefir, in 2016 we had Pat and Steven and Fred and Lisa. I
showed Pat and Lisa how to crochet, Fred showed me how to make Turks Heads for the tiller.

Turks Heads-cum-flag rings

Just to name a few of the interesting people we’ve met over the years.
Meeting all these interesting, creative and inspiring people, while living and traveling on a narrowboat, can
live get any better?

Oh, I Love your name – 4 July 2019
Once upon a time there was a narrowboat with an Oh-I-love-your-name name.
The boat is still there, happily (well, if and when there is enough water) cruising the Oxford Canal at the moment.
Over the last few weeks though, it has something new: an Oh-I-like-your-herb-garden herb garden.
And today some people really went overboard (excuse the pun). I was sitting in the well deck, having a
cigarette, when I noticed this boat approach the lock (we’re moored just before the lock landing).
I overheard a conversation between the woman on the bow, and the man at the tiller:
Women: “Nice boat!”
Man: “I like the name!”
Women: “Oh, and look at these wonderful herbs!”
Of course, they were right. WRT IS a nice boat. And we know that the name appeals to everybody.
But what about these herbs? Well, at the moment the herbs are mentioned more often than the name.
Rightfully, because they are gorgeous. Lush green, healthy and in abundance. They grow so well, we can’t keep
up eating them. So I always have some herbs hanging in the galley, to dry for winter use.

Part of the herb garden

To my surprise even the chilli seeds we got at Mexican restaurant Wahaca in Liverpool in March are growing.
In Banbury I added lavender and (yellow) tomatoes to the roof garden. And sowed lettuce and cilantro in the
remaining part of the second grow bag. The lettuce is coming up, the cilantro apparently takes a while.
And the lemon grass is developing roots (but is still inside the boat).
I need better pots for the lavender and tomatoes, though. The pots they are in now don’t hold the water, and
that is definitely what plants need at the moment, in this tropical kind of weather. For now the dog’s water
bowl and a soup plate have to do.
And what is most amazing? I have no green fingers whatsoever!

Why, Oh Why, Father Thames – 13 July 2019 (by WRT)

Father Thames

I was really looking forward to see you again. Remember, three years ago,we shortly met at Isis Lock in
Oxford?
So what it I do wrong? What did I do to you to threat me the way you did?
I certainly enjoy Day Zero. Yes, zero, because they don’t want to pay my license fee and loose half a day
straight away.
But I like it, not having all that mud around my delicate underparts. Just clear water, and heaps of it.

Plenty of clear water

Day One the lock keeper at Eynsham Lock cuts a foot off me. Suddenly I am 59 ft, instead of my usual 60 ft.
I know it sounds silly but I feel sort of disabled.
When I moor up that night it seems I have crossed the Atlantic. Am I in Alberta, Canada? Because people seem
to live in tipis.

Living in tipis?

Or is it the Grand Canyon where I am now? I have a huge wall next to me. The gang plank is actually on the
roof. And definitely needed for access.

Gang plank on the roof

On Day Two I get attacked by a narrowboat. He is going full speed, downstream. I have no chance to avoid
him, and he hits me just at the side of my beautiful nose. It hearts terribly, but I seem to get away with some
minor scratches on my rubbing strake, everything off the shelves, replaced by heaps of the usual paint rubbish
from under the windows.
Day Three is just absolutely horrible.
It begins OK. I see the first blackberries of this year. Early, I think...
Then I moor up in Lechlade. And get attacked by about sixty cows.

Cow attack

Sixty (60) cows! Can you imagine?
They nibble on my ropes, even on the middle rope, that they just take off the boat. They nibble on my mooring
pins and hand rails.
I can’t tell you what time it happens. Yes, I now what part of the hour it is: 15 minutes past the hour. But I
don’t know what hour, because the silly church tower in Lechlade knows how to imitate Big Ben, but hasn’t
managed to do the amount of hours.

15,000 geese

I’m also surrounded by about 20,000 swans (all of them showing me their arse), 15,000 geese and about
5,000 crows.

Swans trying to tell something?

After mooring up at Day Four I have to duck about every five minutes. Huge Galaxy airplanes try to hit my
roof, and take off my garden, storage boxes and water reel.

Galaxy in my galaxy

At 6 o’clock the Galaxy planes are replaced by Hercules planes.
And planes are even trying to attack me during the night. Of course I can’t see what planes, and I don’t
recognize the sound of the engines. But (other than some other female, not too far away) I don’t get a lot of
sleep.
Day Five is me on my way back towards the Oxford Canal. Going downstream, now, so I don’t have to work
too hard. But in a tight bend I get attacked by a grumpy old tree.
After the initial shock I realise that I’m doing fine, but I notice one of my solar panels dangling in the water.
The tree just lifted it off!
And worse, that grumpy old tree had scraped Magda’s arm, damaging her peachy skin.

Scratched

Luckily I find a very peaceful, rural mooring for the night, so we all can recover.

Rural mooring

Day Six is not a bad day, except for the fact that the one on the tiller first (rightfully) leaves the red buoys on
his starboard side, and then, just 50 metres further, wants to leave the green ones at starboard side as well.
Luckily I manages to stay afloat.
And while mooring up I get dizzy, I’m turned around completely, and end up bow facing downstream. The
steerer must have gotten distracted by the fair Rosamund of Godstow Abbey (well, the ghost of...).

Fair Rosamund at Godstow Abbey?

Day Seven is a very long (cruising) day. All the way from Godstow to Osney Bridge in Oxford. One hour, yes,
one hour I have to work!
OK, work? No, not really, I’m going with the flow, so doing 1400 revs I kind of fly.
My last day on your waters, Fater Thames. My license runs out at midnight.
In the end it all got better. I might consider to visit you again.
For now, goodbye Father Thames!
What? What do you say? Say that again!
THEY BOUGHT ANOTHER SEVEN DAYS???!!

Absolute Absurd – 17 July 2019
You know what just happened?
SOMEONE TOOK A SELFIE!!!
Of her, the boat and...THE HERB GARDEN!
A bit like this (but this is not the aforementioned woman, the picture is not a selfie and it is taken the next morning):

Not a Selfie

Anyway, if there would have been more room in the well deck, I would have been on the floor, rolling with
laughter. Now I only could shed laughing tears.
This is getting ridiculous. Everybody mentions the herbs, stops and looks at them, takes pictures, and now this.
And no, as you can see, there is nothing interesting at the other side of the boat. The ugliest part of the old
Osney Power Station. A nondescript house on the other side.
And the women didn’t look like she would be interested in old architecture, or would know anything about it.
There is one good thing about it, though: I haven’t heard the mumbling of our boat name very often lately.
Even with all the people walking past every hour of the day, on the towpath/street.
But just imagine, first they stop at the herbs, to point at, admire and take pictures. Then they walk a couple of
steps, stop again and read out the name. Or vice versa, depending in which direction they are heading. And in
the mean time they also look into the boat, of course (forcing me to keep the boat tidy at all times). It would
just create a traffic jam, and more people to have a look, and...
About mentioning WRT’s name, though, I have a suggestion of a different name.
Being moored up at Abingdon Weir made me think: weir, sounds like we’re, sounds like wear (if followed by an y,
of course)...

Abingdon Weir

Now people still think we’re weary and tired (which we are sometimes, of course) but I wonder what they
would think of Weir-eTired.

An electric boat (eTired, like eCigarette), or bought via the internet (eTired like eMail)?
Weird and Tired (not too far from reality either, sometimes)?
Tired of E: everybody being on their phone all the time?

To Lechlade, Abingdon and back – 7 July 2019
I know WRT already wrote about some of our adventures, but there was more.
After a day off, moored just after at Kidlington Green Lock (well, day off for some... WRT did half a shift,
helping me with the laundry, and I did a whole shift doing the laundry and making bread), we do the last part
of the Oxford Canal till Duke’s Cut. Two rather heavy locks, and a liftbridge that actually is down, and has to be
opened.
After Duke’s Cut, a very small canal, full of things that float, we’re on the Thames.
For the second time, but we decided: going out of Isis Lock, turn around and go into Isis Lock again doesn’t
count.

Thames License

So, on the Thames. The Upper Thames, or the Rural Thames.
Wide to start off; I feel like being on a bicycle on the motorway. Although, closer to the end of the navigable
part it sometimes gets very narrow.

Eynsham Lock (and weir)

The first night we spend at Eynsham Lock.
Yes, I said Eynsham. I’m on a morris trip again. We’ll pass Eynsham, Bampton, Stanton Harcourt, and
Abingdon later, all morris traditions I have danced at one point in my life.
I can but think: “One day I will pass these villages on my own boat? Never!”
All locks on this part of the Thames are hand operated, usually by a lock keeper/keepster. Unless they are on
lunch break or have a day off. Then it’s self service. Which is quite easy, the locks are well maintained. Once
in the lock you only want to look at the grounds around the actual lock. Although even lock keepers make
comments about my herb garden, you should see what they do around the lock. Just an abundance of flowers,
colours, smells.

Cottage-style Locks

Our second mooring is at Newbridge. Nice mooring, good pub, but a bit difficult to get off the boat (sorry for
the un-elegant person on the picture).

Getting Off the Boat

And getting back on is not much easier.

Getting on the Boat – Part 1

Getting on the Boat – Part 2

Followed by a jump onto the engine covers (Part 3).
Compared to the above, our third mooring place is a lot easier. Radcot Bridge. Again at a pub.
A lot of moorings at rivers are for yoghurt pots (the cruisers). Mostly we don’t fit at designated moorings, we
are way too long. Which is the case in Radcot. But we manage. The bow is just alongside the landing, the stern

is somewhere in the shrubs.

We don’t fit

Friend Ian mentioned nice rural moorings, when he was on this part of the Thames.
Our mooring in Lechlade (the end of the navigable part) probably can be classed as such.

Rural Mooring

I class it as rural, mostly because of all the wild animals around here. About 10,000 swans, all showing you
their bare arses (excuse my language). And 5,000 geese. And 1,000 swallows. But at least they all are not
dangerous.
The sixty cows are! They eat everything: grass, ropes, fenders, pin markers, seats. Even boats are not safe.

“Narrowboats are so delicious!”

Just imagine, they managed to get our middle line off the roof and started nibbling on it! And they attack
innocent people, coming back from shopping.

Attack innocent people

After all this we are on our way back. Back to Oxford, back to the canals and basically back home (we think...).
This time Radcot provides us with a flight show of a Galaxy and later a Hercules. We think it’s one Galaxy and,
after six o’clock, two Hercules planes that fly rounds above out heads. There are not that many Galaxy planes in
the UK for it to be different planes taking off.
They even fly at night, but it will not bother me.
Next day it’s me on the tiller, doing all the sharp S-bends, going downstream, in the gusty wind. I don’t want
to go much faster than tick-over, I don’t want to come around a bend and run into another boat.
So in bends I use the current to move the stern, and then, with a bit of extra revs, turn the bow into the new
direction.
Works fine, until... in one bend the stern moves, but just where the bow is, is a gap in the trees. I already
mentioned the gusty wind. Well, even maximum revs can’t fight against that wind, so the bow also turns
sideways.
So the whole of WRT is going sideways. That would not be a problem, if there was not, just in that bend, an
old willow tree. With one bare branch just pointing at the river. At approximate roof height.
And immediately after that bare branch a complete, living willow tree, which must be the densest on the
Thames.
So the bare branch first scrapes the boat, then lifts off the solar panel (on the far side) and then we get into
willow leaves (and branches) and can only duck beneath the roof.
Shit happens.
My arm is scratched, but I’ll survive. The solar panel is hanging in the water, but it is put back on the roof and
still works fine. There is another scratch in the paint.
And I know for sure: there was nothing I could have done to prevent it. Yes, hugging around the inside of the
bend, but that’s what one doesn’t do on a river...
The next day we stop at the ruin of Godstow Abby. Well, Lawrance is going to try to moor up.
We’re going downstream, and in theory we need to turn around, face upstream in order to be able to moor
up. So far the current isn’t very strong, and once one of us is off the boat, WRT is easily kept in place. Up till
now we’ve never turned around.
But for some reason Lawrance now decides to turn around to moor up.
Not getting close enough to the bank for me to jump off, and not being fast enough, WRT decides: I’ll do the
rest of the turn as well...
Luckily the guy of a nearby boat, hearing the expletives coming from one of the crew members, helps us out.
We’ve one more day on our license. Which means go back on the Canal, and find two days to moor, to enable

me to visit the museums again. But Lawrance thinks he remembers somebody saying that all the moorings on
the Oxford Canal in Oxford are 24 hours now. So we do the most sensible thing: we get another seven days
license.
We moor up at the former Osney Power Station and do our weekly shopping.

Moon (and Jupiter) over Osney Power Station

Then I spend two days visiting museums (Ashmolean, History of Science and Pitt Rivers. Plus the Botanic
Garden (which is a waste of time and money)). Lawrance... hoovers the boat and replaces the feet of the solar
panel that went off.
With still a couple of days on our license we decide to go south to Abingdon Lock. Another stretch of the river
Thames, very nice.

Nice little place on the Thames

Now we have electric locks, that usually have lock keepers, but today they are all on a course. So I have to
operate them myself: Open Sluices – Open Gates – Close Gates – Close Sluices – walk to other side of lock –
Open Sluices – Open Gates – Close Gates – Close Sluices. Simpel...!

Clear Lock Instructions

While Lawrance has tea and cakes I visit the excellent Abingdon Museum, and we have a drink in the Nag’s
Head.
Then it’s back to Oxford.

If only I were young and rich

Another two nights at Osney Power Station enables us to do some more shopping and make bread.
Then, on the only day since leaving Warwick that we have rain (we’ll get soaked), we move back on the
Oxford Canal, via Isis Lock.
We top up with water at Wolvercote Services, and, fourteen days after we left, we’re back at Kindlington.

Sur le pont de Banbury... – 23 July 2019
No one dances, no one dances.
Sur le pont de Banbury
No one dances, ‘coz it’s gone.
Banbury, the 1st of July. Do you see the foot bridge? Of course, you can’t miss it.

Sur le pont...

Banbury, the 22nd of July. Do you see the bridge? Is it missing? It sure is.

Le pont...?

Of course I could have Photoshopped it away. But I didn’t, it is properly demolished. The end of Le Pont de
Banbury, and the end of a very nice mooring spot. Next year the (day)light will come from The Light.
Where now the white fence is, a 10 screen cinema will be build. And in front of the multi-story carpark a
117 room hotel will block the sun.
It’s already difficult enough to deal with the random wind in Banbury. I struggle to get from the services into
the lock, due to the wind under the bridge; and getting under the lift bridge is not easy either. Just imagine
two very high buildings next to the towpath. It will be murder.
We want to moor here for the last time. But even that is not going to happen. Three boys walk past, one of
them walking over our gunwales for a while. Although I beg him not to, Lawrance immediately goes after
them.
Suddenly I get visions of waking up tomorrow on a boat full of graffiti, all my herbs scattered around, the
solar panels broken and hanging in the water, and us floating somewhere in the middle of the Oxford Canal.
All the sudden I don’t want to spend the night here anymore.
I know, we might be OK. When Lawrance comes back, he tells me he told the guys not to walk on our home,
and if they would do it again, they would end up in the water. Apparently one of the guys even apologized.
But I think it’s always better to stay under the radar, so to speak.

So at 16:15 hrs I restart the engine, and we do another two hours of cruising. To a safe spot, way out in the
country (taking care to moor up away from the cows).

Cows again?

Here we will sit out the three tropical days that are forecast. We’re in the shadow almost till noon, and after
nine at night.
When I get up to go to the toilet at 4 o’clock in the morning there is a strange, pinkish light shining into the
boat. I just have to take a picture.

Surreal...!

Yes, I’m glad I spent 6¼ hours on the tiller, yesterday!

First narrowboat, first locks – 27 July 2019
I know, I not the best person to write about first hours on a narrowboat.
Just an extract of this blog about my first hours on a narrowboat:
At first everything is going OK. It’s raining, and a bit cold, but I’m doing fine.
Until… I get oncoming traffic + moored boats at starboard side + a very small part of the Trent & Mersey.
I need to steer… and slow down… and…
I hit a moored boat…! The family inside gets the shock of their life, but they survive.
My pride doesn’t. I’m awarded 25 points for the hit.

First day on a tiller

Since then I’ve tried to be near perfect when on the tiller. Maybe because of this little incident in the first mile
on a narrowboat...
Today must be the first day of the holidays, and the first day of renting a boat.
It certainly makes boating interesting.
Case 1
I’m on the tiller (since 08:30 hrs, in the rain, soaked, but not cold).
I’m in lock 10 on the Napton Flight, waiting to get into lock 9.
There is a boat in lock 9 and I wait until he’s past the bridge between the two locks, and safely moored on the
lock landings before I come out of the lock. Lawrance is already at lock 9.
The boat comes out of lock 9, goes under the bridge, points the bow somewhat towards the lock landings and
stops. He’s small, so the sticking out stern is more or less just in front of the lock.
OK, I must give him credit: there is a about a boat’s width between his stern and the reeds.

Room enough to pass?

Since I can’t go nowhere with a boat right in front of me, I wait. And wait. And wait.
Then he throws his arms in the air and urgently signs me to come out of the lock.

Well, I reckon I will get, say, just the dinette out, and then WRT’s pretty nose will hit him.
So in the end I tell his wife/partner, who’s standing next to me at lock 9, to tell him to moor up properly at
the lock landing so I can get out.
To my surprise he reverses. Reverses. Reverses all the way until he is under the bridge again. Then: nothing.
By that time Lawrance and the women from the next oncoming boat realise that there might be a slight
problem. Lawrance walks back towards lock 10. When he’s under the bridge I can see him asking the guy
to throw him the middle rope. After two throws Lawrance gets a soaking wet rope, and manages to get the
hireboat moored up on the lock landings.
Finally I can get out of lock 10 and go into lock 9.
Passing the other boat I can see the guy think: But I left enough room between stern and reeds for her to
cruise around me???!!!
Yes, if WRT was bendable, and would be able to sneak (snake?) around!
Case 2
Just had supper, Lawrance is about to do the dishes, I’m going outside for a fag.
A hireboat is about to leave lock 8. Mom and little daughter run towards lock 9, the guy cruises out of the
lock. He leaves the gates open, so there must be a boat coming down.
Usually the crew of that boat coming down would be at lock 8 after a short while, but nobody walks past WRT.
I’ve got a feeling... I look out of the well deck: no, no boat coming down.
And then I see a woman at lock 8 starting to open the gates paddles at the front of the lock. She doesn’t
realise that the top gate is still open. In a flash I get visions of WRT on the bottom of an empty canal, so I start
running towards the lock to close the gate. Luckily a guy in The Stables, next to the lock, must have noticed it
as well, and he stops the women from opening the paddles. Together they close the gate.
So I turn around, walk to lock 9 to tell the hireboaters who just came out of the lock that they left the gate
open.
The guy on the boat looks at me and says in a very moody voice: “Where am I? On the boat. I’m steering the
boat, lock gates are not my concern.” (So, Ian, if that’s the new rule, would that not make your life a whole lot easier?)
His wife is more friendly, and explains that they just picked the boat up, want to moor up, but now have to do
all these locks, and...
I then decide to tell them that it also might be an idea to close the bottom paddles before opening the top
paddles. The guy on the tiller keeps going on full revs to try to stay in the middle of the lock, with the water
just streaming through the lock, because all the paddles are fully open!
I explain quickly how to operate a lock, and then walk back to the boat.
I will hear from Lawrance later that apparently this family had to ask another (hire)boat how to moor up
a narrowboat...
Case 3
The woman that tried to open the paddles on lock 8, with the top gate open.
The one that, as I notice, carefully listens to the instructions she gets from the guy from The Stables.
I didn’t do any locks today. Lawrance is doing the dishes, it’s not raining. So I decide to get my windlass and
gloves, and help that couple through some or all of the locks.
And keep an eye on the boat of case 2 in front of them...
The couple of case 3 also just picked up the boat, also have to face these all these locks, but are a lot more
cheerful. While explaining what to do, together we get through three locks in no time.
There is mooring space just after lock 11, (and just in front of the boat from case 2; I see the guy sitting at the

table, with a face like thunder). Time for them to get something to eat.
I walk back to WRT, smiling...
Conclusion
The crew of case 1 will probably be OK in the end.
The crew of case 3 will enjoy every moment, learn easily and might get addicted to boating.
I’m not sure about the crew of case 2. The woman will have a very hard time. She’s unsure what to do, and no
doubt he will know better/best, and he’s male.
Which, together, is not a good starting point of a narrowboat holiday.
Afterthought
Back on the boat I read my posts about our first two weeks on a narrowboat.
And I realise how much I have learned in the last five years.
I don’t hit boats, locks or lock sides, tunnel walls or bridges. I sometimes touch them, yes, but just.
I do locks without having to think about the sequence (although I left a gate open today as well, due to yapping to a
gongoozler. But it didn’t take me long to realise it).
I can handle WRT on the millimetre, so to speak (unless it’s too shallow, because then she does her own thing).
And once moored up she isn’t affected by passing boats either (which is handy during holiday times, with all
the boats with a 4 miles/hr tick-over speed).
The only thing that still beats me now and then, is wind. And I presume on a narrowboat you will never be
able to beat the wind.
And still I’m a bit anxious sometimes, when venturing into unknown territory. Or going on rivers.
Ask myself: will I be able to cope?
Silly cow...!

Household Chores – 29 July 2019
Cruising on a narrowboat every day doesn’t mean it’s holiday every day. There still are household chores to be
done.
So when Lawrance is on the tiller, I make him a cup of tea, once we set off, and after that I try to do an hour of
household chores.
When I’m on the tiller... I wish (I don’t drink tea).
Sometimes there are days that I’m on the tiller, make bread after we moored up, and do the cooking. Not
exactly holiday, I would think. And in the mean time dust settles on shelves, grass accumulates on the floor, and
the windows are not getting cleaner all by themselves either.
Some tasks just have to be done on a day off.
Well, a day off for Lawrance, not for WRT or me. WRT has to provide the electricity for the washing machine,
and I have to do the rest.
OK, to be fair, Lawrance puts up the whirly.

Household chores on hottest day ever

It just amazes me how must dust accumulates in a narrowboat. One day I hoover the boat, two days later I have
to do it again: dust everywhere. And I think CRT deliberately only cuts grass on the towpath when it is wet,
and the cuttings are ‘walked’ straight into the boat, when doing locks or mooring up.
I think I want a butty. So I can buy even more books, but mainly for accommodating a butler and a cleaning
lady. So I can just sit down and read...

Anxious and wet– 30 July 2019
We’re in Braunston, and met up with Ann and Mick again. They’re facing east, we’re facing west. Then there is
a change of plans. Why not cruise together for a fortnight and explore part of the Grand Union? Yes, why not?
Well, we’re facing the wrong way, so I have to turn around. Jokingly I say: “I’ll show off, and do a three-point
turn.”
Should not have mentioned that. The night before we leave I wake up every hour and go through the threepoint turn in my mind. And do the two-way Braunston Tunnel.
Silly cow.
The next morning I assess the situation for the turning. This is what I plan to do. Just turn at the junction.

Just turn around

Unfortunately there is not enough room to do this. A moored boat, a tree trunk. So I end up showing off.
And of course it’s bloody windy.

Show off!

But I do fine. I just touch a hire boat, and leave them staring at the whole procedure, mouths wide open...
So off we are, unto the unknown. The weather doesn’t look too promising, and yes, while waiting for lock 4
the heavens open. Ann and Lawrance (the lockies) run and hide under the nearest tree. Mick, in front of me,
ties up on the lock landing and hides under a tree as well.
And me? I’ve got nothing to tie up to, so I keep hold of WRT and get absolutely soaked. Yes, I’m wearing my
waterproofs. But this is like someone empties a swimming pool onto me.
The same happens again at lock 6. With only one difference: there are no trees for the others to hide under.
So we’re all soaked. After that we get wet in Braunston Tunnel (not that it matters) while outside the tunnel
there are (no doubt) clear blue skies.
Out of the tunnel it’s drizzly rain. I’m soaked to the bone, cold to the bone, so we decide to moor up just after
Welton Wharf. Needless to say that it buckets down while mooring up as well.
Oh, the joys of boating...

A fortnight? Rubbish – 19 August 2019
What’s the point of making plans? For landlubbers the answer is probably: There is a point. But when you live
on a boat... forget it.
Almost three weeks we spend on the Grand Union. Three weeks of hard work.
The locks are all double, and have very heavy lock gates.

Heavy Locks, and Wide widebeams

We usually moor up kind of early, so Ann and me have time to visit the nearest village (antiques shop).

Ochre Coloured Bugbrooke

Every night after supper games have to be played (and won).
Stoke Bruerne museum has to be explored.
Shopping has to be done, the first in twelve days, so it’s too much, too heavy and there are too many steps.
Ruth and Richard on historic Admiral Class narrowboats Mountbatten & butty Jellicoe have to be met, at the
most inconvenient place on the Grand Union (with hardly any water under WRT for me to reverse). It takes
steering a narrowboat onto a whole new level!

Bridge 94

The forklifts at Jewsons at Leighton Buzzard (or more accurate Linslade) drive us absolutely crazy with their:
“Stand clear! Forklift reversing!”
At every water point it takes about an hour to half fill the water tank.

It takes four people to get WRT moored up in Wolverton, during a hurricane.
But we have an excellent meal in The Navigation Inn at Thrup Wharf.

Didn’t want it...– 16/09/2019
...but had no choice.
The Fire Is On

It’s on!

Much earlier than last year, or 2014, or 2016. In these years we lit the fire in the first week of October. I didn’t
record what date it was in 2015.
Only in 2017 we lit it early, on the 18th of September.
Hopefully lighting it early this year doesn’t mean we get a similar cold winter as 2017/2018...
It now is just too cold when I get up. I don’t like it to be 11°C in the boat, when leaving a cosy warm bed.
I’ll be cold the entire day.
I can switch the central heating on for an hour. Then I’m warm, and the boat is warm when Lawrance comes
out of bed. But it’s not on long enough to make the dampness inside disappear.
During the day, when the sun is shining, it get’s warm enough inside, but when it’s cloudy I have to switch the
central heating on. Unfortunately central heating means inverter on (for the pump), so on a cloudy day means
running the engine as well to charge the batteries. That’s diesel and gas, both expensive. Wea-ry-tired, so we
can’t afford that.
It’s just that having the fire on means extra tasks: always keep an eye on the fire, filling coal scuttles, and
emptying ash pans, and cleaning coal dust. So not having the fire on makes life a lot easier.
The fire on also means that the days with lady-like hands are gone; hands and nails will be black again for
some months.
But after a day on the tiller, right in the smoke of the fire, I think I’m very tasty and will never go off.
I’ll keep forever.
Of course the weather forecast predicts high temperatures again. But that’s only during the day. At night it will
stay cold, at this time of the year.
Luckily I found out a way to keep the fire on tick-over.
At 8 o’clock in the morning I clean the ash pan, put about 20 pieces of coal on, let that catch a bit, then close
the bottom vent almost completely. This will keep the fire going for twelve hours.
At 8 o’clock at night again I put around 20 pieces of coal on, let that catch a bit, and close the bottom vent
almost completely. Ready for another twelve hours.
This keeps the inside temperature on a nice 20°C. Unless, of course, it’s bright sunny outside and we’re not in
the shade. Then it get warm (hot?) inside.
But that’s why we have side doors.

Way too much...! – 14 September 2019
Trust me to run into the biggest fishing competition of the UK. The final of the 2019 Division 2 National.
A staggering 18 miles of Shroppie is lined with anglers, with about 25 yards between each angler. OK, there
are places where there are none, like Woodseaves cutting, or the Tyrley, Adderley and Audlem Locks. And some
of the winding holes. But other than that, it’s tick-over from High Offley till Coole Pilate.

Beware: 18 miles of fishermen

Of course I heard about it. It was held in 2017 as well. But I can’t find an email from CRT about it for this year.
So cheerful we set off from Norbury Junction, to get to Market Drayton. It’s nice weather, just a bit cold in
Grub Street Cutting.
Just out of the cutting I see fishermen. Not a problem, there are private moorings on the offside as well, so
I’m on tick-over anyway. After bridge 42 there are more fishermen. Then my mind clicks into gear: Shroppie –
angling competition – today??? I ask Lawrance to go on the internet and find out if this is that day. He doesn’t
find CRT’s website, but finds the site of 2017. That talks about 15 miles of fishermen.
When we get to Shebdon Wharf we notice no fishermen at the visitor moorings. And I make a quick decision:
we’ll moor up! I managed a mile and a half on tick-over; I’ll never manage another 16½ miles.

Shebdon Wharf
We could probably moor at Gladstone Wharf as well, but that’s another four miles, which, on tick-over, is
about another four hours...!
Time to make bread, write this blog and chill out. It’s a hard day for me: I’m on the tiller, I’m making bread
and I’ll do the cooking today...

Back at home base – 30 September 2019
That’s us back at Scarisbrick. We had to hurry home, because Lawrance is running out of tablets. Which meant
me getting soaked four days in a row because of the horrible weather. I definitely need new (and proper)
waterproofs!
Time for statistics.
We’ve been out 185 days, which is a lot less than the 218 days in 2018.
But we cruised 140 days, which is more than the 126 days last year.
We did less locks (2019: 433; 2018: 653) but more bridges (2019: 65; 2018:56).
Of course we were less hours on the tiller (2019: 444; 2018: 481) and less miles (2019: 875; 2018: 958).
And this is what we did.

Cruising 2019

No, we didn’t get as far as Bath or Bristol. But we finally managed to do the Llangollen. And the Upper Thames.
The Grand Union was a bit of a surprise.
And so was THE BLOODY STRONG WIND, almost every day.
Needless to say that, back in the marina, the wind is even worse. But we’re used to that...

Scarisbrick Sky

The gorgeous skies early in the morning (06:00 hrs) also tell us: we’re back!

Not a pessimist, but... – 6 October 2019
I like to be prepared.
Too many times I’ve been in a lorry, crossing a EU/non-EU border. Morocco, Tunesia, Switserland.

Import Compound Tanger 2007: four days sit and wait

The amount of paper work needed, and the amount of time it takes to cross the border is unbelievable.
And this is the ‘normal’ daily situation for these borders.
Now think Brexit. All border personnel is new, all paperwork is new, all procedures are new.
Have a look at the vegetables you recently bought. Tomatoes from Holland, peppers from Holland.
What is going to happen when the UK leaves the EU without deal?
All the Dutch lorries, used to load their vegetables, drive to the ferry, get on the ferry and get their first beer?
They still will load their veggies, still drive to the ferry, but then?
Park up (where?). Go to a portacabin (where is it?), show paperwork to a border person.
Border person gets out brand new book with instructions and import duties. “Driver, is it beefsteak tomatoes, cherry
tomatoes, cocktail tomatoes, roma tomatoes or heirloom tomatoes you’re carrying?”
Border person then reads instructions: tick box, put stamp on last page, sign all pages.
Driver gets back to lorry, gets on the ferry and gets his first beer. About half an hour later than usual.
In the mean time a small queue is forming. By the time the ferry is supposed to leave half the trucks are still
outside the port.
This is just Holland, so no going through the scanner or getting a CO2-check. Can you imagine how Calais will
look, the first day after Brexit?
Yes, in three months time it will all be business as usual, but not on the first few days.
So after a while the UK might just run out of Dutch tomatoes. The ones already in the UK in cold storage are
eaten, and the ones just coming out off Holland are... still waiting to get on the ferry.
It might all go smooth, and there won’t be any empty shelves, but: A clever girl is prepared for the future (old Dutch
slogan).
Time to collect some healthy recipes with seasonal, regional ingredients we can buy at one of the many farm
shops around here. Back to my youth, when seasonal products were the only things you could buy.
Time to try to estimate how much flour, milk, oats, coffee or pulses we actually use per week.
Benefits of this whole exercise?
Planning for shopping while we’re cruising will be a lot better/easier.
We get a whole lot of new, tasty and healthy recipes.
With all the local, seasonal products our carbon footprint will be much lower.

So there is something good about the threat of a No-Deal Brexit.

Am I allowed to stay?

The only thing I have to do next is getting my permit to stay in the UK after Brexit. Otherwise we’ll be
cruising continental canals next summer!

Mooring on Amsterdam-Rijnkanaal

WRT on Stage? – 28 October 2019
Spotlight on, fog generator working. And WRT appears on stage.
That’s what crosses my mind when I set off, early in the morning. Just about to turn around in the winding
hole after the New Scarisbrick Arms.
This is what I saw when I opened the back doors, earlier on. Mist rising up, over an absolute calm Leeds &
Liverpool Canal.

What a gorgeous morning

Am I not a lucky girl?
I do my daily pre-cruising checks, and prepare to set off. The view to the front of the boat is stunning as well,
albeit a bit blinding.

Blinding

Casting off is a bit of a challenge: WRT is covered in ice. And the ropes are frozen solid.

Covered in ice

It only takes about ten minutes and I’m close to the winding hole. The last time I was here on my own, see
What a difference..., they started the wind machine. This time a blinding spotlight is on (called Sun), plus the fog
generator is working. I nearly miss the bloody winding hole! It just reminds me of being on stage. Luckily
there is not a lot of audience around, here, at this time of the day, in the middle of nowhere.

In the end turning around is relatively easy, and I’m on my way back to the marina.
What about Lawrance, I can hear you ask?
Well, as a Dutch saying reveals: there are show horses and work horses. Lawrance is in Turkey, playing golf.
Me, the work horse, took WRT out to be able to polish starboard side. I had already done portside and the back
while moored in the marina.
Polishing the boat wasn’t really in the plans, but shortly after Lawrance changed the cruising chimney for our
mooring chimney I discovered a nasty line of rust, coming off the roof. It completely spoiled WRT’s shiny
sides. And polish was the only thing that took the rust off.
I must admit, neither WRT or me were reluctant to leave the nice skies of the marina, to go cruising, just the
two of us.

Early morning sky

So about half an hour after Lawrance left for Turkey, me and WRT left the marina. Me in my new water proof
jacket (because it’s wind proof and warm as well). I got a complete fisherman’s outfit. Just like Lawrance has.
Proper fishermen recognise it immediately, as I find out.
I pass two anglers, and one of them says: “Morning mate!”
I answer: “Morning!”
The reply I get is: “Oh, I seem to have the gender wrong. SORRY!”
I really enjoy my cruise to the New Scarisbrick Arms. I see two kingfishers. One goes under the same bridge at
the same time, just heading in the opposite direction. I always think a day with a kingfisher is a lucky day.
And it gets even better when I also see a rainbow.

Rainbow with no rain

I manage to polish the rest of Thursday, but Friday and Saturday morning it rains. Heavily. So knitting is the
occupation for most of the time.
Saturday afternoon I realise I still need to learn to speak better English.
While polishing I see a boat, trying to moor up behind me. Seems to be someone on his own, so I try to give
him a hand. Just to be faced with a difficult problem.

How do I (obvious woman and foreign), without shattering his male pride to pieces, tell an adult English male on
a shiny, all singing and dancing deep drafted narrowboat, to use about a tenth of the revs he’s using at the
moment, and to put the tiller 180° in the other direction, if he really wants to moor up.
Because the only thing he does now is bury the stern of his boat only deeper into the mud.
To get off the shallow side of the canal I suggest to reverse until the stern is in the middle of the canal.
But either he doesn’t want to listen, or he doesn’t know how to reverse.
It takes him half an hour to get afloat again. When he leaves I find out he even has bow thrusters.
One just wonders...
Anyway, after four delightful days I’m on my way back to the marina. I had a backfiring fire that set off al the
smoke alarms. I had a fridge that showed an error: rotor jammed (but the manual didn’t gave me a solution).
The top of my index finger still shows a 45° angle (from all the polishing I did).
But I enjoyed it so far.
So far. After about half an hour of cruising I realise my biggest mistake: I should have put my thermals on! It’s
flipping cold. Even in the sun. And going through Halsall Cutting is absolutely Baltic.
Knowing that it is 27°C where Lawrance is, doesn’t help either.
It’s that time of the year, the clocks have gone back.
It’s winter...

The bloody foreigner and the domestic bill – 21 November 2019
Once upon a time there was a country that decided to do something smart: a Brexit (all foreigners out).
All inhabitants of that country, obviously not the brightest of people, are delighted. Not realising that without
these foreigners their country would come to a complete standstill: vegetables stay on the fields forever,
enormous queues at supermarket tills, all restaurants reduced to a couple of tables, hotels closed. Even the
complete health care system would collapse.
Nobody realises that foreigners are all ACV’s (Assets of Community Value), but none is on a list...
Anyway, the country decides to allow some of the foreigners (the most intelligent ones?) to apply for settlement
status.
Application takes a long time, and starts with presenting themselves, with their passports, to an office, in a far
away city. Pay a huge amount of money, and get confirmation that the one on the passport picture is really the
one who has the passport.
Then there is only one minor thing left to do: provide proof of residency.
Since the country doesn’t provide housing for foreigners, most of them don’t have a tiled roof over their head,
and therefore don’t pay council tax. But also don’t have running water, mains electricity or telephone. Which
means: no domestic bill to proof residency during the previous five years.
Hence a non-avoidable forexit.
Only the most clever foreigners find a way to proof that they indeed have lived in the country:
“I pay tax, so I am”.
By telling the government: “Hé, I paid YOU tax over the last five years, do you not remember that? Are you
getting dement? Do us foreigners have to do all the work and all the thinking for you?” they reluctantly are
given permission to stay. These foreigners might come in handy later...

The dark days before Christmas – 29 November 2019
It might be an age thing, but Christmas this year has a new aspect.
I cherish the joy of looking forward to go to the hair dresser and get a complete make-over. Making plans for
an inhouse Christmas meal with friends. Organising a get-together on Boxing Day for boaters in the marina.
And, of course, going out for Christmas meals.
We have our first Christmas meal today. In the marina Tearoom, so easy to reach.
Yesterday I went to the hair dresser. I wanted something completely different. Not the usual high lights, which
I have naturally anyway. She did a good job, but I would have liked it a bit more extreme...
So hair done, the next thing are my nails. Home done, this year. Then a search through the boat to find my
cocktail dress. And high-ish heels.
At 5pm I’m ready, all dolled up. And realise that I still have to do the dishes. And the fire. I manage to keep my
nail polish on, though. And it keeps me warm, kind of... Cocktail dress and panty hose, I’m absolutely freezing.
Leaving WRT to go to the Tearoom I realise another, big mistake. High heels and wooden jetties don’t go
together. There is space between the boards, just big enough for the heels to disappear into. And the jettiy
being frozen makes it even more tricky. I need a steady arm to get onto firm ground.
But I get there, and enjoy my first Christmas Meal of the year.

First Christmas Meal of 2019

All I want for Xmas... 30 December 2019
Is a box of energy and a bottle of hours.
For some people the time we are in the marina is leisure time. Or, better maybe, absolutely boring. Nothing
else to do than hours of computer games, Facebook and catnaps. Oh, and the odd game of golf, of course.
Others, however, could do with a bit more hours, and a bit more energy. There is so much to do, yes, mostly
nice things (except for the normal household chores, but I have to do them anyway, being in the marina or
when cruising).
So what happened since the last post on this blog, so since the 21st of November?
A lot, and some of the things I did for the first time.
Me and Ann went to London by coach to see Tina The Musical, and we had lunch at one of the famous chefs’
restaurant, Ottolenghi’s Nopi.

Harrods in Christmas Outfit

Tina The Musical

In front of Nopi, after lunch

Me and Lawrance did part of the Leeds&Liverpool Canal IN A DRAGON BOAT in the dark. Which was hard
work, and very scary because all the skeletons, dead bodies, zombies and spiderwebs we encountered.
I was a secret Santa, and made Christmas in a Jar, for friends with a fire on their boat.

It’s a jar full of herbs and spices, that, once put in a pan full of water, and heated on the fire, make the boat
really smell like Christmas.

Christmas in a Jar

I made my first (and second, and third, and fourth and fifth) felted soap.

Second, third, and fourth felted soap

I served cherimoya (Annona cherimola, or custard apple), for the first time in my life, at our second Christmas Meal,
this time with Ann and Mick on WRT.
I went to the Tearoom to take part in the annual carol singing Lancashire Sings Christmas. No, I didn’t sing.
How could I? Of all the carols 90% I never heard before, and if I knew them, I only remembered the German
words...!
We had our first boaters Christmas Meal in the marina Tearoom (which was our third Xmas meal of the
season).

Third Christmas Meal of the Season

Me and Ann went to our first non-Scottish Panto, in Southport. We saw Dick Whittington. I found it more
difficult to understand the actors than in Perth. And next year we definitely need to hire kids.
In Southport a panto is mainly for kids. Hence perhaps hardly any innuendoes...
All the above took place within a week. We went to London om the 14th, and the Panto was on the 22nd of
December. Can you imagine it feels like I’ve been busy?

Oh, and of course there was a first Christmas Meal. Also in the Tearoom, but open to landlubbers as well.

First Christmas Meal of 2019

After that it was time to prepare our annual Open House (or, better, Open Boat). So while others spent their
time on the golf course I prepared hundreds of snacks (thanks Ann, for preparing Christmas Day’s meal, our
fourth Christmas Meal of the season).

Open Boat 2019 – Saloon

The Open Boat was a huge success. Half the attendants couldn’t remember how and when they got back to
their boat, most of the guests were still not up-and-running, at lunchtime the next day. And when we took
the empty bottles to the recycling station I counted about 14 empty red wine bottles. Easy calculation: there
were 11 people in total. One didn’t drink, two drank beer, and two drank white wine. So 6 (SIX) people drank
14 (FOURTEEN) bottles of red wine.

Open Boat 2019 – Dinette

I think, with having 11 people on the boat, our insurance wasn’t valid. Are we not insured for only 10 people?
I also found out that we can seat 12 people as a maximum, so next year there will be a list...
But now we’re almost there. Only New Year Eve to organise. That will be in WRT again, because WRT is the
only boat that can seat 6 people for a night of (card) games. So tomorrow it will be me in the kitchen again
(and Lawrance on the golf course...).
The plans are to try and make something typical Dutch: Oliebollen (or, in English: Dutch doughnuts). I say try,
because I don’t have a deep fryer, and even if I had one, I would only use it somewhere on the jetty. Otherwise

the boat will smell of frying oil till next Christmas.

Oliebollen, as they should look...

I will let you know how mine turned out.
So the only thing I have to do now, is wish all of you a Happy and Healthy 2020, with lots of water under the
boat, lots of interesting people to meet, and everything else you wish that I don’t know of.

Happy New Year

Yes, the New Year’s Card looks a bit empty. I took the ‘Merry Christmas’ off. Since Christmas 2019 is already
ages ago...

