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STEVE BUTCHER ON HIS SILLETT WATERING 
SYSTEM 
Full story inside . . . 
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WE CAN LAUGH NOW........ 
 
Having spent many hours over recent years investigating the causes of dust at speed 
events, and being to date unsuccessful in getting anyone to believe or understand what I 
have found is necessary to eradicate it without turning the track into a quagmire, I wasn't 
going to let our motocross fail for reasons of dust without a fight. Still yet to roll out a 
practical device for all clubs to adopt, I was quick to capitalise on the presence of our 
hired dumper (sponsored by G&B Finch), which in theory would be capable of 
distributing water at the rates and frequency needed to maintain a constant track surface 
moisture content against the drying effects of the sun. That's where the fun began! Steve 
Butcher had been briefed well in advance as to what he had to do – dumper and water 
application equipment all provided, with Chris and Sam Cook covering the important 
business of pumping water from the river. The day before, as I said last month, I had to 
put in place improvised means of supporting the sprinkler hose, which had gone from 
stiff in April to floppy in May's warm sunshine. A dodgy wooden batten and several miles 
of poly rope seemed to be enough to at least get us out of trouble. On the day, things 
looked good at first. Chris got the pump in position and Steve drove the dumper to the 
filling point as per plan. Kevin Palmer came to assist in setting up the pump hose, only to 
find the suction hose connections were not compatible! Like a scene from Dad's Army, 
everyone dived in (not into the river) and before long, with pump sat perilously on the 
river edge, the single length of short hose was able to be used and the first fill took 
place, with water squirting out in all directions from holes in the pipe! It did look to me 
that judging by the colour of the water I think we were doing the Environment Agency a 
favour by taking it out of the river! With a meeting to run, I left the water team to get on 
with what they had to do. But before I'd got very far, Steve emerged on the dumper 
towards the bombhole reporting a problem – the batten had broken already. The hose 
was in a somewhat bedraggled state, swinging about wildly despite all that rope, and it 
had only done a third of a lap! “Leave it with us Dick”, Steve confidently assured me 
knowing how much this device meant to me and the outcome of the meeting, and he 
limped back towards base. Kevin reckoned the solution was the couple of big stakes that 
lay on the ground before us, so I pitched them aboard hoping for the best. In what 
seemed no time at all, Steve, who with his yellow visi vest was well colour co-ordinated 
with the yellow dumper and a credit to the Club, appeared once again doing the 
business with the water. This time, the hose was being supported by the bow of a tree 
the team had managed to find by the river (supplied from sustainable resources...) and 
even more of that blue rope. Having a problem containing my amusement at the sight of 
this contraption, I was thankful that Steve and the team had pulled out all the stops to 
keep the water flowing – they will never know how relieved I was at their determination 
to keep the show on the road when I was fearful that they wouldn't see the point of 
carrying on with such hopeless kit. 
 
But that wasn't the end of our troubles! With track watering now in full flow, the fuel 
blockage problem on the dumper that we had had to get the hire company in to sort out 
in the week raised its ugly head again. It wouldn't rev, had no power and could only just 
limp along at one speed: dead slow! I was getting the feeling that the team felt they were 
fighting a losing battle to keep to the plan, and expected Steve to announce “sod this on 
a hot day”. When Wesley came to me  saying Steve wanted me to get the mechanic in 
from Power Lift, I knew from my dealings with them in the week that they wouldn't be 
there, it was Bank Holiday. Back Wes came again with a message from Steve - “You'll 
have to get them in, this is hopeless”. Feeling the desperate need to placate Steve I told 



Wesley to go and get the phone number off the side of the dumper. When he came back 
with a mobile number it didn't register with me that this wasn't the landline number I had 
previously always used for this firm, but nonetheless, I made the phone call. I must say I 
was pleasantly surprised to get an answer and felt glad to at least unload the problem off 
my shoulders to someone who apparently was after all in a position to sort us out. With 
the general buzz of what was going on about me, I listened to what the chap said. It 
would be double time on a Sunday. It would take some time to get there, probably 4 
hours, then another 4 hours back, all at by now treble time. Then there'd be a call-out fee 
of £200. Even when he said that as we had quads racing it would cost us quad time, the 
penny didn't drop and I simply said “forget it”. I seem to remember spending much of the 
rest of the afternoon telling people they wanted £200 to come out to us, and hoped that 
by at least putting the call in Steve and team would see that I had done as much as 
anyone could have done to get the dumper doing what it should have been doing (I even 
offered the spare filter that Power Lift had left with me for Steve to fit, but who in their 
right mind on their day off in hot sunshine with clean clothes on would want to get 
covered in diesel doing someone's job for them! Not Steve I can say!). 
 
Despite all this, the water was put where it needed to be applied most, all through the 
meeting, although it did become a delaying process, which I think everyone eventually 
got used to and was not too bothered about on such a hot day. I certainly didn't hear any 
complaints from the riders, and there were no incidents of over-watering bringing anyone 
down. I did hear various people admitting that what looked like a Heath Robinson affair 
was actually doing the job of keeping the dust at bay  - which it certainly did. David Smith 
covered things well for the public by referring to it as the mobile irrigation device and 
several other things as each version was rolled out throughout the day! Many enjoyed a 
good laugh of course (me included) and I did hear a marshal at a later Wakes Colne 
meeting describing the Stisted water wagon with much laughter to a colleague 
 
Towards the end of the meeting I asked Steve and Chris to take the dumper to the 
storage container, take off the IBC water tank and store it at the back of the container, so 
that the dumper would be available to start clearing the track at the end. I had to chuckle 
when Steve's first response was “Well where's that Stanley knife – I'm not going to 
attempt untying all those b... ropes holding it on”. I picked up several cut-off rope knots 
later when I went to the front of the container! In a kind of apologetic way I said to Chris 
they wanted £200 to come out to the dumper and the time it would have taken wouldn't 
have made sense to have them come, hoping he would say “No Richard, it's ok, we 
managed alright in the end, don't worry about it”, but no, he coyly explained it was all a 
wind-up! It was that man Butcher on the other end of the phone. Yes, he got me hook, 
line and sinker! I love those wind-up programmes like Fonejacker but have to admit I 
was tickled pink that not only were the team in such good spirits despite their frustrations 
to land one like this on me but also to realise we are all likely to succumb to these 
situations when we are least expecting it! Well done boys, you got me good and proper 
on this occasion but I will be on my guard next time! 
 
Richard Sillett 21 July 2009 and still chuckling  ����
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