Further tales of Skipper Keith – Farewell to Ramillies 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Well it’s been a while since I put quill to parchment but truth be told there has been nothing particularly interesting to record. Since my last sailing revelations I have been honing some very much needed basic seaman skills. 

For the last year my sturdy 31ft Riptide Ramillies has been out the water getting a very much needed paint job. Many many coats to be taken off both the hull and top deck. So many of you reminded me over that year why a wooden boat was to be avoided! Yup they were happy to just remind me and agree it was some size of a job as I scraped and sanded whilst they just stood sucking air through their teeth. Did anyone with lots of spare time offer to help even a little – nope, not one. So okay I know I get it!!! It’s hard work and as it turns out, very hard work, especially on a large boat.  I can assure you it felt like I was scraping back the aircraft carrier that sat nearby in Rosyth. It took forever and a day and then a bit more.

In the end we, and I mean I, got her stripped back to base coat (ish) and for a while, as I was scunnered, she sat there looking a bit like a decomposing whale. Eva asked on a number of occasions when I was going to get her repainted as some had said she was a bit of an eyesore. I suggested that I quite liked the camouflage effect and might keep her that way.

Murdoch McGregor said that a friend of his took an art class at one of the local colleges and suggested I offered to let them design the new Ramillies paint job and probably end up with a Fife Banksy. He said we could make it a competition and select the winner then let them paint it.   By that stage of scunnerdness I thought that was an amazing and excellent idea.

Anyway the college art project fell through and with my free season out the water rapidly coming to a close I had to start the re-painting. I did a bit of research and got a lot of conflicting advice on the approach but decided it was a Two Pack job. I am not keen on mixing paint as it’s a bit of a science and I am not patient. I went for grey basecoat and having purchased the paint I read the instructions as Phil had warned me to do. I think Phil identifies the Gung Ho attitude I have but he, as we all know, is a man of precision and likes to advise and I do appreciate his wisdom.

Now I was doubtful as to the accuracy of the instructions as my instincts told me to doubt taking them literally. The instructions did however say very clearly ‘add container A to container B and stir well before use’. I did just as instructed then poured some of the 5 litres of combined and expensive paint into my roller tray, set the tin aside and began to apply.

To my surprise it went on satisfyingly well but I did worry a little that it wouldn’t go off and remain sticky. After about 10 mins I noticed the paint was getter rather thick and hard to work with. I came out from under the bilges with my tray now containing warm but solid paint and looked up to see smoke erupting out of my tin nearby. I couldn’t believe it.  The paint had reacted chemically and was looking like a volcano that was about to erupt all over the side of my boat.  The heat was incredible so I had to act quickly so kicked it off the pier wall into the Forth and watch it boil away. It was amazing to watch but what a waste of hard earned cash.  I thought there must have been something very important missing from the instructions - that would be the bit that said ‘only mix as much as you can use in 5 mins’. Did they just assume any moron would just know this? Just in case you are wondering I did recover the exploding tin when it cooled down and put it in the bin!

So I bought another 5 litre tin of the same two pack and learned from my experience. This time I only mixed as much as I could use in 5 mins but was clearly influenced by my volcanic experience and was cautious about the proportion of hardening agent I added. The 5 litres was enough for one and a half sides so more was needed, but standing back Ramillies looked transformed into her namesake - like a battleship - and at that moment I decided Battleship Grey would be her final colour.

I returned a few days later to check out the paint job to find Phil standing looking at it. ‘Think you got your mixture a bit wrong cause it’s still tacky in one side’. Yup I should have guessed that still having half of the hardening agent at the end was a clue to being over cautious. The other evidence was clear on the starboard side which was festooned with thousands of little black flies which normally fly about the seaweed.  Merde, merde, merde. At that moment I hated wooden boats.

Back to the drawing board and finding a way to remove the fly infested never drying paint…. Worse still was that we were rapidly heading towards crane in and she had to be ready.

More scraping, sanding and painting but this time using the proper measurement for the two pack and the hull was done and actually looking good. Still the topside to do and make sure the engine worked as she hadn’t been fired up in a year.

To be honest scraping the topside back was a pain and I was getting tired of it. To make things worse the engine wouldn’t fire up either and it was just a few weeks to crane in. The words of the many came to haunt me ‘you will regret buying a wooden boat they take so much looking after’ and at that moment I was not in love with Ramillies for sure; in fact we were not even buddies. It was like a relationship gone wrong and a divorce pending.

I discovered to my relief that the problem with the engine lay with the starter motor and solenoid so both were replaced - expensive enough but could have been worse.   With days to go to crane in she could at least go in and I could work on the topside. Truth be told I was done in, so with some sadness, I put her up for sale.

She is quite different so I was surprised with the interest she attracted. A lovely guy called Dave came to see her and just my luck he was a boat builder and knew his stuff. He looked her over and pointed out a few things around my renovations that he wouldn’t have done and explained why.  I am now wiser to the errors of my ways. Sadly he also found some wet rot which wasn’t good in a wooden boat. 

Typical the first guy to come around points out loads of issues I now have to think about. It was like being forced to sit and watch your old car go through its MOT with the list of ever growing fails and advisories getting longer.

On the plus side he thought I had done a reasonable job on the hull but said I shouldn’t have used two pack on wood as it traps in moisture!!!!!!!    Oh the time, effort, money and grief I could have saved if I had taken the advice of the old guys on the wooden boat forums who agreed. I have to admit feeling pretty deflated after the assessment. I could no longer ‘unknow’ what I now knew and that all added up to much more work that had to be done to make her sale worthy.

As luck would have it the fact that he did know his stuff and could see through the issues was great as he still saw the beauty of this lovely beast and we cut a deal and on a handshake she was sold. 

I have sold the lovely beast of a boat that was Ramillies. She has a new owner who is taking his time and using his knowledge and skill to bring her back to her former beauty properly and I look forward to seeing her tan sails again on the Forth.

In the meantime I have listened and learned and acquired Murdoch’s well-travelled Hunter 23 of the non-wooden type. I suggested Murdoch keep the name Artemis for his new Hunter 23 as it has such a following from his epic journeys. And so whilst racing again this season for Team Blue Ice I will be back next season in my own right with the the newly named Caramel Sutra……. And yes there is an obvious story in that name but not the one you probably think!
