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The Compilation of This Folder

| was fortunate enough to be awarded the Naylor Noggin and held it for my year. | read the names
and was curious enough to wonder about the other people listed on it. | had met or seen one or
two of them, but in the main | did not know the previous recipients or what cruises they had written
about in order to win the trophy. | began to wonder about them and their boats. | also wondered
about Brian Naylor the originator of the trophy, what had he sailed?

The next winner after me was Ross Murray, the first overseas recipient who was living in Tasmania.
The questions he asked about the trophy reminded me of my own lack of information and prompted
me to set myself the goal of finding out more by reading ALL the award winning accounts. This
seemed like a simple ambition to begin with but as | progressed | came across a number of issues
which made the task more and more complex. It has not been a simple story and it has taken a much
longer time than | expected. To simplify this situation for anyone else who should seek to follow in
my footsteps | have recorded what | have found in this folder. To clarify the situation | would like to
make the following observations:

1. | have attempted to give a thumbnail sketch of the content of each written account, without
repeating the whole story. In so doing | have indicated my thoughts and written my own personal
opinion. Other people may not agree with what | have written. It is a very subjective exercise. It has
never been my intention to be critical. If | have offended anyone, please accept my apologies.

2. This is not a finished work. This is why it is a file that can be added to. If you know relevant
information that will enhance the reader's understanding or can fill in some of the blanks then |
would be pleased to hear from you. One area that | think could be improved is that of illustration
of the winners and their boats if they appear in the bulletins. These are not catalogued and so are
not easy to find. My contact details will be in the latest membership list.

3. In places | have digressed from the strict adherence to the Naylor Noggin written account to fill
in some background detail which | feel enhances the reader's understanding. | have had to do this
with caution for some of the writers have had many other articles published and if | refer to all of
them | end up with an exhaustive body of information which may lose the original basic concept of
the Noggin accounts by burying them under a mass of other material.

4. | would be most grateful if you could tell me about factual errors that | may have made that you
might find. My account is not perfect and | must have made mistakes somewhere. For the sake of
those who may read it in the future | would like it to be correct.

Paul Constantine May 2005
Since writing this introduction, Paul has added thumbnail sketches for the winning cruise accounts
up to 2012.
The folder has been scanned, corrected and reformatted in 2020 by Jennifer Heney. Some minor

editing has been done to the opening section to make it clearer. When possible additional thumbnail
sketches will be added to bring the document fully up to date.



THE NAYLOR NOGGIN

In its 50th year | took the opportunity to look back at one of the longest running institutions of the

DCA, namely the award for the best published log of the previous season. For those who may not be
aware of it the Noggin is a stainless steel tankard.

The tankard has the following inscriptions:

1. This illustration (shown here at about full size)

DINGHY CRUISING ASSOCIATION

/ BESTLOG

7

# OF THE YEAR



2. The Winners Names

This is an illustration of the way the names are inscribed on the cup:

NAYLOR NOGGIN AWARDED TO.

S MUR ‘
DICK HOUGHTON 20
TED JONES 2

WKER 1990
T 1991

There are two complete columns of the names of the previous holders and recent names are now
being squeezed onto it where space can be found. Both the illustration and the first seven names are
in a distinctive hand engraved style (see remarks later in this folder by Brian Naylor). There is then a
small gap, one name deep, before the next name which is machine cut, as are all subsequent names.
They vary slightly in size and depth of cut. The first column is aligned on the years whilst the second
is aligned on the beginning of the names. There is a gap and no name for 1989. There is no gap and
no names for 1987 and 1993. The illustration is in the gap between rows two and three.

Awarding the Naylor Noggin

The process of awarding the cup to the winner goes like this. The previous holder takes the cup to
the AGM where the next winner is announced. The cup is filled by its previous holder with the drink
of choice of the recipient and handed over with due ceremony. As the winner drinks from the cup
they may be aware that they are following in the wake of those named above who have also drunk
from the very same cup, including the prime mover of the DCA, Eric Coleman.

The cup is not as old as the Association. It is tricky to identify the precise moment when the
Association started, but there is an outline written by Eric himself in Bulletin No 1 published in 1955
and reprinted in Bulletin 136 on page 32. | have included it on the next page for ease of reference.

Bulletin references are usually abbreviated and written like this: 136/32. This code will be used
throughout this folder to identify where material may be accessed for those who find something
interesting and wish to check it for themselves. Copies may be obtained from the librarian.



HOW IT ALL BEGAN P.B.

The following by the late Eric Coleman, is a summary of events leading up to the formation of the
Dinghy Cruising Association - reprinted from Bulletin No. 1 published in 1955.

In the December issue of the Yachting Monthly 1952. | read a letter signed “Clubless” stating that he
had been invited to join a local sailing club but, since he was only interested in day cruising in a
dinghy he saw no point in so doing, owing to the fact that the dinghy section of the club was solely
concerned in racing. He asked if there was any organisation catering for the requirements of sailing
enthusiasts like himself.

| replied to this letter (Y.M. Feb 53) under the pen name “Lonehand” saying that | had cruised in the
Solent for some years without meeting another cruising enthusiast and consequently | had had to
learn the slow way and would therefore welcome some organisation through which | could contact
other enthusiasts, so that information could be exchanged on all aspects of dinghy cruising.

In Y.M. Mar.53 a letter from Mr. Mitchell replying to mine suggested a cruising association. | then
wrote up (Y.M. Apr.53) in reply to Mr. Mitchell's letter, offering to form a dinghy cruising
association. About a dozen replies from people “interested” were received but | was not actually
able to meet another active enthusiast. | circulated a notice giving details of four rallies but became
rather tired of meeting only myself at them, so the whole idea fell through.

One Friday evening in January this year, | reached home and was told by my people that someone
called Michael Lawes from Lymington had rung up saying that he has just read a letter of mine in
Yachting Monthly and wished to contact me before sailing to Malta in his dinghy. Feeling slightly
dazed, | rang him up next day and he arranged to come over to Bognor Regis on Sunday morning.
The next day was a great occasion for, after cruising for four years | was actually meeting an active
dinghy cruising enthusiast. | travelled back to Lymington with Mike and had a thorough look over his
boat, thereby gaining some immensely useful information. He told me that he had seen my letter
when he had picked up a two year old copy of Yachting Monthly in a doctor's waiting room when
having his inoculations prior to going abroad! He was convinced that a lot of people would like to
take up dinghy cruising but were not sure whether it was practicable in view of adverse opinion on
the sport. He urged me to make a further attempt at forming the association and, as a result, my
letter in Y.M. Mar.55 and other publications brought a very favourable response.

Although my letters were addressed to south coast enthusiasts, many enquiries were received from
the east coast, so two sections were formed. J.D. Reeve and L.Cdr. G.D. Fairley R.N. were
instrumental in organising the south coast section and T. Thorp, secretary of the Maldon Y.H.A.
Sailing Group, and Miss J. Bentley (Joan Abrams) the east coast section.

RN
The Inaugural Meeting of the South Coast Section took place on May 30™.
The Inaugural Meeting of the East Coast Section took place on July 24™.

NS
The first Rally took place on August 31* at the Folly Inn, Medina River, Isle of Wight.




Extract from a Letter from John Mason 182/05

The origins of the DCA: 50 years ago the late Eric Coleman wrote his first letters to Yachting Monthly
asking if anyone was interested in dinghy cruising. Aha | thought. At last | have a concrete reason for
earthing out my dusty copies of the YM which | subscribed to from 1948 to 1959 and which | have
been dragging around since that time. Sure enough | found the three letters reproduced below
which | thought might be of interest to readers.

YM Feb 1953
Sir, Your correspondent Clubless (Dec. YM, p.330) states that clubs have ‘precious little' to offer
dinghy cruising enthusiasts. My dinghy is used for week-end cruising in the Solent area, based on
Chichester Harbour and my impression is that we are too thinly scattered for any club to cater for us.
I think the answer would be, for this area at any rate, a Dinghy Cruising Association which would
organize rallies in the same way as the Chichester Harbour Federation.
The safety aspect of this form of sailing would be greatly improved by bringing enthusiasts together,
much anguish being saved for those who, through lack of experienced advice, have started out with
unsuitable boats and gear.

Lone Hand, Chelmsford, Essex

YM, March 1953 What do clubs offer?
Sir, | have a suggestion to make with regard to the letter of Lone Hand (Feb. YM, p. 101). He is not as
he thinks alone with his views and desires in Chichester Harbour. Numerous other boat owners,
myself included, are in the same plight. We wish for a club that is interested in cruising, but none of
the Federation clubs, absorbed as they are in dinghy racing, are interested in us. Therefore why not a
club or association of our own? Do not confine it to dinghies but cater for all enthusiasts. Will not
someone with the necessary organizing ability take up this challenge? There will be no lack of
support for the Chichester Cruising Club.

A. Mitchell. Chichester

YM, April 1953, p.225
Dinghy Cruising Association: An Offer Sir, In response to Mr. Mitchell's challenge (March YM, p. 160),
I would like to make an appeal, through your Correspondence column, to all readers interested in
open boat cruising between Keyhaven and Chichester Harbour who wish to join a Dinghy Cruising
Association. One of the functions of this Association would be the holding of rallies in this area to
enable enthusiasts to meet each other thus fostering the art of dinghy cruising. Will readers please
contact me as soon as they can? When | have received a sufficient number of replies, a meeting to
form the association will be held in the area containing the most enthusiasts. .....

E. G. Coleman, 'Sarum’, 50 Marshall Avenue, Bognor Regis, Sussex

| found Lone Hand's letter particularly far-sighted. If the DCA did not exist today, someone could
write an almost identical letter today. Also his statement of objectives seems to come very close to
the objectives of the DCA today.

Encouraged by my researching success, | delved further back and found a wealth of readers' letters
on dinghy cruising in the period between 1950 and 1954, as well as an excellent account of a cruise
in the Bristol Channel in a YM I5’ Sharpie in 1952. The problems etc. of dinghy cruising people do not
seem to have changed very much from then to now. When my scanner is working again, | must see if
Mike Williams would be interested in print-outs/files of these for the DCA library.

Yours sincerely, John Mason



Two of Eric Coleman’s dinghies — from his book “Dinghies for All Waters”

Aurora Il showing the awning
arrangement of Fig. 25A with oars
stowed outside. Halyards are led to the
stem instead of down the mast;
otherwise rainwater would run down
them and into the boat.

This view of Roamer shows how roominess is
increased by stowing the oars, as shown in
Fig. 46, to join the raised topsides forward
and aft.

Note the high freeboard in both dinghies, for
optimum seaworthiness.




The Naylor Noggin
Brian Naylor writing in January 2005

My original concept was of the presentation of a cup made sufficiently precious looking to attract
competition and bring forth an endeavour to produce a great account of a memorable voyage.
Making it a pint tankard and presenting it full of the recipient's favourite brew was an added touch
that enabled a toast to the assembled AGM.

After considering several designs | chose an Old Hall tankard, a simple but beautiful design in
stainless steel, which whilst it is not intrinsically precious is very scratch resistant but engraves well.
The design, and its engraving by electric etching, is mine and | think that | did the first few entries.

Today | am surprised and gratified by the continuing success of the trophy. In its early days its
progress was a bit stumbling. Eric Coleman muttered darkly about not becoming a 'society of pot
hunters' and there have been times when its award was erratic and one account was lost which
made me wonder what its fate would be. However, succeeding presidents, mainly Peter Bick,
revived the interest and put it on a more satisfactory basis. Until then | had felt able to judge or
comment on other people's judgement, but with Peter's approval | decided that the Committee
should choose the recipient to the following rules that are an indication of what | had in mind when
the trophy was donated:

For passages mainly under sail.

Be adventurous without compromising safety.

Be influenced by the total distance sailed and the number of places visited.

It should be in a readable style with description, not just a dreary list of facts against dates.
If it has not already been published in the Bulletin it should be published within an agreed
time limit, say, within two years of the award.

vk wnN e

A bit more about Brian

When one reads each account one gradually learns a bit more about the skipper concerned, about
the boat and about the cruise. Perhaps the best way to meet Brian is to read a couple of his
accounts. These are the only full accounts included in this folder (pages 10-19). The man and his boat
'Emma’ are illustrated on the front cover and some photographs taken in 2008 can be seen on the
next page.



Brian Naylor (top left) presents his trophy, the Naylor Noggin, to Alastair Law (top right), winner in 2007, at the DCA Annual
General Meeting, 15 March 2008. 199 ’ 34 Photographs: Keith Muscott




BULLETIN EXTRACT: 006/03 (1958/1)

Bradwell to Sandwich - En Route to Folly Inn
by B Naylor

As the summer of 1955 wore on my natural sailor's fear of strong winds and gales gradually gave
place to a fear of the two curses of that otherwise glorious season - flat calms and sea fogs. It was
with no surprise, but not a little foreboding therefore, that | viewed the morning of July 17", for it
was very misty and possessed not a breath of wind. Feeling sure that if | were to wait the rest of the
summer, | should probably fare no better, Geoff and | started preparations for departure.

Emma was reluctant to say goodbye to her old haunts - the anchor requiring a plunge for its recovery
from one of the heavier obstructions common in that ground. It was nine o'clock by the time we
paddled towards the river and one could then just make out Mersea Island but a flat calm still
prevailed. Seeing our feeble efforts with the paddles a kind fellow rowed out from a nearby yacht
and volunteered to tow us out 'before breakfast'. Asking us where we were bound he was obviously
amazed to hear us answer "Ramsgate" but disguised his incredulity by merely saying "that is a very
long way".

Near the withies marking the entrance there came a light breeze and, casting us off, our friend
wished us 'Bon voyage'. It was nearly high water and we passed over the bank the withies marked
on the starboard tack in the light easterly. Our first chart did not quite cover the entrance to the
Blackwater so navigation was by experience as far as the Colne buoy and the port tack was taken
with hope rather than purpose as the Swin Spitway buoy was invisible in the haze. It turned up
however, almost on course but we had to dodge a patch of disturbed brownish water before
pointing her bows towards the buoy. A Thames barge was not far behind and did not bother to
avoid the patch, thus confounding our judgment.

Once at the buoy Emma was at last 'in charted waters' and tore past in glorious style on to the
Whittaker which she passed 12 minutes later at 2.32 pm - giving her a speed of 5 knots in that
moderate, steady easterly and favourable tide. No other buoys were visible so we followed a
compass course to lead us to the eastward of the East Barrow sand which was visible from afar
being a high bank with a tall beacon on its NE end, which we just grazed.

At this point the tide was turning and, although not yet quite against us, began to set into the
estuary and gave some assistance on the next leg towards the North Edinburgh channel in a failing
wind. Ahead lay a horizon which was far from sharp and made us suspect a bank of fog. This seemed
all the more likely when ominous murmurings resembling a muffled diaphone were heard in the
distance. The flood carried us further into the estuary than we desired and it was apparently the
South Edinburgh channel buoys which loomed up on the port bow. As the wind was sufficient only
to just give steerage way when the tide set against us through both channels, our strenuous efforts
on the paddles towards the nearest buoy to make sure of our position were of no avail as the fog
closed around us and the Nore light vessel boomed its single warning blast.

This signal gradually grew louder as we continued in the grip of the tide, pointing the bows hopefully
upstream when steerage way was available. The atmosphere became very thick and visibility had
dropped to about fifty yards when darkness came. Thus we faced a dangerous night at sea in a main
shipping lane with little or no way on - around us ships' sirens sounding but no visible hull
materialising, much to our relief. Once or twice we feebly tried to paddle into shallow water but
failed to reach bottom with our lead line so that anchoring was out of the question.
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In this region of complex currents our Admiralty Pocket Tidal Stream Atlas was a great help giving all
the changes in sufficient detail at a glance. With its aid we forecast the change to a favourable
stream and sure enough at the appointed hour the Nore diaphone stopped increasing in volume and
an apparent breeze from the East sprang up. Judging by the noise we decided that the lightship was
very close and put the boat on a corrected course for the entrance to the South Edinburgh channel. |
had hoped that the fog would clear soon after nightfall as it had done so often in the Channel but
three weeks earlier. However, this was not to be, and Emma ploughed on into the pitch dark her
crew expecting any moment to hear her plate scrape on a shingle bank or see the ghostly lights of a
steamer bearing down on them. Such was not to be our fate, instead a glow suddenly appeared in
the fog ahead towards which we steered and had no sooner identified it as the starboard entrance
marker than the middle ground (quick flashing) buoy appeared. We passed between them with
intense relief and set course to pass through the middle of the channel. This put us close to the
feeble wind and occasionally Emma would go about in a most infuriating manner and end up hove to
because the jib sheet stuck in the block (Emma has a lazy jib).This caused some friction between my
crew and | until | took over, when it promptly happened to me!

Despite their abundance no further buoys were seen until daylight, the Nore foghorn subsiding once
more to a murmur whilst the Tongue lightship (two blasts) became louder and the jangle of a bell
was heard nearer at hand. This turned out to be coming from a large steamer at anchor - the first
ship seen - but dawn was approaching and with it the fog began to clear. This seemed to be the
signal for all the ships in creation to start moving. One small coaster began chasing us and had, in
the end, to be flashed. This caused her to change course abruptly, stop her engines, and a voice
boomed, "Are you all right?" We answered in the affirmative but could not help wondering whether
the question was meant to be a reflection on our sanity.

The noise of the Tongue diaphone subsided gradually and then ceased abruptly with the end of the
fog as we glided gently by the buoys on the end of the Margate sand. Ahead, however, a bank of
haze still lay and the North Goodwin diaphones still boomed their dismal refrain in the distance.
Ahead a tall steel tower appeared and then disappeared again just as promptly in the haze. Then, to
eastward, we were privileged to see the last few flashes of the North Foreland - enough to identify
and fix a compass course with its aid.

Thence it was largely plain sailing past the Foreland and through the minor overfalls and eddies
whilst the sun rose in a cloudless sky until the heat became intense. The light air from the east
continued but only just gave steerage way, our quite rapid progress being mainly by the tide's
agency. Thus borne along we passed Broadstairs and then made a big mistake by passing Ramsgate
too, for somehow Sandwich attracted me. Perhaps it was the attraction of the unknown for there
were no details on the chart and the Channel Pilot devoted but one small paragraph to it. However
it looked a welcome haven on the map so in we went. Steering from the southernmost Ramsgate
fairway buoy by compass and making allowance for the strong tide we soon found ourselves
paddling into the estuary in a flat calm. The ingoing tide was hardly noticeable in the outer channel
but became increasingly swift at the bend into the river proper where a light easterly would have
enabled us to beat all the way to Sandwich itself but | foolishly chose a berth to the South of the
Yacht Club moorings and there let go the CQR.

The Richborough yachtsmen were very free with their advice but not one of them could tell us
where the hook would find clear ground. We were quickly warned off the first spot chosen because
there was said to be a 'grid' beneath. With the anchor | picked up an iron ring weighing close on a
hundredweight which Geoff was fortunately able to lift off. Then the boat was moved alongside an
old, half sunken barge further up and we were in the middle of washing up after having had a well-
earned lunch when another hurried move was made because, according to another passing boat
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owner, there were 'stakes' under us. Then followed a time-wasting errand further downstream not
attended by any more success. A pleasant looking pool at the northern end of the quay seemed not
half so pleasant when a sluice gate was discovered at the other end and was quickly abandoned.
When | asked an apparently knowledgeable member of the Yacht Club about a suitable berth | did
not get the offer of one on their moorings which | expected (though thinking they looked a bit
crowded) but suggested she be moored alongside the nearby quay. Not enough warp was available
for that and | had no fenders so we eventually asked two millwrights working on the cranes if she
would be alright alongside an old converted M.F.V. and they saw no objection.

When at length we had tidied up however, the owner of the quay appeared looking for trespassers
and a row ensued followed by police inquiries when we reached Sandwich. MORAL - if off Pegwell
Bay give the Stour river a miss but if by some mischance you should find yourself there avert your
eyes as you pass Richborough and carry on to Sandwich proper to which | arranged to have Emma
towed.

Continued: 009/12
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BULLETIN EXTRACT: 009/12 (1959/2)

Sandwich to Newhaven via Dover - En Route to Folly Inn
by B Naylor

(Continued from 006/03)

It was late evening on Thursday, 21st July when | found Emma, to my relief, intact and moored
against an old converted lifeboat near the Toll Bridge, Sandwich. So overjoyed was | to see her again
that, going below, | flung my arms around her centreplate case. Even the extortionate fee for her
towage did not abate my enthusiasm.

Getting ready at about 10.00 am the next morning | was puzzled by the fact that the tide was ebbing
fiercely under the bridge long past low water at Ramsgate (8.20 am.) Instead of getting the last half
of the flood therefore, it had only just started when | was off (11.00) and was fierce half a mile
seawards, though there was fortunately no unpleasant encounter with the bridge. At a bend there
was a highly accentuated stream on one side and there | stuck for an hour or more in the fluky
adverse breeze. Nearby was a creek and over it a little white bridge, also a very convenient form, of
which passers-by did not fail to take advantage in order to enjoy the diverting spectacle.

At length, however, the wind stayed steady long enough for me to beat past the offending bend
after which it steadily increased and gave me good speed past the wharf at Richborough where | did
not have the good fortune to shake my fist at the owner. Thence out from between the banks and
along the buoyed channel it was almost a dead beat in the light breeze, which was not far north of
east. | gained deep water without further incident and was indeed glad to see the last of Sandwich
and its environs.

Emma reached easily down the coast past a large steamer aground in Pegwell Bay with two tugs
making valiant, but apparently unsuccessful, efforts to refloat her. To port lay the Goodwin Sands
like a graveyard of ships with the headstones of iron, requiring no inscription and dismal even in that
bright sunshine. The position of the South Foreland was by then quite clear and the lighthouse too
was soon recognisable. | kept a respectable distance away, however, in order to avoid possible
overfalls, although they could not have been serious in such weather. Soon after picking out the
South Foreland, | recognised the moles of Dover beyond and began to take occasional glances at the
‘Channel Pilot'. These caused my steering to 'go haywire' as Emma was still on a broad reach. Few
ships had been apparent in the vicinity until then, but her appearance on the horizon seemed to be
the signal for all the ships in the harbour to leave and all those at sea to enter. The prospect of
making that entrance under such conditions was not pleasant.

Fortunately, a lull did occur when there was still a mile to go. It was dusk and the signal lights
beckoned from the eastern mole as she glided towards the entrance before a decreasing breeze, and
| was afraid that it might fail altogether just when speed was essential to beat the tide sweeping past
the entrance. | steered for the middle of the eastern mole at first in order to avoid being swept past
the entrance, to be in a relatively sheltered anchorage if the wind did fail, and in the best position to
see any ships leaving the inner harbour. Then, the way being clear, | turned and made for the water
just off the end of that mole but the cross current carried the boat away, so that she passed through
quite near the other side. The eddies just inside were a little troublesome but the wind had
freshened slightly and before long | was making circuits of the outer harbour in darkness and a lovely
moderate breeze. There were a number of sailing dinghies moored in the NW corner plus a number
of vacant moorings, but | thought it was better to drop the hook just to the east of them, the time
being about ten.
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After having treated myself to a sumptuous repast my position still seemed to be unaltered and the
pneumatic drill nearby on the beach mercifully ceased its clamour at midnight, so | hoisted a riding
light and retired to my bunk. Next morning the sun was again shining and there was a good
moderate breeze, though after breakfast it deteriorated a little. Soon shipping activity started,
making me wonder whether | was yet to have a near encounter with one of them. A train ferry very
obligingly dropped anchor just inside the mouth about due north of the end of the detached mole,
thus nicely obstructing my view of the entrance.

About 11 o'clock, having set the mainsail and the jib alongside it (the jib-boom being set on an
outhaul), | heaved short on the warp and she gradually worried the anchor out of the stiff clay. She
then lay quietly in the light easterly while | transferred the hook into the cockpit. Then it was a
simple matter to pull on the outhaul and set her speeding away in a long board, aiming to pass
under the stem of the anchored train ferry. While thus employed | received a hail "Where are you
from and where bound?" from a customs launch - also "What is her tonnage?", which received the
smiling reply, "About a half”, and they appreciated the joke, though Emma was surely taking it quite
seriously and swelling with pride at being addressed like a big yacht. Then she twice made for the
entrance but, like a timid mouse trying to leave its hole, retreated again at full speed. The first time
was after she just got beyond the stem of the anchored ferry, heard a hoot from another leaving the
inner harbour, and perceived that the former was weighing - so away she shot towards the
submarine base in the NE corner of the harbour. The second time she got her nose out but was
frightened back again by the appearance of a big boat just about to enter. The 'no exit' signal was
not lowered after the vessel had passed but | was determined to get her through and, after making
several fruitless boards in the foul tide between the two mole ends, just rounded the tip of the
detached one in time to avoid the next steamer.

With the breeze and tide both in her favour, she sped swiftly by both the mole and the blocked
western entrance, then past a corvette or similar vessel anchored a mile SE of the harbour. To the
SW lay Folkestone harbour, clearly visible in the bright sunny weather but it looked rather exposed
and not particularly inviting when | passed about an hour after leaving Dover and then headed for
the coast near Hythe seeking slacker water in the adverse tide which would prevail before long. This
brought the fresher wind almost dead astern and caused some rolling in the choppy sea. Further
south | knew that the Channel Pilot mentioned firing of danger signals so, spilling the wind from the
main for a little while, | consulted the tome while she reached along happily under jib. Finding no
information of the nature of these signals | continued very close inshore. Thus several ranges were
passed before red flags were seen on one of them. Discretion being the better part of valour |
immediately adopted a more southerly course which cleared the range adequately. On more of a
reach and getting into deeper water the motion eased considerably. Ahead the land narrowed to a
thin pencil line along the horizon then apparently disappeared below it, because the tiny vertical line
which looked like a beacon well out to sea gave the correct bearing for Dungeness light, so | headed
straight for it and ignored the tide. Two hours later a wreck buoy (close starboard) and the
Newcombe buoy (well to port) were on the quarter and | watched a fisherman charge his motor
boat full tilt up the steep slope of the shingle spit which had materialised between the lighthouse
and the land. | passed Dungeness headland very close inshore to avoid disturbed water and
encountered little save some eddying just past the point.

The breeze was by this time little more than a light air, but she continued to plough on bravely while
| managed to get a makeshift meal. There were many ships about - all of which came quite close to
the headland beyond which the tide was in her favour and she glided gently but swiftly past the
wreck buoy beyond. In the late afternoon haze | descried a faint smudge ahead which looked rather
like a hill but did not dare hope at this stage that it could be the headland near Hastings. A little
later, however, the hill became more distinct and a square tower on its summit looked very
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conspicuous. Again letting Emma sail herself under jib | was able to identify positively the hill as
Fairlight Down by studying the Pilot (the only time | have ever been able to see the coast as that
venerable tome sees it). To starboard the coast was so low as to be almost invisible and no trace of
anything that might be Rye could be seen - in any case the tide would not be favourable for that port
for another six hours or so, whereas, by carrying on, Ishould just arrive off Newhaven about time for
the young flood. The idea of going to Rye therefore did not tempt me for very long, and | pushed on
across Rye bay into the evening, at the close of which Fairlight Down was quite near and to the east
the lights of Hastings were already glimmering.

The tide was again foul but | abandoned an earlier idea of 'shore crawling' just in the obscured
sector of Beachy Head light, partly because such a procedure was distinctly dangerous and partly
because | had made so good a speed to Hastings that my arrival at Newhaven might be too early for
the flood. | therefore made for the Hastings pier with the intention of steering by my unlighted
compass towards the Royal Sovereign light, but, fortunately, the said light became visible just before
| reached the pier and the compass was not required. Instead of the fog or calm that | had feared,
the wind backed slightly (making it dead astern) and freshened to the kind of moderate breeze one
expects of an English summer night, but so seldom gets.

Hastings and St. Leonards’ piers slid speedily by and their lights changed to a reddish hue as they
faded into the haze. Some lights became visible at Eastbourne and then the Beachy Head light came
out of its obscurity and was identified. The water was really quite rough and the motion violent
considering the fair wind - the gear was taking rather a battering. About half way towards the
lightship the mainsail mast lacing carried away allowing the sail to belly unduly and leaving the yard
jaws freedom to part company with the mast, but they showed no tendency to do so and the belly
did not matter in the fair wind. The jib could not be kept filled so that its boom swung about madly,
catching the forestay with the end fitting every time. | longed to take it down but did not fancy the
operation on such a dark night, particularly as it would have required hoisting again on rounding the
light.

It was not very easy to steer for that light with its 20 second period and an accidental gybe took
place once or twice - further out, however, its approximate position was obvious all the time from
the lights of ships in endless procession, stem to stern, round the light. | felt safe from shipping
interference there until a couple of boats (perhaps bound to and from Rye) passed close enough for
me to reveal Emma's presence by the old and well-tried torch on the sails. The flash from the
lightship was quite mesmerizing, especially when (towards 12.30) | began to feel the effects of my
thirteen hours on the helm. Sometimes it appeared to be miles away, sometimes no more than a
few hundred yards off, sometimes even up in the sky! However, the fatigue gradually wore off and
at 2 o'clock the ship really was close at hand. Emma was yawing violently in the phosphorescent seas
- sometimes | thought it better to leave the ship to port, sometimes to starboard. Almost suddenly it
was to starboard - its glimmer regularly increasing to brilliance as the beam swept across my sails.

When Beachy Head light appeared well past her, | gybed and broad reached towards that lighthouse.
At first progress seemed slow, but soon the tide was favourable so that the light speedily became
more prominent and its elevation more obvious, Dawn began to break and in that early twilight the
shore looked awfully close so | assumed a westerly course until | could have my first look at the chart
for six hours. Just before sunrise | saw what appeared to be a jewel sparkling in the water not far
away to the NW - rubbing my eyes did not seem to make any difference and | had nearly convinced
myself it was a water sprite luring me to destruction when my attention was distracted for a while
and, when | looked back, the mirage, optical illusion, or effect of fatigue was resolved - it was in fact
the Newhaven breakwater light. The last few flashes before sunrise were sufficient to identify it and
get its rough bearing. Then up came the sun and transformed the scene to one of dazzling beauty as
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it illuminated the cliffs to a pitch of whiteness which almost hurt my unaccustomed eyes. From
majestic Beachy Head the coast swept westwards with the Seven Sisters, tailing down to Cuckmere
Haven and rounded off by Seaford Head - all capped with beautiful emerald green - a memorable
morn after a long night and it spirited away my weariness. It was indeed one of those moments, one
of which is enough to make the worst of travail during a long voyage worthwhile.

The wind freshened slightly so that it seemed possible to make Newhaven against the ebb until | was
a mile or so off Seaford when the breeze became light. | therefore hove-to off the town, repaired the
sail lashing and had some breakfast while awaiting the flood. She rode very well with the helm
lashed only slightly down. By about 8.15 a mist was settling over the hills, the sun could no longer be
seen, and the wind had freshened considerably. By then | had drifted some way to leeward of a
suitable approach line and had to beat in. The fresh easterly, carrying a fine drizzle, kept the boat's
lee gunwale well down on the water. As she passed round the end of the breakwater, however, the
wind became less difficult to cope with; within the space between it and the east pier, light and
variable, and she was becalmed between the two main piers, except for an occasional fitful gust
more useless than none at all - especially as | had yet to learn that a headsail is a liability under such
conditions. After much useless beating, | therefore got a tow from a passing motor launch and tied
up alongside the old coal wharf at 10 o'clock.

k3 k ok sk sk sk k ok ko sk sk sk kok

Compiler's note

The following final section of the voyage was not submitted as Brian judged that “nothing of any real
note happened”. Following discussions at the 50th anniversary rally in Chichester in 2005 he agreed
to supply the missing piece of the jigsaw to allow the picture to be completed. Oddly, by doing this,
he made himself liable for the first time to be considered as a recipient of his own trophy.

Newhaven - Littlehampton — Gosport
and the Folly Inn. 1. 0. W.
by B. Naylor

The first two sections of this voyage were Bradwell to Sandwich - En route to the Folly Inn 006/03
and Sandwich - Newhaven via Dover - En route to the Folly Inn 009/12. The purpose of the total
journey from Bradwell on the River Blackwater on the East Coast to the Folly Inn on the River
Medina above Cowes was to attend the first DCA Rally. The voyage commenced on July 17 1955 and
the boat was left at Sandwich the next day. Sailing (single-handed from this point onwards) began
again on July 21 until 23.

At Newhaven Brian says:
| took the opportunity of visiting a friend in Brighton and home for a couple of days.

The journey recommenced on 28 July 1955.
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Newhaven - Littlehampton

Newhaven harbour Thursday, 28 July 1955

Breeze fresh N. E. so took 3 reefs in mainsail and hoisted the storm jib. My progress out of the
harbour was interrupted by the dredger which decided to cross the harbour from W. to E. just as |
approached. | therefore swung the boat into wind but could not make her stay round before her
bowsprit grazed the stern of a fishing vessel on the starboard side. However the owner helped by
pushing her round and by that time sufficient room was available past the dredger if he dropped his
wire. This he did at my request and | passed out of the harbour successfully. When just round the
end of the breakwater the slide on the jib clew pulled out due to inadequate tension on the outhaul.
After several fruitless attempts to keep her into wind for long enough to do the necessary | steered
into the lee of the breakwater, where | was able to do the adjustment in the comparatively quiet
conditions prevailing there. It was then a broad reach in a breeze, strong in the gusts, punctuated by
quiet periods.

Gradually the light periods began to prevail and | came to a whole fleet of racing dinghies, without a
reef between them! | felt a little crestfallen at this but carried on until just past Shoreham harbour
entrance when | shook out all the reefs and changed the storm for the working jib. Shoreham looked
inviting; | must try that port sometime. From then on conditions got steadily lighter until complete
calm prevailed off Lancing. Nearly an hour of this was suffered in the blazing sun. Then, quite
suddenly, the wind went round to SW. and became a moderate breeze that, after appropriate sheet
adjustments bore her along at what seemed like a terribly slow rate past Worthing pier and the next
sewer outfall beacon. | kept close to the shore but could not go too close because of the numerous
ugly breakwaters. The port tack gave me a slightly longer board, but it was almost a dead beat. At
long last | could see a beacon ahead; presumably it was the end of the approach to Littlehampton. It
looked as if | would go to it on the port tack but it was not quite as good as that and | had to go
about when | got close to the beach.

Conditions just seemed right for going in. Arrival was just at high water and there was a fair wind for

the entry. | was still thinking this is not more than 100 yards from the entrance when the wind
forsook me and a flat calm took its place. This was infuriating. The thought of spending a night
outside the harbour without my expected restaurant meal was really alarming. For about 20 minutes
'Emma’ drifted without steerage way. Then came a light NE. air and | beat slowly into the harbour
keeping close to the eastern dickerwork (lattice girder) breakwater because of the tidal stream
setting westwards under the western pier. | made quite good progress, considering the fact that the
ebb had already started, until | got between the quays when blanketing made progress negligible. A
kind man then offered me a tow on the western side if | passed him a line. This | did and was
released just inside the harbour proper, but lost much ground in crossing to the other side. | was
again towed a bit further into the harbour, until alongside a pontoon against which | tied. The time
was about 8.30pm. | entered the harbour at about 8.00pm, having covered 24.5 sea miles.

Littlehampton - Gosport

Littlehampton harbour Friday, 29 July 1955

Wind light NE. Full sail area. Wind and tide being together | set both sails and then cast off the stern
line and doubled the bow to facilitate easy removal. Getting underway at 8.30am and out of the
harbour was easy in that light breeze. First | set course for the Winter Knoll buoy but soon realised
that | could turn in the direction of the Shelley Rocks buoy as there was plenty of water over the
banks. | faced a difficulty by not having one chart that covered the whole of the present voyage.
There was an apparent gap between those that | had. | located the Shelley rocks but was unable to
identify with certainty the black unmarked buoy marked on my first chart, especially as the
prolonged calm made steering very difficult.
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The tide and the light airs propelled the boat slowly past Bognor. Like yesterday, a SW. breeze
sprang up. This made it difficult to steer any kind of a decent compass course through the Looe
channel as | had planned. However, | was shortly able to spot the Mixon beacon which | must leave
to starboard. At this, the tide turned against me but the breeze was now a fresh one and gave
excellent progress. Apparently from the chart, this area abounds with obstructions, but there was
nothing visible even though the seas became steeper in certain patches. The sun shone benignly on
the whole scene, the visibility being very good.

Numerous boards were necessary to clear the Mixon beacon but once past the rocks | made the
fairway between the Street and the Pullar buoys in about four tacks. | deliberately kept the boat on
the last starboard tack until well over on the Pullar side of the fairway in order to be able to bear
away and clear the shoals in fine style against the tide. However no particular drag was experienced
and | rejoiced exceedingly when finally through and sang a song to myself called “We're in the
Solent”. (To the tune of “We're in the Money”.) Although geographically this is more than a bit out,
it made a good ditty, excusable because it looked as if the voyage would be successful and to
schedule too.

| then steered for the Bullock Patch buoy to the NE. of the Nab Tower from which the Portsmouth
forts were visible. The wind continued moderate SW, just enough for one sailing alone with all
canvas set. From Bullock Patch to the Horse Sand fort was a close reach and 'Emma' became a trifle
frisky in her yawing. The seas were, in general, high and confused and never gave the boat or me a
moment's respite. As | rounded the Horse Sand fort | saw 'Brittania' with an escorting vessel just
emerging from Portsmouth after her refit. Got a fine view of her and actually managed to take a
photograph of her whilst sailing 'Emma’, this being difficult with her rolling abominably and often
near gybing with the sea on her quarter. Entered Portsmouth harbour keeping well to the port side
of the fairway, but did not obstruct any ferry, indeed the place seemed quite deserted. Passed the
familiar naval vessels on the way to Hardway. Gilled about for a while off there as the presence of
numerous bathers off the pontoons worried me and | was uncertain of the welcome | should get
from the Club if | landed amongst them. Finally decided to do so and beat to windward a little, hove-
to and raised the plate a bit followed by lowering the mainsail. Could not make the pontoon with
that sail set so finally dropped anchor well up the creek near the YHA hostel. The tip of the plate had
grated just before the anchor was dropped and | found myself over a stony or concrete bed.
However the anchor held so | had a rest before setting sail again. This time | made for a bay in which
many dinghies were moored opposite the house of the agent from whom | had charted a boat
earlier that year, Mr. Warde. Some children alerted me by their shouts not to venture too far into
there so | went about and eventually brought up against the remains of a pier behind Mr. Warde's
house and found this made a good berth. | had reached Hardway about 7.00pm. Distance covered
29 sea miles.
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Gosport to the Isle of Wight

Hardway, Portsmouth harbour Sunday 31 July 1955

Wind moderate NE. Full sail area, beautiful sunny day. My crew was a boy | had made friends with at
Hardway by the name of Shaun MacGuire. Turned the boat around before setting sail and she filled
nicely on the port tack, on which we gained the deeper water at about 10.20am. We lowered the
plate and went about to gain the harbour entrance. The voyage there was uneventful but we were
overtaken by several of the racing dinghies from the Hardway Sailing Club amongst them being a
Yachting World GP and an Albacore. Just outside the entrance as we turned over the spit the water
was quite rough, the waves being about two feet high and 'Emma' yawed considerably in the
quartering seas. Shaun took the helm for a while shortly afterwards and proved fair at it.

Later as we steered straight for Egypt Point the wind progressively lightened and the seas
degenerated into mere ripples. As it was the beginning of Cowes week its location was easily picked
out by the concentration of sails in that area. The course employed was that leading straight to
Cowes but, due to Shaun's misunderstanding she was actually steered on a more southerly course
for a while. Picking one's way through the maze of lavishly fitted out yachts, some racing and in
Cowes roads was extremely difficult, but we managed to extricate ourselves after taking one or two
photographs of 'Britannia' at anchor there. The wind was but a light air and Gurnard Bay looked very
inviting in the sunshine so we dropped anchor there about 2.00pm and prepared a sumptuous meal
of boiled pork, potatoes and onion sauce, followed by tinned fruit. At about 4.15pm we set sail again
on a close reach in a light air back towards Cowes.

We entered the Medina before a fair wind amidst what seemed to be all the yachts in creation,
some under engine, some under sail, mostly going back to their moorings. Somehow or other, much
to my intense relief most of them secured early and we were left in the company of one or two, also
bound up the river. Just on the seaward side of the floating bridge a flat calm was experienced
through which we slowly drifted; then the fair wind was replaced by a completely adverse one which
was at least constant and reliable, though light. In it we steadily overtook a two and a half tonner.

The jib was being awkward and its boom kept catching on the mast so that | had to station Shaun on
the foredeck to make sure it went over. Made fine progress in this style until the Folly Inn was well in
sight to port. Shaun had another go at the helm, then | took over and ran her gently aground near
the jetty there. She was afterwards towed a few yards and fastened to the jetty by the stem and
anchored astern about 5.15pm. | was thus attending the first rally of the Dinghy Cruising Association,
which had been the reason for hurrying to the S. coast.

So ended the 178 sea mile voyage from Bradwell, accomplished in 72 hours. 126 of these miles had
been sailed single-handed.

Compiler's note
The first entry in the DCA Index, Section 6, Rallies and Meetings says “Bulletin No. 1, Page 5.
South Coast rally reports: Folly Inn [IOW] & Bosham”. The report can be read on the next page.
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The First DCA Rally

The reason that Brian Naylor sailed from Bradwell on the East Coast to the Folly Inn, near Cowes on
the Isle of Wight, was to attend the first DCA Rally which had been arranged at an inaugural meeting
of the South Coast group on 30 May in the Salterns Hotel, Langstone Harbour. This and a report on
the rally are recorded in Bulletin 1, page 5.

About the inaugural meeting (extract):

Dead silence greeted the proposal that a secretary should be elected and, as the fate of the DCA
hung in the balance, Lt. Commr. Fairley gallantly volunteered. A treasurer was also required and Mrs
Fairley suddenly found herself elected.

Two rallies were planned, one at the Folly Inn on the Medina River, July 31st and one at Bosham,
Chichester, August 14. A subscription was fixed at 2/6 (two shillings and sixpence) and Mrs Fairley
enthusiastically swung into action.

The rally report makes wonderful reading. This is it in full.

The fine weather helped to make this first rally very successful. The following boats and crew took
part: T Thorp, having recently purchased a Fairey Albacore sailed over from Chichester on Saturday
the 30th accompanied by Miss Brazier. A.G. Earl, author of 'Dinghy Cruising', sailed over from
Chichester in his ten-footer Sunday morning and arrived about noon. He had to get back the same
day, so could not wait for the rest of us to arrive, returning on the afternoon east going tide. It was a
pity we missed him as he has done more for dinghy cruising than anyone else and is regarded by
many as the 'master’, being responsible for introducing many to the sport through his book. E. G.
Coleman arrived in his cruising dinghy with S.J.W. Bromet in the afternoon and soon afterwards
three boats arrived from the Tudor Sailing Club - J. Reeve in his remarkable 14 foot Humber Yawl, J.
Smith and R. Dancy in a fearful old 18 foot one-design, and Jack Roberts with a friend in a 14 foot
Bermudan dinghy. C.S. Dent and his wife in a Nicholson one-design arrived from Fareham, Hants,
this being their first cruise in the Solent.

In the evening Lt. Commr. Fairley turned up in his 18 foot Solent Seagull, having cruised to France
and the Channel Islands since the meeting on May 30th. Apparently he sails to France once a season
owing to a passion for French oysters! B. Naylor turned up in a 14 foot cabin dinghy which he had
sailed single handed round from the east coast. After a highly satisfactory evening at the Inn, the
Committee met at about midnight aboard the Seagull. Suddenly a 6 foot pram appeared alongside
and her crew of four solemnly announced that they were about to row round the Isle of Wight! They
were persuaded however to get back to bed and sleep it off. The following day the rally ended, T.
Thorp sailing for the east coast accompanied by E. G. Coleman in his boat as far as Newhaven.
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Compiler's note
Following his voyage, Brian based the boat at the Hardway Sailing Club near Gosport and continued
to cruise in this south coast area.

About his boat 'Emma’, Brian says:

‘The hull was by Blanks Boatyard on the Lea. She was a dinghy with a soft chine, that member being a
plank rather than a timber of nearly square section. She was based, with considerable modification
on a design by John Westell then editor of Yachts and Yachting. She had a dagger plate completely
housed which eventually joined the deckhead of the cabin, without which she was sailed for a season.
She sailed very well and with her self-tacking jib would beat up the narrowest of channels. Her
drawback was in her auxiliary power, or lack of it. Mostly it was just a paddle, although | did
experiment with a yuloh. She would have been difficult to row, but | got by with particular attention
to the tides, even in Brittany. | was sorry to part with her but | needed something bigger.'

In a letter dated March 2006 Brian gave this further detail:

Boat

Length overall, including bowsprit: 16' 10"
Beam:5' 0"

Draught: 10" plate up, 3' 6" plate down.
Weight incl. ballast: Approx. 600lbs

She sailed without a cabin during the usual short cruises in the River Blackwater, Crouch and
Colchester regions and on an annual longer cruise as far as the Ore and Alde, visiting most of the
rivers and inlets between in 1953. After the installation of the cabin at Hedgecock's yard in Maldon,
the cruise was to the south coast 1955.

In 1957 she cruised with crew via Cowes to Barfleur, Cherbourg and Ormonville (prolonged stay) and
returned in quite rough weather.

In 1958 she went via Cowes to Weymouth, Christchurch and Poole. An abortive attempt at a return
resulted in a night at sea (27 hours alone). There was crew in the early part of the voyage.

1960 saw her conveyed as deck cargo on a small coaster by the name of 'Derwentwater' from The
Camber, Portsmouth, to St Helier, Jersey. Thence she sailed (after being stormbound for a few days)
to Lezadrieux, Port Clos (llle Brehat) and Pampol, then back to St. Helier (night passage) with one
crew throughout. Return was by British Rail to Southampton.

She was sold in 1963 to a Malcolm Hodd and expected to be berthed at Whitstable. Later she was

spotted by Eric Coleman and her owner said he planned to fit bilge keels in lieu of the dagger plate
and Eric told him not to be such a fool, because of the likely reduction in sailing performance.
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The 'Rules’ or 'Conditions' for awarding the Naylor Noggin

No sooner had | begun to read the Noggin accounts than | became aware that they had been written
to fit within a set of Rules or Conditions. Some of the early writers complained about these
restrictions. | set out to find the definitive list of conditions but each time | found a list it was
different from the others. | record the different versions here as they have had a great effect on the
accounts and even the selection of 'eligible' submissions.

Bulletin 013/02 (1961)

The Annual Trophy

In the preamble to the conditions that encouraged members to submit accounts it said:

“Entries please, of not more than two thousand words, to any officer of the Association on or before
31 December.” The conditions are set out below:-

1. To be awarded for the best log of a cruise which took place during the season preceding the
award.

2. Marks to be awarded on the scope of the voyage, the seamanship displayed, and the literary
merit.

3. Judgement to be given by the Central Committee in time to give adequate notice to the recipient
of presentation at the AGM.

4. The trophy to be held by the recipient for one year.

5. The trophy to be retained by an officer of the Association if not awarded because of lack of
entries or ones of inadequate standard.

6. The trophy to be inscribed with each recipient's name and the year of the presentation.

7. The trophy not to be held by the same person for more than three consecutive years.

8. The logto be available for eventual publication in the Bulletin.

It will be seen that the two thousand word limit which caused such problems to some writers was
not one of the true conditions as originally set out. Losing this word limit gave the freedom of
expression which many writers wanted. As the years passed by, virtually every one of the conditions
had to be set aside, as will be seen.

Much Later

In writing about the Trophy 171/02 (2001/02) Peter Bick wrote this:

Brian laid down that it should be for the log of a cruise in a sailing dinghy; i.e. an open sailing boat
with a maximum size of some 18 feet. The cruise should be adventurous, but not unsafe or
foolhardy, with the main body of the cruise completed under sail. The log should be reasonably well
written with continuity, not just a list of places visited, preferably capturing the essence of what
dinghy cruising is all about.

The winner should be decided by the committee with the President having the casting vote. .... It is
probably true to say that the length of the log is unimportant ... a long log tends to send the readers
to sleep.

Whilst we can see that this states roughly what the 'rules' are we can also see that once again,
certain conditions have been added especially relating to the type of boat allowed for the cruise
account. The original conditions did NOT specify an open boat or a length limit. Alan Glanville's Ness
Yawl is perfectly within the spirit of a dinghy cruising boat and it is over 19 ft in length. Eric Coleman
himself had a 'lid' on his boat as did Brian Naylor, Charles Stock and Brian McClellan to select just a
few others who had an interest in this trophy. Most telling of all is that Peter Bick, the writer of this
explanation, had a 'cabin' on his Roamer when he won it in 1986.
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To some extent this situation was corrected at the 2004 AGM when the president (Roger Barnes)
spoke about it 183/06.

'The president stated that whilst in the past the Naylor Noggin had been excluded to cruises in craft
with cabins, it was his view that this could be relaxed slightly in the future.

The latest view about the 'rules' have come from Brian Naylor himself in this compilation and whilst
they have already been included they are worth repeating here because they are clear, not overly
restrictive and simply give guidance. They might be summed up by saying that any really good
interesting story about a dinghy cruise will be in the running for consideration. This guidance (not
rules) is still about the best available.

“l decided that the Committee should choose the recipient to the following rules that are an
indication of what | had in mind when the trophy was donated.

For passages mainly under sail.

Be adventurous without compromising safety.

Be influenced by the total distance sailed and the number of places visited.

It should be in a readable style with description, not just a dreary list of facts against dates.

If it has not already been published in the Bulletin it should be published within an agreed time
limit, say, within two years of the award.”

uhwnNeE

It might be thought that the last condition is not needed now as the winning cruise is usually
selected from those already printed but research has shown that some accounts may not have been
fully published when perhaps they might have been. 1998 is an example of this and 1968 also
disappeared for rather a long time.

In 2007 Brian Naylor in corresponding about the trophy (see 195/9) suggested that the first
condition governing its award should be:

“The Noggin should be awarded FULL for the best account of a dinghy cruise published in the
Bulletin.”
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Winners of the Naylor Noggin Award
Dinghy Cruising Association Best Log of the Year

Name Year Bulletin Reference

John Deacon 1960 011/06
Alec Barge 1961 014/05
Eric Coleman 1962 016/04
John Deacon 1963 021/06

No award 1964
Charles Stock 1965 029/06

No award 1966
Peter Clutterbuck 1967 033/05 & 035/06
Brian Earl 1968 175/36
Ten year gap
Joan Abrams 1978 082/16 & 083/07
David McClellan 1979 082/21
Elizabeth Baker 1980 087/25
Edwin Dewhirst 1981 090/13
Hugh Clay 1982 089/14, 090/19, 094/19, 097/22, 098/19, 102/11 & 103/12
John Gray 1983 101/10, 102/20 & 103/18
John Baden 1984 104/16
Richard Petter 1985 110/16
Peter Bick 1986 110/23

No award 1987
Jim and Renee Bailey 1988 121/22

No award 1989
Elizabeth Baker 1990 122/20 & 123/09
Keith Muscott 1991 133/25 & 133/35
Brian McClellan 1992 136/14

No award 1993
Douglas Heslop 1994 142/24
Dave Morton 1995 149/26 & 150/40
David Jones 1996 151/20
David Sumner 1997 157/32
Len Wingfield 1998 Part1 161/28, Part2 189/32
Ed Wingfield 1999 162/23
Alan Glanville 2000 166/27
Peter Baxter 2001 173/40
Paul Constantine 2002 177/23
Ross Murray 2003 179/36
Dick Houghton 2004 183/30
Ted Jones 2005 187/30
Brian Naylor 2006 Part 1 (1958) 006/03 & 009/12, Part 2 191/42
Alastair Law 2007 196/34
Ted Jones 2008 200/46
David Jones 2009 202/29
John Hughes 2010 209/27
Steve Bradwell 2011 212/43
Charlie Hitchen 2012 214/49
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The Noggin Accounts

Winner 1960: John Deacon 011/06
Westward Ho! Westward No!

Boat: Jady Lane; 14 ft Clinker Yawl, no engine.
Crew: Not named; referred to only as 'Crew'.
No chart or illustration.

This is an absolutely delightful account of a Solent cruise from the Hamble to Christchurch written in
an old fashioned, understated way. John makes clear that he and his crew were newcomers to the
sport and cheerfully describes their many adversities experienced and hardships overcome in
wrestling with the English 'summer' weather in a small boat.

It was probably a reminiscence of one of his early cruises for by the time that this was published he
had become a very experienced dinghy cruiser and one of the main 'pillars' of the early DCA. If this
was so then already we can see that Condition 1 of the 1961 'rules' (published in bulletin 013/02,
two issues later than the one in which this account appeared) had been dropped in favour of
awarding the Noggin to such an excellent narrative. Here are just a few phrases which still speak
clearly to us. There are many more.

“The loan