JOURNEY LOG 

Journey * 1 – sea trial
Saturday12th May 2007 

Simon and Mac,  

High tide 09.09

5.1 metres

07.45
leave iron wharf  

two engines, two gear boxes

no electrics to wheelhouse!

Headed westwards along the Swale towards the Medway, then towards Gillingham,

11.30 
Dropped anchor in Medway for about an hour at about 

Big breakfast of eggs, bacon, sausage, potatoes, mushrooms, tomatoes, sun dried tomatoes bread, wine &bitter!...

12.15
Carried on a little bit, turned with the tide back along the Swale, gentler water, back towards Faversham.  Wonderful scenery, mud flats.

5pm fuel tank emptied, and cut the engines. 

Stop, start, stop, start as we bled them.

6pm arrived mouth of Faversham creek (21.25 high tide!)

punched the early rising tide, got stuck on a bend and nearly blocked the incoming tide!

Beautiful sunset evening! Arrived iron wharf boatyard 1 1/2 hours before high tide.

Moored up alongside dry dock, for about an hour, then waited in middle of creek for tide to rise enough to get us back onto our mud berth!

Port gearbox slipping a little.

Saturday 19th May 2007

Mac

15.10 high tide

6 metres

15 Sufis and friends, invited for midday

headed out towards Faversham spit, and just a little beyond

returned about 15.00

fun was had by all

see photos

Wednesday 13th June 2007 

Simon

11.43 high tide

5.7 metres

filled oil on port engine

new gasket for fresh water intake

forgot to check diesel

lost port gearbox again...adjustments have been needed since the reinstallation of the newly reconditioned port gearbox, it keeps slipping. It was bench tested before being sent back to Sheppey Queen, but not under load..so Simon and Mark parson have conversations about how to tighten the bolt or whatever it is! which will stop the gearbox from slipping.

10.45 left iron wharf

engine miles
starboard engine
22.3



port engine

20.7

tachometer issues

11.25 Faversham spit

11.26 test 
port engine at 1100 rpm

      

starboard engine at 1100 rpm

no oil loss on starboard engine, just water loss through upper gasket which is leaking. Temp went up to 80.

No oil loss on port engine! Very good. 

Ran engines up to 1100 rpm, no noticeable consumption of oil.

Topped up water

Last adjustment on gearbox was 1 1/4 turns, needs one final adjustment, we hope.

Tuesday 19th June 2007 

16.26 high tide

5.6m

15.0 leave quayside

turned before Shipwrights Arms,

gearbox behaved!

Taking back to quayside at 1200 rpm

Temp little over  60 starboard



   50 port

example engine log layout from graham

oil, water, seacock checked

port engine...litres of oil/, starboard engine...litres of oil

time started

0001

time stopped

0600

running hours

6

add to total

24

total engine hours since last oil change

note oil pressure & temperature every hour

note when grease stern gland

Wednesday 20th June 2007 

Oil check..port engine lost oil..added 1 litre oil

Water check...starboard engine lost water...tightened gasket

Tuesday July 31st 2007 

Simon came and ground the valve on the starboard fuel tank, to stop drip and better function.

Graham took gasket to work...header tank on starboard engine has been lowered.

Henry came and welded a platform for header tank. hope to stop leaks

Checked oil on port engine.

We need diesel!

3 boats are going out tomorrow, and we go first!

Electrics, still awaiting completion on wheelhouse, Fergus owes 11 hours

Wednesday 1st August 2007 

Graham & Simon for the trip out the creek

15.08 high tide

6 metres

14.54 left quayside

26 hours 
starboard engine

24

port engine

water gasket mended, new header tank fixed

15.38 drop anchor at harty ferry...Simon rowed ashore with Graham . very windy and challenging conditions for a normally simple row!

15.58

lift anchor

16.04
starboard engine lost sea water...impeller?

we have been doing a lot of mud wamping in the new berth at Iron Wharf

in order that the boat can get on and off mud more conveniently, we  have been starting engines when the tide is in, and letting the propellers move some of the mud, in order to shape it and flatten it! I guess it has had its toll on the impellers!

engine hours

27.1

starboard engine

25.7 port engine

oil pressure
port engine
45

temp



40

16.44 1200 rpm

gearbox hot

17.13 buoy 6,  Swale, heading westwards

17.27 buoy 8, drop anchor

turn off port engine

7 feet water

17.45 tried starboard engine, still no water

called Mark parsons, to chat about gearbox heating up.

He says it is crucial that gearbox oil does not get too thin, from the heat, and melts the white metal bush. That would be worse case scenario. He recommends that we first check oil viscosity. The ideal oil pressure is 120, when it gets to 140/150 it is in danger zone.

He recommends getting for the gearboxes, coolers and temperature gauges.  He suggests that the gearbox heat could be transference from the engine as we are running on only one engine. To check the gearboxes once cooled, put them through neutral, to forward, then stern...

This is the first test to check gearbox still okay.

18.28 drifted from buoy, in middle of channel between buoy 6 and buoy 8. 

There is plenty of water here. The impeller must be knackered, according to Graham who may have one on Meeching. We continue to rest gearbox.

19.31 check oil viscosity on both gearboxes. Appears to be fine. 

Leave anchor mooring and continue westwards. 

Port engine: 26.8

Pootle along at 600-800 rpm. Shallow water  low tide.

As the day light starts to fade, I light the candles that sit in the lanterns near the port and starboard navigation lights...also I light a candle lantern on the prow and at the stern...she looks really magical.

19.46 buoy 10. tide is with us. Is there a smell from the gearbox?

19.49 stopped engine. Smoke was coming through air filter on port engine.  

Not gear box, thank goodness!...could be....ah! we found it! The starter motor jammed, and burnt out the electrical connection, also burning out the solenoid and most of the important bits of the starter motor..only last year fully reconditioned by JACLEN in Bermondsey. Oh dear..one of the ignition switches for the engine, sticks! It was I that turned the motors over this time...my fault, my learning....another electrical job for the list.

We were in a little trouble, given we had no water on starboard engine ( impeller?) and then no port engine...miraculously, at

20.31 we had water again on the starboard engine...we lifted the anchor..and then had to decide, which direction to turn?! The spirit of adventure, guided us to continue westwards, hoping for an impeller solution at Queenborough..

20.37 Elmley buoy..starboard engine is flowing with water, fortuitously, we pootle at between 1000 and 800 revs. Temperature is 50.

20.41 north ferry buoy, red sunset

20.51 pier, 900 rpm.

21.20 Kingsferry Bridge..luck would have it that 2 trains were due in 6 minutes; we did one turn and then the bridge lifted.

21.38 Rushenden marshes, 1000rpm

22.24 Meeching, moored up alongside.

Set up generator so we could have fairy lights! Exhausted and happy to have arrived at destination.

Along the way I have been throwing rose quartz and selenite pieces into the waters,  along with prayerful wishes and intentions that they may bring peace and healing to the waters.

Thursday 2nd August

13.06 leave Meeching

29.01 starboard engine

we have moved the impeller from the port engine onto the starboard engine. The starter motor looks and smells perished on the port engine. Electrical fault with the engine ignition button, which got stuck!

We tried up to 1200 rpm and the temp is still under 50.

13.43 Kingsferry bridge approach.  Green Tara flag is fluttering in the wind. We get on phone to be told that the next lift is at 14.15. We explain that we have one engine only and if they can arrange an earlier bridge lift that would be wonderful. They asked us to approach the bridge in case they could manage this. However the tide was strong and we had to dance around, trying to manoeuvre around the pylons that sit under the new bridge, and in the end they did not even lift them until 14.19. for me it was interesting to see how Graham handled the boat, dancing with her, and she dancing him, in the attempt to still her in the midst of swirling tides. At times he called her a pig, as he said she will not let him command her totally!

14.19 passed under Kingsferry Bridge

14.20 passed Thames barge Greta,  heading west towards  Kingsferry Bridge.

Starboard engine
30.4

Temp, under 

50

1350 rpm up to 1400rpm

14.33 1200 rpm

15.02 buoy 6

15.07 1000rpm

48 temp

20 oil pressure

31.1 engine hours

15.31 tide turns with us, just past Fowley Spit

fairy lights are on

oil pressure is 20 bar at 1000 rpm



30 bar at 1200 rpm

16.04 stop engine

moor alongside Orinocco

32.7 engine hours

alternator is on.

Starboard engine battery is flat......why?

19.20 untether from Orinoco

drift towards Faversham Spit

still as a milk pond.

Stern light works, fairy lights are on...all is perfectly fine with the world.

19.45 turn engine on.

32.8 engine hours

45 oil pressure

45 temp

19.59 candle lanterns are lit.

20.02 cut engine and drop anchor.

That nights, we lit a dozen rose quartz lights, all the lanterns we could find and some flame torches...with the fairy lights on and the prayer flags a fluttering she looked totally magical. We got into the dinghy and rowed over to a neighbouring boat to see if they had an impeller, and we stopped for a glass of wine. It was fine to look over at the Sheppey Queen and see her there, although under closer inspection her hull certainly needs some love. Angelus did not have the impeller size that we need, however,  they were going ashore the next morning and promised to buy us one, which is wonderful to find this kind of community spirit in the middle of the Swale! We thanked them and then rowed back to the good ship and treasure! And sat on the hammock and looked up at the stairs, with music playing and I thinks to me self...what a wonderful life!

Friday 3rd August

11.30

starboard engine – 33.3



moved Sheppey Queen over to Angelus, moored alongside



gave them the old impeller and also a load of vegetables I had spare



went for a little pootle westwards along the Swale, I was at the helm!

Not done a lot of steering so far, but a little, and I like it, once I get over the overwhelm feeling! She is a large vessel, and it is nothing like driving a car! When I turn the wheel to the left, I have to allow some time for the movement to happen, and being water, there is also tide and wind to consider too. In this instance, it was very calm, and Graham was near to hand. Although at one moment he went down to the engine room, and I was there alone...as long as there are not too many boats in the area I am okay, but I certainly have a lot to learn in terms of confidence and boat handling! It is wonderful when the sun is shining and the water is calm, ideal learning conditions.

12.11 Turned at Faversham spit, went past Gladys and Marjorie.

we went back to Angelus and threw a line across, in order to moor up alongside her. However, not long after we needed to disentangle the boats, as the weight of our boat was pulling on their anchor and starting to drag them. It is a friendly world, and yet all boats have to look out for themselves, and I like that very much. Not long after, the good lady of Angelus, returned from the land, and brought with her an impeller!

Another lesson...carry spares where possible.

14.31 we lifted the anchor and drifted around a bit. I took some more time at helm, whilst Graham was below in the engine room looking at mechanical things. There was a moment, that we came quite close to a little yacht, and I had to call out for some masterful assistance! No disasters, just quite a close shave, through my eyes! (I must note that I have the exaggerated vision of a novice, and so if we are as close to a boat as several feet, I think that we are too near..obviously a master knows how to handle a boat and is comfortable going closer to objects such as quays, and other boats!)

starboard engine – 34.1

14.44 we decided to head up the creek 

15.30 arrived Iron Wharf Boatyard

15th August

Graham at helm

Passengers, my mother and Ian

Headed towards Queenborough and Meeching.

Due to meet Harriet at Queenborough, where my mother and Ian would take Harriet’s car back to Faversham and Harriet would come back by boat.

14.04 one engine only! 

Starboard engine – 36.5

16.04 port buoy 2, heading towards Harty Ferry

starboard engine – 38.5 hours

30 –40 knots of wind! Force 8

going against the tide

starboard engine – 1100 revs

Gearbox seems to falter occasionally

engine and gearbox temp okay

16.55 48 degrees temp constant

2 bar pressure

starboard engine – 39.3

17.12 Elmley buoy

starboard engine – 39.6

we are moving very slowly

there is a lot of wind, and although the waters are protected and gentle, there are white caps on the little waves that we see.. at least there is not a swell!

Not sure what happened to the rest of that log! Suffice to say, that it took us about 5 hours to arrive at the pier at Queenborough.  Perfect timing in the sense that Harriet arrived by car at the same time that we arrived by boat...we all ate and drank and laughed, and I think that my mother was most relieved that the journey was over and that we had all survived! They headed off into the night, in Harriet’s car, and then Harriet and myself and Graham, enjoyed a night, moored up alongside Meeching.

I must also mention Treasure, the ships cat. She is certainly getting her sea legs, and I am sometimes amazed by her spirit of adventure..for example, when I walked along the pier at Queenborough, to go and get Harriet, and also to say goodbye to my mother and Ian, she came with me ( the pier is about 300m long). We had to climb over another boat and walk along a wooden pier, with water and mud the other side, and what’s more, she wanted to carry on walking out into the world for an adventure!  She seems so adaptable and curious! I must also honour and acknowledge the courage and spirit of adventure of my mother and Ian, as I am sure especially my mother, does not really like boats, but Ian was so up for the adventure, with only one engine, encouraged by Graham, who was keen to give them a proper journey, not just a couple of hours down and back up the creek, that she acquiesced! 

Thursday 16th August 

Alex, Harriet, Graham & Treasure

No log entry for this day. I think that we must have decided to have a day of stillness and just stayed on the boat moored alongside the Meeching, chilling out and watching the world go by. The sun was shining so we did some hammock therapy! Ate and drank and just enjoyed being out on the water. 

What is amazing about being out on the river for a certain time is hearing and feeling the sounds of the river. Just by Queenborough, we are at the Western edge of the Swale, and very near to the Medway, and not far from the Thames. By night, the tide was fast and furious, and the racing past was quite incredible. It made it hard to really relax, as our energies felt at one with the rushing water. Also, in the darkness it is another world. Opposite where Meeching is moored, in the middle of the river, is what is called Dead Mans Island. It had a kind of spooky feel to it that night, whether it was the speed of the tide, mingling with the sounds of the winds, and imagined sounds of drifting souls, attracted by our fairy lights and laughter! Or was it just the rum? Well, I took no chances and threw a load of crystals their way, with wishes and prayers for restful lightfilled moments! The next morning, the water was calm and almost still. An incredible difference, and it makes me realise that the tides have such an impact on our lives, especially when we are literally surrounded by them.

Friday 17th August 

09.40 we set off back towards Faversham. 

Starboard engine – 41.9

A calm and beauty filled day.

Harriet had not yet visited Faversham, and so I was happy to be able to make the introduction via the water!

10.38 we arrived at Kingsferry Bridge. Again we had to wait, longer than we thought, and with the one engine it was at times quite hard to control the good ship. Harriet turned up on deck just at the right moment, when an extra fender was needed, to protect the port side, and as the tide pushed her up against the pylon that holds the bridge up. More lessons in learning to stay calm! I guess as the owner, I am always going to have the highest stress levels! 

14.21 we had moored up at Harty Ferry, waiting for the tide.

Now we leave, to make the journey back up the creek to Faversham.

Starboard engine – 44.7

Monday 3rd September

Graham at helm

Newly reconditioned starter motor on port engine. 

New impeller on port engine.

Starboard rev counter not working

Starboard engine – 45.9

Port engine – 27.9

16.47 

leave Iron Wharf boatyard

700 rpm port engine

17.20 cleared the creek.

Port : 
temp – 45
oil – 45
rev – 1000
hours– 28.9

Starboard:    - 45
oil  - 40
rev -  1000
hours- 45.9

17.50 up revs to 1200

18.19 Elmley buoy, green

At Elmley ferry, buoys change

18.22 North ferry

18.27 change revs to 1000

18.31 tides line

18.37 s11 green buoy

18.42 s10 tides with us, just turned

18.45 s9 call Kings Ferry Bridge, train due at 18.50

18.46 s8 red

18.52 Kings Ferry Bridge lift

Nb: water leak, check electricals – starboard engine

Nb: 
starboard engine volt meter (12)


Port engine volt meter ( 14)
problem with charge? Alternator?

18.55 900 revs

19.07 1200 revs

19.15 first sighting of Meeching

s4 red

19.16 long buoy

19.31 arrive Meeching

we have rented a container for storage space and also an office space for me at Iron Wharf Boatyard. This trip is to unload a lot of spares belonging to Meeching onto Sheppey Queen in order that we may take them back to the yard for storage. Meeching is about to receive some loving and repair, and hopefully a new berth at Iron Wharf for the winter.

Wednesday 5th September 

10.50 leave Meeching

both batteries charged

starboard engine:
31 hours

port engine:

45.9 hours

1000 rpm

11.22 Kingsferry Bridge approach

11.50 bridge lift

12.29 port: 32.8

temp: 45
oil: 20

starboard: 45.9

temp: 45
oil: 30

revs: 850

13.30 seal gazing along Swale

17.05 Faversham creek ( high water 19.30)

18.0 arrive Iron Wharf, moor alongside craning berth to unload spares.

Friday 16th September

14.44

port:

36.4 hours



starboard:
46



port engine has burnt a little oil

15.45

port:

oil: 45
temp: 45
engine hours: 37.8



starboard:
oil: 35
temp: 48
engine hours: 46.2




nb: is starboard tachometer working properly?

17.11 leave harbour in front of Kingsferry bridge approach, where we have stopped for 25 minutes. Stopped engines and checked oil. Added a little to port engine. 

Approach Kingsferry bridge for 17.20 bridge lift.

No more log entries, but this is what we did. 

When we arrived at Meeching, we stayed for a couple of hours and had some food and a little rest. I was quite tired I remember. Graham had an adventure planned. We were to go and visit his brother who works on a tug out of Sheerness. Its holding zone, is a buoy in the middle of the Medway. About ten, we went off to this buoy and moored up alongside a very smart Australian tug. Leaving treasure in charge of the boat, we climbed over the first tug, onto another incredible tug, very modern, clean and smart with a helipad on the back. I remember, as we headed off on his tug, seeing treasure who had jumped from our ship, onto the tug that we had moored up alongside. What an incredible cat. What would it be like, to be deserted and left alone in the middle of the Medway, in the middle of the night. She is the true adventurer!  We went on a little trip with Ted’s tug, to Sheerness harbour, where he assists massive ships leaving, especially in times of bad weather.

Treasure was well and good when we arrived back at the good ship, and we then headed off into the night, back towards the Swale and the home waters of Sheppey Queen. 

Saturday 15th

02.0 in the wee hours of the morning, we arrived at Harty Ferry and dropped anchor not far from Mirosa. Because of the tide, and the anchor, it was necessary to keep watch in the night, to make sure that we did not drag with the tides, and also to make sure that we did not get beached when the tides went out.  We slept between 3 and 6. it was my job at six to check our location. It was incredibly beautiful out, and the water, calm as glass. 

012.0 after breakfast, we picked up the tender that we had lent to Rival, and went into the creek and dropped anchor by the red buoy opposite the Shipwrights Arms. Today was the day of the creek rowing race..more like a festival really, when boats of all shapes and sizes, filled with people dressed up as pirates, Saxons and goodness only knows what,  are towed to the Shipwrights Arms, and then they race their way up the creek. 

14.35
a flotilla of rowing boats of varying shapes and sizes turned up, what a spectacle!

Having finally settled on a spot where the boat would be safe if we left her, we jumped into the little dinghy with the idea of joining the race!

We rowed a little way with them, but the boat was square, and it did not seem like there would be much chance of making it all the way, let alone winning! Also, two of the Thames barges were on their way out of the creek, and we decided to go back to the ship, in the event that we needed to move her or that she was in the way. We rowed fast and made it back onto Sheppey Queen, just before Lady of the Lea and Orinoco past us. We were not in the way, but nearly! And it was better to be there just in case! We then followed them out of the creek, and after a little play

15.29

port:


temp: 42
oil: 45
hours: 44.1
rpm: 800



starboard:

temp: 45
oil: 45


around, moored up alongside Orinocco for the night. Before a magical sunset bbq, we jumped aboard a little rowing boat and went ashore to the pub on the Isle of Sheppey. Oh a pirates life for me. It is such fun.

Sunday 16th

07.30 we moved over to Horse Sands, where a cricket match was just about to start! The scene was most surreal. A tent, and three people dressed immaculately, and a cricket pitch on the sand, which would only be uncovered by water for about four hours. We dropped anchor and were rowed ashore. Within minutes, the Lady of the Lea turned up, with about twenty people aboard, mostly very well dressed. They all clambered down a ladder and into a little boat that rowed them over the cricket ground! This is the second year, of the most remarkable and wonderfully English event. Another little rib, was also ferrying people around, and soon there were about forty people playing and watching cricket. I went back to the boat with Ella, 5, who is Simon’s daughter and we watched from afar. Then Anna, her mother came on board, and we were having a delightful time drinking tea and chatting. When we went up on deck, Anna noticed that we had infact drifted, quite a way! Fortunately, Graham came to the rescue, and brought us back closer to the throng. It would seem that a plastic bag had got wrapped around the anchor! Not long after, the game ended, probably because the beer was finished, or was it because the tide starts to cover the sands! And we headed off out onto the waters. We had two extra passengers, and then we had to go alongside Lady of the Lea, to pick up the father and brother of the youngest passenger. And so it was, that we made our way back up the creek towards Iron Wharf boatyard. 

Nearly back to base camp, and we somehow got an anchor and chain wrapped around the port propeller. It would seem that we were creeping up the creek very early (not for the first time) but also, a little boat called Puffin who is moored on a bend, had an anchor and chain that must have spilled into the gut way....there was the most horrible grinding sound, and the boat would not move forward. Oh my oh my...what now! Just when we were having so very much fun and it was almost all working!!! I guess that is part of the lesson...well, Graham climbed off the boat and into a tender at the edge of the bank, to get a better look. Indeed, a chain had wrapped itself around the port propeller...only thing to be done at this stage, was to unlock the chain from the other end and carry on up the creek, on one engine!!! We needed help from the red rib, to turn around and face our nose in the right direction, as she does not really like doing certain turns on only one engine, and meanwhile we could see the masts of Orinocco and Lady of the Lea, coming up the creek, and we did not want to block their path, nor clash bows or hulls! All very exciting stuff. So with some effort, she was turned in the right direction and we limped home, back to the safety of friendly and helpful characters. It was advised that we moor alongside the dry dock, as the mud is quite flat there, and wait for the tide to disappear again. Which is what we did. The owner of the anchor, walked by and asked for his anchor back when we had managed to unleash it...no word of apology or sorry it must have been in the wrong place, or I am negligible.... for surely he was...what was his anchor doing in the gut way?  Well, I was trying to work out in my mind at this point, whether I should mention that I was thinking of suing him, or at least reporting him to the port authority...I was trying to stay present and think of the best possible scenario, not the worst...advice of most sailors! I was of course concerned, that the anchor could have made a little whole in the hull, and then when I went into the engine room, I saw a sight that did me no favours: the propeller shaft had been pulled out of its proper place, and with it it had pulled the guts of the reduction gear, also shattering the cast iron facing!!! Oh no! That is the newly reconditioned gearbox! The good news is that the seasoned sailors that I was with, and latterly the people at the yard, were so sympathetic and supportive, that they quickly came up with an idea for fixing it, that if it worked, would be a simple and not expensive solution. I cannot say that I am happy it happened, however, the support was encouraging and really touching. The yard mechanic was also sent over, by one of the owners of the yard, and he supported the theory that the facing could be welded back onto the reduction gear. Henry the welder, bless him, had the task of doing some wizardry, for he had to weld the broken bits of cast iron together, and then they sat in a box of sand over the weekend, so that they could set, and no one was allowed to touch them. They were stored in Simon’s workshop for safety reasons. The air was charged with anticipation and also enthusiasm for the eventual outcome. I know that Henry would have worried a lot that weekend!  He also refused any payment, until we knew the outcome. Well, it worked! Hurrah. Graham has since run the engines and believes that the gearbox is functioning quite happily. Phew!  Each and every step brings some level of adventure, and it seems ever clearer, that learning to stay calm and positive is the way. Thank you angels and all light beings that also have supported me so far. May the blessings continue. 

The weather has now turned to colder times, and whilst I would like to do some more trips at some stage, I am pursuing the quest for an electrician and using this time of transformation, to clear and empty the boat of unecessaries, which are being stored in the container, in order that Sheppey Queen, may be cleaned and brought to a higher level of ship shape ness!

