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Novices out in France – The reluctant other half’s view! 
By Pam Goddard,  

novice and very part-time scurvy crew of Dizzy Lizzy. 
 

When Trevor bought his first RIB, Dizzy Lizzy, a 6.5m Ballistic, at 

the end of May 2008, he enthusiastically took it out nearly every 
weekend through to the end of July. Whilst the kids joined in, as 
well as friends and relatives, I managed to “be busy” doing 
other things for most of the time. However, I picked my  
weekend well and did go out just once in the Solent when it was 
nice and sunny. 
 

At the beginning of August, we went on our annual three week 
camping trip in West Brittany and, of course, Dizzy Lizzy had to 
come with us. We had thought that we would be able to launch 
her and keep her moored up in the local harbour at La Turballe 
for the duration of the holiday. However, the harbour was “full” 
and so we had to use the local slipway and launch and recover 
each time. Our first launch went well considering it was just me, 
Trevor and the two kids aged 9 and 10, and I did not have the 
first idea what I should be doing. However, because I had never 
driven the boat, Trevor took her around to the harbour where 
we could get on and I was left with the car and trailer. I had 
never towed the trailer before either! With some trepidation, I 
drove the car and trailer towards the harbour roundabout and 
car park. I thought I had given the roundabout a wide berth 
(well, as wide as the road would allow) but managed to get the 
trailer stuck on the roundabout! I reversed and went forward 
and reversed and went forward, but the trailer was wedged  
under the wickedly high curved curb. With the traffic on the  
harbour road beginning to build up, I got out and tried to lift the 
trailer sideways but it was too heavy. Sweating with  
embarrassment now and with a growing audience, I was finally 
rescued from my dilemma by two French men who had got fed 
up of waiting for this stupid Englishwoman, and manfully lifted 
the trailer sideways by about a metre. This gave me enough 
clearance and I managed to get into the car park and parked up 
with no further incident. 
 

Still feeling rather flustered, I found the others and got onto the 
boat. It was a gloriously sunny day and the sea was dead calm. 
We had a great blast out to a nearby island where we anchored 
offshore and had lunch on the boat. The Ballistic is great for this 
sort of picnic lunch because of the bow seats and the picnic  
table. When we got back to the slipway, although the sea was 
fairly calm, there was quite a swell at 45 degrees to the slipway. 
I had had some tuition on driving the boat, so after dropping 
Trevor off at the harbour to get the car and trailer, I drove it 

around to the slipway. Once he had reversed and was in place, I 
edged the boat up to the trailer. It was in a perfect position for 
about a second, but then the swell lifted it up about a metre and 
pushed it sideways. Although Trevor had the front of the boat, 
the swell was too much and we fought to get the boat aligned 
so we could pull it onto the trailer. Again, quite an audience was 
building and we were getting no further with actually retrieving 
the boat onto the trailer. We were struggling just to keep hold 
of it! Once again two French men came to our rescue and 
rushed down into the water (still fully dressed) and held her 
steady until Trevor could finally winch her onto the trailer. It’s a 
good thing the French don’t mind stupid English people who 
can’t recover a boat or drive a trailer around a roundabout! A 

few days later, we were the audience as a French family tried to 
recover their RIB onto their trailer with a similar side swell. They 
had a smaller RIB, but even worse luck than us. They managed 
to puncture a tube on their trailer as the swell was just lifting 
their boat up and smashing it down at 45 degrees. We decided 
after that, that if the swell was too big to recover on that  
slipway, we would have to go to plan B and drive the boat to 
the next port along the coast (Piriac) which has a slipway inside 
the harbour so is always calm. 
 

We decided to have a few days of just normal holiday before 
taking the boat out again. The next time we took the boat out, 
the sea was a bit rougher (probably moderate with the typical 
Atlantic long swell). It was still sunny and warm though. This 
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time on the launch, I opted to drive the boat rather than the 

trailer and all went well. Trevor took the helm as we came out of 
the harbour and accelerated to get us onto the plane. We hit the 
first wave with a splash and went almost vertical on the second 
wave. I managed to say, “Oh bother, oh bother, oh bother,”  
(edited version) before we landed with a big whoosh! The kids 
scrambled back from the bow seats, a bit shaken. “What are you 
doing, Dad!?” said Katie. They spent the rest of the journey on 
the rear jockey seats.  
 

We explored the local ports (ones that we had visited many 
times by land) with no further incident and this time managed to 
get an overnight temporary mooring at La Turballe. I was quite 
relieved because launching and retrieving has got to be the most 
stressful part and the public slipway always seemed to have an 

audience. 
 

The next day, as we couldn’t stay on the mooring we decided to 
try a longer journey to Hoedic, an island directly west of La  
Turballe. This time we had to set a bearing as we could not see 
the island, it was too far away. The weather was fine and sunny 
again (we were using a lot of sun cream to keep from getting 
burnt!) and the sea condition slight. I was a bit nervous as we 
had always been within sight of land, but we had a chart plotter 
that covered the area and the bearing was due West. The  
journey was very pleasant and we got to Hoedic with no prob-
lems, navigated around the surrounding rocks and slowly cruised 
into Port de l’Argol, the only port on Hoedic. As the tide was  
falling, we decided to run the boat up to the sandy beach and 

anchor it on land. We had lunch, explored the island and as the 

tide came back in floated Dizzy off the beach exactly as planned. 
We decided to take the boat around to the next beach round the 
Island and again nosed her onto the sandy beach and all jumped 
out. This time, however, as the tide was rising there was a slight 
swell onto the beach and before long Dizzy Lizzy had been 
pushed around beam-on to the swell – she tipped over sideways 
and a wave washed over the tubes into the boat. We were all 
startled by a massive bang from inside the boat - at least, it 
sounded like a massive bang at the time! One of the kids had left 
their lifejacket on the floor of the boat, and as the wave washed 
over the tube it had self-inflated. Trevor jumped on the boat and 
we pushed it out into slightly deeper water. He decided to stay 
on it and anchor it offshore whilst me and kids played on the 
beach and climbed the cliff. When we got back onboard, we  
decided to see what it was like to be in an inflated lifejacket in 
the sea. Note: it is almost impossible to swim wearing one! We 
had a great day with just a small adventure, (well, learning 
point) and had no problems on the way back or recovering the 
boat at the end of the day. 
 

More days passed by whilst we went to the local market, did  
cycle trips, went to the beach, etc. We took Dizzy Lizzy out every 
few days and went to the local ports and had lots of fun.  
Occasionally, we managed to get an overnight berth, so we did 
not have to launch all the time. It soon came to our last day  
before we had to pack up and head for home. Even though the 
weather was not great (sunny but very windy), we had to take 
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Dizzy Lizzy out of the water and put her onto the trailer for our 

journey home. So, Trevor suggested that we head up along the 
coast, which would be quite rough and against the tide, but then 
go into a sheltered estuary towards la Roche-Bernard and moor 
up there for lunch for an hour or so and come back out of the 
estuary with a slack tide and get back to Piriac, which has the 
sheltered slipway inside the harbour. We had a reasonable ride 
up the coast in a moderate sea and turned into the estuary with 
a sigh of relief. The estuary was massive! It must have been 
about a mile wide. The waves disappeared as we headed in and 
the tide was going out. Whilst we were wondering where we 
should head for, the chart plotter had a glitch and the screen 
went blank momentarily (well, that’s Trevor’s recollection!). My 
recollection is that I was saying, “It’s getting very shallow!” …… 
and then we ran aground! Trevor jumped out to see if he could 
push us off and only succeeded in landing in mud well over his 
knees and getting very sticky, muddy legs. He jumped back  
onboard and just managed to wash his legs off before the water 
disappeared completely. We were surrounded by mud flats! 
Whilst the estuary is very wide, the channel, that keeps some 
water in it at all times, is very narrow… and we had missed it. 
There was nothing left for us to do but wait for the tide to come 
back in. This somewhat scuppered our plans to get back before 
the weather deteriorated. We spent the next four hours on the 
boat, trying to look nonchalant as other boats passed by in the 
channel. We kept bursting into laughter every now and then 
when the ridiculous situation we were in hit us again! At least we 
had our packed lunch, drinks and books with us. Our only  

problem was when we needed to lose some liquid – that’s when 

the baling bucket came in handy! It would have been fine it 
there hadn’t been a force 6 wind whipping across the boat. It 
was lovely and sunny but cold because of the wind and we spent 
a lot of time ducked down below the top of the tubes, trying to 
keep out of it.  
 

At last, the tide started to come in and for a while we struggled 
as it simply pushed us further onto the mud. We finally worked 
out that we needed to throw the anchor out and wait for a bit 
more water before we tried to use the engine to get us off.  
Heading out of the estuary was tough as the tide was rushing in, 
but out on the sea was even worse. The wind was very strong 
and the waves quite big. We struggled on against the wind and 
tide and at times wondered if we were making any headway at 

all! It was a grim journey. Finally, however, mightily relieved we 
pulled into the protected harbour of Piriac feeling like we had 
been through a cyclone. The tanned pedestrians probably  
wondered why we were looking so frazzled because Pirac was 
sunny and the harbour dead calm! We recovered Dizzy Lizzy with 
no problems and treated ourselves to huge ice-creams to  
celebrate surviving the experience. 
 

All in all, we had a great holiday! Having been camping in La  
Turballe for years, taking the boat brought another aspect to our 
holiday. We learned quite a lot about boating on our various 
trips, and I only wish I had spent more time getting familiar with 
driving, mooring, launching and recovering before I had to do it 
in a foreign country! 


