BEERY BOATERS TRIP TO TARDEBIGGE 24 SEPTEMBER 2016.
I have finally managed to make another trip with the Beery Boaters in September 2016, thanks to all the schools in the area being fully manned and my services not required. No money coming in, but what the heck.

Friday night I decide to get my old broken Sat-Nav out again to see if I could get a little more life out of it. The new one not being as good and not informing me of any pending road conditions or suggesting diversions, which without this facility has in the past caused a few problems, especially when the new one is likely to drive you straight into a traffic jam as it doesn’t update with the current road situations. So, with the necessary tools in my newly built shed, out come the six screws and with one final jolt the casing is off. Unfortunately all the tiny screws jump in the air as well and fall onto the bench and then further down onto the sawdust covered floor. Well, I had been working there previously. The screws probably being 10BA in size are now invisible. Good news though, the Sat-Nav is working again as it was only the switch that wasn’t functioning and that is now back in its correct place as it had apparently been pushed in. Luckily the screws being steel are magnetic and a magnet eventually managed to find 5 of them.
I now have 2 Sat-Navs in working order albeit one with a screw loose and a voice sounding like the British Rail announcer from the 1970’s telling you to “mind the gap”, and the other which I believe to be possessed with a voice like it’s just escaped the crypt, and a drive icon on the panel resembling one of the four horsemen of the apocalypse. I mention this as this one periodically breaks into life at random moments between legitimate direction with statements such as “Never mind that noise coming from the trunk,” or “is it a full moon tonight,” or even “I’d like to take a detour to the graveyard.” Yes, I know, it had a “fun” setting, so I was going to have a bit of fun with both of them this trip.
Both Sat-Nav’s plugged into the two unused fag lighter sockets in my van and the destination set for Tardebigge, I set off for my first pickup, Bruv John Underdown at 8 o’clock on the dot. Progressing just out of my drive and down the hill both Sat-Navs now give me their preferred directions. One tells me to turn right, and the other to turn left. And so the trip has begun with duelling Sat-Nav’s that apparently can’t agree with each other. But luckily I have an override mode of common sense, although some may not agree with that statement.
Bruv John now picked up with luggage and also Bruv Dave’s luggage from a further stop also in the back (he’s going with Martin Atkins as I only have two seats in my van), and we are now off for proper. This year I am glad to say that no events on the trip are worth reporting apart from a toilet stop at a service station that I’ll not mention by name. I assume they are all the same. Diesel being sold at £1.29 point 9 (can’t remember ever seeing a 0.1 penny in my change) whereas at the Tesco’s at Whitfield it’s only £1.12 point 9, that’s 17p a litre difference. Even the cheapest meal at Berger King was £6.99 and that wasn’t even their Whopper which I know is usually £4.19 at their other outlets. Talk about a rip off. The only thing they got out of me was what they deserve, two pints of piss, and I’m relieved I didn’t have to pay for that privilege. Pun intended.

Finally arriving at Tardebigge at 12.45 we are welcomed by part of the crew, John Shephard, Dick Savage, Chris Baxter and Martin Prime. Dick instantly filling up a couple of glasses of his home brew for us newly arrived. I asked him if he had a name for it and he replied, “Dick Juice.” I think the local breweries are safe from competition with that sort of advertising campaign.
The late Martin Atkins, Bruv Dave Underdown and Commodore Jim Green (unelected) finally arrive at 13.30 and we set off a mere 15 minutes later at 13.45.
We now have two John’s on board and two Martins, which for purpose of this write up could get a little confusing. Incidentally the collective terms for a group of Martens (O.K. not the same spelling and this relating to the Pine Marten, but for the purpose of this episode is close enough) is a “RICHESS of Martens” the word richess being another word for “money” or “wealth,” quite appropriate really as it is Martin Atkins who calculates the costs at the end of the week for us all. Anyway I digress, last year I referred to them as Fat and Thin Martin, this year I thought of referring to them as Thick and Thin, but that wasn’t my style. I decided to concentrate on their surnames this year, so Mr. Atkins becomes Fatkins and Mr. Prime, Primate. Actually, like last year Fatkins says he doesn’t eat as much as he used to, so that’s not really fair, plus as you will see from the conclusion of this holiday, he actually didn’t eat as much as some of the other gannets, so I’ll just call him Martin from now on, and you can decide for yourself who the greedy pigs of the boat are. Now the two John’s, that’s quite an easy one. I don’t believe there is a collective term for a group of Johns, but if there was one it would have to be a “CONVENIENCE of John’s. Anyway, they are referred to simply as Bruv John and Shep. Myself, on the other hand, seem to get referred to with all manner of names during the trip, and some quite unrepeatable.
A quick check of cupboard allocation saw Jim moaning that there wasn’t enough room for him, even though he did have the double bed. Then someone opened up a cupboard to find some previous occupants cast-offs, left behind and hidden. The key word of that occupant being underpants. One skiddy pair, plus some cheesy socks to accompany them. Eventually they were put out of harms way by the use of a pair of tongues and it was suggested that we should hoist them up as a flag, but this never happened.
No sooner were we off on our trip then we had quite a wake up call as after a few minutes travel we encounter no less than the 29 locks in the next 2 and a half mile stretch, and when that was complete yet another 6 ending up at a pub called the Boat and Railway finally arriving at 17.45. That’s 33 locks in 4 hours. Mind you, the “Dick juice” see us through a good part of those.

The locks however I will add was far from uneventful. Especially when Jim takes control of the tiller. I’m not sure whether control is actually the right word to use here, but with his 40 years or so of experience I was looking for some tips on how things should really be done. He was certainly up to the challenge of teacher.

I believe Jim must have at one time driven an ice-breaker in the Antarctic. Every lock side being tested on both the port and starboard sides, obviously a naval custom to kiss them on the way in, and of course full throttle forward when entering until you get about half way into the lock, then its full throttle backwards until we come to a stop with a resounding thud on the lock gates. Lucky there’s probably 30 or so tonne of water behind them as otherwise we would on most occasions just break through. Oh, and I forgot to say for good measures we also have to kiss the back gates when they are closed as well, for good measure. I assume just to see if they closed properly.

Lock 33, I believe being the most eventful, at least from Bruv Dave’s perspective. I will admit here that I did not witness the event, but the outcome cannot be disputed. Dave with blooded hanky stemming the flow from his head; two teeth had penetrated his top lip but fortunately were still intact, a grazed face and distorted glasses. Dave looking woefully at his camera of which I am please to say did actually survive. Evidentially what had happened was Dave was just about to come inside from taking some snap shots at the same time as the boat was navigating another lock, in the usual manner, although Jim says it wasn’t him this time. Crash went the boat, as is usual and expected. Unfortunately so did Dave, head first into the depths on the boat near his bed but stopping his fall with his face on the side of one of the drawers whilst protecting his camera with his only working hand. I think that quite made his holiday.
Back to the plot though. That evening at the Boat and Railway we were welcomed with a sign saying “special offer, Ringwood Old Thumper at 5.1%, price being advertised at £2.30 a pint. Well, we couldn’t wait to sample this, however that sign lied. It was only £1.80 a pint. I don’t think it was copious amounts of this beer that caused the next apparition, but I am certain that this pub was displaying the very first Christmas Tree of the year in their window. They obviously start things early in this county.

SUNDAY 25 SEPTEMBER 2016.
Apparently it absolutely chucked it down during the night, but I was impervious to this with a combination of Old Thumper in my stomach and a hearty meal of course, and the obligatory ear plugs filtering out all the usual noises heard during the night that you’d expect from 9 boozed up men in a boat. Yes, I’ve done these trips before.
On waking up at 7.30 when the light penetrated the windows we all discovered just how cramped things were in order to get dressed. The mind to mouth now working incorrectly in some aspects. Bruv Dave pointed out that he had been stiff all night and woke up with quite a swelling. I am hoping he was referring to the fall he had the previous day as the choice of phrase could have been better chosen. Bruv John on the other hand indicated that the best way to have a wash was to sit on the toilet with his feet in the bowl. I am hoping also that he actually took another bowl in the washroom with him in which to do his feet and wasn’t simply sitting on the seat looking inwards, although I can just picture both on this trip.
Time is now 10 o’clock and Chris is in the galley cracking eggs, jokes and fingers, preparing our breakfast. The two Martins either side of him. Primate on the tiller and “don’t eat so much, Martin” drooling like a St. Bernard as usual on the other side of the stove. I do wish he’d use a hanky. Toast is ready, so we are told, it’s black, its readiness indicated by the smoke signals that were still rising. I actually like my toast like this, but unfortunately so does Shep, so me and him fight over whose it is.
The sun is making an appearance after last nights downpour that I am told lasted about 4 hours. A passing group of holidaymakers told us that information when passing. They had been coming up the locks travelling the other way so we had plenty of time to talk.
Lunch time and we are at another pub, this one called the Eagle and Sun. Nice pub but a bit of a national chain type. However, it does some good beer and has a carvery. I can’t stomach this after such a huge full English breakfast had been downed a few hours previous, but it’s too much for Chris to resist. At £10.95 it included four cuts from 4 different joints of meat. Beef, pork, lamb and the largest turkey I have seen cooked ever, and I believe as much vegetables as you could pile on your plate and eat, the choices being from twelve different trays. It was obviously a very popular pub indeed with people continuously forming a queue for the meal and the queue not getting any shorter from the opening time at 12 till we finally left just after 3 o’clock. Chris still picking the bits from his teeth at 4. I think he’s trying to outdo dieting Martin.
On the other hand Dave decides its time for his own lunch and pulls out of his rucksack a plastic bag containing four sausages. The look of which reminded me of something else, but at the time I didn’t really think about it much.
We have now reached the Droitwich junction, this is a relatively new part of the navigatable canals only having opened about 5 years ago.
Turning right we enter 5 locks manned by volunteers who do most of the work for us. This is an interesting set of locks as you have to let the water out to the side first into what I can only describe as a holding pen and the boat sinks half way down. You then let the rest of the water out at the front as usual till the levels are the same and you can then proceed. They tell me that this is the way that they save water, as for a boat on the way up, the water in the holding pen is used first to raise the level half way first, then the other half using the water from the top lock as usual. Ingenious.
About a mile or so along from these locks we enter what they call a staircase. Again the water manipulation is different. From the top lock you release the water but I have no idea where it goes, as it doesn’t fill up the lock below as at the time of writing this is already full. The boat sinks (not literally though Jim does his best) and you are at the next level. Again you empty that part of the lock and again the water doesn’t apparently go to level below as that is already full and would again overflow, but you descend again till the levels are identical and then open the gates and you are away. I am still trying to work out how this works going upwards.
We have now arrived at Droitwich, and I have been informed the meaning of “wich” to be of salt. Hence I suppose local to us, Sandwich, not being something you put between two slices of bread, but meaning salt of the sands. Fascinating stuff and very educational. In fact I often get people saying to me after they have read my write ups, “Well, that’s taught me a lesson!”
We manage to visit two pubs here, the latter being the Cock Inn. You can make what you like of that name, but the strangest beer I have ever had, certainly on this trip. It’s a Marstons brew called Salty Caramel beer. I can’t really describe its flavour, or know whether it had any salt in it at all, but it did have a caramel taste with a salty twang. Its name certainly leaving no doubt as to the flavour. If I saw it again I most certainly would have a pint, but it’s not the sort of drink I would like to be on all evening.
Primate feeling hungry decided to pay a visit to the local Indian restaurant for a sit down before they closed and so we lost him during the evening. I followed him on about an hour later, but by this time he had finished and had left. Being late I decided upon a takeaway which I ate on board at about 11 o’clock, assuming the pubs to have closed at this time, like they did on my last trip there 3 years ago.
Come 12.30 and just me and Primate on board I decided to chuck it all in and go to bed, after all, we had a 7 o’clock start the following morning, so I have been informed.
3.15 in the morning and the rest of the crew finally turned up, having found a pub that refused to stop serving them, although I was told that the landlady kept on calling last orders every time their glasses were empty. Not sure what else I missed that evening, but I’m sure if there was anything of note I’ll find out about it tomorrow.

MONDAY 26 SEPTEMBER 2016
For some reason everyone who said they would set their alarms for the early morning start failed to do so. That is apart from Jim who doesn’t need an alarm clock and wakes the rest of us up by banging everything he can, revving the engine, rocking the boat and finally tapping the roof with his stick. That really echoes through the boat and certainly did the trick to get a few of us up. It was well passed that 7 o’clock start promised the day before though.

Having cast off or not, as the case may be, the rope tying the boat to the shore apparently got snapped. Now I wonder how that happened and who was responsible? The excuse being that when the engine was turned on someone forgot to check that the throttle was in neutral. That’s a good excuse, I thought. I still don’t know who was responsible, but Jim spliced the rope back together again. And made a damn good job of it as well.
Most of us were actually still in bed when the above took place, even after the original awakening, but Jim can certainly get you all out of bed when he’s at the tiller by steering into banks, bumping into the sides of bridges as we pass under them. I think if he could he’d try and jump over them if he could.
A short time later at a lock by a lock-keepers house there was a swan having some bread that the lock keeper put out. Shep being on paddle opening duty had just finished operating the bottom gates and was on his way to the top gate. However the swan decided otherwise and looking him in the eye postured somewhat by opening its wings slightly. I don’t think I’ve seen Shep move so fast backwards before as he decided it better to take the long route back to the other side of the locks, waiting for the gates to close.
The next lock we got talking to a lady dog walker regarding the weather and the fact that it was likely to rain later on. It was at this point I remembered Bruv Dave’s dinner yesterday, as the lady had hold of a plastic bag with what resembled sausages inside. I pointed out to Dave that she obviously had one of his dinners. He was not impressed.
Time now just before 10.30 and we have made it to lock number 1. This is where we meet the river Severn. I think it’s called that as that’s the number of times that Primate had to manoeuvre up and down in order to get close enough to the landing stage to pick us up again from the back from lock winding. He’s obviously been Jim trained over the years.

We are now travelling down stream at a good old rate of knots, it appears that Chris and Dick have been up about an hour, obviously Jim couldn’t get them out of bed earlier. They must have had a good night again last night. We are hoping that with such a wide river that Jim and Primate for that matter can keep us out of the banks.
Breakfast over, at least for most of us, thanks to our guest Chef for the day, Dick. Drooling Martin being first again, and actually also last as well after Dick throws into the bin the apparently empty tins of beans and tomatoes.  However, they do get retrieved again by Martin who goes bin raiding for leftovers in the tins. Having scraped the contents into one, he devours what’s left before finally crushing the tins and chucking them back in the bin again. Maybe he’s back on track again with his eating habits of years past.

Now this next incident is certainly well worth reporting, you just can’t make it up. In fact a millionaire yacht owner has just saved me the usual inaccurate comments from some readers of “the author makes most of these accounts up” by phoning the head office of Anglo Welsh, thus recording my write up from a third party. You can check it for yourself if you like. This yacht owner is complaining that we have damaged his boat by crashing into it. Fact is, Shep was driving at the time and bringing our boat to some mooring banks, where he was parked, got caught in a side wind, not produced from anyone on board I hasten to add and the boat got a little bit closer to the yacht than he had intended. With engine in reverse and the yacht owner filling his pants, swearing at us all profusely and telling us that Shep was “dangerous” in a broad Brummy accent, we slowly came to a halt and Bruv John at the front end pushed us off his craft gently with his hands. The yacht owner evidentially is saying we have damaged his yacht and is trying to claim enough money out of the insurance to buy a new cruiser. Seeing there was no room to get off at this position we continued further down the river to another lock that entered the same stretch of canal we were aiming for. Having made out retreat, the yacht owner actually got off his craft and followed us down the river him being on the bank, shaking his fist, and using all manner of Anglo Saxon words that you wouldn’t hear in church or would say to your granny, and making a complete exhibition of himself took photos of our passage on his tablet. It wouldn’t have been so had we actually done some damage to his yacht, in fact it wouldn’t have been so bad if we had actually bumped into his little toy. Although to be fair I think we did produce a 2 inch wave in our wake that brushed the side of his willy enhancing babe magnet. I expect it made the nasty little turd feel big.

5 o’clock now and Shep decides its shower time, and about time too we all say. He had obviously got a bit sweaty when the yacht owner was throwing the insults at his driving. All I can say is he was lucky it wasn’t Jim driving at the time, else he’d really have had something to get excited over. But the crap the yacht owner was saying, I think some had obviously stuck to Shep. On passing the shower unit Bruv Dave had to enquire what all the slapping come squelshing come pulsating noises were coming from inside the shower unit. One can only hope that it was from the shower pump that empties the spent water into the canal, and not from Shep relieving his tensions. 
We are now off the river Severn and travelling up the Staffordshire and Worcestershire canal. No incidents in going through the locks that separate the two that I care to mention.
Primate is on the tiller again Jim standing next to him. Crash, bank, wallop, just before a bridge. Indeed Jim has been giving the lessons again.
Throttle full forward, we appear to be catching up with 2 other holiday-makers on their narrow boats which causes a bit of a blockage at the locks, so we have to pull over and wait our turn for them to clear. Situated by the side of the bank we are right underneath a chestnut tree laden with nuts. Unfortunately they aren’t quite ripe yet, so my pickings come to nothing. I don’t like Chestnuts anyway.

A bit further up the canal and Bruv Dave’s not happy at all. We’ve just gone under the Severn Valley Railway bridge and he missed a steam train passing overhead. To make matters worse everyone else saw it, and keep telling him wonderful the sight was. He’s got a face like a bulldog chewing a wasp.
TUESDAY 27 SEPTEMBER 2016
Another designated start time of 7 o’clock ended up as an 8 o’clock start. Probably due to the fact that last knockings the previous evening from the pub spread into a further session back on board, finishing off the rum rations, and there appeared to be quite a bit to get through as well. At least I believe we all slept well.
Jim has a new Arrooga; that’s the horn system that makes that kind of sound when the button is pressed. It’s all mechanical by the way. It had to be a new one as I reported on the last trip I was on with him he managed to lose it along with the TV Aerial overboard when he took us into some very low overhanging trees. Although the device has a magnetic base, for this new one he has the sense to padlock it to the roof by a chain. Oh and the boatyard have changed the design of the aerials to flat, so guess both are ready again for his driving.
It’s amazing how the accents appear to change over just a short area on the canals. At present most people sound like Pam Ayres, but it won’t be long before we get to the Noddy Holder stage. I bit like that prat with the yacht.

All appears to be going well on a nice straight, wide and open part of the water when suddenly from the front I hear a shout of “STOP! STOP” REVERSE, OH NO! DUCK! HELP!” Jim goes straight into a stationary boat moored on the banks. At least I am told it was Jim who was driving, it was his style. No damage done as it was a boat similar to ours with steel hull, and no one on board, so no owners telling us that the driver was “Dangerous” again, but we know that from experience. I would imaging though that anything on shelves inside their boat would have been moved, the crash was certainly enough to open both our lavatory doors. No bemused occupants at the time though.
Jim does own up he was driving at the time, and uses a plausible excuse, he said he took his eye off where he was going to look at a huge railway signal someone had set up on the banks just outside someone’s garden. I will admit, it did look a bit out of place being situated nowhere near a train track. I suppose that being the excuse it was all O.K. to ram this poor narrow boats owners home. I am learning from Jim every day.

Time just gone 10 o’clock and I have spotted a milestone indicator post stating that we have left Worcestershire and have now entered Gloucestershire. Wonder what we’ll do to leave our mark on this county?
Chris is the breakfast cook again this morning and suddenly last nights rum makes an appearance again. Not from the bottle but from his stomach. He says he was overcome by the greasy cooking fumes of sausage and black pudding that did it. Luckily he was having a dump at the same time and says he erupted from both ends at once. He’s now getting some fresh air and looking like a figurehead at the sharp end. Reserve guest chef Dick takes over the galley duties.
We call on him again later when we find that the sink Chris evacuated into is blocked and as plumber he has the wonderful task of taking the bits and pieces under the sink apart to remove the obliging diced carrots from the system and it now appears to be clearish and at least allowing water to escape again.
We have just reached a place called Kimber and filled up with water. I had a shower as well, and contrary to popular believe I am now only half the man I used to be. Certainly pounds lighter at any rate.
16.30 and the sun is out again. What wonderful weather for this time of year. Expect that’ll change though, but to date I am still in tee-shirt.
The time getting late, we are still travelling and witness an absolutely stunning red sky. Unfortunately this means that we are starting to lose light and we still have 12 locks to do.

It’s now 19.40 and we have pulled up outside a pub called the Sampson and Lion. We couldn’t have gone on even if we wanted to as we have now lost all light apart from the one on the front of the boat. Dick’s already in the pub and they are advertising a skittle alley here. Think I must have been here 4 years ago, but I never did see the alley this time; it must have been in an outside shed, so couldn’t have been the same pub as I had previously thought. And so to bed again at 12. Chris is back on the beer again, but this time he’s taking a wide berth from the rum.

WEDNESDAY 28 SEPTEMBER 2016.

All of us are up at 7.30 for some reason, but don’t manage to get away till 9.00 on the dot. Never did find out the reason for the delay.
We are now just coming into an industrial area and Dave in his element taking snap shots of chimneys, dilapidated sheds and the pièce de résistance, a long line of corrugated iron fencing topped off with some barbed wire. This to him is the equivalent of a suspender belt at the top of a lady’s stocking would be to anyone else. Talking of which, Chris is just getting wired into a copy today’s Midweek Sport paper. It shows more tits than a bird house at feeding time. Think he’s actually looking for photos of his pin-up girl Ruth Goodman off Victorian Farm as I believe he has a fetish for her, at least he’s been talking about her all trip. Dick’s on breakfast duties again, and Shep has disappeared into the toilet with 4 toilet rolls. He may be some time.
10.45 and we have just tied up at the bottom of the Delph Locks where I witness for the first time the infamous Atkins hitch, devised no less by our very own Martin Atkins. It always uses all the rope as is available, no matter whether that be two foot or twenty, takes five minutes to tie, takes three attempts of fiddling, twisting, looping, undoing and redoing, and as far as I can see is different at every attempt, but upon completion looks impossible to undo.
Oh boy, talk about a trip to the past, we pay a visit to a Bathams pub called the Vine, that sells only one bitter and one mild, both in excellent condition I hasten to add, as indeed it should be. This pub is also known as the Bull and Bladder, which is their actual brewery, we were in the tap room. The man behind the bar being excellent, serving at least four people at once, as well as changing barrels when required.
Jim, the cunning devil certainly knows how to jump the queues in some pubs. I was standing at the serving hatch in the Vine with two blokes in front of me when a waitress walks up behind him with two plates fully loaded with chips, a beef and mushroom pie all covered in gravy. Jim fiddles with his stick and trips her up. The poor woman’s body lunges forward, her legs being retarded in Jim’s stick, eventually the legs being released she flies into the room at what looked like a 45 degree angle, swearing like a trooper, and we all turn round to watch the inevitable fall. I’ll give her her due though, she only spilt one chip and managed to remain on her legs throughout, but most of the gravy has spilt down her apron, although she did go at least three tables past the people who had put in the order originally. The crafty thing was, whilst the rest of us were watching events take place, and wondering what language she would come out with next, Jim got served in front of us and just walked away as if nothing had happened. The waitress, after serving her customers apologised to them for the language and returned to the kitchen to obviously change her apron. I don’t think she knew it was Jim’s stick that had caused the incident, and by this time he was well out of the way.
We have now just come from a place called Mrs Pardoes, also known as the Old Swan. Again this is the actual brewery going back to 1855. The Swan brewery of course. The name of the premises gives that away I suppose. Two breweries in one day, that’s what I call a proper beery Boaters day out.

23.30 and everyone is now back on the boat bar Jim, Martin and Bruv Dave and this is where I can foresee a problem. My bunk bed and the one just a cabin back but opposite and occupied by Chris both have an extension that pulls out making the sleeping areas wider. Problem is, when they are both pulled out, that takes up the majority of the walkway and it’s impossible to walk past. Dave’s quarters being at the front end of the boat this normally wouldn’t be a problem. However, as Dave has to get on at the rear due to his disability, will have to walk all the way through the boat to get to his quarters. So, here am I, with all other occupants on board asleep, waiting for the missing crew including Dave to arrive so he can walk past, only then will I be able to pull out my extension and finally go to sleep. Perhaps I should reword that, but it’s late and you know what I mean.

No chance of sleep though as even though the earplugs have been inserted, it’s 2.15 and I can hear Martin and Jim, bellowing about goodness-knows what at the far end of the boat. I just push the earplugs in a bit deeper and hope that does the trick, but I don’t know what the rest of the crew will do. Probably murder the two if it continues.

THURSDAY 29th SEPTEMBER. 2016.
It has been decided that we need to water up again and whilst we have the hose out we try and finally clear the blockage in the sink that Chris threw up in. It having been sluggish to empty water ever since. Towels at the sink end and the hose up the orifice in the outlet, the water is turned on at full blast. Afraid that’s all there is to this story, which to me is a bit disappointing as I thought that would give me at least another two pages to document, but it did the trick and cleared the blockage completely and no mess or undue excitement. I note that here as this has got to be a first.
It appears that our original planned route has now changed. What was supposed to be a run back to base without any locks now contains plenty of locks in this detour. Suits me, but I wonder if we’ll get back on Saturday morning on time? Time will tell.
When you are on shore winding the lock paddles up and down there is always plenty of opportunity and usually need to have a pee in the bushes. It’s a combination of all the beer one drinks the previous night and the sound of running water beside you. Not really wanting to get back on board and fill up the khazi you usually find a secluded spot behind some bushes or up a tree to irrigate the foliage. Just after closing one of the locks a black cat decides it wants to cross the canal, so runs across the now closed lock gates in front of me just as I have the urge to relieve myself and I find myself following the path of the cat to a hidden part of the tow path where I can do the necessary. Word soon spreads on board that I am chasing black pussy with my willy in my hand. Last trip I will admit that I was the only one on board to actually pull a bird, but this was a drowning pigeon from the water. I can live with it, but for those not reading this I hope I don’t end up with that kind of reputation.
12 o’clock now and we have just arrived at Tipton, right outside the statue of the Tipton Slasher. He was a bare knuckle prize fighter. William Perry as was his real name was a British Heavyweight prize fighter and champion of England from 1850 to 1857 and ran a beer shop nearby and later the Bricklayer’s Arms in Wolverhampton and eventually died an alcoholic on 24th December 1880.  I will say we spent quite a time in the Fountain Inn where he was licensee, although today it was far from just a beer shop, and I believe it was noted here that Bruv Dave, due to his looks from the accident earlier in the week actually had the appearance of someone who had gone several rounds with the Tipton slasher.
15.30 and we have just left, and I have to say that apart from the rubbish floating on the top of the water, this is the clearest water I have seen on this trip. You can see the bottom as clear as anything.
16.00 I believe I commented too soon. We had to stop for a propeller blockage and I’m pretty certain in saying that the offending rubbish looked like three bags usually used by dog walkers for turd clearance or Bruv Dave’s sausage lunch, one Tesco, one Asda bag and a bit of Nylon rope. All I can say is dirty dog owners again. I just wish I could trace who they are as they could have it back again, personally posted through their letter boxes. For goodness sake you cretins, by all means let your dogs crap, but either collect it up and take it home with you or just kick it about till it gets lost. Rant over.
Coming up to 18.00 now and we must be getting near to Birmingham as the graffiti is rife, and not very good either, and where it is some other unsociable runt has covered it up with their own scrawl they call their tag.
We are now trying to find a place to moor for the night, which is proving to be difficult at present. We thought we found a decent spot only to me moved on by the owner informing us that it was private moorings and she had some other boats about to moor up there for a meal, so off we go again.
What I thought was going to be an impossible task was actually quite easy as right round the next corner about 100 yards up the canal we find an ideal spot.
This as you can tell is in the heart of the city as most of the people walking about have to do so with a mobile strapped to their ear. Most secluded areas also have a sleeping bag laid out and usually an occupant either sitting on or inside, cap on floor with a few coppers on display presumably for people to add to, and the obligatory dog as company, but they aren’t any trouble.
We manage no less than three pubs this evening, the Prince of Wales which served all rather national blands, very different from the last time we had been there, so we hastily moved on. The Post Office Vaults that was a lot better, offering beers that I had never heard of before, but best of all the Wellington that had at least 16 beers on hand-pumps, so many in fact you were encouraged to order them by number. One of which was 8.5% ABV but a massive £7 a pint. I decided I just had to try it, but only a half. The rest being reasonably priced. This pub certainly specialised in beer and didn’t offer food at all, however, they did offered a selection of takeaway menus and allowed you to order, and have delivered and eat in the pub, and actually encouraged you to do the same by supplying warm plates and cutlery. What a wonderful idea, meaning that this pub could totally focus on their beers and at the same time offer specialised meals in authentic Chinese, Italian, Indian or British food at takeaway prices without having to employ a dedicated chef, and their only outlay being someone to wash up the plates afterwards.
Dick, Shep and Chris ordered an Indian and not only devoured that, but also the leftovers from the table behind them who had the same plan of ordering a takeaway. At this stage it occurred to me that we should rename ourselves not the Beery Boaters but the beery Bloaters those three having already devoured an enormous full English breakfast in the morning, and a massive ploughman’s lunch at about 4 o’clock. I believe they are putting Martin to shame here and on this trip he has indeed lost his title of Mr. Creosote. The Balty they had now consumed as well as what was scavenged from surrounding tables at least helped to clear the nearby tables, but did remind me of those tramps bin raiding outside.
What else have I missed today? Ah yes, Birmingham is again well placed as the centre of England as there is a Conservative conference looming, and a good deal of the city is cordoned off and diversions put in place for both traffic and also pedestrians, so any direct route is impossible. I mention this as Bruv Dave was struggling a bit on the way back and so we all jumped into a taxi. The end of the journey the driver handed us out some business cards, I assumed to be for a nightclub called Salts Regal, but on inspection the following day it was for, and I quote, “are unique crystals that have been formulated to provide nourishing stress relief for body and mind.” I wonder how many were persuaded to buy some?
FRIDAY 30th SEPTEMBER 2016.

Lucky we chose this week for the trip as I have just seen a sign informing people that all moorings are suspended in this area from today for a few days whilst the politicians have their annual jolly in the conference centre.
This now being our last full day things are starting to get a bit tired. The gas oven doesn’t appear to be heating up, probably out of gas, which can’t be said for the occupants, and the toilets are getting full and near to capacity. Pity the two can’t be amalgamated so the gas from one can be used for the other, but having thought about it for a minute I don’t think that a good idea. The aftertaste just doesn’t appeal.
Jim is on the tiller again as we can tell as he only has two speeds, full forwards and full reverse, often several times in a period of seconds. Anything could happen and we warn Bruv Dave not to end up as he began.
After the usual frantic forward and reverse revive I assume we are approaching a lock, however, this time this in not the case. We have another blockage round the propeller. We just had to pull over and stop again although this time I can’t blame Jim for this one, but it does explain the revving and reversing. One weed hatch opened again and Chris fishes out a huge stick and what appears to be a potato sack. That’s cleared it. But we are now grounded. Jim says it was the only place we could stop in the area. Well, it’s one way of stopping the boat, put it on a sand back, I suppose. Ten minutes later with the use of a pole and further frantic revving we are off again.
12.45 and at destination in Alvechurch. We have found some moorings but no rings to tie up with so use the hooks that secure themselves to the metal sides of the canals. Here the Atkins hitch comes into play again. First attempt too slack, second attempt different from first and resembling the sort of propeller foul up we removed earlier. Third attempt worked but he wasn’t happy with that, so undid it all again and did away with the hook and just fed the rope around the towpath metal edging. In was giving full commentary to the rest of the crew regarding the Atkins hitch throughout, and eventually Martin chased me up the towpath with a tiller pole in his hand. Eventually realising I am faster than he, he goes back to his rope mess for it to be suggested by Jim that if he took all the rope back again he’d fix it with a chain instead. At this point and Martin’s face resembling a black-current I departed.
We have just moored up again at our last stop of the holiday, it’s 17.30 and we had booked into the Waybridge for 19.30 for a meal. It doesn’t open till 19.00, so everyone is at a loose end. Primate escaped earlier on in the morning as he says he’s working tomorrow and went home early. Dick has gone for a walk, followed by Bruv John, followed by Chris. Bruv Dave’s done most of his packing but is moaning that nothing is where he put it at the start of the week, and qualifies that statement by saying its got something to do with his memory and age, but suggesting that the real cause possibly has something to do with all the crashes, knocks and bumps we have had during the week. Jim and Martin are on the stern comparing this trip with those from the past and thinking about the next one. Shep seems to be spending most of his time in and out of the toilets for various reasons and spraying himself down with some sort of deodorant or aftershave. I think it’s called “Midnight in a weight-lifters jock-strap,” or “Essence of Sumo Wrestlers Bike Saddle” or something like that. Oh, and I, of course are documenting all of this.
Everyone back on board again now and Bruv Dave’s trying to finish off the packing. It’s lucky I can see what he’s doing, but for anyone walking past and listening in, I think they may just wonder exactly what’s going on. The conversation went like this:-
Dave:- “I can’t understand this, I can’t do the zip up.”
John:- “Do you want me to help?”
Dave:- “No, I can usually do it myself.”
John:- “I think you’ve got too much in there.”
Dave:- “Well, it’s exactly the same as I had in there at the start of the week.”
John:- “I think it’s those two bags you have in there as well that’s causing the problem. Have you been inflating them with air?”
Dave:- “Well, they’ll go down eventually in the morning.”
The mind just boggles.
All back early tonight from the pub. This being the Weighbridge as we definitely need a 7.30 start in the morning. Think most of us are pretty shattered actually. And to think, this was called a holiday!

SATURDAY 1st OCTOBER 2016.

One observation I have made during this trip is being with the Beery Boaters don’t half age your bladder. At the beginning of the week I could sleep through to the morning. At the end I had to get up twice in the night.
For the first time the weather has turned. It’s raining with more forecast from the met office for the rest of the trip home. Not sure why we listen to the shipping forecast as I don’t think we can get further away from the coast being in the Midlands. I will have to add though what wonderful weather we have been blessed with for this time of year. Although I had brought a jacket I hadn’t worn it once, certainly not the wet weather one.
The final morning food share out if quite entertaining as well. “Do you want the salt and pepper, Martin?” Says Jim.
“No, you can have it,” Martin replies.
“There’s Jim’s chilly jam,” says someone else, “He’ll want to take that back with him.”
“What about the mushrooms?”
“Oh, they’ve gone past their prime. You can chuck them.
And so this goes on till there’s nothing left that anyone wants. John takes all the fruit, and I finish off a few biscuits.
We are now back from whence we started and hand over the boat to the boatman who takes the tiller from Jim and turns it around in the winding hole. I think to myself, “this bloke surely doesn’t know what he’s doing as it’s nothing like Jim’s driving. There’s no ramming into the banks to get a purchase with to aid turning, no bumping any boats either side to wake people up, it’s absolutely nothing like Jim has been teaching us all week with his 40 years experience. Perhaps he should have lessons from Jim, we all have.
And so the week has ended and we are making our way back, in absolutely foul weather. Looks like we got the timing just about right this year for the sun and warmth.
No unforeseen circumstances I am glad to say on the way back, apart from the usual comfort stop at a service station, where with their inflated prices all they got from me again was what I think they deserve. The tank of my van still being over half full as well, so no panics as to whether we would make it back without filling up on route. I wouldn’t at those prices anyway, I really don’t know how they get away with it.
Well, that’s my holiday over again for the year and now I have got this write up complete I’ll start working on the video. Yes, this year I took some video footage of the trip. I didn’t manage to capture any of the mishaps unfortunately, accept possibly Chris dancing one morning while preparing the breakfast, but there you have it. No idea how the footage will be put together, but I’ll keep you informed on my website as to when it’s ready. As for the web, this also be uploaded and you should be able to access it from the following address:-

www.Dover-Kent.Com/Beery-Boaters/Menu.html
Paul Skelton.

