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Dear members,

The nights are drawing in and soon the
autumn will be with us. The holiday sea-
son is almost over and the grandchildren
will soon be back at school. Depressing
isn’t it ! So pack away your buckets and
spades. It is time for my traditional hom-
ily about getting on with that local history
project you have had in mind and setting
pen to paper and writing it up. If you need
help, advice or a kick up the backside,
don’t hesitate to apply to a committee
member.

One way to kick-start yourself may be to
attend Todd Gray’s two day study of the
history of South Devon from the Armada
1588 to the Civil War 1642 under the
auspices of the WEA Learning For All

vogramme, to be held at the Hedley Way
_Centre on September 12 and 19. The fee
is £27 but admission is free to those on
benefit or between the ages of 16-18.
Enrol via WEA, Bradninch Court, Castle
Street, Exeter EX4 3PL. The course will
include lectures and study of original
documents relating to the two wars and
the social history of South Devon.

1 was pleased to learn that Derek Gore’s
novel, “Isca”, has been selling well and a
Jew copies will be on sale at our books
table at the next meeting. Don’t leave it
too late to get your own copy. And Tri-
cia’s revised and reprinted “Regent Cot-
tage and Manor Cottage” will also be
available then. We look forward io pub-
lishing your articles / books in the near
Juture.

The arrival of autumn also signals the end
of another summer’s programme of walks
and visits so efficiently arranged by Tri-
cia. The last visit will be to Sidmouth
Museum and the Jurassic coast on 4th
September and so many of you will have
missed the opportunity even though I have
reminded you several times. There is a
moral here somewhere. However there
will be another Sundap walk on J7h Sep-
tember, around Bishopsteignton—contact
Tricia for details. [
Bob Thompson
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Recollections of the Pre-War Boat Cove

Next Meeting at the Manor House,
2.30 p.m. October 2nd:

Mr. J D Pike of WBB Heritage Clay
will speak about

400 Years of Ball Clay

Boat Cove in 1935 = o

g As a schoolboy, between
S about 1935 and 1939, I
spent most of my sparc
4 time cither at the Boat
Cove or in boats from it.
& There was a dilapidated
shelter that few but the
¢o8 boatmen dared enter.
There were two boatmen
families, the Rackleys and
~ the Cottons - who seemed
to pursue adjacent but not
associated lives. They let
g out rowing boats, some-
times got a customer for a
.| sail or mackerel-catching,

did a bit of lobstering and
looked after a few private boats. There was "Oild Man Rackley" who seldom communicated. His
older son Dick had probably served in the navy. He was enterprising and had a fine sailing boat (I
think the White Rose). The younger son, Reg, helped about the Cove. Emie Cotton was a rather
morose character. He too had a sailing boat. Charlie Cotton was outgoing and recounted endless
tales to we youngsters. I think he also had a sailing boat.

The capacity of the Cove was limited for sailing boats since each needed a fixed windlass
(capstan) to haul it up the beach for security. There were two others. One was owned by the
County Analyst, Mr Tickle, and looked after by one of the boatmen. Often on a Sunday he would
arrive with (presumably) his daughter and sail straight out to sea and out of sight. I do not recall
his son, Tommy Tickle, ever joining him. I think he was a member of St John Ambulance.

The other boat "Wave" had been owned by Mr Wedford Snr, the elder son of a shoemaker. It was
bought by Douglas Symes. Before Douglas Symes acquired Wave, he and Aubrey Parminter had
constructed a very odd craft, called I think “Swan”. They built it in the old boathouse below the
coastguard station. It was flat-bottomed and had two drop keels, one on either side. Before that,
they built two small boats, Whoopie and Wapsie. I helped Doug maintain Wave and usually
sailed with him. We spent long hours mackerel-catching, and then tried to sell them to finance the
upkeep of 'the boat. Often we sold them to the Sefton Hotel, but sometimes in the street. Nearly
every evening we would have a mackerel supper in one of the beach-huts at Coryton Cove with
the fish we had caught. (I have never since been able to eat a mackerel ) .

Boat-owners had locked boxes in which gear was stored. Our’s was a First War ammunition-box.
There was consternation when the Council decided to charge a rent for them.Eventually I had my
own small boat on the Cove, purchased from Mr. Welford Snr. For a while the then Earl of Perth
had a rowing boat on the Cove, looked after by one of the boatmen. He seldom used it. I joined
him once or twice as he was a tenant of a flat belonging to my parents at Cleveland House.

Life on the Cove was uneventful. The visitors hired boats for a row or a sail or for dab-catching.
We and others would row round to Shell Cove for a bathe or picnic. It was usually deserted.
(Once 1 camped there). Some of the boatmen had pots near the Parson and Clerk and we lads
might be able to row them over to lift the pots. It was not pleasant having a lively lobster in the
bottom of the boat near our bare feet. There was some fishing for conger and dog-fish for baiting
the pots. They were not eaten. We once put a conger in a garage vice and tried to skin it, without
success. This fishing was really for "sport". Usually a lad, Figgy Allen, ( whose father ran a small
shop in Brunswick Place and was reputed to bite figs in half to get the weight right), was fishing
off the end of the Pout Wall. Very occasionally the Seine would be shot on the beach, attracting
much public interest.

There was a lavatory on the Cove at the Coryton end, a very unpleasant facility. The sewer dis-
charged in the sea somewhere off the Coastguard Station. In the early days the raw sewage rose to
the surface. (Later I think it was churned to disguise it). We were likely to catch mackerel there,






