
Skiffie World Championships 

June 27 to 2 July 2022 

 

Monday 27 June marked the beginning of the long awaited Skiffie World 

Championships being held in Kortgene in The Netherlands.  22 intrepid members and 

one boat needed to get there to join the other 52 clubs competing.  These are their 

stories. 

 

The Early Birds – The wee report caravan 147 by Jill Saunderson 

 

Carol and I left for Holland Sunday the 19th and had a great 5 days up in Edam, a 

lovely little town famous for the cheese. We were there to continue our training!!!  We 

were out on the bikes every day; Carol’s was too big and a man’s bike and mine had 

dodgy brakes so stopping was a bit tricky if not comical. One day with temperatures 

over 80 we got a bit lost and cycled for over 2 and a half hours, fortunately we came 

to a little village with a lake and we were able to go in and have a swim, it did save 

us, letting us cool us down before we had to do the return journey, we felt that really 

gave us good preparation for the coming days down in Kortgene. We travelled down 

to Kortgene on Friday and got settled into the caravan and were really happy with 

the site.  

 

 
 

Annie and David arrived on Sunday. We decided that the little bedroom really was so 

little, Carol and I slept very well in the living room, Annie was afraid that we would be 

kept awake with David’s snoring, but Annie’s concerns were unfounded, and we 

never heard him once, so happy little caravan. David was welcome as he was a great 

cook and he made us a couple of lovely meals that we were very grateful for. 

 

I think we were all a bit tense on the race days, 

and Carol and I made sure that Annie was 

down at the assembly spot well in time, in fact 

she was nearly half an hour early one morning, 

oops!!! We all had good races and sadly 

neither Carol nor Annie got medals but gave 

everything they had in the really tough races 

with tough categories. But I was so fortunate 

to be in a race with only 6 other teams for the 

280+ woman and we won gold! I felt that the 



whole club were so happy for us. It was a great feeling to win Gold. I loved every 

minute of the race and the medal ceremony, a very special day and a huge thanks 

to Babs, Sheila, and Viv and of course the cox, super calm Shona. A wonderful 2 weeks 

which I will remember and talk about for years to come. A huge thanks to the club for 

giving me the support and put up with all my chat. 

 

The Clever Clogs – by Bev Meek 

The Clever Clogs – Lynn, Susan, Margaret, and I (our 

Whatsapp name courtesy of Lynn!) were the second 

group to depart for Holland leaving on Thursday 23 June.  

Lynn had very kindly (and bravely) offered to drive us 

and, as we all knew that she had the most comfortable 

car by far, we were very quick to accept.  We planned 

to muster at Margaret’s and head from there, but before 

we could depart Lynn had to put her tetris skills to good 

use to pack the car!   Then it was off to Newcastle, with a 

coffee stop along the way, which apparently is a critical aspect of any journey, short 

or long that Marget undertakes.  We duly arrived in Newcastle and settled in for 15 

hours on the overnight ferry to Amsterdam.  There was much entertainment playing 

spot the rowers – of whom there were many! 

Safely docked in Amsterdam, Lynn navigated us like a pro, and we soon arrived safe 

and sound at our accommodation in Kortgene.  With a free weekend ahead before 

the serious stuff started, Lynn took the chance to catch up with an old friend in a 

nearby town and Susan, Margaret and I hired bikes and headed out to explore before 

heading back to help with the arrival of the St Ayles. 

On the Sunday evening, we had the chance to get a try out of the course, which was 

a great opportunity for us and made it feel very real! 

And on Monday we were off with a start to the racing.  

The first Clever Clog up was Margaret in the Over 60 

Female category, the crew stormed through to the finals, 

held later that afternoon, and earning a silver medal!  St 

Ayles were off to a great start.  The remainder of the Clogs 

debuted in the next race with Susan and I rowing, and 

Lynn taking the cox’s seat.  Despite us clashing oars with 

another club as we came out of the turn, we did manage 

to finish in second place.  Unfortunately, we were not 

quite quick enough to make it through to the finals.  

However, the mixed 280’s was successful in getting 

through the heats and into the finals, finishing in 5th place. 

The rest of the week was a wonderful blur of exciting races 

and lots of edge of the seat supporting, the clogs didn’t 

make it through to the finals of their other races 

unfortunately but gave our all in the heats for our club and 

when we were rowing for other clubs too. 



Before we knew it the week was over, time to hire bikes on our last day and explore 

the lovely town of Veere.  Then it was back up the motorways to Amsterdam (well 

done Lynnn), onto the ferry and back to Newcastle.  Once last obligatory coffee stop, 

an unpacking of the tetris baggage and it was all over until the next time. 

 

The St Ayles Escort Team report from Skiffie HQ (No. 18) – by Sheila 

Taylor 

After more than 24 hours travelling, towing the St Ayles (Anstruther to Harwich to 

Rotterdam to Kortgene!) we were so glad to get the boat weighed and dropped off 

on the Saturday night and to see Lynn and Anne waiting to show us where to find our 

villa.  Anne had had an horrendous journey by plane, train and bus but had still 

managed to collect the villa keys and our wristbands.  All six of us (Willie, Babs, Shona, 

Elsie, myself, and Anne) were so very grateful to Lynn for getting us milk, eggs and 

butter before the shop shut.  Revived with a cup of coffee (but not toast!  NO BREAD 

Lynn – butter, but NO bread!      ) LOL!  We then sorted out our rooms, Babs and me in 

one room upstairs and Shona and Elsie in the other.  Willie was on his down downstairs 

until Grant would arrive on Tuesday.  Anne was also on her own until Rhona arrived.  

The villa was ideally situated, not far from the pontoons and the viewing platform 

where you could sit and watch all the action. 

Sunday morning, we were all up bright and early to get the boat put in the water.  

Willie and Anne then went to get some shopping and our housekeeper Anne made 

Carbonara for dinner.  Villa 18 quickly became party central for the week, welcoming 

all the rowers who were not staying in the park. After the parade of the skiffs, we used 

the saltires (those we owned and some we acquired) that had decorated the St Ayles 

to decorate the hedges and surrounds of the villa.   

 

Alarms weren’t needed as the birds would be dancing on the roof by 6.30am.  

Breakfast was at 7am for those who had to be at the cox’s briefing for 8.  As racing 

days began, and nerves kicked in, the toilets were well used and thank goodness 

there was plenty of toilet paper!!  Sometimes the showers could be a bit iffy and shouts 

and screams could be heard when the water would either go freezing cold or 

scalding hot! WILLIE!!! 

By Tuesday, everyone had arrived, Shona being delighted to see Grant as he was 

bringing her some ear plugs due to her roommate’s snoring being so loud! LOL.  Kirsty 



and Zacky also spent a lot of time with us.  They did most of their cooking in our kitchen 

as it was more convenient for them.   

Our cooking and cleaning and laundry was shared but Anne was always on the ball, 

even locating the recycling bins so that we could get rid of the bottles. 

Everyday there could be heard “has anyone seen my glasses/sunglasses?” which 

then resulted in there being upstairs and downstairs specs!  The bedrooms could have 

done with numbers on the doors as some people couldn’t find their rooms.  Me being 

one, I also went into the shower room thinking it was a toilet and came out to 

everyone laughing their heads off at me.   

Grant and Rhona were the night birds and got in to trouble for talking after hours!  All 

in all, we had a great time, but have still got some celebrating to do now that we are 

home.  What a great club we have, and I am so proud to be part of it. 

10th in the World is brilliant! 

 

Here come the boys! – by Stuart Ritchie aka Curly 

With all the goings on in the World, it was a pleasant surprise that Easy Jet delivered 

David and I to Schiphol Airport on time Sunday afternoon. The hire car journey to 

Kamperland was uneventful and our Air BnB was found to be just right for our needs. 

After a hearty breakfast (I had brought porridge with me), we set off to Kortgene (a 

10-minute drive) and mustered with our fellow rowers at the pontoon. The towing team 

had kindly launched the boat and our “marquee” was erected – it should be noted 

that it didn’t take much erecting!  

My first race was the mixed over 50s. We rowed well and 

finished 2nd in our heat, however, we eventually found out 

(disappointingly) that our time wasn’t fast enough to 

make the final. An early lesson on what was required at 

the World’s was learned. Our housemates Kirsty and Zac 

arrived on Monday and settled in very quickly. The rowing 

and the fresh air ensured it was an early to bed, early to 

rise routine.  

We all had a “day off” at one point or other and I took advantage of Lynn’s kind offer 

of the use of her hire bike. Whilst it was a lot different to the type of bike I usually ride 

(it was very “Mary Poppins”), I managed to cover circa 30kms and saw a bit of the 

local area which was nice. David and I ate in Kortgene each night and found the 

grub to be to our liking (especially the mussel shack). Kirsty and Zac were doing their 

own thing with a mix of takeaway (I saw a couple of pizza boxes!) and some home 

cooking (I heard spag bol being mentioned).  

David and I visited the “party tent” on Wednesday evening and he purchased 25 

tokens (means of paying for drinks) not realising that they cost 2.5 euros each. He had 

plenty left for our next visit to the tent on Friday but managed to spend them all which 

I believe made a significant contribution to his “John Travolta” style dancing to the 

excellent Dutch rock cover band Bandover. The return journey was more eventful with 



a 3-hour flight delay, the first effects of Covid being felt (undecided as to who I am 

blaming for that!) and a 30 euro speeding fine which I only found out about 2 weeks 

after the event. We all had a really good time, and it was great to witness our silver 

and gold medal winners on stage collecting their spoils. 

 

 


