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    An informative and occasionally humorous new boater’s perspective of life on the Inland Waterways; charting their learning curve from calamitous collisions to confident competence, all fuelled by copious curries.


    Two humans, a dog the size of a small horse, petrol, gas, and curry, all in a confined space on a vessel we’d bought and only in theory knew how to operate. What could possibly go wrong?


    Dotted throughout is information on narrowboats, rivers, and canals, explored as we learn it on our own journeys, written in easy-to-follow layman’s terms.


    
      

    

  


  
    For my beautiful fiancée Cat, a BIG thank you for the idea!


    Also my thanks to Stanley; for the dog hair, the drool, the snoring, the scratches on the walls, mess around your food bowl, the odd “little accident”, and for just being a big lovable dog!


    A new boaters’ perspective of life on the inland waterways – an informative and occasionally humorous look at a couple and their colossal canine; charting their learning curve from calamitous collisions through to confident competence, all fuelled by copious curries.


    Photos by Cat Lee
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    FOREWORD


    They say boredom is powerful. A sensation which has driven many individuals to act away from the norm.


    Born out of boredom – could this explain how it all started?


    I had to undergo major surgery and I knew I was going to be confined to bed convalescing for at least a couple of months. For someone of my active nature this was going to be a frustrating time. There was not much else to do but resign myself to my melancholy and try to see the positives in the situation: one of them would be the joys of being waited on hand and foot by my man!


    There is only a limited number of activities that anyone can do in an incapacitated state: sleep, sleep, and more sleep, watch TV. Sleep again and read in bed.


    In preparation for the boredom to come, a week before I was due for admission into hospital I had ordered a few books online. A couple of these were on the topic of canals and boats.


    Two weeks prior to my surgery, on a cold winter morning I had been out watching the Severn Bore, a large intermittent tidal wave that runs up the River Severn, I had stopped afterwards for coffee at The Wharf House in Over near Gloucester.


    It was my first visit to The Wharf House. On entering the reception area I was instantly drawn to the impressive colourful plaque that spanned an entire wall detailing the Herefordshire & GloucestershireCanal, in an otherwise plain contemporary decor.


    Leaflets and books, all forms of literature about the canal and boats, were displayed in orderly fashion around the seating areas. They were difficult to ignore.


    I sat inside though they had a pretty terrace overlooking the river. I made a mental note to try it on a warmer day. I had placed my derriere onto the deep comfy sofa and ordered a coffee and hot buttered croissant. Immersing myself in canal boats literature and sipping my hot full-bodied beverage, my imagination started to get carried away.


    I started to image how much fun it would be to have a boat. I imagined eating strawberries and cream sitting on the bow deck and heartily blowing my saxophone as we cruised down the river. And Christmas on a boat, now that would be novel!


    Being gently rocked to sleep and waking up to the dawn mist. How about sipping wine and watching the stars with Ken Watanabe lying on the roof of the boat. See what I mean about my imagination getting carried away!


    I left The Wharf House that day with a warm happy feeling inside from having a grandiose idea.


    With hindsight, perhaps the seed had already been planted five years before when we were at Neptune’s Staircase near FortWilliam. We had visited it on one of our leisurely sightseeing days before setting out to climb Ben Nevis from the arduous north route.


    Neptune’s Staircase is an impressive sight consisting of a set of eight locks. The canal rises 64 feet in 450yards. A clever canal engineering feat with nothing else like it at the time it was built.


    The idea of owning a boat was not shared with my man until a few days after I got back home from the operation when I started to read my books.


    Over the years my man has had to put up with and hear a myriad of my crazy ideas.


    My enthusiasm for them has been short-lived on many occasions. My man has effortless ability in pointing out all the impracticalities. But it has never crushed my natural inquisitive nature or put me off from germinating new ideas!


    On this occasion it took a couple of days before he started to warm to the splendour of it all.


    I told him that, if we were to buy a boat, it would be the following year – allowing us time to save up. So much for that!


    His reasoning was life is too short to wait and summer was coming.


    When my man likes an idea and gets it into his head, there is utterly no way of stopping him! He can crystallize an idea and turn it into reality faster than Mike Tyson can win his first round!


    We have had sleepless nights since our offer for a boat was accepted. At bedtimes it has been a case of man planning the practical logistic side of getting it home and woman thinking about furnishing (more important of course!) and planning our Christmas onboard.


    Despite being sleep-deprived we walk around these days with a permanent smile both inside and out. As for Stanley, the dog, he is not any wiser. He is happy as long as he gets his walks although I have noticed a few bemused perplexed head tilts and tail wags as his mum and dad go about the day in a more happy-go-lucky way than usual.


    Our path in the future has suddenly branched out and taken a whole new direction.


    The thought is immensely exciting! But …


    In a few days my man, accompanied by friends, will embark on the maiden voyage to bring our boat safely back home. A group of men together equates to mischief and trouble even in the most normal of circumstances. Most notably none of these men has any practical boat skills or handling experience! Mike with his one week self-taught book theory. His actual boat course is not for two weeks.


    A group of men and one dog the size of a small donkey in a confined space – it’s going to be cosy! On a boat that they know only in theory how to operate and with gas cylinders, petrol, water and matches. What could possibly go wrong?


    I lay in bed at home with my knuckles in my mouth and my stomach churning with worry. Our boat was doomed!


    Cat Lee
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