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FOREWORD 
 

In March 2009 I published a book called ‘Puffin’s Log’.  This 
was a compilation of my mother, Jocelyn Greenway’s, articles 
about our family trips in our 22-ft Hillyard sailing boat, Puffin, 
acquired in 1952.  I thought it might be fun to make a digital 
book about the family’s sailing experiences prior to Puffin and I 
have called this ‘Before Puffin’.  
 
I was born in 1948 and was one on the first holiday on the 
Broads, so this must have been in 1949, with a second holiday 
there in 1950.  ‘Home Thoughts from the Broads’ tells of these 
two trips.  In 1951 we moved to Parkstone in Dorset and here 
my parents first bought a 14-ft Lymington Pram called Tercia.  
Their two week adventure sailing in the Solent is recorded in the 
second chapter of this book.  By their own admission they had a 
lot to learn, I had no idea they had such a close call as they had 
right at the end of the holiday. 
 
My father, Robert Greenway, became a lecturer in architecture 
and throughout his life he produced beautiful sketches, most of 
which remained in his sketch books and are being seen for the 
first time in these new books. 
 
There is a glossary of nautical terms at the back of this book 
plus information about ‘Puffin’s Log’.  Please also visit our 
website www.delfrynpublications.co.uk.. 
 

Cathy Woodhead 
North Wales 

April 2009 
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HOME THOUGHTS FROM THE BROADS 
 
Nelson first learned to sail on the Norfolk Broads we knew, so 
why should not we do the same?  We lived in Suffolk which is, 
after all, next door to the Broads.  Easter, we felt, was probably 
the time to go, when we should find more wind and fewer motor 
cruisers. 
 
We were told that we were, to say the least of it, rash to hire a 
sailing boat with our crew, which consisted of Simon aged eight, 
Jill three and Catherine one year old, but we felt it was wise to 
get them used to the water at an early age.  We still think so, and 
that week on the Broads stands out as a first and very important 
step in our yachting education. 

 

When we were faced with our enormous cruising yacht… 
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Robert and I had both done a little sailing in dinghies, but when 
we were faced with our enormous cruising yacht, moored 
alongside the quay on Oulton Broad, we looked at each other 
helplessly.  What had we done?  But there was no turning back. 
‘One of the men'll be along to take you out for a trial run in 
about half an hour,’ we were told, as we unpacked our luggage 
into lockers and drawers.  There was plenty of room.  That boat 
was over thirty feet long. 

 
The first evening, moored to a bank of the river, we rejoiced that 
we had got ourselves and our craft on the first stage of our 
journey safely.  I remember scooping up a basin full of rather 
brown Broads water, gritting my teeth and plunging my face 
into it.  One had to be tough on a boat.  Drinking water was only 

 
Jill and Catherine feeding the swans 
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for drinking; one had read dreadful tales of people suffering 
from thirst aboard ship. 
 
The next day we continued our stately progress, loving the 
windmills, the almost Dutch landscape and the sails of other 
boats apparently gliding across country.  

 
Shopping had never been like this before.  When we reached a 
village, instead of just buying things, we 'took in supplies' which 
was absolutely different.  After all, we were about to set off on 
another journey into the unknown, and who knew when we 
should see a shop again? 
 
Simon managed to drop a pair of binoculars overboard one day.  
The skipper thereupon donned his bathing shorts and leapt 
overboard.  A shriek of horror escaped him as he struck the icy 
water.  It was only April.  After paddling in the mud for some 
time, feeling in the unseen slimy depths with his foot for the lost 

Small yachtswoman, Catherine, coming aboard in a hurry 
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object, he gave it up and climbed aboard, shivering and navy 
blue.  He was quite a hero for a time. 
 
Worse was to come.  Alone on board with the one year old, I 
was warming some milk for her supper when suddenly there 
was a faint splash.  Yes, she had fallen overboard, and was 
behaving beautifully, floating on her back.  Half a second later I 
was in the water beside her, gripping her firmly with one hand 
and the boat with the other, hoping that the dinghy crew would 
not be long in coming back.  Fortunately they had seen these 
dramatic happenings, and were bending to their oars. 
 
Back on board again, Catherine was unconcerned, and appeared 
surprised at all the fuss that was being made of her, extra 
blankets, a hot water bottle and so on.  She lay back in more 
than Oriental splendour, smiled and said, ‘Lello Mummy’!  It 
was very reassuring. 
 
After my leather jacket, sweaters, slacks, shoes, everything, had 
been hung in the rigging to dry, and when I had rubbed most of 
the brackish water out of my hair, Robert and I sat down to 
cocoa and biscuits.  Gently and really wanting to know, he 
asked, ‘Why didn't you just lean over and pull Catherine into the 
boat?  You could easily have reached her.’  It was hard to find 
an answer to that one. 
 
The following year, feeling braver, we hired a sailing boat 
without an auxiliary engine. Somehow we would learn to handle 
these big boats under sail. 
 
The log of our week's cruise opens with the words:  April 14th. 
Weather: Snow, hail, wind and rain.  All these we met whilst 
driving up to Horning, where our boat was lying.  
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This one was even bigger than our previous yacht, but this time 
we were unperturbed. After stowing our gear, we still had 
drawers and lockers to spare, which is surely the height of 
luxury. 

 
This time we headed for the more remote broads, great stretches 
of water surrounded by reeds with islands here and there.  
Sometimes we saw swans on nests they had built high above the 
level of the water for safety.  Coots and herons took little notice 
of the boats, and carried on their busy lives scarcely troubling to 

‘Shove her on the mud!’ 
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look round as our large varnished hull slipped past, close to their 
hideouts. 
 
We found a quiet mooring up a creek. Flat marshes were all 
around us, and beyond them sand dunes and the sea.  As night 
drew on the wind from the south increased, and howled across 
the open country, and snug in our cabin we talked of the days of 
smugglers, while the children played games round the little 
table. 
 
Those were happy days.  Inexpertly we progressed from river to 
lake, often running on to the mud or against a bank, but the 
Broads are kind to beginners, and no harm was done. With our 
long quant we poled away from these hazards.  By degrees we 
learned to tack against the wind, and to 'scandalise' our mainsail 
to reduce speed.  The children enjoyed the dinghy, and that year 
Simon learned to sail. 
 
Quite half the fun of being on the Broads lies in watching other 
people in their boats.  Crisis follows crisis.  A boat is seen 
dashing madly up river under full sail and with a strong 
following wind.  Her desperate crew, knowing well that a low 
bridge awaits them just round the bend, wish to slow down, but 
how?  Robert's advice to me when we found ourselves in this 
same predicament was ‘Shove her on the mud!’ and without 
more ado I swung her round, and she measured half her length 
up the river bank.  No doubt others have found different 
solutions, but we and the boats survive with nothing worse than 
a little mud in the wrong place to show for it. 
 
A startling sight was the boat with a broken stay.  Blissfully 
unaware that their mast was describing a semi-circle against the 
sky, her crew proceeded down river with all sail set. 
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Imagine now a raw crew with one expert in command.  The boat 
is ready to sail, the crew are so raw that they cannot even 
retrieve the rond anchor from the bank, so ‘expert’ busily goes 
ashore to fetch it.   
 
 One unhappy youth inadvertently pushes the tiller over, the 
sails fill, the boat begins to take charge.  Oh, horrible! It is 
pulling at the rond which ‘expert’ is clasping on the bank.  It is 

no good, he cannot 
hold it, and it is 
wrenched from his 
grasp.  Away drifts 
the boat into 
midstream whilst 
almost tearful 
instructions come 
wafting after it 
from the bank. 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Getting no response ‘expert’ does job himself 

‘Expert’ tells raw crew to cast off 
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By the end of this week of adventure we felt we had been afloat 
for a month at least.  We knew a little more about boats, and we 
had grown to love the flat, wide countryside, and sleeping to the 
whisper of reeds along the bank. From now on it was going to 
be boats for us. 
 

 

 

Sail fills, ‘expert’ tries to hold his own 

                      Desperate ‘expert’ shouts tearful instructions 
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Evening breeze and a glorious sail down Breydon Water 
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BIVOUACING IN THE DINGHY 
 

Soon after we became the proud owners of a 14 foot Lymington 
Pram in 1952 I asked an experienced sailing friend of ours, ‘how 
far do you think we shall be able to go in her?’  We live close to 
Poole Harbour, and in answer to my question he grinned and 
said, ‘Shell Bay or Studland.’  However, during the early 
summer we got to know our boat, and made frequent 
expeditions to Studland in her, and when, in August, it appeared 
that Robert, who is my husband, and I would have a fortnight’s 
holiday on our own, without the three children, our thoughts 
turned to Tercia, and the possibility of cruising in her. 

 
The obvious place seemed to be the Solent, and, as the last day 
of July found us taking our gear aboard preparatory to sailing to 
the Isle of Wight.  It was evening by the time all was stowed, 
and we sailed quietly across to Brownsea Island and anchored at 
the edge of the Wych Channel.  It was a perfect anchorage, and 
as we brewed tea on a primus and ate our supper, we listened to 
the crying of seagulls in the nearby bird sanctuary, and watched 
a heron delicately picking her way over the mud-flats which had 
appeared as the tide ran out.  As dusk fell, that mysterious shore 
might have been a desert island in one of the loneliest parts of 
the world.  Our cruise had begun. 
 
It was comforting to put up our ex-American bivouac tent over 
the boom, and fasten it to hooks round the coaming.  And now 
for some slumber.  Sleeping bags were unrolled on either side of 
the centreboard case, and it was decided that he who had the 
rudder as a bed companion should not have the oars as well. 
 
Robert stuck it for half an hour, and then tried to improve the 
hip situation with one of our long narrow buoyancy bags.  We 
slept fitfully until 0400 by which time it had become painfully 
obvious that Tercia’s floorboards were no spring-mattresses.  A 
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big effort was made and two buoyancy bags apiece were found 
to make excellent beds.  We should have realised this sooner, for 
deep sleep followed immediately. 

We awoke at six, and as we looked out astern to find a beautiful 
day dawning, a kingfisher hovered outside, watching us intently.  
He shone like a jewel in the early morning sunlight.  When he 
had flown away, we rolled up our sleeping bags, and bathed 

 
Early morning swim off Brownsea Island 
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from the boat, following this up with a breakfast of bacon and 
eggs, and tea. 
 
We found that tidying and lashing up ready for sea took us about 
half an hour.  The sleeping bags went forward in a mackintosh 
cover, and so did the tent.  Our extra clothing, food and water 
and paraffin cans were lashed round the centreboard case, and 
oilskins were kept at the ready.  We set our sails, hauled up the 
anchor and were off.  At 0930 we sailed through the harbour 
entrance and out to Poole Bar Buoy. 

 
We had never made a passage at sea before, but what we did 
know was that the worst that can befall a sailing vessel is for her 
to be caught on a lee shore.  Keeping out to sea was all 
important, though possibly more so for the windjammers we had 
read so much about, than for Tercia with her twelve inch draft!  
With the shore a good two miles away we felt safe as we freed 
our sail at the Bar Buoy and set a course for the Needles.  With 
the wind on our quarter and a rolling sea, we made good time 

Robert’s map of Tercia’s voyage 
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past Bournemouth, Hengistbury Head, and were off the Needles 
at midday.  Here there were white tops and angry looking cross 
seas, but Tercia romped through these.  With a four knot tide 
under us we passed Hurst Castle and the Warden Buoy with its 
ceaselessly clanging bell.  We entered Yarmouth at 1315 hours 
and tied up to the bridge at the far end of the harbour. 

 

 
Yarmouth 
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We have since felt that the north, or inshore, passage round the 
Shambles would have been more suitable for a vessel of Tercia's 
size, but our horror at the thought of becoming embayed 
prevented us from taking this course at the time. 
 
After lunch and shopping in Yarmouth, we sailed for Newtown 
River.  We found the entrance easily, and the wind having 
freshened, we had fun beating up the creeks, finally mooring up 
for the night in a quiet sheltered reach called Western Haven.  
After a walk to Shalfleet we returned for supper on board and an 
early night; much sleep had to be made up. 
 
It was a warm night, and we slept with heads in the open.  
When we woke we found ourselves afloat, after having been 
on the mud during the night.  The sky was grey and clouds 
were hurrying past.  We got up at 0600 hours to find that the 
primus would not work properly, so we had Macvita and 
marmalade, with milk to drink, and rather missed our tea.  
After sailing up to the end of the creek, we made for the open 
water, gybing several times on our way down river. 
 
Out in the Solent we found much more wind, and positively 
planed along the coast eastward towards Cowes.  There were 
little white crests on the waves, the sea was a dark grey-green, 
and over the Island the sky was purple.  It was very beautiful.  
We saw several boats out, some well reefed down, and finally 
we decided to reef too, as the wind seemed to be increasing.  We 
dropped anchor close inshore, took in a couple of reefs and set 
off once more with more comfort.  Rain began to tumble out of 
the sky, running down our faces; what a lovely feeling it is when 
one knows all the gear is water-tight and one is properly dressed 
for it!  By the time we reached Cowes the rain had stopped.  
There were so many boats that we had difficulty in getting 
Tercia alongside the Town Quay, but we finally managed to tie 
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up, and leaving her in the charge of a small volunteer, we went 
ashore for some lunch. 
 
We planned to sail to Wootten Creek during the afternoon, and 
as the wind was blowing onshore at the quay, we rowed off to 
a large buoy, made fast, hoisted the sails and set off into the 
Solent once more.  The wind was gusty, more rain fell and 
almost blotted out the land.  We soon found ourselves off 
Wootten and decided that it was too soon to put in for the 
night, so we set a course for Portsmouth instead.  The sun 
began to shine, and the water turned to a lovely green, with 
white caps here and there. 
 
When we reached Portsmouth we passed the Foudroyant 
moored in the harbour, and found a small pontoon pier near the 
floating bridge on the Gosport side.  Rows of small boys were 
busy fishing, and one of the larger ones was chosen to keep an 
eye on Tercia and to see that no one went aboard.  We crossed 
the harbour by ferry, and I paid my first visit to HMS Victory.  
What a lovely shape she is, but how all that superstructure 
must have caught the wind! 
 
During the afternoon we tacked right up to Fareham, and spent 
the night in the river there.  The following morning was spent 
in repairing our mainsail which had chafed, and by afternoon 
we felt sure we had missed the tide out of the harbour.  As we 
sailed down the river with a fluky wind and increasing rain, we 
realised that the tide had indeed turned, and we made for the 
only other anchorage we could think of, at Portchester.  There 
we put up the tent and tried to dry ourselves out.  After a 
bumper lunch of sweet corn, stewed steak and Horlicks to 
warm us up, the weather cleared somewhat, and we got a lift 
ashore to explore the castle.  It is a fine place, and there is a 
wonderful view from the top of the keep. 
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When we returned to our boat, we found that the anchorage was 
rather exposed, so we sailed around to dry off the mainsail, and 
finally let go our anchor nearer the castle.  The wind was 
blowing hard and we dried off some of the wet clothing.  
Despite a cloudburst during the night, we remained dry under 
our tent. 
 
The sun was shining when we woke, and the water looked very 
still and beautiful.  There seldom seemed to be much wind early 
in the morning, but by the time we were ready to sail it had risen 
and there were white caps all over the harbour.  We rolled down 
two reefs, put on oilskins and prepared for the fray.  The wind 
was from the south-west, so we decided against putting into 
Langstone Harbour which we had planned to do, and instead set 
a course for No Man’s Fort and Bembridge.  It was very rough 

Preparing to bivouac at Fareham 
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outside, and we shipped several bucketfuls.  Tercia was splendid 
and rode over the waves like a gull.  Once round the fort, we 
steered for Seaview, and at last found sheltered water and 
anchored near the beach.  We changed into dry clothes and were 
rowed ashore by some small boys.  By the time we had had 
some lunch, had walked round to take a look at the entrance to 
Bembridge Harbour, and had had a bathe, the tide had turned, 
and too early we set off for Bembridge.  
 
With a horrible grinding sound our centreboard crunched over 
some rocks right in the middle of the channel.  There was a 
strong breeze still blowing, so we threw out the anchor, took 
down the sails and decided to wait for deeper water.  We had 
actually passed the worst place, but we did not know this at the 
time, and a little later we sailed in and beat up to the furthest 
corner of the harbour, which seemed to offer the only shelter.  
There we made contact with the Brading Haven Yacht Club, 
where we were supplied with milk, bread and water, and invited 
to come over after we had organised ourselves.  We were also 
advised to tie up for the night alongside a motor launch moored 
against the quay opposite.  This we did, and we had a peaceful 
night. 
 
We awoke to find the clouds racing by overhead, and decided to 
take it easy and stay in harbour.  However, when we saw the 
Yacht Club boats out getting ready for a race, we quickly 
changed our minds, and prepared at once for a passage.  The 
attractions of staying in harbour faded in a moment; sailing is 
like that.  We donned oilskins once more and sailed out and 
along the coast to the submarine barrier, and through the gap 
near No Man's Fort.  The sea became choppier as we got away fr  
om the land and a fair amount of spray came aboard.  After 2-
and-a-half hours we dropped anchor in Wootten Creek and had 
lunch.  This was a great mistake, as the harbour dried out 
quicker than we thought possible, leaving mud everywhere.  
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Tercia finally dried out and Robert heroically waded round in 

We had an ex-American bivouac tent over the boom and all 
gear was in waterproof bags 
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the mud and managed to make a bridge across to the shingle.  
We did not achieve very much ashore as the tide was too far out 
to bathe, and we failed to get tea.  Later we floated off into a 
better berth for the night, and as dusk was falling we thought we 
saw the dim shape of the Queen Mary entering Spithead.  
Suddenly she switched on all her lights, including floodlights to 
the funnels.  She then moved in like a fairy castle, looking most 
impressive across the water. 
 
Next morning found us at Cowes, and in the afternoon we sailed 
across to Beaulieu River.  The tide was running out strongly and 
after some frantic and unprofitable tacking, we anchored and 
brewed tea, while waiting for the tide to turn.  Later the sun 
came out and we had a glorious sail up the river.  The Harbour 
Master found us a mooring just off Bucklers' Hard, and we had a 
very pleasant swim from the boat.  The next day we sailed round 
into Southampton Water and across to the Hamble River, and 
were fortunate enough to find a mooring for the night at 
Warsash.  We were alongside a motor launch, and when the tide 
turned we bumped and bumped against it, so finally we 
streamed Tercia out astern, which was more successful. 
 
We were astir early as we were expecting the owner of the 
launch to arrive.  It was a grey, blowy morning, and after a good 
breakfast we set sail and tacked down the river against the tide.  
Outside in Southampton Water we were overtaken by two 
Dragons.  It was rather rough and wet and we had our full sail 
up.  We reckoned that we needed it all to get us through the 
choppy sea.  We beat to and fro out of the wide entrance, against 
wind and tide, and were passed by a liner, whose wash made the 
sea come up in all directions. 
 
At last we passed the Calshott Spit Lightship, and our progress 
seemed to improve.  We decided to keep on our course across 
the Solent to Cowes instead of against the tide to Lymington.  
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The Island was blotted out now and then by a rain squall, and 
we were wet and taking a good deal of spray aboard.  However 
we had our reward, because the largest class at Cowes regatta 
were racing and passed us to windward.  They looked 
magnificent, thundering along with full sail set, and heeling 

 

Jocelyn sailing Tercia 
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right over towards us.  One brave man on the very end of a long 
bowsprit was taking in a foresail.  As soon as they were all past 
us we came about, and finally sailed into the sheltered waters at 
Cowes. 
 
Although we were able to make Lymington almost on one long 
tack that afternoon, it was our wettest run.  One wave came over 
green, but a great deal of water was kept out of the cockpit by 
the coaming.  We quite easily found 'Jack in the Basket', a 
navigation beacon marking the entrance to Lymington River, 
and in the quieter waters we baled out some of the surplus bilge 
water.  We followed the ‘Visitors’ sign boards to the town quay, 
where we found a mooring between two posts, and tied up 
alongside another small yacht whose owners were also doing 
camping-cruising.  They lent us their tiny folding dinghy for 
going ashore, which was most helpful. 
 
The next day we had planned to return to Poole, and although 
the weather was still grey and threatening, we decided to sail out 
and round to Keyhaven if it seemed too bad to pass Hurst 
Castle.  But the nearer we got to the mouth of the river, the 
worse it looked, and we turned back before reaching Jack in the 
Basket, and tied up at a landing pier next to the Royal 
Lymington Yacht Club. 
 
After lunch ashore we went to the Club to try and arrange for a 
mooring in case we could not get Tercia home the next day.  
The secretary was most kind and offered us the run of the club, 
and said we could use a mooring among Tercia's sister ships, the 
Prams.  We had bought her there from Humphrey Barton, so we 
felt she would be quite at home.  We had baths and supper 
before going aboard in the club dinghy.  It was blowing, and 
Tercia was waltzing about.  During the night the wind got up to 
gale force, and it POURED.  The dinghy kept bumping 
alongside and streaming out to the end of the painter alternately.  
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The tent was magnificent, and held out all the weather, the only 
drips were those that ran along the boom when the sail became 
saturated. 
 
We were awake at five, but the best place was bed, in fact we 
decided to stay in our sleeping bags while we brewed tea for 
breakfast.  Robert, strangely enough, was not feeling hungry.  
Then we got up, packed everything and went ashore.  For the 
time being the cruise was interrupted, but an account of the final 
stage of bringing Tercia round to Poole is given as a warning to 
others on what not to do. 
 
Mistake number one was having no chart with us.  We had just 
glanced at one ashore, and it seemed so easy simply to sail 
round the coast, taking the north passage this time, keeping 
closer in and using the Looe Channel past the Haven Hotel at 
Poole.  It did not appear that we could go wrong. 
 
We left Lymington at about 1700, to catch the tide, counting on 
reaching our home port, Poole, before nightfall after sailing her 
across twenty miles of open sea.  This was our second mistake.  
We had no navigation lights with us. 
 
As we sailed down the river, the skies emptied, and visibility 
was nil, all we could hear was the hiss of rain, and all we could 
see was the grey surface of the water smoothed out by the force 
of the deluge and covered by a layer of what appeared to be 
steam, as the rain poured down.  This obviously could not last 
long, and by the time we were half way to Hurst the skies had 
cleared once more.  With a light easterly wind we sailed slowly 
along the coast to Hengistbury Head.  By now it was evident 
that darkness was falling.  As we passed Southbourne rows of 
lights were appearing on shore, and as the waves rolled past us 
and on towards the beach they hid them from us for a moment.   
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We had the choice of keeping close inshore or else going well 
out to sea to avoid overfalls.  Again from the tales of deep water 
sailing ships whose safety usually lay in keeping well away 
from land I had somehow talked my husband into taking the 
south, or seaward passage.  I think it appealed to his spirit of 
adventure, and from the practical point of view we now know 
that the inside one is far safer for a little boat which draws only 
inches with the centreboard raised. 
 
The wind was very light as we gained our offing; the shore was 
just a distant line of cliffs.  We had fully expected to reach port 
before dark, and we were not equipped with navigation lights.  
A small hand torch was all we had.  Progress was slow and 
darkness began to fall.  Along the coast the towns appeared as 
clusters of tiny lights. These were obliterated as a big swell 
rolled inshore of us, and reappeared as we lifted to the next great 
corrugation. 
 
It was lonely out there on the water.  Progress appeared to be 
almost negligible and we took turns at the tiller and in between 
whiles lay down on the floor boards and tried to sleep.  Hours 
passed and then a red light winked ahead of us.  We roused 
ourselves and tried to recall the beacons on the chart which was 
not with us in the boat, for had we not planned to arrive in 
daylight when everything would be plain sailing? 
 
Our idea was to keep well inshore when approaching the 
harbour entrance in order to avoid the Hook Sands.  At all costs 
we had to avoid those treacherous shallows where the waves 
break dramatically on the calmest day.  Certainly the red light 
marked the harbour entrance.  We would steer straight for it.  
We were nearly home now and this cheerful thought sent a 
warm current through our cold, stiff bodies.  They were hungry 
bodies too.  In our innocence, or rather ignorance, we had taken 
only a minimum of food with us and it had run out. 
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We kept the bow pointing to the light which we had seen.  The 
breeze was freshening slightly and the sea was becoming 
choppy.  And then a change took place. The wind seemed to die 
altogether and the sail flapped feebly.  The water smoothed and 
away in the distance we heard a hissing sound.  It was repeated, 
but closer this time.  Fear gripped us.  Now we could see white 
crests in the darkness away to our left as waves curled and 
crashed.  We were over the Hook Sands.  I know I prayed 
earnestly at this point.  My husband was at the useless tiller; we 
had no steerage way.   
 
Suddenly I glanced astern, and in the darkness, the great white 
crest of a wave seemed to tower above us.  Over it came, 
flinging the little boat helter skelter before it.  Robert, who was 
steering, was thrown forward onto the floor boards.  By a 
miracle not much water entered the boat, and when we had 
picked ourselves up and discovered that no damage had been 
done, we hastily got out the oars and rowed away from that 
unpleasant place, rowed until we found ourselves in the familiar 
choppy sea once more.   
 
We discovered afterwards that we had been steering for the red 
light on the Beacon on the end of the Training Bank by mistake, 
and this had led us straight on to the Hook Sands and into the 
breakers.   
 
By now the darkness was intense, and we had no idea where the 
Looe Channel could be.  We could see Poole Bar Buoy winking 
miles away and as it was our only mark we steered for that.  It 
must have been past midnight when we passed close to it and 
saw its round shiny sides and heard the swish and suck as the sea 
tossed it to and fro.  From here we turned thankfully down the 
Swash Channel.  The sea was quite rough and the wind had gone 
into the south so we had it dead astern as we raced along past the 
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Beacon, past the sleeping, dimly lit ferry and into the harbour.  
Gratitude filled our hearts to the exclusion of thoughts of cold 
and hunger.   
 
Silently we glided in and out of the sleeping boats on their 
moorings with the tide under us, until we reached our own pier.  
We snugged down the boat and carried our gear ashore, hearing 
the chattering of the rows of dinghies along the pier as the 
wavelets smacked them playfully.  Our mission was completed, 
and turning firmly away from the haunting vision of an 
overturned boat which might now have been drifting among the 
breakers outside the harbour, we set off for home. 
 
So ended our first cruise.  We learned a great deal from it, and 
decided despite our near catastrophe that sailing was for us.  
We sold Tercia and bought a bigger boat to accommodate our 
three children as well as us.  She was a lovely 22-ft Hillyard 
called Puffin.   
 



BEFORE PUFFIN 

 - 30 - 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 

The Needles on the Isle of Wight 
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GLOSSARY OF NAUTICAL TERMS 
 
astern behind a boat 
 
auxiliary engine small engine on a boat 
 
bilge the compartment at the bottom of a boat 

where water collects so that it may be 
pumped out at a later time 

 
boom the horizontal spar which the foot of a sail is 

attached to 
 
bowsprit  a spar extending forward from the bow 
 
centreboard a retractable keel fitted to small boats 
 
chart an offshore map showing coastlines, water 

depths, or other information of use to 
navigators 

 
coaming a raised rim on a boat’s deck designed to keep 

out water 
 
cockpit  an open well in a small sailing boat at which 

the helmsman sits to steer 
 
foresail a sail, such as a jib, located immediately in 

front of the main mast 
 
log  any of various records concerning a trip made 

by a boat and dealing with particulars of 
navigation, weather, engine performance, and 
other pertinent details 
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offing a position at a distance from the shore  
 
overfall a turbulent surface of water, caused by strong 

currents over submerged sandbars or ridges  
 
painter a rope for fastening a boat 
 
reef  to temporarily reduce the area of a sail to 

allow better control in strong winds 
 
rond anchor an anchor shaped like the letter ‘L’ and is 

used when mooring to a bank.  The pointed 
end sticks into the rond, which is peat or soft 
earth 

 
rudder  a vertical hinged piece that projects into the 

water at the stern and used to steer a boat 
 
quant a pole used to propel a barge 
 
snugged to make snug or secure 
 
steerageway the minimum forward speed needed to make 

a boat respond to the helmsman's guidance  
 
tack  a manoeuvre by which a sailing boat turns its 

bow through the wind to sail in another 
direction 

 
windward the direction from which the wind is blowing 

at the time in question 
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Also from Delfryn Publications: 
Published in March 2009 
Puffin’s Log tells the story 
of the Greenway family’s 
voyages in their 22-ft 
Hillyard sailing boat called 
Puffin.  Over 50 years ago, 
Jocelyn Greenway’s 
accounts were published at 
the time with sketches, maps 
and photographs by her 
husband, Robert.  Puffin was 
kept at Parkstone Yacht 
Club in Poole Harbour and 
from there the family of five 
went on various voyages 
around the English Channel 

and to France, Belgium and the canals of the Netherlands. 
 
The Greenway’s daughter Cathy has compiled her parents’ work 
and published them in this charming record of her family’s 
voyages in their beloved boat. She has included a glossary of her 
mother’s nautical terms. 
 
‘Somehow the two of us and our three children managed to 
squeeze into a yacht designed for two, and have been able to sail 
to France, Belgium and Holland inexpensively, if somewhat 
uncomfortably.  Once across the channel all the ports between 
Cherbourg and Flushing were open to us.  We visited the 
Bayeux tapestry from the little harbour at Port en Bessin, 
sunbathed on the beach at Deauville, enjoyed moules marinières 
at Nieuport, and entered the lovely Dutch canals at Flushing and 
visited Middelburgh and Veere. 
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‘Here the children had the opportunity of seeing the women in 
their national costumes, and they could enjoy shopping in the 
markets.  In some Dutch shops ready-peeled potatoes were 
available, and we were able to buy ready chopped raw 
vegetables for soup.  This certainly helped with the catering on 
board a small yacht.  Cooking was done on one Primus, and 
very often stews were on the menu, followed by tinned 
Apfelmoes, all excellent form of apple purée, or fresh fruit.  In 
Holland we discovered the delights of Chocomel, a chocolate 
milk available everywhere.’ 
 
 
Some comments about Puffin’s Log: 
 
“What a joyful little book!...Inevitably it will be compared with 
Arthur Ransome’s Swallows and Amazons series and rightly so! 
Jocelyn Greenway writes clearly and simply; no frills, no 
padding, just accurate descriptive prose that evokes time and 
place perfectly. Her husband Robert has the keen eye of a first 
rate illustrator. His images are a perfect complement to the 
words…This little book is a delightful evocation of a nearly 
bygone age. I loved it.” Jim Curran, Writer, artist and film 
maker 
 

“This charming gem of a book is loaded to the gunwales with a 
cargo of rich nostalgia all the more poignant because the story 
relates to a real family. A lovely antidote to today’s risk-averse, 
over-technical age and one to which many old seadogs would be 
glad to return.” Michael Walden, Commodore Hillyard 
Owners Association 
 

“A delightful book, evocative, nostalgic, full of charm.” Peter 
Gillman, Freelance journalist, Sunday Times Magazine, Mail 
on Sunday, etc. 
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“A charming book illuminated by evocative photographs and 
exquisite paintings.” Tony Robinson, Actor and television 
presenter  
 
“What a lovely and very special book.  It's one that all 
generations can enjoy - the older, like myself, with nostalgia and 
the younger, as an inspiration to go out and adventure.  I love 
the illustrations and the freshness of the narrative - it takes me 
back to my own childhood and the adventures that I enjoyed.” 
Sir Chris Bonington, Mountaineer 
 

~~~~~~~~~ 
 

 
To be published later in 2009:  
Australia Bound and Other 
Family Adventures  
 
What does a family do when it is 
faced with the task of leaving one 
continent and settling in another part 
of the world?  This is how one 
English family solved it.  From an 
account of their departure 
preparations to days of fun aboard 
ship as the travellers journey from 

England to their new home in Australia.   
 
Jocelyn Greenway loved adventures and she made them happen.  
Living in a caravan while the family moved house, repairing the 
road with neighbours, travelling 2000 miles round Europe on 
Lambretta scooters, emigrating to Australia, going camping 
often, helping out on an island sheep station and building a 
swimming pool from a rainwater tank - she made adventures 
happen and wrote about them.  Many of her published articles 
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from the 1950s and early 60s are here in ‘Australia Bound and 
Other Family Adventures’, all illustrated by her husband, 
Robert, with his sketches and photographs.  
 
Jocelyn wrote: ‘Our youngest child was six when we began 
family skiing holidays.  Each winter while living in England, we 
joined groups of skiers travelling to Austria, and we stayed in 
farmhouses or small guest houses, where the lodgings were 
modest, but the food was good, and the snow and mountains 
were there for all to enjoy.’ 
 
‘In 1958 we had three motor-scooters between us, and these we 
loaded with tents, camping equipment and everything we needed 
for five weeks.  We then flew across the Channel in a Silver 
Cities plane with our vehicles and landed at Le Touquet.  Our 
route took us across France to the Vosges, and into Switzerland.  
We visited the bear pits at Berne, camped at Interlaken, and then 
drove over mountain passes into Italy, where we basked in 
blazing sun on the shore of Lake Maggiore.  We drove home via 
Lucerne, Luxembourg and Brussels.’ 
 
It’s all here and from Thistle Island where the family helped out 
on a sheep station: ‘The half-moon cast its cool light over the 
stone walls of the shearing shed as my husband and I made a last 
journey to the yards to check the siphons to the drinking 
troughs.  A breeze rustled the salt bushes and boobyalla trees 
along the track, and down on the beach we heard the waves 
breaking softly and regularly on the sand.’ 
 
See www.delfrynpublications.co.uk for information about 
Puffin’s Log and Australia Bound and Other Family 
Adventures 


