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It was business as usual when we eventually got the boats back, but 

the wind seemed to have the annoying habit of blowing strong at  

weekends, which was the only time I had to go shrimping.

Getting to the end of September, our Bill and I had checked the  

moorings, as we do after every blow, and on the Sunday we went out 

shrimping. Sunday night it blew hard again.

I was cutting grass on the Ford estate in 1988, when some of the lads 

drew	up	in	a	mobile	van	and	passed	on	a	message.	“Your	missus	has	
rung up and said your boat has broken adrift and is now on the beach 

at Caldy.” My answer was “No!”; I felt sick. I put my tractor back in the 

garage, asked permission to leave, which was granted and off I go on 

the drive to Caldy steps. I was churning the problem over in my mind – 

it was really blowing hard, it’s a big tide, the boat is bound to be under 

the cliff, how am I going to get it off there are big tides all week – and 

I thought, if I can’t get it off they will smash it up. I wondered if it was 

wrecked beyond repair. when I finally arrived at Caldy steps, I was out of 

the car, down the steps, and along the beach like a shot.

There was an ominous space in the sea where the boat is usually moored 

– the boat was conspicuous by its absence. It was still blowing hard and 

the tide had started to go out, leaving 20 yards or so to get along the 

beach, As I was further along, I could see Pat and the boat in a little  

recess, under the cliff. The boat was lying north-south and listing seawards.

Pat reassured me that it wasn’t as bad as it looked, but what I saw 

was bad enough. She had sprung four planks in the stem and was badly 

strained all over. There was also 18 inches of muddy sand, into which 

she had buried herself. The telltale mooring rope. which is three inches 

thick, was trailing over the bow and along the boat. The big inch shackle, 

that only the week before had been inspected, was missing. This 40 

foot piece of rope is shackled to ground tackle. which is in itself a 100 

feet long, with chain wrapped round and two anchors, one each end,

Pat had made sure that all the gear was still there, in the boat: riddles 

net, compass, boiler, etc. The next tide would reach the boat about 

two in the morning, so all we could do was to dig it out of the sand and 

make it as seaworthy as possible, and if it floated, try and get it up to 

Heswall, under its own power. (If the boat had come ashore nowadays it 

would have been smashed to bits on the big boulders they have put at 

the bottom of the cliffs.)

This we did, and with the help of our Bill and Tommy Robinson, went 

back in the middle of the night to try and salvage her. Pat stayed at 

home. The wind was still strong when we got to the beach. The tide, to 

our surprise, was up to the cliffs. We made our way along the cliffs to 

the boat, which was just beginning to rock. There was an hour to  

go before high water and our plan was to push the bow round to  

meet the sea. As she lifted, with the three of us. with our backs to the 

bow, straining against the wind and waves, soaking wet and cold, we 

managed to straighten her up a bit, only to be knocked back again. 

Broadside onto this gale and nowhere to go, she rapidly filled with  

water, so that was that for the night. By this time the ebb had started 

and from being a mad pitching and plunging thing she settled down  

to a gentle rock, then listed down again, I bailed her out and we all 

went home.

The afternoon tide didn’t float her. Pat was on guard, we would try 

again very early morning. We took a dinghy with us this time and again 

the wind freshened. As it came up to high water, the surf was about 

three feet, but we managed to turn her again, and I started the engine 

up, to try and drive her off the beach. Alas, she was rapidly filling with 

water and her bow had blown round again, nearly coming down on top 

of us and the engine died. I shouted to Bill and Tommy: “Enough, we’ll 

get injured or drowned.” So we abandoned that idea. Spirits were very 

low by this time; cold, soaking, and tired we went home again. Tommy 

and Bill told me to give them a shout if you need us again, which l 

thought was most kind. It’s not everyone’s cup of tea, getting soaking 

wet and cold in the middle of the night. I thanked them very much for 

their help and said that I’d get all the gear off and ballast out, then ask 

Harry Jones from West Kirby Sailing Club, to put it on a trailer and take 

it to Heswall boatyard.

Continuing our serialisation of Geoff Andrews’ fascinating book, Memories of a  

Lifetime Past, about the life and times of Parkgate fishermen, Chris & Jim Peters
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