
5 months into 1 doesn’t go  
(or the usual last minute panic as Night Song has her 
winter refit) 
 
 
 
The advantages of club membership came to the fore as lift out day coincided 

with a works meeting 
that was not one that 
could be missed.  
Fortunately Tony Mead 
came to the rescue and 
ensured Night Song 
was safely transferred 
to the Quay side in 
Conwy.  Not only did he 
get me a sunny spot he 
also jet washed the 
barnacles off, thanks 
Tony. 
 
The first job as always 
was to do a list and a 
long list it was, with 

removal of the engine at the top.  Some overheating problems seemed to have 
manifested themselves into steam in the exhaust pipe which led to much head 
shaking and drawing in of breath when I quizzed my more knowledgeable 
colleagues.  It appeared that a blown head gasket was the best I could hope for, 
so out the engine had to come.  It came out surprisingly easily using the main 

sheet and boom to 
lift and lower and the 
engine was soon 
safely installed on 
the garage floor. 
 
In a early fit of 
enthusiasm the 
engine was stripped 
and the head gasket 
checked but there 
were no tell tale 
signs of any leaks so 
with baited breath I 
sent the head off to 
MES to test.  The 
good news was that 
there was nothing 



wrong with the head but they were concerned that the air intake chambers were 
all rusty.  After much head scratching the penny dropped, the prop shaft 
coupling sits just above a slight well where a leaky stern gland can deposit its 
wares.  As the coupling turned it threw the water straight into the air intake, 
obvious when you thought about it! 
 
So a cleaned up head with reconditioned injectors was returned along with a 
head gasket that must have been gold lined judging by its price and all before 
Christmas and well ahead of schedule and time to crack some of those other 
jobs on the list. 
 
Anyway March suddenly appeared, the head was still in the cardboard box that 
MES had returned it in and the job list was the same length as in November.  

My early enthusiasm 
was now being 
replaced by blind 
panic.  The prop shaft 
was removed to 
replace the cutlass 
bearing and had 
extensive wear on it, 
so more expense as a 
new shaft and cutlass 
bearing were ordered.  
Then a phone call 
from the engineers to 
say that the prop was 
entirely the wrong 
pitch for the boat and 
has obviously been 
one that someone just 

had lying around.  This was starting to get expensive but I bit the bullet and 
prayed that nothing else was wrong.   
 
All the cushions were despatched to sister in law for upholstering as I was fed 
up of sleeping in a constant smell of diesel, thanks Daryl great job.  The list was 
changed to a must do list but even that reduced list still seemed impossibly 
long.  Thank goodness Easter was early this year even if a bit cold but at least it 
allowed for 3 full days on the boat as the engine was returned to its rightful 
place after a noisy test run on the garage floor. Two coats of anti foul a new 
boot top line and even a bit of polishing went on.  The electrical wiring was 
finally sorted out and an Eberspacher purchased at boat show discount! was 
installed as was a new sea cock for the cooling water intake.  The fuel tank 
which had been removed with the engine had been cleaned and refitted and the 
normal re-launch jobs such as servicing the sea cocks were done. 
 
I achieved about 50% of the original list having such things as the new cork 
floor tiles still sitting in the garage and a tin of unopened varnish for those locker 



lids and hatchway.  They can all wait for those long barmy summers evenings 
we are due this year whilst lying at anchor at Moelfre or tied up in Peel harbour.    
 

Launch day was looming and I 
suddenly realised that I hadn’t 
been out to my mooring and my 
strop had been in the water all 
winter so a quick trip out in the 
dinghy was required and a new 
strop fitted followed by a long 
row back as my 1980 1hp 
Johnson Colt decided to give up 
on me. 
 
Well Night Song is now swinging 
merrily on her mooring but my 
first visit saw my new boot top 
line in tatters and the sudden 
realisation that in the last minute 
rush I had omitted the primer.  
Life is just one long learning 
curve. 
 
 

 
Llew Williams 
Night Song 


