
A Quiet Word of Condolence from Your Captain… 

 

Given the woes in which we find ourselves it is regretable that Nimrod is not, even as I 

write this, setting off in the usual half-gale but surprising sunshine on our annual 

adventure and team-dismantling exercise. A voyage of discovery into new waters for some 

of you, a “Dam Fine Cruise” it was to be, through the Potteries with the enchanted tunnel 

of Harecastle, the Macclesfield Canal and onto the Peak Forest at Marple to its terminus at 

Whaley Bridge in Bugsworth Basin. There we were to go to “Find the Dam” that so nearly 

was busted. 

Sadly the Wunder of Wuhan means that we are confined to base and will miss the babble 

of banter, the spirituality of the dusk and the gentle, beguiling throb of a two cylinder 

diesel… 

https://youtu.be/qlNG41uG1MY  A Lister but a Petter sounds the same. 

To ensure that the cruise crews remain fully trained I considered that a little cutlass 

practice might not come amiss. I enlisted the assistance of my (much) younger self, 

pictured nearby, but then remembered that our Men are largely in a vulnerable category, 

prone (to injury and positionally) and not to be trusted with anything sharp.  

 

Interestingly, although I expect you largely to beg to differ, as best man in the photo, I had 

the two wedding rings, in their light little bags, in my deep, tight left jacket pocket. At the 

request of the celebrant to provide them it became apparent that the sword, which must 

be carried or it jangles noisily - and is not easily held with the right hand , makes it 

incredibly  difficult to extract and unwrap the rings with said hand in a seaman-like 

manner. The ever present risk of losing the jewellery down the generously welcoming 

gratings in the floor of Malmelbury Abbey made for a Houdini straight jacket escape going wrong. 

 

 So what are we missing, I hear you ask? Is it the Dickensian conditions, with no food on 

the table? Is it the sensible comradeship of the older man who forswears the dangers of 

alcohol and unflinchingly shows respect for the historic institutions of our history? 

 
Is it perhaps the oportunity to forget the cares of the day and embrace mindfulness? 

 
Wyatt Earp & Wild Bill Hickock with the Clantons after the Gunfight at the OK Corrall  

https://youtu.be/qlNG41uG1MY


 

Perhaps it is the cultural opportunities. Here the Captain demonstrates the famous Bilston Plank* Dance, precursor to 

the Abbotts Bromley Horn* Dance. He can seen dancing with a single long, plank equivalent to a member of the crew.  

 
*It should be noted that these are neither insulting names nor notifiable diseases,at least up until now. 

Or we visit places where people make the gates to Heaven, or Hell, depending on your point of view: 

 
Bradley Lock Gate Workshop 

 



But even then there is much to read, learn, inwardly digest and apply to our lives… 

 
 

Obviously things don’t always go to plan. Last year Nimrod proved too large for comfort and entry was refused to Dudley 

Tunnel, which she had previously managed with ease. One would expect things to shrink with age, wouldn’t one. 

 
So that was a cultural experience that we didn’t, if you get my drift. 

So, Men, let us not be downhearted! Put the Elgar cylinder on the phonograph and let Nimrod rip!! 

Brave boys, Bligh looks forward to another time; when it really is safe to cough, both for ourselves and for others;  

when there are bluebirds over the red cliffs of Kinver; when Coley can sleep in his own little bed again, the lights are on 

in Bilston and the only rocks are ice in the spirits in our glasses. WE  WILL DO IT AGAIN. With permission of the 

management. 

And have an egg with it… 

 

Yours aye, missing you all, 

Bligh 
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