
Clipping the Celtic fringe!

Michael Balmforth

001 presented the opportunity to tackle a longer cruise, so a
plan to visit Galicia and Spain s northern coast, returning

via the west coast of France, was hatched.
We had ten weeks to cover this distance, which allowed

some time for sightseeing and general tourism along the way -
a pleasant contrast from the usual rushed itinerary.

Fortunately, a number of people expressed interest in joining
us from time to time, and in all a total of seventeen friends and
relatives were press ganged aboard in the course of the voyage.

Passage from Colintraive to Kinsale via west coast of Ireland.
After the usual pandemonium getting stored up we left our
mooring at 1450 on Wednesday 20th June, accompanied by
Claire Philbrick. The weather was less than excellent - so a
reach to Lamlash was preferable to a beat into Kilbrannan
Sound, and we duly arrived there after a quick and pleasant sail
at 1830 and anchored after the usual search for a spot
unencumbered by moorings.

Next day was the summer solstice! With a temperature of
12° and a brisk NW wind, it felt anything but summery! Once
we were clear of Pladda the breeze gradually freed us so that
we could lay Sanda, but backed again as we approached The
Mull. We had carried the beginnings of a fair tide out of
Lamlash Bay and around Pladda, and it was running strongly to
the west when we got to Sanda Sound, where we passed a jack-
up platform being side-towed eastward by two tugs against the
tide - at negligible speed over the ground. This was in contrast
to us, for we were motor sailing by now to get through the
chop, and achieving a satisfactory ground speed of around eight
knots.

By the time we were braving
the tide rip at Deas Point that had
risen to 10 knots - this was
cooking with gas!

Rathlin was soon abeam, and
we could dispense with Mr Volvo
to enjoy a fast fetch past the
Giant’s Causeway and the
Portrush Skerries to enter harbour
at 1800 - 55 miles logged (about
65 on the chart) in just under 10
hours. A good start! Nephew
Brian Balmforth, who was joining
us for a few days, was waiting to
take our warps.

Next morning we left Portrush
at 0755 in calm conditions,
motoring against the tide towards
Inistrahull where the tide would
turn fair at 1200. Once past
Inishowen Head we were able to
dip into the various bays along the
coast, and avoid the worst of the
adverse tide.

We rattled through Garvan

THE FINGAL CUP
AWARDED ENTIRELY AT THE

ADJUDICATOR’S OWN DISCRETION FOR

THE LOG WHICH APPEALED TO HIM MOST

Sound (inside Inistrahull) just as the ebb began, and were past
Malin Head by 1300. Not long after this a good NE breeze
piped up, and we carried it to Aranmore, deciding on the way
that this breeze and the forecast easterly was too good to waste.
A night passage of Donegal Bay would get us well on our way.

This heaven sent breeze gave us a quick reach to the Stags,
although the dull and drizzly conditions were a far cry from the
promised weekend of fine weather. By breakfast time we had
covered 143 miles in 24 hours from Portrush, and had a bowl of
porridge to celebrate!

The rest of the day was less auspicious, and a freshening
southerly gave us a fresh beat from Achill Head down to
Inishbofin, where we cut through Ship Sound to anchor at
1845. 197 miles in just under 35 hours.

The next day was bright, sunny, but a fresh southerly made
the decision to have a rest day an easy one. We went alongside
the old pier for water, and then had breakfast and showers in
Day’s Hotel, followed by a good walk around the island. An
excellent dinner in the new Dolphin Restaurant, up the hill
from the harbour, completed a very pleasant day.

By evening the southerly breeze was dropping, and next
morning it was about Force 3, so we motor sailed through the
islands to Slyne Head, having a close look at Joyce’s Sound on
the way. Thanks to GPS and a large scale chart it was easily
located, but although conditions were generally suitable for
using this short cut, as it was HW (springs) we could not
identify the channel, the rocks defining each side being
completely covered. We opted for the headland! One can safely
say that the best time to tackle this bit of rock hopping is at LW.

Brian Balmforth (left) and Claire Philbrick (fight) helped us make a fast and enjoyable passage from
Clyde to Dingle.
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A fast reach through the rock strewn approaches to south
Connemara made up for this disappointment, and we arrived at
Kilronan just as the wind fell away and the first signs of a new
northerly appeared. We decided to get under way at dawn to
make use of it - and nature’s alarm clock, in the form of a chop
setting in to the anchorage put paid to any thoughts of not
getting up!

The anchor was weighed at 0355, and we motored into
Gregory Sound as dawn broke. Once we were clear of the
islands the breeze began to have some substance, and by 0500
we were running under boomed genoa and main at over 7
knots.

The wind held all morning, fell light around noon, and we
finished up motor sailing through Blasket Sound, as the tide
was foul on arrival - and it runs at around 2-2.5 knots! We
found a counter tide of about 0.5-1 knot was available by
dodging into the bays on the mainland shore - quite a help!

A nice reach along the Slea Peninsula brought us to Dingle
Marina at 1910 -just in time for a shower before hitting Longs
for a keenly anticipated dish of fish !

Next morning Claire and Brian caught the 0720 bus for
Dublin, and we undertook a maintenance day, enjoying the
mild but windy ambience of Dingle.

Unfortunately there was a launderette overload situation,
and we could not get away early the next day, which was a pity
as the weather was likely to deteriorate from an early morning
W-SW 3-5 to S 5-7. By the time we had crossed Dingle Bay it
was southerly gusting 30 knots, and Bray Head was unpleasant,
with Puffin Sound barely visible in the gloom, although only 3
miles away. On the way round the headland we picked up what
was probably some polythene on the prop, which produced
some alarming vibrations, although some judicious juggling
between neutral and slow astern shook it off.

After that, deciding that Port Magee was a snugger
alternative to battering on to Darrynane was easy!

We had a tentative look at the visitor moorings, but they
were in a somewhat exposed position, and how one is to get a
line through the small shackle atop them when shorthanded in
fresh conditions - goodness only knows! Anchoring was
infinitely simpler, which we did just south west of the pier in
about 4 metres, dug the anchor in, veered 40 metres of chain,
and confidently expected to stay put! (Or was that tempting
providence).Apparently not - for we had a relatively quiet
night.

By the morning the wind had abated a little, and swung a
useful few points to the west, so we set off into what was a very
rough sea, cut through Puffin Sound (which was a lot quieter
than the headland would have been) after a couple of tacks. We
were motor sailing - progress would have been nearly
impossible otherwise in the chaotic sea - under double reefed
main, which proved ideal in a breeze that was still touching 30
knots occasionally.

After Puffin Sound we could lay Bolus Head and then opted
for the straight line course to Dursey Head rather than the
Sound, which again we just weathered. Then it was off with the
motor to enjoy a fast beam reach under two reefed sails to
Mizen Head, and on through Gascanane Sound to Baltimore.
We secured to the rather dubious pontoon at Sherkin, hoping
for a meal ashore. No chance - the pub did not do meals, and
the partly renovated hotel tastefully located in a building site
had three notices stating that bar meals had ended at 7:00pm!
We had looked forward to visiting Sherkin for the first time,
but it will be the last.

The swell coming in through the entrance prompted a search
for a quieter anchorage. We motored towards the Ilen River,
and anchored in the creek between Sherkin and Sandy Island.
We noticed that the power cables across the North Entrance
channel seemed to have disappeared, presumably having been

rerouted underwater. After a brisk 60 mile sail, we slept the
sleep of the just - no anchor watches!

By contrast, the short passage on to Glandore was a pleasant
run in a 20 knot breeze. We reached out to the Stags, then
gybed in to pass inside High and Low Islands to anchor off
Unionhall. Glandore village may be prettier, but Unionhall has
a more useful selection of shops and pubs.

Sadly, we discovered that the Bayberry restaurant had
closed, but a new eatery had opened at the N end of the
causeway, where we enjoyed a good fishy dinner.

Next day was as good as you get - SW3, blue skies, and we
ran effortlessly from Glandore round Old Head and into
Kinsale in 4h45m. We berthed at the YC marina, and once
again suffered the continual buffeting of wash from passing
speedboats, trip boats, and fishing vessels. Kinsale YC marina
is the only haven where we have (twice) suffered damage
whilst berthed, due to the general non-observance of the
harbour speed limit. The volume of traffic, the mixture of types
of vessels, and the general disregard for safety within Kinsale
Harbour is almost bound to lead to an accident some day.

A day of laundry, storing up and general ship keeping
followed, and the rest of our crew arrived from Wexford in the
early evening - friends Burke Corbett and Ger Hore, together
nephew Alistair Falconer who they had collected at Rosslare.

We watched the evening weathercast from RTE with
rapt attention - for when the current low pressure and its
associated fronts passed through to the east a well established

(

Greenheart, a David Alan-Williams designed Dawn 39, was launched
in 1999.                                      Photo: WM Nixon
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band of strong NW winds should arrive to propel us
southwards.

Kinsale to Bayona. We cast off at 0435 as dawn was breaking,
with the wind now in the north. We passed Old Head in 15
knots, but by mid morning it had built to 25 gusting 30 knots.
We had been reducing sail progressively, and by this time were
running under triple reefed main, and a correspondingly small
amount of boomed out genoa - a fast and comfortable rig. At
the twelve hour mark we had logged 94 miles, and the forecast
was N/NE 4-5, increasing 6-7. By morning our 24 hour run
from Old Head was 181 miles (by GPS), the forecast was still
for strong winds (NW6-8).

The milestones passed - by 0900 next morning (Thursday
5th July) we were off the continental shelf, and the seas
stretched out as the wind eased to 15 knots; at 1600 we were
halfway by the log, and the 36 hour distance came up soon too
- 263 miles.

The forecasts - BBC R4 and Navtex from Corsen continued
to confirm our good fortune - N/NW 5-7 becoming 4-6. We
had returned to full sail at dawn, and our speed had seldom
been below 7 knots, and double that on the occassional sleigh-
ride!

Night two was wet - in fact the weather had been overcast
and rainy since the start - a small price to pay for continuous
favourable winds. We ran through the western fringe of a
fishing fleet of perhaps 15-20 boats, many carrying flashing
orange lights, looking for all the world like a fleet of seagoing
refuse trucks! Although their navigation lights were hard to see,
they seemed slow moving and we had no problem threading
our way past them.

We had our first glimpse of the sun on Friday morning, but it
was not clear enough for our aspiring astro navigators Burke
and Ger, who were frustrated in their desire to practice the art
of the sextant.

Now the forecasts were offering NW 4-5 -just right for our
final run in to Bayona. We had purposely got ourselves west of
10°W, to be off the continental shelf quickly, and this brought
us to Finisterre outside the shipping lanes, which we now
expected to cross early on Saturday morning. Our vigilant
lookout was rewarded by a sighting of a whale - too far away to
tell the species from our handy identification chart, but an
exciting moment nonetheless.

As the wind was dropping we started the engine at 0600,
firstly to charge the batteries, and then to ensure that we crossed
the separation zone as smartly as possible. A couple of ships
had to be carefully watched, but the manoeuvre went well !

Land Ho! was the cry at 1015. Cape Finisterre loomed in the
distance under the cloud, even though we were enjoying the
first warm sun since leaving Kinsale - which encouraged Burke
and Ger to get the sextant out and practice a little black magic.
Some time later position lines within about 8 miles of the GPS
position were announced - and it was decided that this was
acceptable for beginners with a plastic sextant and unpracticed
technique.

Not long after this we were intercepted by a squadron of
about twenty dolphins, which swam with us, weaving around
the boat, for almost an hour. From time to time they would
break off for a snack - we could see them chasing sprat, which
leapt from the water in their effort to escape!

At 1335 Cabo Finisterre was abeam in what had become a
pleasant summer day with a light SW breeze. We had motored
across the separation zone - not unlike a childhood game of
"chicken", and had to keep the iron topsail in action for the rest
of the day.

Arrival at Bayona was at 2145. There were no vacant marina
berths, but we were taken to a mooring, and the efficient launch
service took us ashore and assured us that they would be

available late. In fact, they seem to work round the clock and
will collect crew from yachts on moorings at the sound of a
double horn blast.

Likewise the club house, for although the showers were
closed, the bar and dining room certainly were not, and we
enjoyed drinks and a good meal until well after midnight.

The next couple of days were devoted to the usual ship
tidying, minor repairs, laundry and so on. Burke and Ger
departed promptly on Monday to Santiago to make their way
home - the fact that Burke had forgotten his passport being
merely additional entertainment for them! Not surprisingly for
a former airline captain, he had little bother working his way
around the system!

Cruising in Galicia. Repairs (to the autopilot mounting,
which was a bit creaky after working continuously across
Biscay) completed, and the laundry collected, we (MB, AB,
and Alisdair Falconer) motored across the bay to the Islas Cies
for the night, anchoring in the bay off the beach. It was a little
gusty and some swell found its way round the corner, but the
holding, in sand, was good.

Next morning dawned bright and clear, so an exploration of
the island - which is a beautiful nature reserve - followed.
Whilst we were preparing to go ashore a formidable yacht - a
ship really - anchored off the bay. She was about 100 metres
long, and carried a helicopter on an upper platform, a 45-50ft
sailing yacht on the port deck, and a similar length fast motor
yacht on the starboard deck - both in davits, ready to use! No
one came ashore, the ’toy’ boats were not used, and she
departed a few hours later!

We set off at 1630 for the Ria Pontevedra, planning to stop
in the new marina at Aguete. This is located on the south shore
of the ria, not far from the naval port of Marin. Although it is
not attached to a town, it has a most hospitable club which
serves excellent if unassuming food. We had the standard fare
of the region - calamares, octopus and pimientos tapas to start,
followed by grilled sole - one could not have asked for nicer.
The local white wine - Albarino - is delicious, too!

Wednesday was tourism day - we booked a taxi for 1000
which duly delivered us (Ptas 3000) to the Tourist Office in
Pontevedra. This old city has a well preserved and restored ’old
town’ encapsulated within a modern city which is the
administrative capital of the region.

The narrow streets were almost deserted, as this was a local
holiday, and although most shops were shut, half the bars and
cafes were open, and it was correspondingly easy to get around.

After absorbing as much of interest as we could, we taxied
back to Aguete (Ptas 1650 this time!) and had a pleasant
evening lazing around in the sun.

Next morning (Thursday 12th) dawned calm and humid, and
we got under way at 0800 for the next ria to the north - Ria De
Arousa. By the time we had Isla Ons abeam the sun had broken
through, and although there was no wind, progress was pleasant
as we wended our way past the hundreds of viverios, which
occupy vast tracts of the Ria. These appear to be an
impenetrable mass at first, but soon one realises that you can
either circumnavigate each block, or simply weave your way
through them.

We anchored at Cambados, off the old harbour, at 1200. The
new fishing harbour is busy, and although spacious, offers no
obvious place for a yacht to moor or anchor.

Cambados is a pleasant small town - the centre for Albarino
wine production - and we dinghied ashore for stores and a look
around. This also enabled Alisdair to check his bus connections
to Pontevedra and Bilbao for the next morning.

Once the tide had risen sufficiently we made our way
gingerly to the sheltered anchorage off the E side of Toja, a
wooded island close to San Martin del Grove. The Admiralty
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chart offered little clue as to the way, but we followed the line
the ferries were taking, and found around five metres the whole
way in - much better than their Lordship’s pessimistic 0.9 to
1.8 metres !

This whole area is devoted to holidays and mussel farming,
and has several good seafood restaurants near western end of
the bridge which links the island to the Grove peninsular.

Friday 13th dawned damp and dull, but with a southerly
breeze which was ideal for making north to Portosin. We
dropped Alisdair on to the quay at Cambados, and made our
way out of the Ria. Visibility of around one mile precluded
seeing the scenery, but it was adequate for some GPS assisted
pilotage through the rocky channels offering short cuts to the
north.

A brisk run up Ria de Muros saw us in Portosin Marina at
around 1600. By now it was blowing 25 knots and raining, so
we were pleased to be secured in this excellent marina, which is
run by the friendly and helpful local club. Next day we tidied
ship, and awaited the arrival of Des and Robin Balmforth,
Lizzie Fairley and Carly Young, who were due that afternoon
by hire car from Santiago airport.

Sunday morning dawned bright and clear, so we motored
across to Muros - the main town of the ria, where we found
everyone readying for their Fiesta - and as we moored to the
fish quay a series of maroons signalled the start of festivities.
Muros is a very pretty and relatively unspoiled town, with
narrow winding calles and small squares behind a frontage of
the original arcaded granite buildings.

After a pleasant few hours we set off for Finisterre - a two
hour motor into a light headwind, arriving just before 1800.
The quay was virtually deserted, so we went alongside. Reports
of lack of depth at the quay turned out to be unfounded - there
was 6.0m at LW neaps, which would be around 5m at springs.

We had an interesting walk to the famous lighthouse at Cabo
Finisterre, which overlooks part of the cheerily named "costa
del morte’ - the coast of death! When we returned to the boat
we moved out to the anchorage for a late supper, ready for an
early departure to round the ’end of the earth’.

The Rio de Santa Maria as the sun and the water disappear to the west!

Morning dawned with a south wind - so it was up anchor
and away at 0840, and we were round Cabo Finisterre by 0900
and had the spinnaker set to a 12 knot breeze half an hour later.

We then had the most glorious run - punctuated by a rather
chaotic gybe - for 4 hours, hitting just over 12 knots at times,
handing the kite when the breeze piped up to 20 knots. The rest
of the run was more peaceful, and not much slower.

We rounded the breakwater at La Corufia at about 1830, and
began the search for a berth (none available), a mooring (none
available), or a place to anchor (in 15 metres, and a long way
from the shore).

We knew the forecast was beginning to suggest strong
winds, so when we had anchored and gone ashore we found
that the Darsena de la Marina, near the town centre, and the
location of the RCNC, was much more sheltered, so we
returned on board, up anchored, and motored round to nose into
a berth on the club pontoon at about 2200.

Next morning we were told we could stay another night, but
because of a regatta scheduled for a few days hence, we would
have to move to a dockside berth the next day.

We spent Tuesday looking around Corufia - there are worse
places to be gale-bound - had a superb evening meal of unusual
fishes, and then did some shopping and boat maintenance the
next day. The forecasts were now beginning to offer more
moderate conditions, and we were hopeful of getting under way
again on Thursday.

By morning the wind had dropped, so we cleared out of La
Corufia at 1030, although not before a pilot boat passing at high
speed caused a furore in the trots, and tore one of our fairleads
out of the toerail. Repairable, fortunately, as we were able to
rescue all the shards of timber!

The sail north turned out to be rather unpleasant, with the
heavy left over swell causing a confused sea even a few miles
offshore. This combined with a dropping wind meant slow and
uncomfortable sailing, so we opted for the first available haven,
and blew into Cedeira after 29 miles at 1545. There were half a
dozen yachts at anchor - one being Alakush (Jennifer Guinness,
ICC) with Alex Booth and Bill McKean (CCC) on board.

We swapped news over a
couple of drinks - they had
endured the recent gale at anchor
here - uncomfortable but secure,
and were setting off home to
Howth in the morning.

Cedeira is a neat and pretty
town, and we had an excellent
meal ashore in the evening -
courtesy of our young crew, as it
was Lizzie’s last night aboard.

Next morning Des took Lizzie
to the airport in the hire car, which
Robin and Carly had fetched from
Portosin, while we had a go at
getting into Santa Marta de
Ortiguera.

If we had known how much the
bar had moved since the
Imray/RCC pilot had been
published just the year before, we
might have sought an alternative
destination. Fortunately, the local
Salvamente (beach rescue) were
out in their RIB, and they showed
us the way in.

The Ria de Santa Marta is
probably the most beautiful of the
Rias Altas, and without doubt
repays the effort - worry even - of

80



getting in. Once across the bar, however, the channels were as
charted, the depths adequate, and the local boaters very
friendly and helpful. We were ushered to the Club Nautico
pontoon (1.8m at LW) and invited to stay the night as their
guests. There is also at least 2.5m alongside the nearby town
quay, and a deep pool a couple of hundred yards away if
anchoring is the preferred option. The town is attractive, with
good shops, a market, and various cafrs and restaurants.

The Ria itself is an interesting stretch of water when the tide
is in, but it dries to sand and mud when the tide recedes - when
one can check the pilotage options before leaving, or review
the errors made when coming in!

Leave we must, so it was down Ria against the rising (up to
3 knots) tide, across the bar on the same track as we entered,
and off to the next ria.

Given that entering Ria de Santa Marta is only feasible in
settled conditions, either feel your way in during the last
quarter of the flood, taking advice from locals as available or
offered, or do a dinghy recce first. It seems that the approach
remains unchanged (30-50m from the 58m high wooded island
on the east side), as does the channel onward from Punta del
Fraile. It is the intervening half mile that may have been
remodelled after the last gale!

That evening we pottered round the Punta de la Estaca de
Bares, Spain’s Malin Head, had a look at the little anchorage at
Puerta de Bares, and finally decided to go on to Vivero. The
pilot book did not give much information about mooring or
berthing, and we were prepared to anchor off the playa and
dinghy up to the town. However, as so frequently happens on
this coast, things are not what you expect! We spotted a clatter
of masts in the up-river basin, and motored up to discover a
fully fledged new marina - with vacant berths !

Once moored we headed for the nearest hostelry, had the
usual feed of seafood, and a wander round the old and
interesting town.

Next morning we set off for Ribadeo, and after motoring out
of the Ria in a calm to round the next headland we had a
splendid sunny reach down to the entrance to Rio de Ribadeo.

Ribadeo is quite a good haven, despite a slightly awkward
jetty with insufficient mooring points and ladders, and no fuel
or water provision. The town is attractive in a faded sort of way,
so well worth exploring. There is a good supermarket quite
close to the harbour, and various bars and restaurants as well.

Cruising Cantabrico and Asturias. Next day was not quite
so nice. The wind had settled in a north easterly direction, so
we chose to motor sail to make headway to Luarca (against a 20
knot headwind) which we looked forward to visiting. True this
is a pretty town, but in terms of visiting yachts - what a
disappointment! There was virtually no-where to lie - the inner
harbour was full of fishing and small local boats, the various
outer quays encumbered by rocks, and the visitor ’moorings’
turned out to be topsides-lethal metal buoys! After suffering a
little damage, we finally got a line ashore to the massive
breakwater. As if that was not bad enough, the swell was
creating a most uncomfortable situation above half tide, this
harbour and breakwater being best described as unimproved!
The only solution was to launch the dinghy, get ashore and find
a good restaurant - which was no problem as this is a major
tourist spot, and we had a splendid meal in the Restaurant
Sport. By the time we returned the tide had fallen and things
were, for a while at least, tolerable.

Next day’s forecast from Corsen (as usual we could not
receive the Corufia Navtex transmission) was for the wind to
ease, so we waited for LW and departed then, hoping for a bit
of tide assistance against the ENE wind. All worked out well -
the day turned out sunny with a 15 knot easterly - not ideal, but
pleasant enough.

~iii!~ ......

First cruise crew at Cabo Finistere. L to r: Mike and Alison
Balmforth, Lizzie Fairlie, Des Balmforth, Robin Balmforth and Carly
Young.

Our destination was Cuderillo - a great deal better than
Luarco. The spacious artificial basin has adequate room for
anchoring, its other function being home to the local fishing
fleet, which was setting off for the night’s sardine fishing as we
arrived. We anchored in a sunny calm, and enjoyed a relaxing
aperitif in the cockpit!

In the morning, after extracting our anchor buoy line from
the rudder of the neighbouring yacht, we got away for Gijon at
0900. The breeze was now very light, from the NW, but it only
strengthened enough for sailing in the final approaches to
Gijon.

Gijon has built a complete new port to the west of the city,
which has freed the old city harbour for use as a Puerto
Deportivo (leisure harbour), which is centrally situated, but
relatively expensive for what is offered. However, when you
consider that there is no other comparable facility within about
60 miles in either direction, perhaps one should not complain!

It has no creature comforts apart from loos and showers,
which close at night, but importantly it has Gasoleo A - the
only place to conveniently get fuel alongside between Luarca
and Santander (except for nearby Aviles, a commercial port one
would not normally plan to visit)

Our next objectives were to rendezvous with Phil Rooney
and Margaret Somers, who were joining us for the next week,
and to use the next few days to see the Picos de Europa, do
some maintenance, laundry and storing, and of course explore
Gijon itself.

We hired a car, secured the boat, and set off for a couple of
days in the mountains as an antidote to a month on board, and
to revitalise our land legs.

The Picos are impressive. The mountains - sheer limestone
massifs with deep gorges and little vegetation - are supervised
by more eagles that you can count, and reputedly by brown
bears as well, although we did not, I am glad to say, come
across any of the latter! As a contrast, the non-limestone areas
are verdant, and the whole area is scattered with picturesque
villages, historic buildings, salmon rivers, and caves with
paleolithic paintings to visit. Not to be missed!

Gijon is a pleasant small city, with every kind of facility.
Perhaps the most interesting attraction is its recently excavated
Roman Baths, which have been roofed over as a permanent
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archaeological display, and are well worth a visit. They are just
a couple of hundred yards from the marina, across the isthmus
joining the old town to the new city.

When we discovered that our guests would not arrive until
late on Monday, we decided to move east to Llanes, shortening
their journey and putting a relatively boring piece of coast
behind us. We left in calm, poor viz, and the usual half knot of
adverse current, and some eight hours and 47 miles later
moored in the new, but small, harbour at Llanes.

Llanes has a delightful ambience, due in part to the
relatively unspoiled old town, with the basilica, the fisherman’s
chapel, and the mediaeval tower (now the tourist office)
nestling beside the newer parts, where there is a good selection
of shops, banks, cafes, etc.

From Llanes to San Vicente de la Barquera was a mere
nineteen miles, which were covered in the afternoon, arriving
at San Vicente around high water. The entrance was
straightforward and we found a berth alongside the seaward
end of the long fish quay without difficulty.

San Vicente has developed around a mediaeval fortified
town, the walls and keep of which remain, and which make for
an interesting exploration. The keep, as well as being home to a
museum about the port, offers superb views over the Ria, much
of which dries at LW.

Our attempts to leave at LW (neaps) were thwarted by lack
of depth, but a short delay for shopping solved that problem,
and we got away at 1230.

At last we had a following breeze with sufficient guts to sail
before, and after a lunch stop off the beach at Suances we
approached Santander running before a thunderstorm which
generated 25 knots of wind, lightning, hailstones and a large
drop in temperature as a thundery low moved north across the
area.

We moored in Santander’s municipal marina, which has lots
of room and good facilities, although it is quite a way upsteam
of the entrance. Next day was spent exploring Santander, a
pleasant maritime city which was rebuilt in 1941 following a
disastrous fire.

We were due to rendezvous with David and Doris (Alison’s
sister) Falconer on Friday, so we next made our way towards
Bilbao, and anchored at nearby Castro Urdiales by 1830.

Castro Urdiales is a former fishing harbour virtually filled
with moorings, although with some space to anchor near the
entrance in about 12-15 metres of water. The town has
developed around a former Knights Templars’ castle, on top of
which has been built the lighthouse, all of which is next to an
interesting church with flying buttresses - Gothic on a small
scale!

Cruising the Basque Country. When our new crew arrived
we enjoyed a very good meal ashore, explored the town the
next morning, and got under way for Bilbao in the afternoon.

The short distance from Castro Urdiales to Bilbao
breakwater only took a couple of hours, sailing before a light
following wind. We opted to try the YC marina at Las Arenas,
and were given a berth, which included the use of the club
facilities - bar, swimming pool, dining room, and a warm
welcome. There were showers and loos, which were only open
from around midday to mid evening - the rest of the time you
had to make your own arrangements!

This was typical of Spanish marina facilities, which can be
grouped as follows:

Harbours - no facilities, and usually no room either;
Club run marinas - facilities provided to suit members,

which may not mean 24 hours or 7days! Most, however, are
very welcoming;

Commercial or town run marinas - facilities usually open all
day, and occasionally through the night. These are rare - only
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BAY OF BISCAY

GREENHEART

Gijon, Santander, Zumaia and Hondarrabia (of the places we
visited) came into that category.

We spent a day - Sunday - looking around Bilbao, which is
in the process of regenerating itself. Like Glasgow, its
industrial past is clear to see, but the Guggenheim Museum and
the new Metro are symbols of the future, and worth
experiencing.

Inland to Laguardia. On Monday we hired a car and drove
inland to the Rioja, heading first to the charming mediaeval
town of Laguardia, centre of Rioja production and
administration. The weather had been damp and misty in
Bilbao, but as we crossed the mountains the transformation to
hot, dry weather was startling.

We visited a bodega, were shown the methods and process
of production, and both tasted and bought some wine.

Tuesday morning saw us leaving Bilbao after fuelling up
and saying goodbye to Margaret and Phil. It was another short
sail to either Getaria or Zumaia. and we opted for Zumaia to see
what the new marina was like. This was, it turned out, a good
decision, as the new yacht harbour is excellent, recently
excavated from the salt flats beside the river, and accessed via a
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channel dredged to around 2.5m. It is a short walk from the
town, which although not noteworthy in terms of antiquity was
very pleasant with good shops and bars. The fact that it was
Basque National Day, and the whole town was ’on the tear’
added to the conviviality. Unusually, the marina’s shore
facilities were available 24 hours a day, the first time we had
encountered this degree of consideration for visitors and
customers !

The Falconers were leaving and the Christies (CCC) joining
us at this time, so we had the use of a car for a few hours, and
drove round to Getaria for a look. It was just as well that we
had opted for Zumaia, for it was regatta day at Getaria, the
harbour was full to overflowing, and there wasn’t a square
metre of space. We enjoyed watching the rowing races from the
heights above the harbour.

The rowing craft of N Spain are a little like racing gigs - 13
oarsmen on fixed seats, and a coxswain with a steering oar.
They race three laps of a one mile out-and-back course, turning
180° at each end, when the stern oar is put to good use to turn
the boat in almost its own length at full speed! Each town has
its crew, sponsored by local businesses, and the competition is
intense.

The Christies arrived by ’plane/train at 2000, and we set off
the next morning for San Sebastian, which lived up to all good
and bad expectations - a beautiful and interesting city, a very
rolly anchorage, virtually no facilities for visiting yachts - and
when you see the tens of thousands of people on the beach, you
realise that custom from those visiting by sea is of no conse-
quence. After an uncomfortable night rolling on a mooring, we
cleared out early and made for Hondarrabia, which is about ten
miles to the east.

There is no doubt that visiting San Sebastian is best tackled
by leaving the yacht at either Zumaia or Hondarrabia - just a
few miles west and east respectively, and using shore transport
to do the tourist bit. The bus and train services are excellent,
and when in San Sebastian one can buy a 24 rover ticket for the
city tour bus, hopping on and off it at will.

The entrance to Hondarrabia/Hendaye has now been
dredged and is deep enough (around 5m) to enter without
concern. Hendaye marina has been in existence for years, but
now a rival yacht harbour has been completed on the Spanish
side, and it is more conveniently situated just inside the river
entrance. It has a full range of facilities. It is much closer to the

The Islas Cies are stunningly beautiful and peaceful. This is a southern anchorage, with the entrance
to Ria de Viga in the background.

town of Hondarrabia than its opposite number is to Hendaye -
just a fifteen minute walk along the prom.

You first reach the newer part of the town, where shops,
restaurants and waterside cafrs abound. We made (as usual) for
the Tourist Office, and got whatever information was available.
The main attraction is the well preserved and restored old town,
which overlooks the estuary from behind its mediaeval walls.
Centrepiece is the 10th century castle, which is now the
Parador - and a splendid one at that.

However, first we dealt with the important matter of lunch.
We had read about the Hermanas de Pescador - a restaurant run
by the local fishermen’s wives - and gave it a go. It was
memorable - just the menu del dia and a bottle of wine, but the
fish was fresh out of the sea and perfectly cooked.

After a pleasant amble back to the boat we set off again for
St Jean de Luz, where we arrived at 1800 to get the last berth in
the marina! One of those lucky days, I suppose!

Northward on the French coast. St Jean de Luz, and its
cross-fiver twin Ciboure, are attractive and lively holiday
towns. Viewed from the marina St Jean and its fine waterfront
buildings have something of the look of Venice about them, and
on an early August Saturday night the place was packed, with a
jazz band playing in the square. Quelle ambience!

Next morning we set off north - a new direction - and given
the settled forecast we decided to keep going through the night
and try to make the Gironde, or at least Arcachon. The breeze
gradually increased through the day, and resolutely stayed in
the north, but by late evening it had swung more to the
northeast, enabling us to almost lay the course. We made Royan
by 2015 the next evening - motoring in through the south
channel with the first of the flood. We had logged 182 miles to
cover a rhumb line distance of about 150 miles in 33 hours -
not a fast passage, but a pleasant one, made easier by the
experienced presence of Frank and Katie Christie.

Royan was flattened at the end of WWII, and the new sea
front buildings are uncompromisingly 1950s - stark and
functional. The rebuilt cathedral, which looks a little like
Liverpool Cathedral, dominates the town, which is struggling
to recreate some of its Belle Epoch origins. It is,
overwhelmingly, a serious tourist mecca.

After the rigours of an overnight passage in Force 3, we
decided to hire a car and see something of the area - in

particular to visit Rochefort,
which although it has good
berthing facilities in its former
docks, would take a day each way
to reach via the River Charente.

This 17th century dockyard
town is something of a living
museum - they include the Naval
Museum, the Medical Museum,
and the Corderie Royale (Royal
Ropeworks), as well as a number
of others. Most of the shipbuilding
facilities have disappeared, but
one former dry dock is being used
to build a replica of the Hermione,
in which La Fayette voyaged to
America in 1780 to support
George     Washington     in
preparations for the American War
of Independence. This was a
public holiday, and the day ended
back at Greenheart with a
spectacular son et lumiere
fireworks display over the beach
at Royan, most of which was
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visible from our marina berth.
Next morning we set off early to catch the tide out of the

Gironde - essential as even at neaps this mighty stream runs at
2.5 knots. It took several hours to clear the channel, during
which we could imagine what this place would be like in bad
weather, for even in near calm conditions the waves were
formidable as a small swell met the strong outgoing current in
15m of water!

A pleasant morning sail got us round Pointe de Chassiron
and we slipped into St Denis-d’Oleron at HW. The contrast
with Royan could not have been greater - this is a relaxed little
island village, but with all the necessary basic facilities and
entertainments one might need, including a memorable organ
concert in the village church the evening we arrived.

We hired bikes the next day, and spent an enjoyable time
exploring the island’s network of cycle tracks, visiting the
lighthouse (Chassiron), and having a pleasant lunch - the kind
one can only have in France - in a country inn.

Saturday offered us some wind, and we made an early
departure before the tide fell and trapped us in the marina - the
approaches dry! We were away at 0730, and had a pleasant sail
before a SE breeze to Les Sables d’Olonne, arriving at lunch
time -just before the forecast SW6 arrived!

This was our crew change port - Frank and Katie Christie
were leaving (via La Rochelle, courtesy of Buzz) and Peter and
Anne Williams (ICC) were arriving by the same route. We had
a couple of days to kill, and squeezed the maximum enjoyment
out of Les Sables’ limited entertainments - playing boules,
hiring canoes to explore the saltings upriver from the port, and
enjoying a long walk in the forest and along the beach - not to
mention another of those lunches ... !

On Tuesday the wind had returned to the SE, so we set off
under spinnaker. This breeze only held as far as Ile d’Yeu -
then it was motor for the rest of the day, which saw us arriving
at Hordic at dusk - a good day’s progress covering 67 miles in
13 hours.

We were due to rendezvous with our French friends the
Levassors (who we had first met when moored in Waterford
some eight years ago) at Port du Crouesty later the following
day, so we cleared out of the rolly eastern anchorage early in
the morning. We re-anchored off the harbour, had a few more
hours sleep and some breakfast, and then went ashore for a
quick look around the island. On returning to the dinghy we
were horrified to see Greenheart very close to the rocks, but
with some helpful folk in a dinghy pulling her clear. We got out
there as fast as possible, and weighed the anchor - complete
with a harvest of the dreaded kelp ! The rudder looked as though
it was slightly damaged, although working OK, so we decided
to arrange for a lift-out to check it at Port du Crouesty. On
arrival we were duly hoisted and found that, in the course of the
previous couple of hours the grp facings of the rudder had
disappeared, and we had been steering with the stainless steel
reinforcements plus the rudder’s foam filling - which was
fortunately somewhat stronger than it sounds!

We had definitely clipped the Celtic Fringe!
All the metalwork and steering gear was intact and

undamaged, so we set about constructing a temporary rudder,
which fortunately turned out to be quite simple once we had
sourced the necessary material - plywood, epoxy resin, glass
cloth, and more foam - with the invaluable help of our French
acquaintances.

By Friday morning we were back afloat. The ’new’ rudder
was not very pretty, but it was definitely stronger than the
original !

We now had to make up some lost time, which meant
missing a couple of days exploring the Concarneau/Benodet
area, and headed straight to Glenans for a night stop, and
continued around Penmarch to the Raz de Sein next morning.

Both these days were a boring motor sail in light head winds,
but we were back on schedule by S~urday night.

A memorable Saturday night! Ile de Sein - charmingly
petite on a summer’s day - did not prove to be the most benign
haven in even a light north wind. We anchored near the visitors
mooring, which already had two yachts on it, and all seemed
well until the wind started gusting from 10 to 20 knots. We
were using a lot of swinging room as its direction oscillated, so
we stood anchor watches as the wind fell light, leaving us with
the problem of fending off marker buoys and other yachts as
the breeze and the tide took turns to hold us in their sway.

We got (very) promptly away in the morning, heading for
Camaret-sur-Mer for a final store-up and clean-up. We also
enjoyed a splendid last meal in France at "La Voilerie" before
the passage home. The forecast was NE 3-4, occasionally 5,
then veering E - a reasonably straightforward sail if it behaved
as promised!

Homeward Bound! We cast off at 0945 after a hurried last
visit to the supermarket, and were clear north of the Chenal de
Four by midday, just before turn of tide. The wind freshened to
F5-6, and shortened sail pushed us along rather wetly at over 7
knots. It fell lighter in the evening, and veered just in time to let
us through to the E of the Scillies - closer to the direct route -
which had not looked possible earlier in the day.

We passed close east of the islands, being treated to a
display of all those famous lights - Bishop Rock, Round Island,
Seven Stones, Wolf Rock and Longships on a beautiful clear
night. The breeze, easterly now, held as we ran north across the
mouth of the Bristol Channel towards the Irish Sea, and we
celebrated a 24 hour run of 166 miles with a ’nooner’.

Our celebrations were a little premature, for by 1415 the
breeze had died completely and we were under power. The
calm continued all night, during which we closed and passed
the Tuskar, running into a bank of fog at dawn, which
fortunately was a short lived phenomenon.

With the Tuskar abeam we had covered 235 miles in 36
hours, and later, after 22 hours motoring at 5.5 knots, it was a
relief to feel the beginning of a new, southerly breeze,
particularly as the tide had turned foul (just where it always
does) at Wicklow Head. We closed the beach north of Wicklow
harbour, and were running at over 6 knots - a pleasant change,
particularly as it held all the way to the Baily and berthed in
Howth at 1545 with 343 miles on the log (about 315 when
allowance was made for slight over reading) - a very satisfying
average of 6 knots. Again, having capable folk to stand watch
made all the difference to a longish passage.

Dawn broke dull and calm, but as we got under way for
Ardglass the breeze firmed up from the NW and the sun came
out, giving us a pleasant close hauled sail, more or less on
course for our destination, which we reached at 1815. Peter and
Anne Williams were leaving us here, so we enjoyed a meal
together on board.

The 0600 forecast on Friday 31st August offered NW 4-5,
with an outlook of strong S-SE winds with rain on Sunday. It
seemed that we had returned to autumnal weather, although we
later discovered that it had been like this all summer!

We set off promptly at 0600 to get as far as South Rock,
where the tide was due to turn N-going, by 0930, at which point
the breeze piped up from 12 to 25 knots. We hastily reefed and
settled down to a fast and bumpy sail across the North Channel.
The fair tide helped a lot, but when we found that we could not
weather Corsewall Point without tacking, and knew that Girvan
was not an option at LW with a fresh onshore wind (the other
options were distant Troon or back to Bangor), we decided to
settle for Portpatrick, where we negotiated the entrance
uneventfully and secured alongside at 1400.

Leaving Portpatrick near LW the next morning, however,
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was a little less simple, as the entrance is much silted and we
touched the bottom before finding the best water - which is
quite close to Half-tide Rock, on the bend into the harbour.

The wind had already backed to W, and not long after we got
under way it went on round to S, followed by the expected
increase in strength to around 30 knots combined with mist and
rain. However, it was propelling us in the right direction at
good speed, as a result of which we were secure in Holy Loch
Marina just 11 hours later.

Voyage over! We had logged 2,712 miles, and had sailed on
55 of our 73 days - an average of 49 miles per day. We were
tourists for the remaining 18 days.

Although we enjoyed fair winds for two of the three major
passages, much of the rest of the time was almost calm, or with
light headwinds, which accounted for the 350 litres of fuel we
used whilst motor-sailing - around a quarter of our distance
covered.

Appreciation

Denis N. Doyle
1921 - 2001

Anyone who has ever sailed in Ireland and England over
the past 60 years may have had the good fortune to

compete against, cruise with or just the great pleasure of
knowing Denis Doyle.

Educated at Castleknock and Christian Brothers College,
he was introduced to sailing by the Donegan family in the
early 30’s in Crosshaven and started on Gull, which
competed in the first Fastnet Race in 1925. He also loved
Rugby and played for the Munster Schools Team in
1938/39. He represented his Province with the same
commitment that he showed for the rest of his life in the
sailing arena.

His first ’Ocean Race’, as a owner, from Crosshaven to
Schull, a week before his marriage to Mary Woodward
(d.1993), was in 1944. It is reputed that he made it back to
Cork for the ceremony with minutes to spare.

Denis and Mary although busy rearing a family (Frank
and Ingrid) and with his extensive business commitments
still found plenty of time for sailing. The arrival of Vanja a
stunning 30 Square Meter in Crosshaven in 1953 was the
first indication of his total commitment to a sailing career
that was to continue for the rest of his life.

He was Vice-Commodore of the Royal Munster YC in
1952, joined the Irish Cruising Club in 1956 and the Royal
Ocean Racing Club in 1957.

Severn II, a classic 8 Meter, arrived in 1957 and she
immediately challenged the stranglehold of the Crosbie
family on ’A’ Class racing in Cork Harbour. She was the
boat in which he began his lifelong association with the
RORC and long distance Offshore Racing.

He acquired an interest in Crosshaven Boat Yard in the
early 60s and built his first Ocean Racer, specifically for the
Fastnet Race, using the native skills available there, in the
winter of 62/63. Querida, a 38 foot Robert Clarke design
was followed two years later by the first Moonduster, a
name that became synonymous with Denis Doyle and Irish
offshore racing.

He was a Flag Officer of the Royal Cork Yacht Club,
finishing as Admiral, from 1969 to 1974 and during that
period was Vice-Commodore of the Irish Cruising Club. He
went on to be Commodore of that club from 1975 to 1978.
He was honoured to be the first Irishman to be Rear-
Commodore of the Royal Ocean Racing Club in 1975/76.
Everyone would agree that his contribution to sailing, in an
administrative capacity, during this period of his life was
phenomenal.

As well as winning the Waterford Harbour Cup no fewer
than 14 times, he won the Donegan Memorial Trophy on 10
occasions, the Wybrant Cup and the Wright Memorial
Salver four times each and finally was awarded the John B.
Kearney Cup by the ICC in 1992.

He represented Ireland at many international events
including eight Admiral’s Cups, (he Captained the Irish
team on no fewer than four occasions) the Sardinia Cup,
and various Tall Ships Races. Some of his proudest
achievements were winning his class in the Tall Ships Race
to Cork in 1991 and overall victory in the same event which
finished in Dublin in 1997.

In the middle 80s he started a relationship with the Irish
Naval Service that has continued to the present day and
many naval personnel have had the opportunity to
experience serious offshore racing on Moonduster. This was
a mutually beneficial arrangement in that the training given
by Denis to these young men was matched by their
commitment to crewing the boat.

He will probably be best remembered for his
contribution to the success of the Round Ireland Race. His
achievements in this classic are the stuff that legends are
made of and that the elapsed time record set in 1984 stood
for more than 10 years despite the best efforts of several
Maxi’s was one of his great delights.

Since his first offshore win in 1944 he has won races in
every decade since then. Class Zero honours in the 2000,
Cowes to La Rochelle Race, completed a record that is
unlikely to be broken.

However it was the recent joint award of the Royal
Ocean Racing Club’s Yacht of the Year Trophy with his
good friend and arch rival, Piet Vroon of Holland, which
was due to be presented in London next month, that
probably gave him the most satisfaction in an outstanding
career.

Denis Doyle is survived by his son Frank, daughter
Ingrid, son-in-law Wally and grandchildren Susan and
Sharon Doyle and Lynn, Gillian, Ian and Lesley Morrissey.

The end of a rich and very full life of an extraordinary
man who had a wonderful human touch and yet never
sought the glory of headline that is often associated with
success.

Cork and Irish sailing have genuinely lost a ’Father
Figure’.

He was truly a legend in his own lifetime.
D.McC.
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A Baltic Cruise on Beowulf

Bernard Corbally

Having christened Beowulf, our new HR 42, in Ellos
(Sweden), we spent tour days commissioning before

taking her on a cruise around Saeland and then up through the
Trollhatte and Gota Canals to Stockholm.

Our starting crew for the Baltic part of the cruise were: Ann
Woulfe-Flanagan, David Radmore, Patrick Fagan, John and
Pamela Aldridge.

Sweden, The sun was shining our as we squeezed Beowulf out
of her berth in the Vassa Marina on Thursday 19th July and
enjoyed a two hour passage through tree covered islands to
Vaxholm. Having checked that the marina was already full, we
motored round to the other side of the island, where we found a
pontoon with plenty of bow-to with stern-buoy spaces. A notice
"Only 3 hour stop permitted" did not deter us as we moored
free for the night in a lovely location with a fabulous view of
surrounding islands. It was only a short walk into the town,
which had lots of old wooden houses and a very attractive
square. We dined well in The Waxholms Hotel on the
waterfront.

There were lots of small motor boats and quite a few yachts
on the water when we set tbrth at 12.40 on our 8m. passage to
Grinda Island. Our route took us through many beautiful tree
covered small islands, and several interesting buoyed channels
through rocks and close-together islands. With the sun
glittering on the mirror like surface of the water, the whole
environment was simply magical! We were lucky to find a boat
vacating a pontoon berth as we arrived at the crowded marina,
which was very attractively laid out. The island is one of
several owned and extremely well managed by the Archipelago
Foundation. We particularly enjoyed several of the walking
paths, mostly through woods, which gave access to a lot of the
island. A few holiday homes were hidden amidst the trees. We
were also very fortunate to be able to book dinner in the
popular island hotel " Grinda Wardshus". The shore facilities
key was available in the marina-side caf6.

We waited for fog to clear on Saturday morning, before
dodging through another bunch of forested islands with very
little sign of habitation until we arrived in Finnham (18M),
which is a collection of small islands with a channel between
them, which-are owned and managed by the Archipelago
Foundation. We entered the channel from the east and then
turned fight into the bay opposite a large prominent hostel
building, where we berthed bow-to with stern-anchor, to the
visitors’ pontoon. We had arrived in a completely rural location
between two islands joined by a reedy causeway. We scrambled
over rocky escarpments and wandered through the trees,
delighting in the unspoilt environment. At one point, we over-
looked the channel and were surprised to see quite large terries
passing through close below us, as well as a variety of yachts.
The only buildings were a few well-maintained elsan huts.

At 08.00 on Sunday, an open boat arrived which had I~read
rolls, buns and newspapers for sale. Soon afterwards another
little boat arrived to collect the berthing fee of 50Kr. We basked
in sunshine, as we enjoyed a leisurely breakfast before making
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our way back through a few rocky islands and crossing over to
Moja Langvik (5.2M), at the north end of Stora Moja Island.
The final approach into the small harbour, beyond the ferry
berth, vaned around 2m. over mud, which we nudged off-&-on
as we felt our way into the only berth available to us at the end
of the tiny jetty (zero depth under our keel!). We had got
ourselves into a magical place with beautiful views out to sea.
We found a lovely little lake for a swim, by turning right down
a footpath beside the Gastemmet Moja Guest-House on the
road south. There is a little village about 2 k. further down the
road. where a lane to the right leads to the highly recommended
gourmet fish restaurant "Wikstroms Fisk" (Essential to book -
Tel. 085-7164170). After a superb dinner, the crew walked a
further 2k to see the film "Chocolate". Our waitress cycled past
them en route and, realising that they were going to be late, had
the viewing delayed 10 mins. so that they would not miss the
beginning.

It was already light, when we left Langvik through the
shallow channel inside St. Torno Island, at 05.30. We continued
down the west coast of Moja before taking the exciting narrow
channel between Bockoe and Lokaoe and then passing east of
Bjorko and Korso Islands to head out to the Soedergrynnan
South Buoy, before setting a course for the Finnish island Uto.

Trevor Wood takes his turn in the galley. Photo." Ann Woulfe-Flanagan
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Finland. Although we enjoyed fabulous weather throughout
the crossing, we only got in three hours sailing. By motor
sailing from 11.30 onwards, we managed to arrive at Uto jetty
at 20.30 (97M), where we found a berth behind a Pilot Vessel.
John and Pamela cooked us a super dinner, after which we went
for a wander on shore. Several boat-sheds, a few scattered
houses and a tiny shop made up the village. The only sign of
life was through the window of one of the larger houses, where
we could hear the sound of a party. On investigation, we
discovered that it was the officers’ mess and they made us very
welcome.

On Tuesday, we started a leisurely five day cruise round a

\

Eamon Duffey checks the rigging on Beowulfen route to Marstrand.
Photo: Bernard Corbally

selection of small Finnish islands, starting with Jurmo (11M).
With the sun glinting on tiny rocky islands all around us, we
enjoyed the struggle to sight the tiny stick like buoys, with
cardinal coloured tops, which marked the reefs and channels on
our route. The narrow channel into the pontoons at the
colourful hamlet was well buoyed and there were transit marks
on the shore. We berthed bow-to with a buoy for our stern warp.
It was a beautiful place with only a few photogenic buildings,
an interesting museum and a small store. We were told that
there were fresh fish for sale every day at the pier, at 18.00.
But, we were most disappointed to discover that they were sold
out, when we arrived at 17.45! There were no facilities ashore
apart from well-maintained elsan huts. We walked up the hill
above the bay to enjoy fabulous views of the surrounding
islands. We were warned to watch out for snakes, particularly
those with a green and black zigzag pattem, which are
dangerously poisonous.

We got under way at 08.00 on Wednesday in order to arrive
at Bjorko (7 M) in time for a swim before breakfast. We
rounded the headland to port as we entered the anchorage,
taking care to avoid the reef at the point. When David jumped
onto the rock face to secure our bow warp to a mooring ring,
his feet failed to get a grip and he slid back into the water.
Whereupon, Ann promptly shed her outer garments and
bravely leapt across to the rock to render him assistance.
Having got him safely back on board, the rest of us went for a
delightful swim. We were in a gorgeous lagoon surrounded by
a rocky shore, with a sprinkling of yachts moored in different
locations round the perimeter.

After breakfast we moved through yet more fascinating
seascape, to Aspo Island for lunch. Transit marks guided us to a
small jetty, where we moored in 2.3 m. This was an even more
wonderful anchorage, with a small hamlet on shore that
supplied everything from tourist information to fresh fish and
ice cream! They even had a sauna, which we all enjoyed
greatly. When we started to explore the small island, we found
paths marked out by painted white spots that led us to a variety
of vantagepoints with magnificent views. We met a snake on a
rocky path leading down to a place, where we could swim off
the rocks. The site proprietor, who had dug up some potatoes
specially for our dinner, made a final contribution to our
enjoyment at 21.00, when he played "The last post" on his
bugle. All the yachts present lowered their ensigns.

We were still benefiting from a heat wave, as we headed
across to Noto (4.5M) for fuel, on Thursday 26th July. We
found the approach to the fuel berth to be pretty shallow and
were actually aground on mud, as we topped up our water tanks
and accepted our maximum permitted ration of 100Lts. of
diesel. There was no incentive to stay and we moved on to
Bergham (7.3M), where we moored bow-to with stem-anchor
before noting our depth sounder reading of 1.3 m. We realised
that we were probably in the wrong anchorage, out of the three
listed in our pilot, when we saw a notice above the jetty reading
"Private Area". However, it was a nice place to stop for lunch,
with a super view over several waterways. Our stop for the
night was Stenskar (8M), where we grabbed the last available
bow-to berth on the wharf (only 12). It was another lovely
island, with a rural pathway, marked by arrows that eventually
guided us up to a vantagepoint at the top of a hill. The view was
restricted by trees and was not nearly as good as the one from
the elsan hut at the anchorage!

We lost our GPS signal as we motor-sailed towards
Helingholmen Island. (It was weeks later that we realised that
anyone, sitting on the starboard pushpit seat, could easily drape
an arm over the small antenna dome, without noticing). The
navigator still got us to our destination (8.6M) within two
hours, where we berthed bow-to with a stem anchor, at the end
of the jetty. It was a rural place, with a few houses, a tiny shop
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and a small farm. A pleasant walk eastward, through trees, led
us to a lovely little sandy beach which was ideal for swimming.
After lunch, we motored 6.3M to Hogsara, which is in a pretty
bay, with a Shell Depot and a ferry port on the opposite side to
the yacht pontoon. We were fortunate to get the last possible
space, by squeezing our bow in to the inside outer corner of the
pontoon. This was another delightful anchorage with a super
open view of the bay.

We diverted from our route to Hanko on Saturday, to wend
our way through a variety of lovely waterways into the little

jetty at Rosala, a small boat fishing village (7.9M). It was
actually more like a hamlet than a village, with hardly a soul
about to disturb the peace. The sailors, in the tiny yacht that
shared the anchorage with us, recommended a well-stocked
store, which was tucked away behind the trees. There was also
a Viking Ship and small Museum.

On leaving Rosala at 11.30, we followed the fascinating
inland water route to Hanko (24M). Warm sunshine added to
our enjoyment as we passed a whole series of wonderful
panoramic views that kept our cameras very busy. The final
approach required a bit of careful navigation through the
narrows at Lillklippingsgrund, and through the buoyed passage
across the shallows to the narrow sound between Hankoiemi
and Tullisaari Island. We passed north of Drottningkobben
Island to enter the marina at 15.00. Our final really excellent
dinner in Finland was at the Origo Restaurant on the harbour
front (Tel.019-2485023).

Estonia. We motored back across the bay to a small inlet on
the east side of Tulliniemi Point to clear Customs and
Emigration (our l’irst contact with government officials since
taking delivery of Beowulf in Ellos), before navigating our way
clear of the hazards in Finnish waters and beading for Tallinn in
Estonia (65M). It was a hot sunny day and we had a favourable
S.F4 wind, which allowed us to sail for most of the passage,
which took us 8 hrs. 40mins. to reach the Pirita Marina (Built
for the 1980 Olympics). We saw no other yachts or shipping
until we got quite close to our destination. We failed to see the
notice pointing to a special customs berth on the way into the
marina and continued on to the Visitors berths by the large
Services and Residence Building. Nobody was interested in our
desire to clear customs and pay marina fees. So, we left all
formalities until the morrow and repaired to the Olympia Kus
Restaurant in the big building for dinner.

On Monday, we took the No.8 bus into Tallinn and spent the
day exploring the beautiful old part of the city including a
fascinating city tour. The place was full of old historic
buildings, and narrow cobbled streets with plenty of enticing

Gudhjem, Bornholm.

Bernard Corbally and Ann Woulfe-Flanagan christen Beowulf.
Photo: Eamon Duffey

Photo: Ann Woulfe-Flanagan

shops. Despite quite a lot of torrential rain, we all had a
wonderful day culminating with an excellent dinner in the
famous Vanaema Joures Restaurant, generally known as
"Grandma’s".

On the way out of the marina at 07.00 on Tuesday, we
stopped at the Customs Pontoon before motor sailing east to
Lohusalu (25M). The weather was rather mixed all morning,
with some light rain, but cleared up to brilliant sunshine as we
picked up the transit that guided us past some menacing rocks
into the modern marina. The Marina Manager, who gave us a
most friendly welcome, guided us to a bow-to with stern-buoy
Visitors’ berth. The coastal patrol boat, that appeared to be
shadowing us from Tallinn, was berthed at the entrance to the

marina. The thought did pass our
minds that maybe we should
officially register our arrival in a
new port. The control tower in the
marina was very new and all the
facilities, including security, were
excellent.

It was a beautiful sunny
morning as we departed from
Lohusalu at 06.00 on Wednesday.
We kept inside the Pakri Madal
shallows, the Krass Rocks and
Osmussaar Island, before turning
south to pass through the
Voosikurk Sound between Vormsi
Island and the mainland. The
countryside was flat and
apparently all forested with a very
occasional small hamlet, just
visible through the trees. We then
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’Happy Natter Time’ on Beowulf at Gdansk. Patrick Fagan, Brian
Keane, Michael Knatchbull, Trevor Wood and Bernard Corbally.

Photo: Ann Woulfe-Flanagan

struggled to sight channel buoys and a series of transits, which
guided us through some very shallow waters to Haapsalu
(51M). Fortunately, we were able to make some tracings from
detailed charts in the marina office at Lohusalu, as we would
not have dared to enter this area without them. We had been
unable to procure the recommended Estonian Chart No.513.
The depth in our final approach to Haapsalu Point varied
around 2.6m. and went down to 2. lm. as we rounded the point.
We were very happy when we finally made the entrance and
were directed to a berth by a delightful young lady Marina
Manager, who greeted the skipper with "Hi Master". We had
sighted the coastal patrol boat through a gap in the islands and
wondered if we were still being monitored. The marina was
simple, but had a lovely view out over a lagoon. We thought
that we had arrived at a small fishing village until we explored
the hinterland and found a town with a fine Bishops Castle
(1279) and a Spa Palace, which used to be used as a summer
resort by the tsars of Russia. We booked dinner in the elegant
waterside Prominade Hotel. When Pamela and John Aldridge
attempted to leave us by train, they discovered that the
govemment had decided to sell off the railways and there were
no trains. Fortunately, there was a bus to Tallinn.

When we spotted a Customs Pontoon as we left Haapsalu at
08.10 on Thursday, we waved at a couple of possible officers
that were watching us and having noted that they did not
beckon us in, continued on our way. After some more dodging
through shallows, we enjoyed a great sail south, averaging over
7k. until we had passed Muhu Island and were able to turn
southwest along the coast of Saaremaa Island. We then made a
short-cut through the reefs off Vatta Point before feeling our
way into Roomassare Marina (78m) on the island. It was
difficult to identify the approach transit and we did not sight the
entry buoys until we were a couple of cables away. Fortunately,
Paddy Barry (ICC) had lent us a copy of the "Mini Loots Guide
to the Harbours of the Western Estonian Archipelago", which
we found to be invaluable in these waters. A friendly Marina
Master welcomed us and directed us to a proper pontoon berth
in this well-appointed marina. We immediately booked into the
excellent restaurant on site for a delicious salmon dinner.

There was an hourly bus service from the harbour into
Kuressaare, where we hired a car to make a highly
recommended tour of the Island. We visited the Kaali Meteorite
Crator, the delightful little stone church "St.Martins" at Valjala
(1227), a collection of windmills at Angla and the small
isolated Nasva Marina, which we had contemplated using and
fortunately turned down because the approach looked difficult
after a long passage. The associated hotel and clubhouse looked

very nice. We also made a tour of the magnificent 13th.Cent.
Episcopal Castle/Fort, which is reputed to be the best preserved
medieval fortress in the Baltic. Many of the town buildings date
from the seventeenth century and we were told that both the
town and countryside still preserved a pre World War 2
appearance, unaffected by the occupation of the mainland. We
thoroughly enjoyed our visit to the island.

Latvia. A wet stormy day on Saturday made it an easy
decision to spend another day on this most pleasant island. It
was still blustery on Sunday at 08.00, when we cleared customs
(by appointment), replenished our fuel tanks and headed south
across the treacherous Kura Kurk Sound (entrance to Gulf of
Riga) to Ventspills in Latvia (68M). As we approached the end
of the Sorve Poolsaar Peninsula, a fast inflatable speeded out to
us from the land on a perfect interception course. It was the
Customs, who checked that we had officially cleared out of
Estonia, before waving us on our way! There was no sign of
habitation on the uniformly flat forested coastline, as we
approached the country and cut across the spit at Ovisi Point to
the harbour approach. We had reached the Venta estuary at the
south end of the huge harbour and were getting quite concerned
about finding a suitable berth, before we spotted a narrow
entrance to starboard, which led into an extensive fishing
harbour with some bow-to with stern-buoy yacht berths at the
far end. A friendly Harbour Master greeted us, telephoned the
Customs and Emigration officials to come and clear us and then
organised a taxi to bring us to the Bowling Club Restaurant for
dinner (The cost of a bottle of wine was half the bill!)

As we cast off at 05.30 on Monday, we were happy to wave
good bye to Ventspills, which we had found bleak and
depressing. The weather was overcast with occasional sunny
spells as we motor-sailed south to Liepaja (66.5M) against a
variable E4. wind. It was an uncomfortable boring passage by
mostly empty sandy beaches, backed by forestry and uniformly
flat countryside, with very little of interest to note. As we
approached Akmenrags Point, we were hit by a vicious
rainsquall, with wind gusting up over 40k. We had to rev up the
engine to crash through breaking seas and make about 4k.
headway. Soon afterward, we saw two yachts, which were the
first that we had seen at sea since leaving Estonia. We were
subjected to several more squalls, interspersed by brief periods
of sunshine, as we continued our passage to arrive at Liepaja
Harbour (Latvia) at 15.10. We were waved away from the
fishing boat harbour, that we spotted to starboard as we headed
up the estuary at the south end of the large harbour, which we
thought might contain a yacht berth area. We began to think
that we had a serious berthing problem as we approached a low
bridge way up the estuary. We could not understand the replies
when we attempted to communicate with people on ships and
could get no response on our VHF! As we rounded the last big
ship, on our starboard side, in the estuary and were just about to
turn and retrace our passage, we saw yacht pontoons. It was a
very relieved crew that sighted the Harbour Master, who asked
us to moor alongside the British motor-cruiser Our Spirit of
Europe owned by Bernard Stroud. The shore facilities were
excellent and we were moored in the centre of the pleasant
town. A lady Customs and Emigration official came on board to
give us clearance.

Lithuania. At 06.00, we asked the marina manager to
telephone the Customs officials and to ask them to come and
give us clearance. They arrived after 40 mins. and we were
under way for Klaipeda in Lithuania (61M) at 07.00. We got in
about an hour sailing before the weather turned nasty and we
found ourselves motoring into a E6 wind and 3m. waves.
Occasionally, an extra large wave crashed over our bow,
stopping us completely as it swept along our deck and into the
cockpit. We were treated to brief glimpses of the sun, which
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boosted our morale as it glittered on the white water all around
us and made the spray sparkle like fireworks. The Lithuanian
Coast Guard called us for identification as we crossed into their
waters. The sea began to moderate at 16.00, which made it
easier to spot lobster pots. The entrance to the harbour was
easily identified by a row of large black piles marking the
starboard side. We were met by a Port Control Inflatable as we
motored up the estuary in search of a marina or yacht berth.
They directed us to a signed Customs and Emigration berth on
the east side, where we were advised not to use the marina near
them, which had no security, but to cross to the Klaipeda Yacht
Club Marina on the west side of the river. We were directed to a
bow-to between stern-posts berth on the shore side of the
marina section as we turned to port at the entrance. The marina
was well appointed with good facilities and a convenient caf6.

We took the ferry across to the old part of the city on
Wednesday morning and found it to be a delightful place with a
beautiful town square, interesting old buildings and some very
enticing shops.

Poland. At 1100, we cast off in the marina in sunshine and,
having cleared Customs and Emigration after 35mins. wait at
their berth, motored southwest to keep clear of Russian water
before making for Gdansk (132.4M). At 22.00, as we were
passing close to a buoy about 10M. off Mys Taran Point, we
noticed on our radar that a ship, inland from us, was
maintaining a parallel course and occasionally pointing towards
us. On plotting our position on the chart, we were horrified to
realise that we were about 1.5M. inside the 12M. limit and
immediately began to edge out. When the ship followed our
change of course and then began to head towards us, we
decided that it must be a Russian Coastal Patrol Boat and edged
out a lot more positively. It changed back to a parallel course,
which it maintained until we had cleared out of Russian water.
As we approached Gdansk at 07.30, we saw a harbour to the
east of the Kanal Portowy estuary, which our chart indicated as
having yacht berths. We decided to moor there for breakfast
and then to enquire about the marina in the city. It was a huge
harbour with no sign of yacht berths. So, we moored briefly
near a tall blue control tower, while David investigated. We
were told to report to the Customs and Excise Station at the
entrance to the estuary for further instructions, which we did.
They gave us a sketch of the route, which brought us past the
famous shipbuilding yards into the city centre, where we
located the marina close to the old part of town.

We were very impressed by Gdansk, which we thought was
a lovely city with plenty of superb restaurants. A train journey
out to the fourteenth century Malbork Fortress Castle was
extremely well worth while. Patrick Fagan and David Radmore
departed and were replaced on board by Trevor Wood (ICC),
Michael Knatchbull (ICC) and Brian Keane.

After three glorious days in Gdansk, we left the marina at
09.30 on Sunday 12th.August, and having reported to the
Customs and Excise at the mouth of the estuary, headed round
to the Somiala Wista river, which was the nearest convenient
place to get diesel on a Sunday. Our cautious approach, through
shallow water towards the fuel berth (identified by flags), was
dramatically interrupted by a Coastal Patrol Boat, which came
after us at great speed, blowing a siren and flashing blue lights.
Language was a problem, but it became apparent that they were
angry because we had passed their control station at the
entrance to the waterway without stopping. We were allowed to
proceed to the fuel berth, where we pressed a bell lor
attendance only to be told that the diesel storage tank was
empty. We borrowed cans to carry 140Lts. from the adjacent
road station and then reported at the Customs berth. They
meticulously examined our passports and told us to be sure to
contact their office in Wladystawowo (38M), which was our

Brunsbuttel Marina, Kiel Canal. Photo: Ann Woulfe-Flanagan

next destination. We made sure to keep clear of the Restricted
Area off the Helspit before approaching the harbour in a heavy
rainsquall. The "Yachts Only" berths were at the far end of the
inner fishing boat harbour, where we rafted up to Mona Lisa, a
Comfortina 42 owned by Peter and Frauke Misbach who we
had already met in Gdansk. It was a bleak place but well
protected and nice to be in as we listened to the wind howling
overnight!

Bornholm Island. The Harbour Office telephoned Customs and
Excise, who arrived on board at 10.15 on Monday. One of them
casually opened lockers and examined medications, as the
other handled the paperwork with the skipper. This was our last
contact with officialdom for the rest of the cruise. The weather
was dull and misty, with negligible wind, and the sea was
lumpy as we motored towards Bornholm (145M). We were
delighted to find leading marks to guide us between the
conspicuous rocks in the approach to Gudhjem Harbour, where
we berthed at the jetty just beyond the ferry terminal. It was a
heavenly place to visit with a lovely small town and good
vantagepoints to photograph the whole scene. After topping up
with fuel, we enjoyed a superb dinner in the highly
recommended Andi’ s Restaurant (Tel. 56485017).

The sun was shining through haze and the sea was mirror
calm as we made an early start at 07.15 on Wednesday to arrive
at Christianso Island (10.5M) in time for breakfast. Trevor had
already been into town to buy fresh rolls. The anchorage is
between two very small rocky islands and is absolutely
beautiful. We rafted to an old wooded ketch Roland Von
Bremen and then thoroughly enjoyed exploring both islands.
The smaller island was particularly fascinating when viewed
from its perimeter pathway on top of the 3m. wide seventeenth
century fortress wall. There were plenty of cannon on display
on both islands. The entire island is an unspoiled reserve
without any cats, dogs or cars and there are no modern
buildings. We reluctantly tore ourselves away from these
islands at 11.30 and returned to Bornholm Island, where we
moored alongside the pier in Hammerhavnen Harbour (17M),
which is conveniently located near Hammershus Castle. It was
a rural place with lovely views and only eight other yachts
moored, when we arrived in nice time for lunch. It was an
energetic walk up to the castle ruins, which were tastefully
preserved and offered splendid views along the coastline and
out to sea.

Sweden. Gislovs Lage Marina in Sweden (46M) was our
destination on Thursday as we set forth under a clear blue sky
at 06.45. Initially, a SSE. E4/5 allowed us to enjoy some brisk
sailing before dropping to E2/1 at about 10.30. The entrance
channel to the small, well appointed, shallow marina was well
buoyed and we were glad to find an empty, bow-to between
stern-posts, berth near the outer end of the pontoon to the left of
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the entrance. The location is pleasant and quite isolated, with
about lk. walk to a campsite, where we enjoyed an excellent
barbecue in the Palabadet Restaurant.

Denmark. We motored away from Gislovs at 06.45 on Friday
and headed for the Gronsund Sound south of Mon Island
(Denmark). Sunshine on the impressive white chalk cliffs to
the southeast of Mon was a beautiful sight and reminiscent of
Dover. We approached the sound carefully, cutting across
shallows to enter the buoyed passage near Falster Island. This
brought us into a delightful cruising area with unspoilt views
all around us, mostly flat wooded land with an occasional farm
and a few isolated attractive houses. We found a buoy about
one mile off Femo Island (85.5M), which gave us a useful
transit into the tiny harbour. It was already crowded at 19.00
and we were relieved to find a berth alongside a meticulously
maintained 1970 Trintella 40, Camelot. We enjoyed a pleasant
walk ashore on this very rural island before dining on board.

After another 06.45 start, we had to navigate round a fish
farm as we headed north towards Vejro Island before making a
nail biting passage through the shallows south of the island and
setting a course for the Langelands Baelt Sound between
Langeland and Lolland Islands. We counted forty windmills on
land and sea as we rounded Rune Point and made for
Spodsbjerg on Langeland Island (28M), where we berthed,
bow-to between stem-posts, in the marina section of the
attractive little harbour. We found a lovely village, an excellent
supermarket and an enticing cafr, where we enjoyed coffee and
cakes.

Germany. We began to see a lot more yachts and plenty of
commercial traffic as we reached the Kieler Bucht and headed
southwest toward Kiel (44.4M). We found a berth inside the
outer marina jetty at Holtenau and were soon boxed in by
another yacht berthing behind us. The impressive Kanal
Packhaus provided us with an excellent dinner.

Having been informed that the smaller of the two locks,
which would accept yachts, would take us in at 07.00, we eased
ourselves out of our bunks at 06.20. Another yachtsman
informed us that the red traffic lights would turn to "red and
white" when the lockmaster wanted us to get ready and then to
"green" before we should enter the lock. The yacht behind us
moved out and we paid a 60 Marks canal fee in the lock before
entering the canal (about 52M) at 07.40. It was a pleasant
peaceful passage through mainly wooded countryside with
most of the heavy traffic going in the opposite direction to us.
One particularly large freighter dropped the canal level by a
dramatic lm. as it came past us. We had to watch out for traffic
lights on bends and bridges but were not held up by any of
them. As we passed Rendsberg wearing our Red Ensign, the

Ann Woulfe-Flanagan, Bernard Corbally, Eamon Duffey and Philip
Wall-Morris enjoy the fare at Klokkebojen Reataurant, Laeso Island,
Denmark.                                  Photo: Eamon Duffey

canal-side caf6 switched its music to the British National
Anthem! We wondered how they would have coped with an
Irish Ensign? To break the journey half way, we turned into the
Gieseland Kanal and moored at the waiting pontoon for the
bridge, where we enjoyed lunch in a delightfully rural setting.
We learned later that Rendsburg is a lovely town, has three
marinas (The furthermost is recommended) and an excellent
restaurant. We passed some yacht parking on our starboard
side, as we approached the crowded Brunsbuttel Marina just
before the exit lock. We found an excellent Greek restaurant
"Sytaki" in the main street up town.

After a successful mornings shopping, Ann and Trevor only
just made it back on board in time for us to catch the 15.00
special sea-lock opening for yachts. High water was at about
16.00 and it was important to travel with the tide in the Die
Elbe River estuary, which can reach 5k. We kept just outside
the channel buoys for most of our passage to Cuxhavn (17M),
where we found a large choice of berths in the huge Yacht Club
Marina. The Club restaurant was on the first floor of the
administration building and had an excellent view over the
marina.

Michael missed a lovely sunrise as he took a lie-in while the
rest of the crew got us under way at 06.15. We saw a lot of
shipping as we kept just outside the shipping channels, keeping
clear of extensive sandbanks and shoals, until we were about

Asp6 Island, Finland. Photo: Bernard Corbally
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5M. west of Scharhorn Island. We then navigated carefully
toward the west side of Langeoog Island (59M), arriving in the
well buoyed approach channel at high tide. We were asked by
the marina Manager to moor alongside the main pontoon
between the two outer branches. He assured us that we would
only sink into mud when the tide ebbed. The low-lying island is
ringed by a massive dyke to protect it from flooding and is
nature orientated with cars prohibited. There were cycle tracks
everywhere and some dust track roads. Steam railway engines
brought tourists from the ferry terminal (adjacent to the
Marina) in colourful wild west style carriages to the small
pretty tourist town about 1.5M. away, which was right next to a
fabulous sandy beach. It was such a lovely friendly place to be
that we enthusiastically decided to stay for an extra day. There
was even a delightful restaurant above the marina.

We were half way into the flood tide when we crept out of
the marina, with 0.2m. under our keel, at 12.00 on Wednesday.
We then found ourselves bucking a 3k. tide as we cleared the
channel and headed west towards Borkum (60M). When we
turned off the narrow buoyed approach channel along the
southeast of the island to enter the awesome narrow entrance
between high metal-pile walls, we saw the "Yacht Harbour"
sign and proceeded to enter with confidence, even though we
knew that it was about two hours before low water. The crew
were highly amused by the incredulous expression on the
skipper’s face, as we were suddenly brought to a standstill by
shallow mud (1.3m.) right in the centre of the entrance.
Fortunately, we were able to rev up and plough our bow up to a
space on the pontoon to the tight of the entrance. We then
warped our yacht in through the mud until we were sufficiently
close alongside the pontoon to be able to jump off. It was a
horrible poorly maintained marina, with rusty metal pontoons
tilting in every direction. We chatted to several other yachts that
had also expected to have at least 2m. depth and were also
sitting in mud (Pilots need updating). An excellent dinner in a
nearby delightful nautical-character restaurant raised our spirits
considerably.

Holland. It was dark when we felt our way out of the marina at
05.00 the next morning, using a spotlight to locate the exit. A
couple of lit buoys then assisted us to retrace our route and we
were soon thankfully on our way to Oost Vlieland (75M). The
sea was calm and we had negligible wind as we motor-sailed a

boring passage, enduring some
light rain, fog patches and
generally poor visibility. Having
taken a short-cut through the
shoals to the west of Terschelling
Island, we encountered a 4k.
current against us as we fought
our way through buoyed passages
to round Witte Lid Point and make
for the narrow marina entrance.
We were met inside by a marina
launch and escorted to a rafting
berth well inside the huge marina,
close to the west bank. Motorcars
are restricted on this tourist
recreation island and almost
everyone seemed to be on a
bicycle. It is reputed to be the
jewel of the Dutch Frisian Islands
and certainly was a super place to
be. It was about 0.5k. walk into
the pleasant little tourist town,
where we booked dinner in the
recommended Badhotel Bruin

Restaurant. Our selection for sweet was a selection of alcoholic
beverages that had us reeling back to the yacht!

Trevor arranged the hire of bicycles after breakfast on
Friday and immediately set off with Michael, while the skipper
and Ann waited for the bank to open at 10.00. We enjoyed a
delightful two-hour ride all round the island, quite a lot of it
through a sand dune nature reserve and by fabulous sandy
beaches, without sighting the others. We assumed that they had
got waylaid in a convenient watering hole. We all met back on
the boat at 12.00 and were soon on our way to Den Helder
(34M). It was a super warm sunny day with hardly a ripple on
the water, which were the ideal conditions for a swimming stop
en route. A big fender was streamed astern on a long warp and
even the skipper was enticed into the water. We had to buck a
4k. tide to enter the harbour at 17.30. We found the marina
almost immediately to starboard inside the entrance and were
met by a lady Marina Manager on a bicycle, who directed us to
a berth. It was a pleasure to dine upstairs in the Clubhouse,
which was on a pontoon at the end of the marina.

The sun was a red ball just visible through haze, as we
squeezed out of our tight berth at 06.50 on Saturday and headed
south towards Scheveningen (63M). It was still quite hazy as
we approached the north facing entrance, passing three sets of
port and starboard lights before making a sharp turn to port
towards the fish dock. Almost immediately, we made a sharp
turn to starboard into a narrow channel leading to the marina
area, where we berthed alongside the fuel barge and telephoned
for the attendant. After filling up with diesel, we moved
across to the marina where we rafted up to a Dutch yacht and
were introduced to Muider Ships Beer (40% !).

We left Scheveningen on Sunday, 26th August and called in
at Newhaven, Brighton and Inchenor (Chichester) before
arriving in The Ocean Village Marina in Southampton on
Thursday 30th August, where we handed over Beowulf to
Transworld Yachts to complete her fitting out.

Beowulf logged 3108 M. on a cruise, which brought us to
thirty-eight islands in ten different countries. Twenty sailors
participated in the whole cruise, which required seven crew
change locations to be scheduled. Although the whole cruise
was a fantastically enjoyable experience, we found the Finnish
Islands to be particularly magical and most worthy of a return
visit.

92



To Fingal the Melodious Cave,
a musical voyage....

Gary Villiers-Stuart
THE FORTNIGHT CUP
FOR THE BEST CRUISE UNDERTAKEN
IN A MAXIMUM OF 16 DAYS

The day had been filled with hitches.., each one was enough
to scupper the voyage.., all were to do with the

reinstallation of our overhauled engine. The engine had waited
patiently for thee months to be put right, why had it taken so
long for the engineer, despite ever more worded pleas, to finish
the job. Was the universe putting a stopper on a project that had
been a year in the planning? Or was it just Winny as usual in
these pre voyage moments.? The cursing got richer as the blood
sugars diminished. But slowly, heroically, perseverance paid
off. It was nearly midnight when the chain of problems and
solutions finally resolved themselves. Winny was ready, or was
she? It was with excitement and trepidation that we cast our
ropes. Excitement because the adventure has begun, trepidation
because of all those unanswerable questions that flood the
mind. What did the future hold, blessings or problems, stormy
seas or plain sailing, safe passage or disaster? What had been
overlooked? For me it is that ever present threat of danger that
gives a sea voyage such a rich edge. Every voyage is a leap into
the unknown. In front adventure, behind safety. Beyond the
harbour there is only us and the resources of the boat.

The engine hummed with its reassuringly familiar rhythm,
the air was warm and still, the sea smooth. Behind us were the
twinkling lights of Camlough, and a rising creamy full moon.
Above us was a scintillating starry array, twelve hours ahead,
barfing hitches, was the safety of Troon. The signs were
auspicious!

There is a quality about a night passage, darkness colours
the imagination allowing closeness, in good company time
passes quickly. We were three old friends with a lot of catching
up to do. As we gently swooshed and rolled, keeping watch on
the lights flashing on the horizon, noting the passing half seen
outlines of land and islands, there was lots of sharing and a
great senses of our luck to be alive and awake.

Our voyage was unusual. The Winny was on a mission. For
many years she had sailed these waters allowing only those on
board to experience the exquisiteness of these seas and land
scapes. This time a group of musicians were being assembled
with the aim of translating the inspiration of sea sky and land
into a form of improvised music. The out come would be a CD,
the aim of which was to speak in music to those people, who
though bound by the needs of an urban life to make a living,
have a soul yearning for the wild beautiful and elemental places
of the planet.

The Winny reached Troon by the following midday. Four of
our singing crew were waiting for us. Gear was stowed,
instruments loaded and we set course for the Holy Island. The
wind was on the nose, the sea lumpy, so motoring was the order
of the afternoon. For some it was their first taste of the sea.
How would they respond? Happily as Winny’s solid beam
rocked and rolled through the waves, occasionally showering
us with spray, the new crew found it was a kind of poetry. There
was nothing but laughter and exhilaration.

The sun was low as we arrived off the old light house
buildings where the Buddhists maintain their disciplines of
retreat. We stopped engine, and in the contrasting quietness of

the gathering twilight we sang the first song of our cruise. As
the colours of the sky became richer so too did the intricacies of
our improvisation. Two song hours later we dropped hook off
the other end of the Island.

The next morning some went ashore to visit the holy man’s
cave. On their return we sailed back to the retreat house.
Shortly Winny was full of assorted people, some fresh from
retreat, others helpers to those on retreat. Some were old
friends, for most years Winny drops by this island and takes all
who wish on an island circumambulation. This was another
beautiful meeting. Old acquaintances were renewed and new
friendships made, coffee was drunk and news was swapped. It
was all very sweet. Too soon we had to make our departure.
Before our goodbyes all joined in an improvised song that
celebrated our meeting. Winny’s crew and our Buddhist visitors
sang in perfect harmony.

Ardrisaig and the Crinan canal was our next port of call. We
wanted to be in the canal basin before the locks closed for the
night. The passage was uneventful, and memorable only
because the sun shone, the spirits were light, and the crew were
able to explore and settle into the rhythms of the ship.

Shadows were lengthening when we tied up in the Ardrisaig
Basin. Shortly afterwards our crew was complete when my
wife Rosie arrived with the serious recording equipment, a
digital audio tape recorder. As the sun set generating an array of
beautiful colours, supper was enjoyed and we set up recording
equipment. Sitting in Winny’s main cabin we made the sound of
the crew. It was a long gentle improvised hum, rich in layers of
harmony and overtone. It spoke of an easy musical unity. It also
told of the excellence of Winny’s main saloon as a recording
studio.

The next day musicians had to become boatmen. We were
negotiating the twenty or so locks of the Crinnan Canal. As
people familiar with this canal know, vigilance is needed if the
gushing waters are not going to take charge of the rising boat
and swing it dangerously around. Winny, twelve or so tons
topped and tailed with bowsprit and bumpkin is particularly
dangerous, both to herself and others.

Test of crew character
This was going to be a test of crew character! Happily it was a
test that the crew passed. As confidence grew, our progress
became an occasion for drumming and improvised sea shanties.
The rain failed to dampen spirits, and crews on the other boats
that travelled with us got into the spirit of celebration ! By mid
afternoon we were in Crinnan. The rest of the day was spent
getting to know each other musically. Musical enthusiasms
were shared, songs were swapped, different treatments of songs
were tried. Between us was a sufficient difference of styles and
tastes to make this sharing rich. Steve was a guitarist who can
play and sing nearly any Beatles song ever written. Richard
was fresh from composing and conducting the performance of
Baha’i choral music. He also played a mean fiddle. Rosie’s
repertoire of Scottish and English folk songs is immense. Jody
was just back from a year in Africa, and had learnt a number of
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tribal African songs, Poppy’s contribution was a natural
capacity for creative improvised singing, Kathryna had a
fantastic sense of rhythm and was a consummate bodhran
player. That night guitar, flutes, fiddle and voices combined
with near miraculous harmony.

It was pure sunshine the next day, Crinnan basin was a
picture of bright colours and relaxed tourists. Our leaving was
delayed by a further mechanical hitch, the starter solenoid had
packed. Happily the Crinnan boat yard had a suitable
replacement. By mid day the engine reliably fired and we were
ready for the off. As some know, the waters of the Clyde are
tame in comparison with the waters north of the Mull of
Kintyre. This is a place of surging bubbling whirlpools and tide
rips, where contrariness of wind to tide can make for massive
wave turbulence, where islands, because of their relative lack
of accessibility are remote. Where the landscape is purified by
an ancient and relentless battering of wind rain and sea. For
those who are called by wilderness it is a supremely beautiful
place, a beauty made more intense by the ever changing play of
light and its setting in dangerous natural hazards

St Columba

Our destination was the Garvelloch Islands. The north Western
Island is the site of a seventh century monastic settlement
probably founded by St Columba. Story tells that when life got
too hectic in Iona he would come here for some peace and
calm. A northerly wind gusted as we approached, heightening
the vividness of colours. We skirted the island and found
anchorage between the rocky island outcrops. Ashore we found
a round hermit’s cell with thick walls but open to the sky. We
made an extraordinary low extended hum augmented by the
melodies of fiddle in a rich minor key Not only did we seem to
be in communion with the rocks of the island but also with all
the spirits that had ever lived there. As the music came to its
natural end the inner silence was enriched by flurries of wind
and distant cries of seagulls. One became aware of the smells of
damp rock, peat, and the rich aroma of the island’s flora. For
me it was an unforgettable moment.

Later, as shadows lengthened, we set a course for Carsaig
Bay. The wind had strengthened from the north, gusting up to
force 6. We anchored inside the Carsaig Islands. Winny’s trusty
fisherman got firm hold. As we settled for the night the boat
yawed to an irregular rhythm We drifted into sleep with those
evocative sounds of water lapping against the hull and wind
humming through the rigging.

The next day was sunlit yet again. The wind blew gently
from the north. We upped anchor before breakfast, and sailed
slowly west. The wind picked up and soon we were surging and
frothing through a bright blue calm sea. In terms of colour,
progress down this coast is always from heavy greens and greys
to a luminosity of golden browns and lighter greens. From the
western headland of Ardlanish Bay the granite rock takes on a
pinkish hue. On a sunny day these colours are made more
remarkable by splashes of white sandy beaches and an
intenseness of blue sea. By lunch we were entering Balfour Bay
on Erraid. On a sunny day this cove has a pure Mediterranean
feel. This day it was looking its very best. Kathryna, Maltese by
birth, felt immediately at home.

Erraid is home to a small community of people linked to the
Findhorn Foundation. They offer hospitality to people who
wish to experience a soul relationship with life on the western
seaboard. Many years back, before the island was under present
ownership, Rosie had lived here as caretaker. Friends of hers
discovered an extraordinary subterranean cavern. This cavern is
now a place where people visit to get a sense of ’island
rockiness’. We wanted to visit to explore its acoustic qualities.
A scouting party went to discover its whereabouts. We fond it
tucked away in a very inaccessible location. More than this, we

were with out light and its interior was so unpenetrably dark.
We decided that cavern music making must wait for some other
time.

Later that afternoon we sailed round to Tinker’s Hole. There
were a few boats already moored for the night. Not wanting to
disturb, we went through to the other side Tinker’s to a place
where one has direct view of the setting sun. Sun sets in this
part of the world can be good. In clear skies the many rocky
islands become beautifully silhouetted. The contrast of these
dark shapes with the colourful brightness of the dying sunlight
on western horizon can be truly spectacular. We were blessed
with just such a sunset. It became an occasion to drum, As well
as conventional drums every object, hull, cabin top, winch
handle or cup became an instrument. As that glorious orange
ball sunk slowly below the horizon of darkening blue, Winny
and her crew became shamans of rhythm. It was wonderful!

The next morning we were up early. Our destination was
Oran’s Chapel on Iona. This small stone building is met just
before one reaches the Abbey. As well as expressing a spartan
and beautiful simplicity it has wonderful acoustics. We sang
and played the dawn; prayers were spoken and chanted, fiddle,
flute and guitar echoed most inspiringly. It was very serene.
With greatest elation we left the chapel. Outside there was
another beauty, a beauty that continually recreates itself
through the interplay of light colour and shape. It is not
surprising that St Columba felt so at home here, or that so many
people continue to visit.

After breakfast we sailed across the sound to Fionnphort to
meet with a Scottish contingent of singers. We were not sure
who those would be. In mind was a concert in Fingal’s cave and
there was an open invitation to a group of friends and their
friends. First on board was Alex Reed and his wife Parvise.
They had travelled form the east coast. He had recently come
from opening the Scottish parliament with a rendition of a
selection of Baha’i holy writings sung in Gaelic. Next to come
was a small pipe player, David Grant. David was remarkable in
so far as he was recently returned from a seven year journey
round the world with his wife and children. Their mode of
transport was a horse drawn caravan. (The account of his
travels have been published under the title ’The Seven year
Hitch’!) The next to arrive was Christina and her daughter.
Christina is a Gaelic speaker originally from Barra. They
bought a whole new dimension of musicality to our ensemble.
It was extraordinary listening to the subtleties of their Gaelic
and Hebridean lilts.

Feast of music

The glass was rising, the whole area was bathed in sunshine,
the sea was calm. It was undoubtedly a day to visit Staffa and
its famous cave. Fingal’s cave is ’a must’ in a list of places to
visit. Descriptions do not do it little justice. Suffice to say that it
is big, and that it has a wonderful echo. To day it was looking
its spectacular self. We disembarked and set up recording
equipment. In the following hour or so there was a feast of
music. Gaelic lilts and bardic songs were followed by east
European style violin solos. Set musical harmonies were
followed by flute meditation. In the background the gentle
Atlantic created a constant but quiet ebbing and flowing of
roaring waves. Our finale was an extraordinary improvised
chant to which all contributed. It was part Tallis, part Hilliard
ensemble, part Mongolian humi overtone, part Hebridean lilt. It
seemed to bring together water rocks and sounds into one
glorious interplaying unity. It was certainly awe inspiring, and
fitting end to an extraordinary week of music.

Later en route for the Bull Hole, Winny met Kite. Old friends
Nigel Burgess and family were on board. We tied up together
on her mooring. In the ensuing still evening supper and ceilidh
bought us deep into the wee small hours
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The next day was a stinker, mist rain and lots of wind. It was
a taste of what the week might have been. We were shown our
great good fortune!

The final gathering of the voyage took place that night in the
Burgess’s barn. It was what Baha’is like to call a Unity Feast.
There were prayers, poetry, readings, songs, dance and
excellent food. It was yet another way of bringing together and
celebrating the richness of the world’s diverse cultures. It
turned into a true a feast and was hugely enjoyed by all. Our
foray into the Celtic twilight world had been nothing if not
magical.

The following day was a time of parting. Half of Winny’s
crew had to leave so that they could be at their workstations on
the Monday. Winny made passage back to Carnlough, bringing

with her two friends newly made during the trip. Sunshine gave
way to low cloud and southerly winds. We made steady but
unremarkable progress. The tide was rode at Port Askaig on
Jura. We rethought a night passage down the sound in the face
of minimum visibility and strong southerly wind. The next day
with an abated southerly we caught the flood tide. Eight hours
and many good stories later we were safely tucked up in our
Carnlough birth.

It had been a memorable and probably unrepeatable cruise.
Our experiences left not only a memory that bonds the crew in
closeness but also a hugely evocative and musically interesting
CD.

Those questions which came with the start of the cruise had
been answered: The voyage had been blessed!

The village was famously
attacked by Algerian pirates
in June 1630. Two
inhabitants were killed and
over a hundred were
captured and taken as
slaves. As the pirates had a
pilot from Dungarvan to
guide them and those
captured were English
settlers, theories abound as
to how and why the Sack of
Baltimore was organised.

A deeper rest, a starry trance
Has come with midnight there
No sound, except the throbbing wave
In earth, or sea, or air,
The massive capes and ruined towers,
Seem conscious of the calm;
The fibrous sod and stunted trees
Are breathing a heavy balm.

So still the night, these two long barques
Round Dunashad that glide,
Must trust their ears - methinks not few -
Against the ebbing tide;

Oh! some sweet mission of true love
Must urge them to the shore -
they bring some lover to his bride
Who sighs in Baltimore.

All, all asleep within each roof
Along that rocky street,
And these must be the lovers friends
With gently gliding feet
A stifled gasp! a dreamy noise
’The roof is in a flame!’
From out their beds, and to their doors,
Rush maid and sire and dame.

And meet, upon the threshold stone,
The gleaming sabre fall,
And o’er each black and bearded face,
The white or crimson shawl -
The yell of "Allah!" breaks above
The pray’r and shriek and roar -
O blessed God! the Algerine
Is Lord of Baltimore.

Submitted by Mrire Breathnach
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The Andaman Islands, India - 2000

Johnny Smullen

W e embarked from the yacht haven marina in Thailand
aboard Adesso, a German Frers 105’ composite sloop

together with the crew, Dale and Muriel Winlow, David Allen,
and Johnny Smullen bound for Port Blair, Capital City of the
Andaman Islands which lie 400 nm north west of the island of
Phuket. We had just received special permission to visit these
wonderful islands after a long wait in Thailand.

After passing Ross point at the entrance of the harbour we
came across the huge saw mill that adorns Chatham Island.
This island provides the natural protection for the harbour and
is the town’s biggest employer,

We were the first boat to visit since January and the second
this year. It’s such an unusual event we made the front page of
the local newspaper, "Foreigners arrive at Port Blair," We
became instant celebrities, and held the attention of all the local
curious onlookers. In fact we were so overwhelmed with
people, we had to anchor out in the harbour and use our own
tender. Otherwise the yacht would have looked like one of
those Indian trains in a David Lean movie. The harbour was full
of navy ships, coast guard ships, and a couple of luxury Indian
liners, the Nancowry and the Nicobar. And no fuel dock. I think
the navy and coast guard still use steam engines and the luxury
liners judging by the amount of portholes just above the
waterline are powered by the passengers with oars.

The only possible way to get fuel was using an old truck
and Jerry cans, a rubber dingy, and a long length of hose and a
carton of Marlboro to persuade the local truck driver to provide
the aspiration! The curiosity didn’t stop with the local folk. We
had the navy visit Adesso several times (the navy control Port
Blair and the islands). They were more fascinated with the
equipment on board Adesso and kept making excuses to come
back on board, each time writing down the names and serial
numbers of all our navigational equipment for their own
shopping list, and they made some very unusual requests, like
they wanted us to take the depth sounder off the boat to prevent
us from making records of the bottom surface of the island, and
therefore enabling us to make charts of the islands to sell to the
Pakistanis or the Russians, meanwhile, without a depth sounder
we would have cruised around the islands with no way of
knowing how deep it is. After a while explaining the
importance of a depth sounder on a yacht with a 4m keel
sticking down below the surface, with a forty ton lead bulb, and
a two meter carbon retractable centerboard, they gave in, but it
cost us more Marlboro.

After lengthy trips ashore and tons of paper work and visits
by the navy, the police, the Customs, Immigration, the Coast
Guard, and yes, the Forestry Commissioners, all of whom
expect a bottle of whiskey and a carton of smokes for their
troubles and in return you get to keep Chatham Island paper
and the woolly ties that bind them together. Anybody willing
to await the permission to visit these islands be warned -
bring plenty of cigarettes, even if nobody smokes on your yacht
- its far better than currency and is accepted everywhere,
more so than your flexible friend, which incidentally you will
find useless.

After a visit to the cellular jail "as tourists", we left Port
Blair, the eco-friendly port as the tourist board calls it, with
owners on board and sailed south to MacPherson Straits and
anchored for the night. The straits are only ten miles south, but
far away from the maddening crowd to coin a phrase.

There are many restricted islands that we are not allowed to
see or visit. The reason given was the indigenous aboriginal
people that live there. There are four tribes. The Onge living on
a reserve at Dugong Creek, only about one hundred remain.
The Sententlese live on North Sentinel Island and there are
about one hundred and twenty left. The Andmanese, numbering
about thirty and almost extinct. There were about five thousand
before the British arrived, but because they were so curious and
friendly it was their undoing and most were wiped out by
modem diseases, measles, syphilis, and the ’flu. They were
resettled on a tiny island called Strait Island, and may not
survive. For this reason it’s important not to be able to visit the
islands and have contact with the indigenous tribes. There is a
story going around that about twenty years ago a French
camera crew arrived and shook hands with some of the tribal
people on the beach, the result was about thirty deaths from a
single handshake. The Jawara live on South Andaman Island
and are about two hundred and fifty strong. They are known to
put up a fight and if you land on the island you will be met with
a barrage of arrows and poisoned darts, the reason for their
stand-offish behaviour is that in 1953 the commissioner
ordered the Jarawa reserves to be bombed by seaplane, and
today they are still a little dark at the decision. Would you
blame them?

Their worst enemy is the Indian national. In September
2000, a lawyer, who has little knowledge of the Jarawa, filed a
public interest litigation case against the Indian government.
She is asking for these hunter/gatherers to be forcibly evicted
from their rainforest home of thousands of years, her quote: "it
is high time to make them acquainted with modern civilization"
I think these people are best left alone, and what they don’t

Odessa
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know about modem society won’t harm them. New York has
enough taxi drivers!

The rest of the islands we visited were densely wooded and
virtually inhabited, give or take the odd fishermen and family.
We sailed south to the Cinque islands, we anchored off and
went ashore to the beautiful beaches, we met some locals who
were very friendly and offered to take us for a quick tour of the
island, after a small fee was collected of course, and a fee for
the cameras,

Here we saw deer, kingfishers, and many interesting species
of crabs. We weighed anchor the next day and sailed south
again to the Sister Islands,

On the way to the Sisters and well overdue we hooked a
lovely Yellow Fin tuna, I was delighted as we had heard that
only an idiot could not catch a fish at the Andaman Islands and
I did not want to fall into that category of person. The fish
weighed about five kilos, really it did! And immediately after it
was filleted it was sent below to be expertly cut into sashimi
pieces and was devoured in its entirety with the complementary
wasabi and soy and a little New Zealand number in a green
bottle. Delicious treat from the sea.

Whilst weighing anchor the next day we were surprised to
have also hauled up a fishing net which had become entangled
in our chain during the previous night, we started to hack at the
black gill net and noticed a fishing boat coming towards us, at
this point we put the knives away and pretended to be carefully
untangling the net with great care and attention, they turned out
to be friendly and offered help which we gladly accepted and
within a few minutes we were free to go, while the fishing boat
was along side we noticed that the open hold was full of sharks
maybe ten or so and all about three to five feet long and a
couple of giant red coral groupers (protected species) had found
their way aboard via the gill net. The sad part is that only the
fins will be used and the rest of the shark will be thrown away.
The Japanese pay highly for the fins, and have created a world
market. A bit like hacking elephants for their tusks.

Barefoot in the jungle!

We sailed north this time for Havelock Island. On the way we
sailed through a huge school of dolphin, and they put on a hell
of a show for us. We arrived at Havelock Island around mid
aftemoon and anchored. Havelock island is part of "Richies
Archipelago"n which is on the eastern side of the Andaman’s
group. One of the main reasons for visiting this island was the
promise to see swimming elephants. These islands still use
working elephants and mahouts to do heavy work in the forests,
loading logs, and loading ships, afterwards the elephants are
treated to a cooling swim (with their swimming trunks of
course!). We did not find any swimming elephants but we did
however find them working inland after a 2-3 kilometer road

Elephant and mahout at work on Havelock Island.

View from the top!

trip, they were loading logs on to trucks in the forest, when I
arrived they had gone into the forest for R&R and we had to
chase them through the woods to get a photo, it was a hilarious
trek, once again I was off my guard and failed to bring the
correct footwear and after a few steps I found myself sinking
down to my knees in the tracks left by the elephants. On the
upward stroke the vacuum caused my flip flops to remain half a
meter imbedded in the earth’s crust, in order to retrieve then I
had to reach down with my forearm to the elbow. It wasn’t long
before I looked like a toddler left alone with a chocolate moose
and no spoon, and once again I found myself "barefoot" in the
jungle. Top tip - don’t walk barefoot in the jungle.., wearing
white!

After a thirty minute hike, I’m not sure if hike is the correct
word, we covered the trail like drunk people clambering
through the snow, brown snow. And we reached the clearing
where the mahouts were resting the elephants, out came the
cameras and the video cameras. The mahouts were amazed, I
wasn’t sure weather it was the sweaty westerners or the Canons
and Nikons that amazed them. I think a bit of both. We quickly
made friends with them and the elephants, and had fun
watching the mahouts’ faces as we played them back through
the video camera. I don’t think they had ever seen themselves
before, even through a mirror!

We later found out that the elephants only swim when they
are working at the beach area to load the ships. These elephants
are amazing creatures, intelligent, strong, and very gentle.

I was thinking of getting one, then I found out they eat two
hundred kilos of bamboo and various vegetation per day and
can drink over two hundred liters of water, you would have to
make sure they were fully house trained

Moving on we sailed up to Button Island the next morning.
At this point the weather was starting to change, it remained
good sailing weather but we were losing the sun and by
evening huge thunderheads had formed over the land as we
anchored at Outram island. The next day we weighed anchor
again and started sailing south again for Port Blair. We sailed
all day through Richies Archipelago on the east side this time
and down to Neil island. There were beautiful corals and
beaches, saw a large sea snake, black and yellow in color. This
would be the last of the clear water, which at times during the
trip we could see the sand and coral on the bottom through fifty
feet of water, We were now preparing ourselves for Port Blair
again the oil stained harbour and the mountain of paper we
would have to fill out again. It had been a great ten days and the
owners had a blast. After we saw them off in the Kerosene
Canary we regrouped and did the diesel thing again. The next
stops for us would be the Maldives, Djibouti, Port Said and
eventually Genoa.
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Spitsbergen at last!

Brian Black

Ling to a sea anchor while waiting for the gale to abate in the
middle of the Barenrs Sea was probably as good a place as

any to question the reason for being there. The cabin
temperature was just above zero degrees centigrade, water was
squirting in through the fore and mid hatches and the heater had
just packed it in - a combination of factors to help focus
anybody’s mind.

We were heading slightly west of north, or had been until the
depression took over and the only course we could hold was
taking us away from our destination at seven knots. The
objective was Spitsbergen, the main island of an ice-bound
archipelago known as Svalbard that lies six hundred miles
beyond Norway. In previous years I had sailed to both coasts of
Greenland, to Iceland, the Faeroes and the Lofoten Islands.
Spitsbergen had always held a special appeal but until this year
had been just beyond my grasp. Now we were getting a
hammering with just under two hundred miles to go and there
was time to consider yet again if the planning had been correct,
the stores adequate, the boat properly set up for the voyage.

To make Caelan ready I had spent the winter preparing her
for the demands of three months at sea. She is a 40’ ketch
designed by Luders and built in Hong Kong for the American
market. My first modification after buying her four years ago
was to remove the huge deep freeze cabinet which occupied
what is now the navigation area. This year’s major improve-
ment was a dog-house built by the capable hands of Frank
Harper of Newtownards. While the new shelter has proved its
value in terms of security and comfort it does have a down side
- the crew have found it an
irresistible place to stand in shelter
thus presenting the helmsman
with an uninterrupted view of
oilskins and effectively blocking
out all sight of the sea ahead.

There is a sort of addiction that
develops when you sail the high
latitudes. The emptiness, the sense
of exploration and discovery, the
challege of being more self-reliant
than in just about any other
activity you can think of. But the
main pay-back is the unspoilt
beauty, the deserted anchorages,
the round-the-clock daylight that
comes with the high Arctic. There
is also the fellowship of the few
like-minded sailors you meet in
these waters and the welcome you
get from the folk who live in the
settlements dotted around the
region.

As a television producer
specialising in natural history
programmes, wilderness is a
familiar working environment. Caelan in typical Sptisbergen setting.

I
THE ROCKABILL TROPHY                  I

I
FOR A CRUISE WHICH INVOLVES AN
EXCEPTIONAL FEAT OF NAVIGATION
AND/OR SEAMANSHIP

But nowhere in the world have I ever felt the excitement of
living so near to the edge as in the Arctic. Its vast silence,
spectacular scenery that is almost overwhelming, wildlife that
is curious of man rather than permanently afraid even though it
ought to be. I am well aware that within the past five hundred
years some species have been hunted close to extinction by
generations of whalers and trappers. The bow-head whale has
gone, the walrus is down to a few hundred animals. This
attrition has continued into our own era thanks to pollution
from industrial Europe that is having an increasingly serious
effect on this apparently pristine wilderness.

As a result the polar bear is in big trouble with genetic
defects occuring and cub production and survival rates
dramatically down.

So as the wind eased and we re-set our course for
Spitsbergen, my thoughts ranged far and wide about the appeal
of this great wilderness. Conclusions were elusive and I took
refuge in the thought that if you really have to question deeply
why you are doing this sort of thing, then you probably
shouldn’t be doing it.

Although the Gulf Stream keeps the coast of Spitsbergen
ice-free thoughout most of the summer, the yachtsman’s bible
for the area, Den Norske los, warns that a tongue of pack-ice
can extend up to seventy sea miles west of Sorkapp, the most
southerly tip of the archipelago. The ice charts available from
the met office in Tromso however showed no sign of ice - or
gales for that matter - so I was able to lay a course from Bear
Island direct to Hornsund. This in theory makes for a strikingly

Photo:Brian Black
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dramatic landfall with the huge mountains and glaciers that are
a characteristic of Svalbard. We held a good breeze right up to
entrance of the sound. Then almost within sight of the most
likely anchorage, the wind picked up. At first I thought we
could motor against it. But it just kept on rising, bringing big
chunks of glacier ice along the sound and out to sea. Welcome
to Spitsbergen! In fact this was also a characteristic of the area
and was due to a wind from the east picking up energy across
the ice-cap and then accelerating as it screamed along the fjord
between great fangs of mountains.

There was nothing for it but to abandon Hornsund for the
present and press on north to Longyearbyen. The decision was
taken philosphically by the crew and although there was a
sense of anti-climax, we quickly settled into our sea-going
watch routine for the hundred mile leg to the capital ’city’ of
Svalbard with a permanent population of two thousand people.

Within five miles the wind had gone and we were motoring
in a flat calm taking care to stay out far enough from shore to
avoid the vast expanse of shingle, rock and shallows that had
been left behind in the wake of retreating glaciers. This was
July 14th, just over four weeks since Caelan had left
Strangford Lough. I had flown in with my crew six days earlier
to find the boat in Tromso where she had been positioned by
Egon Hitzler, a Norwegian friend I had met on my first visit to
the Lofoten Islands in 1997. When Egon heard about the plans
for Svalbard, he had volunteered to take care of the first leg.
That committment was the decision on which the entire venture
had hinged and it was due to Egon and his crew-mate Peter that
we were to get a chance at exploring one of the few remaining
great wilderness areas of the world. The Norwegians had done
us proud. I found out later just how much effort they had put
into the delivery leg. It turned out they had run short on time
during the last week of their thousand mile voyage from
Scotland to northern Norway and had pushed on up through the
maze of islands and skerries of the Skjaergard working watch
on watch to reach Tromso in time for the rendevous. Egon had
paid dearly for that and had to be taken to hospital suffering
from exhaustion shortly after returning home to Volda.

That effort by Egon and Peter reinforced our resolve to
make the most of the opportunity to explore Spitsbergen that
had taken so much effort and planning. I had prepared the boat
for a three month cruise timed to give us the best chance of
good weather in this meteorologically fickle part of the world
and we were determined not to waste a moment.

There is a yacht pontoon just beside the harbour office in
Longyearbyen and from there the daily arrival and departure of
cruise ships is controlled. Even so, the friendy staff found time
to be pleasant and helpful with visiting yachts. Of equal
importance, there are hot showers in the building and laundry
facilities. After a long hard passage, here was the chance to
restore both body and soul.

We met an English yacht, Artemis of Meon, skippered by
David Corbett. They had just weathered the same blow as
ourselves although they were slightly more to the west of our
track. David was on his way to a local engineer to have a
broken shroud plate repaired, somewhat chastened by the
thought that if the damage had been on the windward side
instead of the lee rail, he might well be looking for a new mast
instead of a welding machine. The point that came home to me
was that no matter how careful you are in setting up a boat for
this sort of cruise, the unexpected can be catastrophic.

A vessel must have Search And Rescue insurance cover for
these waters and the office of the Norwegian Governor or
Sysslemannen insists on seeing proof that you are covered to a
pre-arranged amount. In Caelan’s case the figure was set at
40,000 Kroner, around STG£4000. The premium for this cost
STG£400 which I had arranged through a broker in Oslo before
we sailed. This is in addition to whatever insurance you might
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already have to cover a trip to these waters in the first place.
When all the paper work is complete, you are issued with a
permit, or green card, which allows you to visit certain areas
providing you do not disturb the wildlife or damage
archaeological remains.

With fresh provisions on board and the crew sweet smelling
once again we set off to explore the coast, still without a
functioning heater. I had discovered that the problem was a
broken glow-plug, simple enough to replace and a sensible
thing to carry as a spare. I had installed the Eberspacher
specially for the trip and it never occurred to me that something
as fundamental as a glow-plug would fail on a brand new unit. I
managed to get a replacement flown in from mainland Norway
but it turned out to be the wrong part and with time pressing on,
we decided to live with a cold cabin in order to get more
northing.

The inshore currents have to be considered and because of
the glacial debris pilotage is exacting. That was borne out on
one memorable occasion when we found ourselves threading a
narrow gap between Prince Karl Forland and the mainland
shore. The sound itself is several miles across but glacial
deposits, helped by winter storms, have accumulated from each
side reducing the safe passage to a narrow channel a few yards
across. Thanks to the clag, the transit recommended by the pilot
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Mary Fitzsimons who signed on at the last minute.

book was out of sight so I had to rely on the GPS to steer the
boat through a dog’s leg passage with depths that had gone
from eighty to forty to less than 2 metres, all in the course of a
mile. In normal cruising this kind of obstacle would be
challenging to say the least. At 78° north, it is gut wrenching
and the only sound aboard the boat was the steady call of
course corrections to the helmsman - and the thump of
adrenalin in four very agitated nervous systems. Up here hitting
a rock or a hull splitting chunk of ice could have serious
consequences indeed, especially with hungry polar bears taking
an acute interest in passing snacks.

Places to anchor abound, some more secure than others. As a
quick and accurate reference for the key locations, John
Armitage’s book The Norwegian Cruising Guide is an
essential. John, from Colorado, has spent many seasons in the
Norwegian Arctic and I got to know him when he overwintered
in Strangford a couple of years ago. The book is a mine of
useful and very accessible information on these waters.

We tried as many anchorages as possible in the course of the
cruise but I think the most beautiful - and bizarre - was
Magdalenefjord. The place to go is right behind a gravel spit at
the top end of the fjord. The holding is good, you are well
sheltered and the views are magnificent. So after an adequate
charge of good Irish whiskey we turned in with only two other
yachts for company. I awoke mid-morning to the sound of
engines. To my amazement a cruise ship had slipped in and was
discharging tourists to have their ’Arctic’ experience. A
temporary pontoon had been secured and the ship’s boats drew
alongside to discharge passengers.

Thus liberated from the confines of their luxury accom-
modation aboard ship, hundreds of camera clicking Germans
set off for the specially erected cocktail bar, their deck chairs
and someone dressed in a fake polar bear costume beating his
chest. The only items missing were the bathing towels. As we
stood staring at this scene of organised adventure, you could
hear the chip of a steward’s hammer breaking chunks of ice off
a small growler - apparently all Arctic ’explorers’ should have
glacier ice in their cocktails.

Two hours later they were gone and the place was left to
ourselves once again. Apart from footprints, there was no hint
of what had happened a short time before - no litter, no
cigarette buts, nothing. I learnt later that twenty thousand

trippers a year get this experience
which is carefully observed by the
ever watchful but discreet and
courteous wildlife wardens from
the Sysslemannen’s office.

Archaeology is everywhere.
The interestingly named Virgin
Harbour or Virgohamna on the
island of Danskoya is an example.
This was chosen as the launching
point for a brave but ultimately
abortive balloon flight to the pole
in 1896 by the Swede, Andree.
The place is littered with the
barrels that contained sulphuric
acid that went with the vast
quantities of iron filings to form
hydrogen for the balloon. At first
you think it was a form of
nineteenth century vandalism that
left this trash behind. But then you
think about the extent of the
enterprise, the difficulty of setting

Photo: Brian Black up an operations base on this scale
and you realise it was an early
parallel to the Houston Space

Centre. At one point, hundreds of people would have been
working here in the chemical plant, the launch site, the supplies
depot, the joinery shed or simply manning the ships needed to
bring in the supplies for what had been a colossal venture. The
sheer audacity of the enterprise is breath-taking and justifies
preserving the site as a tribute to man’s endeavour.

As a footnote, Andree managed to get airborne after several
delays but then crashed landed and disappeared. His remains
and those of his crew were found thirty years later and it is
believed the team had died as a result of eating badly cooked
polar bear steaks. Two more lessons about life in Svalbard -
leave the balloons behind and don’t eat polar bears !

In other places there are graves with skeletons still visible
belonging to whalers once stationed in this incredibly bleak and
barren landscape. Whaling was a major industry from the
sixteenth century right up to a hundred years ago. Thousands of
people from all over Europe once worked here. Evidence of
their endeavours is everywhere - winching gear that once
hauled whale carcasses onto the beach, cauldrons that were
used to render the blubber and produce oil, some old huts and
the occasional ships boat. Inevitably the whales were hunted
almost to extinction in these waters and the people either died
off or returned to their homes in England, Holland, Germany
and Denmark. Today however you have the distinct feeling in
these places that you are not alone, the ghosts of hard and
lonely men are everywhere.

The Norwegian government is determined to preserve the
archaeology associated with Svalbard and there are strict rules
about leaving everything exactly as you find it. In some places
you are forbidden to light fires in case you end up burning a
piece of history.

The Gulf Stream keeps this coast free of pack-ice during the
summer months but you need to be on the alert for drift ice that
breaks away from the glaciers sitting menacingly at the head of
every fjord. As the daily heat builds up to a heady 10°C, the
glaciers calve, sometimes in a spectacular manner. Great
chunks of ice can break off the snout and crash into the water
sending small tidal waves speeding towards the surrounding
shoreline. We moved Caelan in cautiously toward the ice-walls
to experience the spectacle, prepared at a moment’s notice to
round up and take the surge on the bow. The towering ice-cliffs,
the constant creaking and groaning of the glaciers and the
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occasional explosion of sound and
spray as tons of ice plummet into
the fjord made for many
memorable moments.

Another hazard it pays to be
aware of are the huge logs you
may encounter floating almost
submerged in these waters. They
come from the Siberian rivers and
drift north on the currents,
frequently ending up on the
beaches of Svalbard. Striking a
couple of tons of of semi-
submerged timber at speed could
do serious damage to a hull.

Although polar bears are
supposed to follow the seals as
they move north on the ice drift, it
would be foolhardy to go ashore
without a weapon. At first you feel
ill at ease with a heavy calibre
rifle, and certainly none of my
environmentally       conscious
shipmates wanted to shoot one of
these magnificent animals. But the
reality is they are extremely Archaeology from the whaling era.

dangerous and unpredictable,
especially when hungry - and as the pickings are slim for those
that stay behind, they are constantly on the look-out for lunch
and I hd no desire to end up on a polar bear’s menu. Just to
emphasise the point, there were numerous reports of bears
trying to break into trappers huts during July and August,
attracted by the smell of food and human habitation.

The polar bear is very much the symbol of the Arctic, so it is
particularly distressing to think about what is happening to the
species as a result of toxic chemical emmissions from the
factories of Europe. The problem is twofold. There is
atmospheric pollution as a result of the toxins rising in the
warmer atmosphere of the lower latitudes. The high altitude air-
streams eventually bring these microscopic particles into the
cold air of the polar regions where they fall to the ground.
Ocean currents also carry pollutants from the south which get
into the aquatic eco-system. The result of this poisonous but
invisible cocktail is that the key predator at the top of the food
chain, the polar bear, is getting a concentration of chemicals
into its system. This is causing serious genetic defects. The bear
population is about half of what it should be, cub mortality is
high and increasing numbers of females are displaying male
sexual organs. Scientists at the Norwegian Polar Institute are
doing major research into the issue and their findings are
alarming, especially when one considers that what is happening
to the polar bear could well be affecting another animal at the
top of the food chain - ourselves. Back at sea, we worked every
fjord and place of interest we could find sometimes trying three
of four anchorages in a day. Once ashore, the choice was
limitlesss. Archaeology, wildlife, mountains, glaciers - all
within reach and there to explore mostly in splendid isolation.

On one occasion as we prepared to anchor at Isbjornhanma
in Hornsund at the south end of Spitsbergen the VHF burst into
life. It turned out we had been spotted by the Polish Research
Base and one of their scientsts offered to talk us in to the
anchorage. This was welcome assistance as the anchorage has a
couple of uncharted rocks right in the line of approach.

Overall we came across no more than a dozen yachts of
different nationalities, sometimes sharing an anchorage but the
scale of the place is so big that it was rare to encounter other
boats, apart from cruise liners and the occasional expedition
vessel that is.

Photo:Brian Black

With time on hand and favourable ice conditions, one could
try the circumnavigation of Svalbard.going on round to the
north and then attempting the passage through Hinlopen, down
through Freemansund and into Storfjord. Ice concentrations
vary and the weather is highly unpredicatable. One yacht we
spoke to got a forecast by MF from Norway which offered a
NW6. By the time they had reached open water it was blowing
9 from the south with dense fog. The result was thirty six hours
of cross tacking between the glaciers that stretched almost
unbroken on the landward side and concentrations of ice to the
east.

Our weather for the most part had been fair, there were a few
damp days and a couple of truly wet ones but in general the
conditions along the shore were fine for coastal sailing. That
was not the case offshore and it is clear that the land mass of
Svalbard has a profound effect on the climate. Some people talk
about a three day weather cycle and that does seem to hold
good.

The weather in Svalbard is dominated by the position of the
Polar High anti-cyclone. When it is well established you can
sometimes watch the swirls of depressions as they collide with
the high pressure only to be sent on their way harmlessly north.
When this happens the visibility is perfect and the scenery
stunning. Any weakening of the anti-cyclone however and the
place disappears in dense damp fog, strong winds and
occasional periods of heavy rain. Local lore has it that the bad
weather more often tends to track south of Svalbard when the
anti-cyclone is stable and do its worst in the Barent’s Sea which
was borne out by my own experience and that of other yachts.

We had arranged a crew change back in Longyearbyen
which ruled out the circumnavigation and we determined to
make 80 degrees north our turning point with the final
anchorage on the outbound leg in Raudfjorden. I always hate
the return part of the voyage, it is so full of thoughts about what
we should have done instead of what we did. In previous years,
such as 1999, we did not quite reach our goal. On that occasion
the pack ice had blocked off Scoresby Sound and prevented us
getting through. This time the cards fell our way and we got a
favourable introduction to Spitsbergen, even so I was acutely
aware that we had only scratched the surface of this wonderful
cruising ground.
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By early August we were heading south again towards
mainland Norway. The wind had picked up to around 25 kts
giving us a rollicking beam reach across the Barents Sea -
great sailing but I was acutely aware that a Dutch boat had got
the hard side of a force 9 a few days earlier.

With Caelan secured to the pontoons in the centre of
Tromso, I switched off the navigation lights - the first time
they had been used in over six weeks. She would now pass into
the capable hands of Eric Bann, Layne Walker, David North
and Davy Faman for the return leg to Ireland. By the time
Caelan reached Portrush in early September she had nearly
four thousand miles under the keel, had been on the go for three
months and had been at rest tbr no more than ten days. We all
returned in one piece, everyone stating they had gained
enormously from the experience with Caelan having done her
job well. Apart from my own sense of satisfaction at an
objective achieved safely, that was reward enough for the
planning, the preparation and the anxiety of organising a cruise
as ambitious as this one.

Crew for the Spitsbergen leg consisted of Bob Brown and
David Thompson from County Down. They were replaced at
the change-over in Longyearbyen by Steve Sankey and his
wife Kate from Stirling in Scotland while Mary Fitsimmons
from Whitehead who signed on at the last moment stoically
stuck with Caelan for the entire northern leg.

You need a permit and special search and rescue insurance
to cruise Svalbard. Details from the Sysselmannen Office,
firmapost@sysselmannen.svalbard.no. I found EUROPEISKE
REISEFORSIKRING (ph.47 81533121) in Oslo most helpful

For general information, ’Den norske los~Arctic Pilot’ for
Svalbard and Jan Mayen is essential as is the excellent
’Norwegian Cruising Guide’ by John Armitage.

Flights are simple to arrange and if you book well in
advance, are inexpensive - we got tickets for Belfast/Tromso -
Longyearbyen/Belfast for under Stg£500. I found Bryan
Somers Travel in Saintfield, County Down the most
competitive and helpful. Supermarkets in Tromso and
Longyearbyen are well stocked with everything required but at
high prices.

Alcohol is prohibitively expensive.Stock up before you go
but if you are getting bonded stores, make sure you have the

Brian Black

correct documentation as the Norwegian Customs and Excise is
very strict.

Have a high velocity rifle. I hired one from Andersen’s in
Tromso but they are also available in Longyearbyen at about
STG£5 per day. Do make sure everyone carrying the weapon
gets some experience using it.

Weather information is a constant source of debate. The
consensus at present is to have a SSB receiver which can
communicate the information to a lap-top computer/printer. It
is possible to phone the met service in Tromso but make sure to
ask for a ’consultation’ and not just a simple forecast. The latter

gives you a 24 hour view, the
consultation which costs extra is
what you really need.

Next time I would be tempted
to install a good old fashioned
parraffin drip heater as well, just
in case.

Air mail deliveries for most
parts or products can be arranged
quickly providing you have the
necessary serial numbers. In
Tromso, the most helpful place I
found was Jare Motors, a short
taxi ride from town.

Diesel is expensive in
L0ngyearbyen and not readily
available. You need to make
arrangements via the Harbour
Master before getting a fill.

.Bearded seal Photo: Brian Black
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Up and Down

WM Nixon

Sailing northwards through Dursey Sound on a favourable
tide has to be the definitive Irish cruising experience.

Coming in from the south, it seems to be a dead end. And then
the relief of finding the cable car round the comer has barely
been savoured before you are suddenly hustled through the
great gate to gaze in awe on our finest coastal panorama.

On the port bow, the Skelligs thrust above the horizon. No
matter how many times you’ve seen them, they always look
incredible, Hy Brasil and Bali Hi brought to life. Ahead and on
the starboard bow, the mountains of Kerry in all their purple
glory soar upwards towards McGillycuddy’s Reeks and
Carrauntoohill. And over to starboard, the Kenmare River -
loveliest inlet of them all - disappers invitingly into enchanted
territory.

This is magic stuff. A dozen of Ireland’s most attractive
anchorages are within easy sailing distance. Yet the sense of
suddenly being somewhere very special, on a higher level of
sensibility, has been achieved just by sailing the mile or so
through Dursey Sound.

Its special nature is acknowledged in the name, a mixture of
the Irish durrus - gateway - and the Viking’s oy or ey - island.
At its most prosaic, this is Doorway Island Sound. Yet we can
well imagine the very special significance it had for sailing
monks and other early seafarers in frail craft on this Atlantic
coastline. Thus although the Irish coast may have many
archaeological remains of the maritime past, it is a passage
through Dursey Sound which somehow brings most powerfully
to life the spirits of the ancient seaferers. It is a quietly yet
profoundly moving experience.

When we first sailed round Ireland in the old Ainmara back
in 1964, being in a youthful hurry we scampered outside
Dursey on a quick passage from Knightstown to Baltimore. In
fact, it wasn’t until 1982, going round anti-clockwise on Turtle
with Brendan Cassidy and John Malcolm, that we first went
through on a summer’s morning, beating into a gentle
southerly.

As it happens, the cable car, which is now central to the
mystique of Dursey Sound, had not existed in 1964. Although
it seems redolent of late 19th Century Alpine technology, it was
actually built and installed by a Scottish company, and finally
declared officially open by Jack Lynch on a wet day in
December 1969.

So there it was on this July morning in 1982, creaking
incongruously overhead, emphasising the "gap in the wall"
nature of Dursey Sound. Since then, unless racing or having a
crack at the round Ireland record, we’ve always gone through
the Sound - now unto times without number - and though the
connoisseur’s choice would be the passage northward with its
wondrous revelation of the Kerry coast, sailing south is also a
significant rite of passage.

Naturally you wonder what it’s like to travel in the cable car,
which at its lowest point is only 75ft above the water. And

curiosity is if anything heightened by knowing that for some
time it was out of action, owing to lack of fund for its
maintenance. How do they decide if it is becoming dangerous?

Well, there we were, down in Kenmare to celebrate our 30th
wedding anniversary, which was coming up on April 15th
2001. The young people were along in strength to make sure we
did a proper job of it, and the notion of the cable car came up.
So Saturday April 14th found Les Cableurs gathered for a spot
of lunch in Teddy’s at Bunaw, and then proceeding in loose
convoy down the Beara Peninsula with the morning showers
giving way to an afternoon of pristine April sunshine. It’s steep
country down towards Dursey, and when you suddenly come
upon the Sound with fine views on all sides, the sense of being
on the Atlantic frontier is much more marked than at Mizen
Head or Dunquin.

Although the Cable Car has acquired its own livery since we
first saw it grinding overhead, it’s still a decidedly homely
operation - we didn’t know whether to be encouraged or
otherwise by the number of rusty cables which had been

First time through. Brendan Cassidy and John Malcolm looking
thoughtful as Turtle turns gently to windward through Dursey Sound
in July 1982 with the cable car creaking overhead. Photo: W.M. Nixon
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Going down. Frank Larkin on the warp as the descent begins in the upper (60ft deep) lock at
Ardnacrusha.                                                             Photo: W.M. Nixon

abandoned as scrap around the electric winching station. It has
to be said that the entire thing looks much more spindly close-
up than it does from a boat below. The car itself is basic. It can
seat six people in all, on a couple of rough benches either side,
or there’s room for a minder with a cow, or two or three sheep,
and there’s ample evidence of use by four legged passengers.

From pylon to pylon across the Sound is around 300 metres,
and going through the pylons - a noisy and bumpy business -
you would be more than a hundred feet up in the air. In the long
curve between, progress is smooth, though apparently in a real
breeze the thing gets into a swing,
and it isn’t operated in anything
more than a strong wind.

Our flight was made with
Captain Jones of the national
carrier in command, and he made
a lovely job of it. Regrettably,
there was no in-flight service of
any kind. In fact, we closed the
doors ourselves, and they weren’t
locked in any way - it’s surely
only a question of time before
somebody leaps out for a spot of
para-gliding over the middle of
the Sound. The views are
spectacular, but those of a nervous
disposition should avoid watching
the shadow of the little car moving
over the jagged rocks below.

The          foot-and-mouth
precautions being in force, we
weren’t allowed to disembark on
the island. But as it has had rather
a miserable history - an
exceptionally grisly massacre in
1602 was only one of its many
horrors - its atmosphere didn’t fit

with our mood in any case. And
being Easter Saturday, the man in
the engine shed - whose wife
owns the nearby cafe and bed-
and-breakfast - was doing a
splendid trade sending people
back and forth across the Sound
without anyone feeling the
slightest need to be interested in
exploring a rather gloomy island,
for the Sound is really what
Dursey is all about.

In fact, a spot of mild
adventure such as the cable car,
and then a retreat to pampered
comfort, is the very essence of a
Kerry holiday. A word to the wise,
however. While many ICC
members will have long since
celebrated their 30th weddiing
anniversary, we would suggest
that those being organised into
such things by their young people
ensure that said young people
don’t make a ten day party of it
beforehand all over Ireland. By
the time the actual date of our
anniversary came up on April 15th

(the wedding was timed for minimal interference with the
sailing season) only the two old folk were fit for any sort of real
celebration.

Having gone a hundred feet aloft in a piece of industrial archae-
ology with a hint of the late 19th Century about it, the
possibility of descending the same height in something with a
similar aura was too good to miss. In July 2001, the official
opening of the re-development of the waterways through

Dursey Sound,. April 2001. "Close up, the Cable Car looks much more spindly than it does from a
boat below".                                                                  Photo: W.M. Nixon
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Limerick provided an opportunity to transit the massive locks
within Ardnacrusha Power Station. The invitation for an
inaugural cruise from Killaloe to the new marina at the Hunt
Museum in Limerick implied that it might provide
entertainment beyond the call of duty, as the invitation came
from Frank Larkin. So early on the initially sunny morning of
Thursday July 19th, I joined him in Killaloe for the
Ardnacrusha Experience.

As long ago as the late 19th Century, proposals were being
put forward to harness the Shannon between Killaloe and
Limerick with hydro-electric schemes. By the turn of the
century, the Shannon Electric Power Syndicate Ltd was in
being, with an address at 22 Nassau Street in Dublin, entitled to
raise capital to the tune of £12,000.

The Shannon Water & Electric Power Act was passed in
Westminster in 1901, but little enough happened. Laws were
being passed under a different jurisdiction in 1925 when a
report submitted by a young engineer, T. A. McLaughlin, was
presented in concert with the German firm Siemens-Schuckert
to the new Dail, proposing the hydro-electric scheme at
Ardnacrusha. The report was accepted "despite determined
oppposifion", and the project - massive for its time - was
completed in five years, the work in progress being recorded in
heroic paintings by Sean Keating.

It was an epic achievement. By 1936-37, Ardnacrusha was
producing 87% of the country’s electricity. Admittedly today it
provides only about 3% of Ireland’s needs. But it is clean
power, and the plant is so highly regarded that it has recently
had £20 million spent on it. As the ESB engineers remark:
"When Moneypoint is obsolete, Ardnacrusha will still be in use
and economically viable".

That said, constructing it did no favours to the Shannon
Inland Navigation system. Getting through the tidal sections in
Limerick had always been a fraught business. But before
Ardnacrusha was built, above the city the city a series of
pleasant little canals with several locks had by-passed the more
difficult sections of the river, and you reached Lough Derg
through a lock beside a weir at Killaloe.

With the hydro-electric scheme coming into operation, the
Lough Allen Canal - far upriver in
County Leitrim - was closed as a
viable part of the waterway, for
Lough Allen became a reservoir
for use by Ardnacrusha in dry
spells. But it was between Killaloe
and Limerick that the changes
were most marked. The entire
hundred foot drop between
Killaloe and tidal waters was now
done through two huge locks -
one 60ft deep, and the other 40ft -
housed in the dam at Ardnacrusha.
On the river itself, the famous
salmon fishery at Castleconnell
suffered permanent depletion. And
former inland ports of great charm
- notably O’Brien’s Bridge - were
now by-passed by a very
utilitarian waterway, the Head
Race, while immediately below
Killaloe the Shannon passed
through a new lake under whose
surface ancient dwellings had
been submerged. Apart from
locking through Ardnacrusha, no

stopping places were provided on the eleven miles of naviga-
tion between Killaloe and Limerick.

Navigating Limerick itself remained as dfficult as ever, with
only a 20 minute window in each tidal cycle to go through the
tightest gap, under Baal’s Bridge on the Abbey River, which
by-passes the main Shannon stream over Curragour Falls by
going east of King’s Island. The doughty sailors of the Shannon
Estuary regularly brought their boats through on the shoulders
of the season in order to winter on Lough Derg, but it was a
challenging business. Even if the calculations have been right
for Baal’s Bridge, there’s always the possibility of hitting a
submerged chimney pot if you stray from the channel in the
"new" lake below Killaloe.

Naturally such a challenge was irresistible to Irish Cruising
Club folk. In 1955, Davy Steadman of Ballyholme, with the
little Kearney yawl Dolphin, made an "in-and-out" cruise by
going round the south coast and then returning to the Irish Sea
via the Shannon and the Grand Canal. Douglas Heard brought
his new 40ft Harklow, designed and built by Jack Tyrrell in
Arklow in 1963 for inland waterways cruising, round to the
Shannon Navigation via Limerick. And then in 1966, John and
Jenny Guinness with the Folkboat Sharavoge went "round the
top and through the middle", with Ardnacrusha making a vivid
impression.

But nevertheless for the seagoing community - and for many
upriver folk as well - going through Limerick and Ardnacrusha
remained firmly in the "once is enough" category. However,
enthusiasm for the inland waterways has been increasing
demand for extra space and improved navigations, and it is
some time now since Lough Allen was re-joined to the system,
though it remains a big lake with a certain air of mystery.

Down at the Estuary, proposals for improving the system
through Limerick began to surface in 1993. The ingenious
combination of a major drainage scheme with a weir in the
Shannon at the city centre, built along the top of the massive
new main drainage pipe, offered opportunities for waterway
improvement through a combination of resources for several
projects. The sea lock at Sarsfield Bridge was put into
commisssion as part of the scheme, and new berthing pontoons

Impressive 1930s engineering on the lower side of Ardnacrusha Photo: W.M. Nixon
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were provided beside the Hunt Museum in the former Customs
House, and along the Abbey River at George’s Quay.

There is now reckoned to be a 8-9 hour window in every 12
hour tidal cycle through which boats can get negotiate the
Abbey River gaps. But when all the turbines are functioning at
full capacity at Ardnacrusha, the throughput is 400 tonnes of
water per second. So even though most of it goes away down
the main line of the Shannon, the streams in the Abbey River
can also be strong, requiring adequate power and some boat
handling skills. Thus further modifications to the system are
being considered to make it more user-friendly. However, even
in its initial form it is a signficant improvement, while the
encouragement to urban regeneration along Limerick’s water-
front is already producing beneficial results.

So in celebration of all this, we repaired aboard CIontarf
Castle at Killaloe. There being no Howth Castle in Angus
Levie’s Shannon Castle fleet, which he bases at the little
harbour of Williamstown on the west shore of Lough Derg,
CIonta~. Castle was next best. She is a Shannon 38, which is
Angus’s spin on the standard Haines 38, and to my mind is the
best all-round 38-footer for charter on the Shannon, with
excellent accommodation, a good layout, and all in a
manageable size.

It was mid-morning by the time we got under way, quite
soon enough to be moving on the easy-going river. Slipping
through the bridge at Killaloe, we were passing impressive
riverside properties before opening out onto the waters of the
lower lake, sparkling in the sunshine with the heights of Slieve
Bernagh in Clare to starboard, and the mountains of Tipperary
to port.

Because the waters of the Head Race are retained within
embankments which inevitably become higher as you approach
Ardnacrusha, this is an unknown waterway seldom seen from
shore except when you’re crossing one of the intriguing little
concrete bridges which were built as part of the scheme. Their
design and method of comnstruction were thought the height of
modernity back in the early 1930s, but unfortunately they were
built only wide enough to accommodate the vehicles of the
time, which means that today they’re virtually single-lane, and
defnitely not for lingering.

So once we were through the sluice gate at Parteen Weir, this
was completely new territory to me, a totally artificial
waterway hidden in the countryside of Tipperary and Clare. As
you near Limerick, there are increasingly urban signs, but
they’re often no more than the hint of chimney pots and gables
glimpsed above the embankment, and the waterway is
surprisingly rural - and densely wooded below Ardnacrusha in
the Tail Race - until you’re suddenly entering the city in the
Abbey River.

Apart from slowing down to pass the eel traps at Cloonlara
(you hold close to the east side) we went non-stop to the
waiting berth at Ardnacrusha. In fact, officially speaking you’re
not allowed to stop in the Head Race, and you’ re certainly not
allowed to overnight in it, but we did note one particularly
pleasant little lagoon area in woods south of O’Brien’s Bridge,
which would make for a pleasant anchorage. Then too,
pontoons at O’Brien’s Bridge and Cloonlara would allow visits
to those former ports mythical in the days of the Guinness
barges proceeding from Dublin to Limerick. But as far as the
ESB is concerned, the waterways aren’t for lingering.

Except, that is, at Ardnacrusha itself. You arrive at it through
Blackwater Bridge off which - or so Frank told us - the young
and not-so-young bloods of Limerick traditionally jump of a
Christmas morning as part of the festivities. The channel being
around a hundred feet deep here, they have plenty of scope for
diving. As for those in boats at Arnacrusha, the waiting jetty is
just that - if the huge lock chambers are empty, it can take 40
minutes for them to be filled.

As well, the locks were built only big enough to accom-
modate one Guinness barge (or more accurately, boat - barge
was not a word used on the Grand Canal). Thus they will only
accommodate two or three average modern cruisers. So the
little flotilla which was gathering to make the inaugural cruise
needed three separate lockings to get through to Limerick. But
the sense of being in something with a whiff of heroic history
about it is inescapable. By today’s standards, Ardnacrusba is far
from being a large hydro-electric dam, so it’s something of a
gem of living industrial archaeology. And though there must be
deeper locks on some of the world’s great waterways, the fact
that the main drop of 60ft is only big enough to take a Guinness

barge makes it seem very deep
indeed as you descend into depths
where the sun never shines,
keeping the boat in place by
regularly transferring the bight of
a warp down a series of mini-
bollards.

It all happens very gently, and
very inexpensively too. When
legislation was introduced to
increase charges on the inland
waterways some years ago, the
existence of the locks at
Ardnacrusha was overlooked, and
thus the fee of 17p is a translation
of the original three shillings and
six pence. It must have seemed
quite steep back in the 1930s, but
by the time it’s converted into
Euros, it will seem little enough.
Naturally a tip is in order, but
Frank commented that Limerick
boaters didn’t want to see heavy

The Limerick Navigation Inaugural Flotilla assembles at the waiting berth at Ardnacrusha, Thursday
July 19th 2001.                                                           Photo: W.M. Nixon

Dublin tippers upping the ante.
The massive lock gates lift in

106



Les Cableurs de Dursey are (left to right) Georgina Campbell, Captain Jones, David Campbell Nixon,
and Mrs Jones with (foreground) Nell Gwynn Campbell Nixon and Bob Nixon III. Photo: W.M. Nixon

portcullis style. It’s quite a moment as the first flash of daylight
comes through, but they drip mightily on you as you move on
down. The trick is to have the helmsman protected, while the
rest of the crew go to the stern, and then run forward to
minimise time in the deluge as the ship goes ahead.

It’s while waiting to decend in the lower 40ft lock that you
get the best view of the turbine casings. Though conducted
tours of Ardnacrusha are available to visiting groups by
arrangement, they prefer boats to go through as quickly as
possible. But in any case, some moments of quiet
contemplation of the turbines and the men who made them
from the top of the lock is a good way to savour the place.

The tail race is a decidedly utilitarian heavily wooded
cutting through rock. With some effort, a stopping place could
be established at Meelick at Parteen Bridge, where there’s a
pleasant pub, but again lingering is not encouraged, and we
were suddenly back into the broad sweep of the Shannon itself,
with Limerick increasingly in evidence all around us.

The favourable current through the Abbey river was brisk, a
boy on a bareback horse keeping pace with us along the bank of
King’s Island. While you hear much of the perils of Baal’s
Bridge and Mathew Bridge on the channel south of King’s
Island, at the time we went though the most threatening
appearance was O’Dwyer’s Bridge to the east of the island. It

crosses the Abbey River at an
angle, so the current is decidedly
skewed, and the bridge is in a
rough state, with producing spikes
and other unpleasantnesses.

Further down channel, Abbey
Bridge, Baal’s Bridge and
Mathew Bridge had all been
cleaned up under the urban
regeneration schemes linked to
the waterway, and Frank helmed
Clontarf Castle through this
attractive part of his native city
with a positive flourish, knowing
from Air Gauges upriver that we
were okay for clearance.
Suddenly, we arrived in the
confined turning area below the
blue footbridge, with the Abbey
River pouring merrily over the
new weir close to our stemhead.
But Angus deployed the bow-
thruster to spin the boat, and we
moved deftly into a handsome
berth beside the Hunt Museum as
though we’d done it dozens of
times before.

It was a wonderful berth, right in the midst of this spirited
and reviving city. The old Customs House, home to the
intriguing Hunt Museum, is a fine building best seen from the
fiver. Not least of its attractions is the fact that it wasn’t
designed by an architect at all - the original drawings were
prepared in the early 1760s by David DuChart, a.k.a. Daviso de
Arcort, a Franco-Italian canal engineer. Admittedly he had
limited success as a canal engineer, but his Limerick Customs
House, built between 1765 and 1769 at a cost of £8,000, is a
masterpiece.

Being in the heart of town, we’d an excellent Limerick night
out, with pints in The Locke which is fight beside the new
pontoons on the Abbey River, then a splendid meal in Tiger
Lilies just across the river, and then digestifs back in The Locke
where we met up with a man of some mystery who couldn’t
understand why there was all the fuss about the new waterway,
as he had a dory with a couple of ginormous outboards, and
when he played the tides of the Shannon Estuary right, he could
get by boat to Adare and Bunratty and Abbeyfeale in the one
day, and then towards the top of the tide go up over the
Curragour Falls (at least I think that’s what he said - he was a
man of few words) with all those hidden reaches of the old fiver
opening up before him. Either way, it all made the Official
Opening next day seem rather superfluous to requirements.
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Skellig Michael and the BVI

Brian McManus

"They took the train at Westland Row and in a few seconds,
,l. as it seemed to Jimmy, they are walking out of Kingstown

Station. It was a serene summer night; the harbour lay like a
darkened mirror at their feet. They proceeded towards it with
linked arms singing Cadet Roussel in chorus, stamping their
feet at every Ho! Ho! Hohe, vraiment!

They got into a rowboat at the slip and made out for the
American’s yacht ... ".

This is a short extract from Joyce’s short story - After the
Race. And so it was on Joyce’s birthday, February 2, we arrived
at the American’s yacht, Halakala at Roadtown, Tortola, BVI.

This was the start of the 2001 Royal St George Yacht Club
Cruise. We were chartering a modified Benateau 463 and the
team was Larry and Ann B Martin (Trustee of the Royal St
George Yacht Club and she a raconteur), Eric and Margaret Hill
(he, ICC and she, dynamite), Heather and Br/an MacManus.
The boat was delivered to us and returned by us in pristine
condition with the exception of the fuel gauge (and you could
not get at the tank with a dipstick), everything worked. Or if it
didn’t, Eric made it work.

We met AB (OC ICC Southern Command) and his lovely
spouse, Marjorie, at the airport in Tortola. They were also
cruising the islands. That was the last we saw of them. We
reckoned when we saw them again at the airport, two weeks
later, they need not have gone to such extremes to avoid our
holiday excesses (only joking!).

We provisioned the boat at Roadtown. The almighty US
Dollar and the lack of native products i.e. everything including
water is imported into the BVI, makes life very expensive. By
way of example, a short taxi ride costs US$14 and a mutton
chop US$9. The other thing worth noting at the start of this
narrative is that it can be quite breezy in the BVI and we
experienced winds of up to 35 knots reasonably frequently with
40 knots occasionally.

To get used to the boat on our first day we took a fairly short
hike in a brisk easterly to Trellis Bay. The easterly trade winds
blow continuously. Having anchored in 4 metres to the east of
the bay we barbecued some steaks using a well-designed
barbecue attached to the pushpit. It is a very safe way to cook at
anchor as the smoke and debris are blown astern. During the
night the breeze got up and we kept a weather eye on our
position. Early next morning we established one of our routines
- a good swim and some snorkelling before breakfast. The sea
around the BVI teems with interesting fish. It is also fascinating
to watch the antics of the pre-historic pelican as he goes about
his business. The pelican often dives quite close to swimmers
and initially this can be disconcerting. The next day we visited
Marina Cay, a beautiful small island off Great Camanoe. We
told the young gentleman at the diesel quay to "fill ’er up". She
took 3 litres. Since the fuel gauge was reading nearly empty, we
had discovered the only non-working component on the boat!

Then on to Virgin Gorda. Columbus irreverently called this
island "Fat Virgin" because of its resemblance to a fat woman
lying on her back with the high peaks to the north. The Baths
are located to the south of Virgin Gorda where there is a fine

day anchorage. The Baths are an unusual formation of
enormous smooth granite boulders. The sea washes in between
these huge rocks creating large pools of beautiful clean tepid
water accessed through caves. The beach adjacent to the Baths
is typically Caribbean and the swimming is wonderful.

That afternoon we left the Baths going north around George
Dog Island with its equally unattractively named Cockroach
Island to the west. Port around the north of Great Camanoe
Island and then leaving Guana Island to starboard we moored
up on a public mooring to the west of Monkey Point. These
public moorings are quite numerous but there is an element of
the towels on deckchairs syndrome about them. We had another
extremely successful barbecue where Ann B had us all in
stitches with her stories of Dublin society in the 50’s. As we
were having a last night cap in the cockpit Larry noticed a large
yellow yacht drifting across our stern about 150 metres away.
She was heading for the cliff face. As something was clearly
wrong we set off for the drifting boat in our dinghy. We hailed
her as we approached. There was nobody on deck so we ran the
dinghy alongside her stem banging our hands on her topsides.
She was now within a couple of boat lengths of the cliff face. A
man appeared on deck and it took approximately one boat
length for him to understand the danger. Starting the engine he
reversed away from the cliff, saying nothing to us and
eventually laid his anchor approximately 200 metres to the
south of us. The following morning sailing westward to Jost
van Dyke we passed close by Raffles. There was no sign of life
on board. Fast forwarding slightly; I met the gentlemen who
were sailing Raffles on a marina towards the end of our holiday.
I explained our involvement in their near miss and they were
extremely grateful. They enquired as to the location of our boat
as they would be across later! I prepared our crew to receive
crates of booze and gratitude, however, nobody appeared.

On our way to Jost van Dyke we moored off Sandy Cay, a
small island between Tortola and Jost van Dyke and had a
wonderful swim in the surf. The breeze was rising and we
eventually made for Great Harbour. At this stage squalls of up
to 35 - 40 knots were coming through and we laid a second
anchor to be on the safe side. That evening we enjoyed a
pleasant meal and dancing ashore at Foxy’s. Recommended.

Early the following morning we moved on to White Bay
which is to the west of Great Harbour. This is quite a difficult
entrance, and we anchored about 50 metres off shore in about 4
metres. This is probably one of the most beautiful beaches we
found and the snorkelling is wonderful. We lunched at Soggy
Dollar Bar (recommended) and debated whether to remain
overnight at the anchorage. Apparently the popular cocktail
"Painkiller" was invented by the owner of the Soggy Dollar
Bar, but that did not interfere with our judgement. The breeze
was up again and we decided to leave as it was now a lee shore.
Leaving the anchorage, I was on the wheel and the two lads
were raising the anchor. We were not aware that a yacht which
had come in later had fouled our anchor. We ended up bow to
bow with the yacht ahead of us, Larry and Eric trying to
retrieve the anchor and me trying to keep the boats apart. Larry,
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after a number of attempts at untangling the tackle using a boat
hook, jumped over the side fully clothed (little socks and all)
and dived down to untangle our anchor from their chain. He
managed this but by now we were being blown closer to the
steeply shelving beach. Heather lashed a long line to the dinghy
and she brought the dinghy to the bow so Larry could catch
hold of it. I backed the boat away from the offending yacht and
motored through the reefs with a grinning Larry holding on to
the dinghy. Some man, and him with a bus pass and all!

We retraced our steps to Great Harbour but it was full
because of the disimproving weather. We then proceeded to
Little Harbour. At this stage the breeze had risen to
approximately 40 knots with hailstones. The feeling was like
being shot blasted. The safest spot we could find in this well
occupied cove was in 20 metres of water. Eric attached a
number of warps together with 50 metres of chain to get decent
scope. That evening it was barbecued fresh swordfish and
imported salmon on board. It was a very windy night and the
goats bleating ashore sounded like children crying. We agreed
the anchor watches.

Next day early to Soper’s Hole. There were some great gusts
as we arrived simultaneously with the finish of a classic boat
regatta. There were many beautiful old S&S type sloops
beating into this strong breeze. I pointed out a beautiful
Hinckley to Ann B and every time we saw these perfect craft
she would ask "is that another Heinkel?" She explained that she
owned a bubble car in her youth. That night we had a great
meal in Soper’s Hole Wharf restaurant (recommended) - not
cheap, but "we’re worth it" said the girls. Next day the breeze
was still up, about force 7. Pre-sun over the yard-arm
Painkillers, Pina Coladas and, of course, Pusser’s Rums etc.
were called for, and the decision to spend the day people
watching was voted unanimously.

Next port of call Norman Island which is southeast of
Soper’s Hole. It required some skill to extract the boat from the
marina, however, all went well. This was a rousing sail as the
wind had gone ahead. Norman Island is the first island of any
size which together with Peter Island, Salt Island and Cooper
Island form the southerly aspect of the Sir Francis Drake
Channel. Norman Island is often referred to as the Treasure
Island which features in the Robert Louis Stevenson book.
Something that isn’t that well known is that Robert Louis
Stevenson served an apprenticeship with his father David who
designed and built the enormously challenging light houses at
Dubh Artach and Muckle Flugga in West Scotland and the
Shetlands respectively. His uncle, Alan, designed and built
Skerryvore and his grandfather Robert built the Bell Rock off
Arbroath. These men were extraordinary engineers and in many
ways it’s a pity Robert Louis Stevenson stole the thunder of
these, possibly the greatest family of marine civil engineers and
architects ever. Anyone who wants to read more about this can
look up Bella Bathurst’s book The Lighthouse Stevensons.

We found a public mooring and rowed ashore for drinks in
Billy Bones Bar. That night drawing on her culinary skills,
Margaret barbecued a variety of fish to perfection. This meal
was accompanied by plenty of wine and guff. Departed
Norman Island at dawn and had breakfast in Little Harbour at
Peter Island. This is a well protected anchorage. We moved on
and explored Sprat Bay which has very attractive
accommodation in the Peter Island Hotel and Yacht Harbour. If
not sailing, this would probably be one of the best places to stay
in the BVI.

Avoiding Blonde Rock we made for Lee Bay to the west of
Salt Island from where we could explore the wreck of the
Rhone. The Rhone was a sailing steamer approximately 300ft
long which sank off Salt Island during a hurricane in 1867. She

Nature at its best, Brian and Maurice
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lies in 20/80ft of water. This wonderful relic from Victorian
times remains remarkably intact with much of her decking,
rigging, steam engine and propeller still visible. We snorkelled
over this wreck and it was an enchanting experience. It was
extraordinary to see sub aqua divers way below us exploring
the detail of the wreck. We then went ashore and toured the
island with its salt ponds. These are very large shallow
naturally created lakes, the edges of which crystallise and the
crystals were gathered to be sold as salt to passing ships up
until the end of the 19th century.

We had made arrangements to have dinner with other
members of the Royal St George on Cooper Island and so we
departed the wreck of the Rhone and all the beauty of that place
at about 1500 hours. We picked up a mooring at Manchioneel
Bay, Cooper Island at approximately 1730 hours. The wind was
up again, and with our life jackets over our going ashore gear
we had a cocktail party aboard the Commodore’s boat (Shea
Moran). Then all ashore for an uproarious dinner including
singing and recitations. I’d say this was the event AB was
trying to distance himself from. A family of Irish extraction
called Kelly, a father and two sons, joined us for much of the
evening. One of the sons was there on an advertising shoot
while the father and the other son wrote restaurant reviews for
the US sailing magazine Soundings - nice work if you can get
it. After the entertainment it was wet gear and lifejackets again,
the wind was howling as we returned to our boat.

Next day we returned to Trellis Bay and had our dinner in
the Last Resort Restaurant. The chef, Peter Roy, is from
Greystones, County Wicklow and he served up a brilliant meal

Mist over Skellig Michael

and entertainment. This probably sounds a bit corny, but it was
great fun. It involved a country and western singer accom-
panied by the three house dogs. Every time the singer struck a
high note he was joined by the dogs. At the start of our holiday
I could have sworn when I was going asleep I’d heard howling
in the background. This was obviously the source of the
howling. We all agreed the food at the Last Resort was the best
of the cruise.

Cruising in the BVI could be spoiled in the future because
they are currently building a massive runway on Beef Island.
The beauty of sailing in the BVI is the relative lack of pressure
on facilities throughout the islands. A wonderful holiday was
had by all and it was highly recommended as a destination.
Similarly the Moorings charter company could not do enough
for us and all their boats are virtually new.

In June, due to family pressures we failed to get away with
the ICC contingent to France. Heather, Maurice Power and
myself decided to visit Skellig Michael. I have sailed up and
down the west coast of Ireland since the 60s. I first saw Skellig
Michael from Verve, which was almost a new boat at that stage
and I was in my teens. I’ve always wanted to stop there and
explore but there never seemed to be time or the conditions
were never right. So this year the plan was to get there and to
explore. It has a special place in my imagination.

We travelled more or less non stop to Baltimore with the
exception of a dinner in Kinsale at Man Friday (still as good as
ever) and a swim in Barlogue Creek. A couple of dinners in The
Mews and McCarthy’s, both excellent, and we were ready.

"Nets, nets, God Almighty, look at the size of that salmon?
Pull the net up and get it Mac.
We’re free!" Fright and then
avarice were Maurice’s guiding
principles as we left Baltimore in
a peasouper. This was our first and
not our last experience of
unmarked nets. We managed to
escape this one outside Baltimore.
The underwater design of our
Dehler 37 CR i.e. fin and spade
rudder, is not the ideal animal for
jumping nets. But first a word
about this boat. She’s very well
made and I’m getting fonder of
her by the moment. She has a very
large well stayed mast and is 7/8
rig. The main is large for a boat of
this size at about 450 sq.ft.,
however, the jib is a non
overlapping     100%     sail.
Everything, including the single
line reefing, is led back to the
cockpit and consequently there is
no need to ever venture on deck in
poor conditions. Additionally her
speed is electrifying as you would
expect from a Van De Stadt
design. I cannot find any fault
with her.

After the tangle with the net I
called all yachts in the area on the
VHF giving them the approximate
bearings for this unattended net.
By the way, I didn’t attempt to
catch the salmon Maurice was
talking about but I was sorely
tempted. I have an economic
study indicating that a salmon
caught to a rod is worth
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"Kamikaze" Puffins on Skellig Michael

approximately £600 in tourist earnings, but at a maximum a
fish like this caught in a net is worth £60 (and probably a lot
less now). Within an hour of putting out a caution to the yachts
in the area a French yacht had become entangled in the same
net. He put out a "Pan Pan" and was finally untangled 2 hours
later by Baltimore lifeboat. What a waste of resources. We
carried on our way around the Mizen into Bantry Bay and
picked up a public mooring in front of Bantry House

Next to Glengarriff sailing in a 20 knot breeze from the
southwest. We moored north of Bark Island. Maurice and I
went swimming immediately and Glengarriff, at 18° is
wonderful. Later we visited Garnish Island which I had not
seen since the late 70s when we had the ICC and CCA Cruise in
Company in West Cork. It is as beautiful as ever.

That evening we called in to see our friend John Harrington
in Lawrence’s Cove. John was there as usual to receive us and
after we had moored up John and Phil joined us for a chat. I had
a copy of Beth Leonard’s article from a recent Yachting World
talking about the great reception she’d had in April from John
and Phil. They hadn’t seen the article and swapped their copy
of Yachting Monthly for Yachting World. John said "Well, you
can’t get better advertising than that". He went on to tell us of
his plans for the new travel-hoist and how he expected to have
approximately 80 boats on the marina and on the hard in the
winter of 200112002. He was delighted with the progress he
was making. He said much of his success was down to the great
publicity his friend Winky Nixon had given him in the many
magazines and newspapers to which Winky contributes. A few
weeks later we heard of John’s tragic death.

The following morning away we went again in the rain and a
blustery 25 knot southwesterly. We were sailing along happily
with one reef in the main at about 8 knots when we were caught
in another net which was lying to the east of Dursey Head. We
were approximately one mile offshore which in a southwesterly
was a lee shore. The net was caught around our rudder. With a
very strong boat hook I got down the stern of the boat and tried
to push the net down below the rudder. I couldn’t do it as there
was too much pressure. We continued to try to release the net
but at this stage it had actually bitten into the meat of the
rudder. During the period when I was trying to free the net
about 3/4 of an hour had elapsed we were drifting steadily
towards the cliffs. It was far too deep to anchor and we were in
trouble. Suddenly an unmarked brown fishing vessel appeared
out of the rain squalls retrieving the net using a hydraulic
winch. He managed to free the net from underneath the boat

and we were free once more. This
was quite a sobering experience
and I would certainly like to see
some forum opened on unattended
drift net fishing in Ireland.
Obviously I can’t say it was an
illegal net, however, it seemed to
be unattended and was not
adequately marked.

Having dropped the net we
carried merrily on our way. We
decided not to go through Dursey
Sound, we’d had enough of nets
for one day and went out around
Dursey Head. There was a big
swell off the Head which enabled
us to forget the excitement of the
net. We headed up Kenmare River
and anchored snugly in Sneem
Harbour northeast of Garinish
Island. We were well protected
from a 25 knot southwesterly.
There is a public mooring here to

the left side of this anchorage. There are a further 3 public
moorings on the east side of the harbour which seemed very
exposed to southwesterlys. The casserole and new potatoes
were very welcome that night. The holding was great, in deep
mud. Friday 29th June was warm and as it was still reasonably
windy, we decided to explore. We felt the hinterland was worth
two days so we arranged a taxi. Sneem village itself is
absolutely beautiful. We had a pint and a couple of sandwiches
in a local and went into Kenmare which is really a model town.
Not surprisingly Kenmare has featured in the winners enclosure
for Tidy Towns during the past number of years. Lovely shops;
antiques, books, hardware, anything you want. We had dinner
in "Packie’s" which is highly recommended. It’s sister
establishment is the "Purple Heather" which serves excellent
bar food. We were picked up at 2200 hours and driven back to
the boat. Another beautiful day in heaven.

And so on from Sneem in search of our island, Skellig
Michael. The wind had been up for a number of days now and
there was a substantial sea running from the south. As we
approached Skellig Michael it was very clear that any landing
would be impossible. The plan had been for one of us to remain
on board with the other two going ashore in the dinghy. The
send at the landing stage was about 12 feet. It was an easy
decision to pull into Portmagee. We moored again to one of the
public moorings in Portmagee. These moorings are just below
the bridge on the port side. It was interesting that with the
exception of the moorings of Bantry House none of these.
public moorings had bridles attached. One of the very nice
things about cruising early in the season is that we managed to
find moorings available in most locations. We found it quite
difficult to catch these moorings.

Portmagee is a very attractive town. We went ashore in
search of showers and food. "The Moorings Restaurant" along
the quay was full with young people from Holland on a walking
tour. Consequently no showers were available, however, the
young lady at reception said she would go and clean up the staff
bathroom and we could shower there. The facilities were
immaculate and this was followed by a great meal of scallops,
John Dory and crab claws washed down with Guinness and a
fine selection of wines. Highly recommended.

Monday July 2. As we were not sure what the sea would be
like out at Skellig Michael we decided to book with Patrick
Joseph Murphy who was leaving the pier at 1030 sharp. We
were told to bring a packed lunch. There were approximately
10 other people on the boat, mainly Europeans, who were
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interested in history and bird life. On our way out we
circumnavigated the Little Skellig and it was an extraordinary
sight to see approximately 20,000 pairs of gannets standing row
upon row on what looked like shelves up the side of this island.
The boat took us alongside the small pier at Skellig Michael
and we each stepped gingerly ashore as the boat crested the
swell. The 700 steps to the beehive huts commences
approximately 300 metres from the landing stage. There are no
handrails to these steps and they are as they were 1,500 years
ago. The steps are steep and you need a good head for heights.
At the summit of the island there are two young people
employed by Duchas who give an outstanding talk on the
history of Skellig Michael.

During the course of the talk, which went on for
approximately an hour, the mist began descending and the wind
was rising. The only thing I could think of was that this was
going to make the steps slippery and going down was always
going to be more difficult than coming up. Indeed this proved

to be the case. Halfway down the first section we came across a
young American sitting down on the steps holding on.
Unfortunately he was overcome by fright and the only way to
get him down was for people, better able to do it than me, to
wrap a jacket around his head with one person ahead of him
and another behind lead him down. As we stood by the derrick
out in Skellig Michael, Heather thought of her youthful father
coming ashore on that island, a young energetic man all those
years ago.

With your kind permission I would like to quote a small
piece from the book - The Cruise of the Nona by Hillaire
Belloc. I think this strikes a chord in all sailors.

"The sea is the companion and the receiver of men. There,
on the sea, is a man nearest to his own making, and in
communion with that from which he came, and to which he will
return. The sea is the matrix of creation, and we have the
memory of it in our blood".

Now we had seen everything we had come to see.

Our Favourite Things
Diana Gleadhill

As we are sailing down by Brittany
Jenny, Alex, Jack and me,

I asked, from curiosity,
Their favourite things when we’re at sea.

And so we put our heads together,
And came up with this bit of blether.

(with apologies to Rodgers and Hammerstein, Julie Andrews, etc.)

Bacon for breakfast
And Bovril with sherry.

Rum time inthe sunshine
For keeping us merrv.

Dolphins and shooting stars
Birds on the wing,

These are a few of our favourite things.

Smooth sailing downhill
with all the sail filling,

Racing down rollers
is totally thrilling.

The smell of the land
After long hours at sea.

These are the ~gs that most appeal to me.

So - when the wind roars
And the rain pom-s

and I’m feeling shite.
I simply remember these favourite things,

And then I feel quite .... all right!

\

g

112



Island hopping to Italy

Tony and Eileen Clarke

Having wintered Velella in Almerimar, our years cruising
got under way with a flight to Alicante and a one-way hire

of a car on 9th May 2001. Fellow ICC Member Tom Foote and
his wife Hillary had very kindly looked after Velella and had
her in top condition on our arrival. Adverse weather conditions
delayed our departure so we took the opportunity to take an
overnight trip by road to Granada and a worthwhile visit to the
stunning Alhambra Palace.

The lack of wind on this coast continued to disappoint us,
and after motor sailing for the first 10 hours of this years cruise
we completed the 90 mile journey to Aquilas to find there were
no berths available. As we discovered last year very few
marinas make provisions for visiting yachts, however as we
continued east the situation improved immensely.

The following day after a 60 mile trip we arrived in the
inland sea of Mar Menor and entered this extraordinary place
by way of an opening bridge at 6pm. Just inside the bridge was
an exceptional marina with very friendly staff. There was a lot
of yachting activity in the sea and anchoring was a very easy
option. Later the near-by air force base provided us with
entertainment, with jet fighters flying in formation and putting
on fantastic aerobatic displays, the novelty of this wore off after
a few hours. We spent a second night in Mar Menor, this time in
the port of Reborto, which I notice in my notes I have noted as
"the best port". We left the next day in time for the l 0am bridge
opening and departed for Torrevieja. There we collected our
crew, Bryan Scanlon and Tony Tracey, who had flown to the
nearby Alicante Airport to join us.

After stocking up with supplies the four of us happily set off
on the 120 mile, 18 hour trip to Ibiza. During the night we had
some tough head-to wind motor sailing and we were delighted
to put our hook down in the sandy bed of the magnificent

isolated anchorage of Puerta Roig. This is the first time we
were totally happy with a Mediterranean anchorage. The next
night we checked out the on-shore facilities in the town of
Ibiza, where we experienced some serious night life, and then
happily moved on the next day. Basing a boat on Ibiza would
be very satisfactory, the availability of flights and the choice of
anchorages would make a 2 week cruise very attractive, and its
noisy reputation certainly does not affect the yachtsman.

Our next island was Mallorca, first stop the anchorage in Cal
San Vicente where we spent one night. The following day we
sailed in the company of a square rigger and a school of
dolphins to the port of Andraitx, a most useful town with a
supermarket on the pier.

The proprietor of the excellent Restaurant Mirimar in
Andraitx was familiar with ICC yachts and he would be a good
contact for anyone thinking of wintering in this port.

We then took the short trip to Palma where we said goodbye
to one of our crew members, Tony Tracey.

We spent the night at the club Nautico where we also had
some repairs carried out to our long suffering B&G auto pilot.
The next night was spent in Pella Mitjana, which was described
in the guide books as the best anchorage in Spain. This
probably makes it the second best in the world, as it actually
resembles a mini Derrynane Harbour, which is the best (in our
opinion!). This little bay is only suited for a max of 4/5 yachts.
We shared it with one other French flagged yacht and with no
room to swing we anchored snugly with a fore and aft anchor.
Having absolutely no facilities ashore our sense of isolation
was complete. Next we crossed 60 miles, to the less developed
island of Menorca, putting in to the natural harbour of Mahon.
The Baaleric Islands are most definitely worthy of further
cruising in the future.

Tony and Eileen in good company.
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Leaving the Balearic Islands, our 200 mile crossing to
Sardinia was the longest passage we made on the cruise. On
arriving in Sardinia, we spent 3 nights tied stern on in the
friendly port of Alghero, where the helpful port captain Enricco
kindly arranged to have our laundry done and have diesel
delivered by the drum. The nearby Alghero Airport has the
advantage of a daily Ryanair service, which took our remaining
crew Bryan Scanlon home.

Alone again Eileen and I continued our cruise anchoring in
Cala del bollo and visiting the nearby Neptune’s grotto by
dinghy, which is one of the natural delights of this coast. The
marine life in this area was far better than expected, we had the
pleasure of encountering a shoal (should I say a flock!!) of
flying fish. Our next anchorage was at Ferru in 3 meters off the
long drift wood and sea holly covered beach, with the isolation
only broken by the arrival of some German camper vans.
Navigation through the Straits of Bonastatio is very tight but by
being very careful one is rewarded with 3 meters of clear
blue/green waters in which to anchor in Cala Yacca opposite a
modern hotel. To protect the environment anchoring is not
normally allowed but visiting yachts appear to be exempt from
this rule. A dive center and rib hire operation are on the shore
but otherwise it is a very quiet location. But for a bad forecast
we would have stayed longer. At dawn the following morning
we moved to Stinto where the operation of pile drivers
expanding the harbour encouraged us to move on after
breakfast to the near by Castelsardo, which we discovered is a
sad old tourist town and with its half empty marina it really has
little to offer. With gale warnings for the next few days, we took
the opportunity is see the inland areas of the island of Sardinia
and based ourselves in the port of Santa Treasa Di Gallura.

Terracina.

Here when we inquired where we should tie up and we were
asked did we wish to pay or otherwise. We discovered that the
otherwise option put us right in the heart of the cosy port while
those who chose the paying option were based in the more
remote end. We hired a car for a few days and saw a good deal
of Sardinia before setting off for the island of Corsica.

The east coast of Corsica is the least visited so we decided
we would have a look with a view to doing a longer cruise of
the island in the future. Beaches fringe the entire length of the
wooded shore and the mountains of the island were snow
capped giving a nice contrast. Arriving at Porto Vecchio we
were reprimanded in French by the port officer for not calling
him in advance on Channel 9. We later discovered that he
doesn’t even monitor Channel 9. A steep climb to the old town
was well rewarded with magnificent views and a choice of first
class french restaurants. Solenzaro we found to be a very quiet
port whereas, the nearby town seems to cater exclusively for
camping families. Porto di Campolora was a short 40 mile hop,
however on arrival we found it to be a dull marina with a
dredger at work and we set off the next morning for Elba.

While in Corsica we hired a car for a few days and saw a
good deal of this large mountainous island which has over 1000
miles of coast line. Its Holm Oak woods make it most attractive
and we certainly look forward to returning. I am afraid we
didn’t really do justice to Corsica, had we cruised the west
coast we would have taken much better advantage of the
favourable winds, and would have had a better choice of
anchorages.

We were now a month into our cruise and all had gone well.
We were about to have the first of our little adventures.
Anchoring in the Golfo Di Campo, our first port of call on Elba,

Photo: Ton)’ Clarke

we had our usual afternoon swim
of the stem enhanced by the use of
masks and snorkels, which every
yacht should carry. We then
visited the bustling town where
only very shallow yachts can tie to
the quay wall. The wind continued
to rise during the night, and we
became concerned about being on
a lee shore. By 06.00 we decided
to bring Velella to the other side of
the island and beat 25 miles in
gale force conditions. It would
have been too difficult, in these
conditions, for two of us to bring
the yacht alongside, so we decided
to anchor in the harbour at
Portoferraio. The gale raged for 36
hours and we stayed on anchor
watch, using our diminishing
supplies. When at last the wind
appeared to drop we went ashore
in the dinghy. Returning two
hours later, to our horror we
discovered Velella was gone. It
appeared that during those two
hours she had dragged her anchor
and washed up on the beach.
Some local fishermen had taken
her from the beach and to the
nearby boat yard. A lift-out
confirmed that there was only
minor cosmetic damage. We were
obliged however to report the
incident to the local harbour office
and that was when "officialdom"
reared its ugly head. We spent the
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following three and a half days making repeated visits to the
port office of Portoferraio, trying to get Velella back. They
wanted to hold Velella until she was certified to Italian
standards of safety however a phone call to the Irish Embassy
got us instant permission to leave. The port authorities
explained to us that we would be fined for leaving our boat
unattended. Upon discovering that the fine was £1,300 we
became concerned. The final agreement was that we would
accept the fine but that they would make no attempt to collect
it. Someone later described it as an Italian solution to an Irish
problem. Despite our obvious problems we found Portoferraio
a most agreeable port. As part of our shopping in Portoferraio
we invested in an Italian "ready-to-go phone". It proved to be a
useful item, costing almost nothing and with call credit. We
used this phone to receive calls from home, which we would
have to pay for with our Irish mobile and it also eliminates
"roaming" charges on local calls.

Another item that made life easier was the copy of our
insurance policy in Italian that Pantenius had provided.

Our cruising pace had now considerably slowed, the next
day we went 15 miles to Porto Azzurro having visited 6 islands
in the past 6 weeks. Our first visit to the Italian mainland was
Punto Ala Marina. This is a stylish expensive port where racing
is all the fashion, it being the home port of the Americas Cup
Yacht Prada. Another inland trip took us to Siena and Florence,
while we awaited the arrival of our friends Brendan and Mary
Linnane, who flew to Pisa and took the train to join us.

We invested in a new Simpson & Lawrence Delta 16 KG
anchor to replace our Bruce, which we found difficult to dig in.
This put our minds at rest after our experience at Portoferraio.
We returned to Elba to visit the port of Azzurro before taking
on the 36 mile beat to Talamone. A further 8 miles took us to
Porto Santa Stefano where a classic yacht rally was visiting. I
am afraid Velella, (our 40 feet of fiber glass) paled alongside
the 90 feet of 75 year old polished wood and brass of the classic
yacht we were moored beside. We moved on to Riva Di Traiano
the following day. It is a new large marina just north of Rome

with a very well equipped boat yard and we considered it as a
place to leave our boat. However we continued for one more
day, noticing to our disappointment the water quality deterior-
ating as we approached Rome.

We pulled in to the Fiumicino canal, and left the yacht tied
up just above the opening foot bridge against the Quay wall.
We visited Rome on the local bus while awaiting the arrival of
our daughters Deirdre and Louise along with their crew, who
were to take Velella on a two week cruise from Rome to Giglio,
Elba, Corsica and back to Rome, while we returned home to
domestic (Golf!) and business commitments. Velella had a rest
in the baking sunshine of Rome in August and September.

When we returned with a crew of four in October we found
Velella in top condition at a boat-yard in the canal near Rome,
where our daughters had left her in the middle of July. Our
intention was to do a short cruise in the Tyrrhenian Sea. After
stocking up we did an easy 20 mile trip to Nettuno, this marina
has recently been expanded and now has 80 visitors berths.
While they do offer wintering facilities, it is probably one of the
more expensive ports on this coast. In the most pleasant sunny
weather conditions we came to what we considered to be one of
the nicest ports we had visited, Terracino, 55 miles south. The
town of Terracino is situated on a short canal overlooked by a
roman temple which is.flood lit by night. This bustling fishing
port has a laid back feel about it and you are welcome to tie up
wherever you can find a place. The town is excellent, with a
market situated all around the canal.

We were island hopping again the following morning, with a
visit to I1 d’Ischia. This semi-tropical island must be extremely
crowded in the high season, the narrow harbour mouth is in
constant use by the ferries.

We were directed to a berth on the quay wall and were later
invited to discuss the fee, there seemed to be no regulation
charge. It is a wonderful place with restaurants dotted around
the port and the usual tourist shops up in the town. We took a
taxi to the gardens on the western end of the island the
following morning before setting of on a 45 mile trip in light
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Capri.

airs to one of the most famous island in the Bay of Naples,
D’Islo di Capri. The pilot book told us to expect to pay an
enormous charge to tie to the quay wall, in fact we were not
asked for any fee at all, certainly one of the advantages of
travelling off-season. Although observing the bustling nature of

the place one would be slow to
describe it as off-season. After our
usual drinks on the quay wall we
took the Funicular Railway to
Capri town, which is a warren of
little streets and cave like
buildings. The restaurants and
bars offer breathtaking views from
their terraces. It was a long walk
down late into the night when the
funicular railway had closed, but
we felt no pain!!

In the morning we motored
slowly around the caves on the
northwest coast. Being deep right
up to the shore we could see to the
underwater platforms of rock,
which we were told is subsided
land from back in the Roman
times. South, we took in the
Amalphi coast and put in to
Selerno where we had an
arrangement to winter the boat.

The town of Salerno although
crumbling in places was teeming
with people on this weekend
night. Again we wondered how

Photo.. Tony Clarke anyone could possibly holiday
here in the high season.

In general we found the Italians
most helpful and we confidently left Velella in their hands for
the winter.

We packed yet another hired car and made for the airport.
Our long winter will be full of dreams of returning to this

magnificent country next season.

Porto D’Ischia. Photo: Tony Clarke
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ICC English Channel Cruise 2001

Donal Lynch

Old cruising men, whose names I revere, come up to me and
say "how do you find sailing in a cat?" I know from the

tone of voice that they count for little the risks they took on
their great cruises of old - in leaky boats with faulty engines -
compared with the foolhardiness of going to sea in a boat that is
perfectly happy upside down.

For me the choice is simple. Not being the owner of a
cruising boat I am lucky to have friends who ask me to go
sailing and some who even ask me back a second time. So I go
sailing with good friends who happen to sail cats.

The ICC English Channel cruise in June 2001 met all the
criteria; relaxed company, good craic and enjoyable
destinations, we were three men in a boat -joined for varying
periods by wives. Ray Lovett, owner/skipper, in his beautifully
kept Jeantot 37, Belladonna (a Patrick O’Brian sort of name,
from the distillation of the Deadly Nightshade, used to dilate
the pupils and produce those dark, liquid eyes; hence ’bella
donna’), Chris Bruen, under whose ICC flag we sailed and
myself.

My first ICC cruise-in-company. Mixed feelings about the

fact that it didn’t live up to some of the epic stories of recent
years. Even so, quite a strain on the waistline, mainly from the
temptations of good eating in France. We did the stops in
Dartmouth and Perros Guirec. Skipped out on Jersey, which
was probably a good idea; nothing to do with Jersey but it gave
a bit of space for a relaxed visit to North Brittany.

Picked up a large piece of trawl net on the part propeller
twenty miles north of the Scillies on Chris’s watch. Bullied out
of beaching on Tresco by an aggressive boatman - "this island
is private property; go to St. Mary’s" - Chris had some tricky
manoeuvring under one engine, among the moored boats, in a
stiff breeze, to get beside the wall. The net, when removed was
over 40ft. long. Thank God for twin engines! The Harbour
Master of Tresco, in faimess to him, was appalled when he
heard of our treatment. We weren’t aware of his existence at the
time.

St Marys, lovely but very, very quiet, St Agnes likewise,
which suits it better. Walked around the island, visited the tiny
maze on the grass looking looking out at the Bishop, which
brought back memories of a cruise in 1990 with Cyril Kilgrew,

Chris Bruen and Donal Lynch on St. Agnes.
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Skipper at sunset, with Les Sept Islae in the background.

Len Curtin and John Fahy; met a young boat-builder in his
shed, carving half models of the Shah, the Agnes 6-oar gig. The
gigs race every week - ladies on Wednesday and men on
Fridays. we looked in on the Shah in her restored granite
boathouse near the Turks head, where we had the best sandwich
(crab) of the cruise.

From there to Falmouth and the considerably more
gentrified resorts of Fowey and Salcombe - boutiques, estate
agents, restaurants and a few real shops. Everywhere has
excellent visitors moorings and a harbour launch that will take
your line. Anchoring in these deep, narrow estuaries will see
you fairly remote from the village
and cross-fiver ferries.

Into Plymouth, Queen Anne’s
Battery Marina, for a few hours,
to, pick up Mary, Maureen and
Sheila. All of that went
seamlessly, as we now take for
granted. What a change! The
mobile phone, of course, was
invented for cruising folk. What
other explanation for the perfect
solution to the problem that has
stretched great minds for decades
- even    centuries;    shore
arrangements? In one leap all is
solved;    rendezvous,    crew-
changes, phoning home, dinner
appointments etc, etc. There is
even out-of-cover, so it is perfect
really; or is it? This is where the
human factor throws a spanner in
the works or a wobble into the
ether. Texting throws up the most
fascinating phenomena." Some
sailors send long and interesting
texts into a void form which
emerges     an     occasional,
confusing,out-of date reply. Other
get multiple messages but don’t
read them: an interesting variation
on this sailor who reads only Hamish from Eleanda with Sheila Lynch at Lee Ford.

out-of-date messages, leaving
newer ones for tomorrow.

Outstanding     organisation.
Banquet at the Royal Naval
College, dartmouth under the eyes
of Nelson, Fisher and Jellicoe,
divisions on the parade ground
and berths at the naval repair yard
at the Sand Quay (free showers).
Thank you Royal Navy! Thank
you also Nigel and Helene
Lindsay Flynn, who joined the
cruise in Dartmouth in their
Hallberg Rassy 53, Ealanda,
under Bill Brady’s flag, for
inviting a busload of us to Lee
Ford for the day.

Dartmouth was the busiest
place we visited. Elsewhere, in the
Scillies (sorry! Isles of Scilly),
Cornwall and Devon coast, North
Brittany, even Perros, there was
no pressure on mooring space and
places were relaxed to the point of
being sleepy. Maybe this was
down to the earliness of the

season, even though the weather was idyllic.
There was too little wind at times and we ended up motor-

sailing a lot. This was a matter of timing. Others, who set out
later from Cork, met a gale off the Scillies and even the hop
around Start point from Salcombe caught a few late risers out.
we made passage to dartmouth in balmy conditions, arriving at
l1.30. Nell Prendeville, in Mary P, left it until the afternoon and

got a pasting.
Cross-channel overnight with very little shipping. Flew the

gennaker for a while; very effective until the wind went ahead.
Dawn approach to the estuary and a lovely Summer’s morning
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cruise up to Lezardrieux - 6 miles,
with something to see at every
turn. Picked up a mooring in
midstream, not faintly painted,
vertical, VISITEURS on one of
the marina piles. Dominique and
Maudez le Carre serve excellent
but very rich food at l’Auberge de
Trierur in the town; six large
oysters and a delicious ragout of
seafood on the Ff98 menu.

Q. "Is this sauce made with
butter?" A. "Everything with
butter" Next around the corner
and up the estuary to Treguier,
Meant to try the Passe de la Gaine
but a morning mist reduced
visibility so that we could not see
the black mark, a painted house on
a hill. not as fine an estuary as
Lezardrieux but the town is
charming. Its pierced cathedral
spire was blown down in the 1999
Christmas storm and is under
repair, an excellent small rest-
aurant again, Le Canotier,
recommended by Gerry Sheridan
and the crew of Kilpatrick. Big
night for our young waiter; it was
his first time serving at table, after
two years of washing dishes !

Short hop next morning to
Perros-Guires which has a tidal
basin at the head of a long, drying
bay. The approach is well buoyed,
but some shores transits are hard

\ \

\ \
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BELLADONNA

to distinguish form the background of woodland and housing
development, even in excellent visibility.

Went in at high water, tied up to the quay way and recon-
noitered. The gate with lowering cills is too narrow for
Belladonna (22ft. beam) so we have to go in over the wall at
the top of the tide. Our draught is 1.2m. The ranging rods fixed
to the top of the wall have red and white sections of half a metre
each, so three need to be covered for comfort - possible only at
spring tides. Ray and Chris sound the cill at 18.30. it’s a little
bit tight so we retire and anchor out the bay in a spectacular
sunset, having watched most of the fleet (monohulls you
know!) go through the gate.

When we come back in the morning for a quiet entry it is
obvious that someone has been selling tickets. Heads and
bodies appear out of cockpits and the pontoon facing the cill is
lined with bleary-eyed old salts. This is the best show in P.G.
today. All it lacks is Madame Desfarges and her knitting. We

English Channel

I
I

|
|

watch the tide creep up two sections, two and a half, two and
three quarters.., we wait, we consider another tide at anchor, at
last we decide we must go... and just slide over. The dropping
tide reveals irregularities which could be significant at the
tolerances we were working to. For future reference the best
place is the section between the gate and the first (missing)
ranging pole.

ICC visiting Perros Guirec was a big event for the small
town. Great welcome with a civic reception the first night
followed by a magnificent meal at Le Manoir du Sphinx,
overlooking the bay and Les Sept Isles. Nothing wrong with
Moules avec Frites either by the quay. The cruise lunch on
Friday got everybody together for the last time at the Grand
Hotal de Plage de Trestraou. After converging for two weeks
the fleet dispersed in different directions on Saturday. Some
went south, some stayed put for a while and we headed home.
Thank you ICC for a superbly organised cruise.
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Dunn’s Ditties

Brendan Travers
writes of Sea Maiden
taking the long route
to Douarnenez:

This year’s cruise started on 4th
May from Crosshaven. Looking

and feeling good with her new sails, sprayhood, standing

rigging and rudder bushings Sea Maiden skipped along nicely
in a NE Force 3 to Dunmore East. Then up to Waterford City
and down again around the Hook to Kilmore Quay from where
we departed on 10th May for Dale in Milford Haven.

Being for the most part on my own and not having automatic
steering I planned a route to Douarnenez that would keep
passages reasonably short, normally 8 to 12 hours. Spells on the
tiller in excess of 15 hours become tiresome, so there were only
a few of those - the longest being from l’Aberwrac’h to
Penzance on the return trip which took 23 hours. But by then,
towards the end of a 12 week cruise, my stamina was well
developed!

When the dense fog cleared following my very careful entry
in to Dale I was pleasantly surprised at how non-industrialised
that side of Milford Haven is. It was the same at the eastern end
when I called into Neyland to have a faulty regulator replaced
by the Volvo Penta agents based there. Returning to Dale, a
lively sail across the Bristol Channel in a W. Force 5 brought
me to Padstow on the North Devon coast in just under 16 hours,
arriving at seven in the morning and anchoring just off the first
channel mark to await entry through the lock at 1400 hours.

Padstow was the first ever English port of call for Sea
Maiden, previous cruises out of Ireland being to Wales and

Scotland. Following three days rest, including a nice walk up
the estuary to Wadebridge, I enjoyed a series of visits to places
I had only read about in the sailing magazines - Newlyn,
Penzance, Helford River, Falmouth, Fowey, Plymouth,
Salcombe and Dartmouth. The weather was good for the most
part, anchorages and marinas not too crowded so early in the

season, and 1 was made to feel very welcome in all of those

ports.
A friend Tom Bracken, who sails a Superseal 26 out of

Askeaton, had joined me in Plymouth for two weeks. A lovely
night-sail from Dartmouth to St. Peter Port on Guernsey in a
SW Force 4, and three day’s later a day sail to St. Helier on
Jersey in a NW Force 4 resulted in two of Sea Maiden’s fastest
passages in her 22 years - well exceeding her customary 4
knots average cruising speed. Of the two Channel Island stop-
overs we much preferred St. Peter Port. We took advantage of
the drying-out facility in the Victoria Marina to give Sea
Maiden a mid-season scrub, and enjoyed the hospitality of the
Royal Channel Islands Yacht Club, unfortunately soon to loose
their club premises overlooking the marina.

Following my established pattern of a couple of days rest,
walking and sightseeing in each port (which seemed to also suit
him) Tom’s vacation was nearly up by the time we arrived in St.
Malo on 12th June. He headed home on the 15th by way of the
Roscoff/Cork ferry, while a few days later Sea Maiden and I
continued west along the North Brittany coast, calling into St.
Quay Portrieux, Lezardrieux, Perros Guirec (where we met up
with the ICC cruise-in-company), Trebuerden and finally
1’ Aberwrac’ h.

On 30th June Sea Maiden slipped down the Chenal du Four
on a nice southgoing tide in a light southwesterly and good
visibility. The next 10 days were spent visiting Brest, Camaret
(my favourite stopover on the cruise), Morgat and the most
interesting ports of Trfiboul/Douarnenez before returning to
1’ Aberwrac’ h.

It was now decision time - whether to leave the boat in what
seemed a nice little boatyard at La Palue in l’Aberwrac’h and
continue going south next year, or to bring her home for some
autumn cruising out of Crosshaven, maybe west to Baltimore.
The latter option won the day, and we picked up her mooring in
Crosshaven on 26th July having stopped in Penzance, Padstow,
Milford Haven and Dunmore East - all of those ports of call
being now much more crowded compared to when visited on
the outward leg.

August has been taken up with family holidays and

generally catching up with other responsibilities, but as soon as
I get this report in the post to Paddy Barry it will be back to
Crosshaven and Sea Maiden for that autumn cruise I promised
her!

Mid-season scrub for Sea Maiden in St Peter Port, Guernsey.

Sean McCormack
writes of Marie
Claire:.

Marie Claire managed to get in
some cruising this year during
breaks in a busy racing season, we
joined the Howth Cruising Group
for an early season trip to the new
Arklow marina on the May bank

holiday weekend. The Friday night of the June bank holiday
weekend saw Marie Claire having a brisk and wet sail to join
the ICC East Coast Rally in Carlingford. This was an enjoyable
and sociable gathering. A planned 5am departure on the
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Monday moming failed to materialize due to grounding in the
marina. ICC member Richard Lovegrove in a stunning pair of
trendy pyjamas stood guard over Patrick Branigan’s 2 day old
Maximizar as we unsuccessfully tried to wrench free of the
Carlingford mud.

The last week of July was spent in the Isles of Scilly in
magnificent weather in a largely motoring rather than sailing
trip. There were few complaints. A weekend trip to Holyhead in
August rounded off the cruising for 2001. Next the Howth
Autumn League.

David Maxwell writes Robin and I felt like a final spin in

of goodbye Virago:. Virago, so 1 put it to her new
owner, Ian Horn from the
Shetlands, that we could if he so
wished deliver her to the vinicity
of the Caledonian. This was why

Robin Glentoran, my stepson Edward Coveney, and I found
ourselves midway between Rathlin and Mulll of Kintyre,
bound for Gigha, ETA 2000. The time about 1700, Friday 1 st
June 2001.

The tide was right, the weather was reasonable - NW 4/5
backing 5/6 gusting 7. Robin and I have done this trip often,
usually in September, so we were not particularly surprised
when the glass began to plummet, the sky to windward went
that "funny" colour, and the wind went into the west, 35 knots,
increasing. Gigha wasn’t looking good so, when the engine
gave a sputter, we, with one voice all said "Campelltown !"

I had just finished putting the engine casing back together
after a looksee, when Robin said, "time to drop the mainsail we
have 45 knots." So, in accordance with our family arrangement
whereby I do the pilotage, the engine and the foredeck. I went
forward sat on the deck, hooked my legs around the mast and
clawed down the sail by its luff. Yes the lazy Jacks do help.
Why, I though to myself, do I, aged 72 with a dodgy shoulder, a
new knee on order, and under (successful) treatment for
prostate cancer, enjoy this all so much. I wasn’t the only one,
Ed had as big a grin as I have ever seen and Robin said "David,
we really must find a way of going on doing this". It was kind
of wild for a bit, and wet, but we gained the shelter of Sanda
Sound without difficulty, visibility about 5 cables in rain,
otherwise about a mile. Once through and heading north we
found that the wind was following the line of the cliffs of the
Mull, at a steady 50 knots, but it went "off the clock high"
when it was funnelling through the gap south of Davarr Island.

Once passed Davarr, the wind became true, some 35kts
straight out of place where we should be. Then, just when we
were about to tum in to make our approach, the engine stopped
completely. It seemed a good moment to tell everyone where
we were and what we were doing, because bleeding th bleeding
engine was going to take a little time, assuming a simple as
that. We could of course make it in under a fully slabbed main
but that was less attractive than motoring.

So I called Clyde Radio, making it a PAN which seemed to
us appropriate. The reaction was instant and, despite saying we
were in no danger whatsoever, though a pluck in were it
available it should be very welcome. We were now under tow
of the Lifeboat within 20 minutes, and tucked up alongside
soon after. Our embarrassment was huge, but it has to be
admitted very short lived. The Secretary was a bit put out that
his Lifeboat had been ’launched’ without his authority, but he
felt better when he recognised that I, in Virago, had towed him
in his rubber dinghy with its dud outboard, across the Narrows
from my mooring off Stranford back to his yacht in Portaferry
Marina. Not exactly a fair swap but it seemed to help.

The Volvo mechanic, part of the RNLI team, confirmed it
was nothing worse than fuel starvation and changed the pre-

filter, while I thankfully stowed the spare lift pump etc etc back
in its locker.

Next day, Sunday, we went through the Crinan and so made
up time. we had planned to spend the night in our favourite
anchorage at the NW comer of Jura, Bag-na-Muc, but settled
for Ardfem instead. Robin and I were exhausted but ed went off
to the Pub. Next day into Ardinamir for old times sake, through
Caun Sound with a roaring tide under our kilt, were one poor
chap in a very lovely ketch was being pushed futher and futher
up the rocks on the comer. And so on, uneventfully, to
Dunstaffnage arriving at 1600 on Monday 4th June, as
promised.

Very sad we all were, so many adventures and so many
happy times with so many special friends. Robin and I had
owned her for some 27 years between us, with John Beach
ahving 32/64 ths with me since 1992. She was boat of the
London Boat Show in 1962, had a successful racing career, and
was re-rigged after dismasting whilst returning from winning
the Santander Race, in 1965 I think!

Virago will enjoy Lerwick. Ian is well able for her, has taken
her on a shakedown cruise to Norway and has raced her in the
regattas, recently I had an excited call from someone asking
whether my Nic36 was still for sale, and being told no asked
me all sorts of questions about Nic36s. He said he had spent the
last few hours aboard, and had fallen for her completely. He
was in Lerwick and the yacht’s name Virago.

James Nixon writes After seven years in my ownership

of Ardllageeoadieu’-
i decided to sell Ardnagee, after
much fun both racing and cruising,
so we had a final west of Scotland
cruise in her early in June. I was

joined by our daughter Holly and her husband James
Somerville, our son Alexander and friends Patrick Knatchbull
and David Lindsay. It was David’s first cruise with me though 1
had raced Dragons with him years ago. All the others were very
familiar with the boat, a Swan 371.

The plan was to leave Bangor on Saturday 2nd June but a
very fresh northerly filled in. Patrick and I spent a pleasant few

Holly and James Somerville on the Sound of Mull.
Photo: James Nixon
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hours in the Coast Guard HQ in Bregenz House overlooking
the marina and watching the weather. One of the officers on
watch told us that in February some years ago, he and a group
of like-minded heroes cruised round Iceland from Portrush
(John Gore-Grimes please note!).

We were able to slip away the following day as the breeze
backed to the northwest and ultimately we had a very pleasant
sail up the North Channel past Kintyre and berthed at
Ardminish Bay at Gigha. This is one of my favourite islands
(despite the MacTavishes having sold the shop) and we had a
very pleasant walk ashore the following morning. We sailed up
the Sound of Jura, the breeze having backed further to the west.
It was cold and we had the heater on "trickle" for most of this
cruise (not very heroic).

We thought a night at Crinan would be pleasant but it proved
to be a little exposed and we sailed on up Loch Craignish to
anchor in the calm at Goat Island. The following day was wet
and windy from the southwest and David took over the
navigation (I found this good occupational therapy sharing this
task, though the occasional skipperly glance was made). We
caught the first of the flood through the Dorus Mhor and up the
Sound of Luing and had a grand sail across to the Firth of Lorne
and continued up the Sound of Mull to pick up a visitors’
mooring at Tobermory. The new mooring and landing facilities
are a great improvement, with a pontoon and landing place on
the west side of the bay. We had baths and excellent grub
ashore and the next morning in sunlight we were navigated by
Alexander across to Loch Sunart and up to the east side of
Carna. At this stage I took over and managed to find the rock
clearly described in the sailing directions. That evening we had
gentle sailing around to Drumbuie and anchored in the
northwest corner. The crew found their mobile telephone
signals were rather weak so we had a wonderful walk up into
the hills until we could see across the Sound of Mull towards
Coll. We obtained excellent signals to allow contact with the
outside world. The views were spectacular across to the north
side of Loch Sunart and over Ardnamurchan with the
mountains on Mull and Skye clearly visible that evening.

At this stage we realised that our target of St. Kilda was
unattainable in the time available. We had made preparations
and even obtained landing permits from the National Trust of
Scotland, a necessity arising from the foot and mouth epidemic.
However, the next morning another fresh northwesterly filled
in and James navigated us down the Sound of Mull and into
Loch Aline to have a look at one of the sites where the St.
Kildans were settled in 1929.

We came out again and round to Loch Spelve and here the
northwesterly was tearing across the Ioch from the mountains
of Mull. We came back out again (the rock on the east side of
the entrance is now well marked with a metal perch) and across
towards the mainland where we picked our way past other
moored yachts into a nice spot in Puilladobhrain. Brian Black
came on board for a gossip. He was en route to Oban to have
Caelan delivered to Norway for his voyage to Svalbard. I was
somewhat envious but had already signed on for an Arctic trip
in August with the Lomaxes. We landed and walked to the pub
at Clachan Bridge where we had good grub and chat and Holly
and James spent the night in a very attractive guest house.

The next morning we just caught the tide on the north side
of Fladda and came through the very stark scenery between the
Garvellachs, Lunga and Scarba and across the west side of
Corryvrechan and anchored in Bagh Gleann nam Muc. We
spent the day in this favourite anchorage and walked around
the north end of Jura where again good signals were obtained
for the mobile phones. As always watching (and listening to)
Corryvrechan is hypnotic and the flood was in particularly
impressive form.

That evening we caught the first of the ebb and sailed across

to Crinan and locked into the basin for the night. The next day
had a wet start but later we enjoyed a nostalgic trip through the
canal in sunlight, followed by a brisk run down Loch Fyne to
come alongside the pontoons at Tarbert. We enjoyed the usual
excellent fare at The Anchorage restaurant. The following day
Alexander and David had to leave by taxi, and we motored
towards Skipness passing an enormous basking shark and later
had a pleasant sail along Kilbrannan Sound. We came to anchor
in the delightful Torrisdale Bay for lunch. The sun shone and a
cold northwesterly continued as we sailed on to Campbelltown
where we berthed alongside the pontoons for the night.

On Monday the llth June we had a very gentle passage
home to Bangor, my last sail in Ardnagee. The cruise had been
a very gentle one, visiting many old haunts and as always great
fun with family and friends.

Later that week Ardnagee was delivered to the south of
England and has subsequently been sold. She is going to be a
hard act to follow but perhaps something shallower with a
conservatory on deck will appear!

John and Ann We closed our last Dunn’s Ditty
just prior to crossing the Atlantic in

Ciemefltson write of Faustina H as part of the ARC
a winter in the (Atlantic Rally for Cruisers) with

Windward Islands: Peter Ronaldson (ICC) crewing.
We had a great voyage with fine
weather throughout and winds and

waves that varied from brisk to calm. We were never bored
what with watch keeping, sail changing, reading, sleeping -
and of course eating the great meals provided by Ann
throughout. We supplemented our food with some successful
fishing. We saw whales and thousands (yes, thousands) of
dolphins. After 19~/2 days out of Las Palmas we reached St
Lucia and so qualified for the ICC Trans Oceanic pennant -
later presented to us by Peter Ronaldson. We quickly got the
hang of making rum punches and enjoying steel (or pan) bands.
Ann’s family arrived in Bequia for a busy and jolly two-week
holiday in 3 villas. We had fresh local lobster rather than turkey
for our Christmas lunch! We then headed south to pick up the
first of our guest crews from Grenada, Jennifer Guinness (ICC),
Alex Booth and Di Gleadhill (ICC). With them we went back
north to the Tobago Cays for the first of several later visits there
with visitors to snorkel over the wonderful coral. A week later
we dropped Jenny and Alex off in Trinidad, did another run
north with visitors - and then with yet more set off for
Venezuela. To cut a long story short we arrived at Isla

Faustina 1l crosses the finishing line of the ARC at St Lucia after a
19 day, 92 hour crossing, with (1 to r) Peter Ronaldson, John and
Ann Clementson.
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Our former Commodore
asked us to fly our flag
with pride. Faustina H
wore hers out across the
Atlantic !

Margarita, didn’t much like it and returned to Trinidad from
where we took a ’plane, via Caracas, up into the Andes at
Mrrida. That was wonderful. We rode the longest and highest
cable car in the world up to Pico de Simon Bolivar (most things
in Venezuela are called after him!), we went pony trekking, we
saw condors and amazing scenery. Much recommended. We
then had a month at home to catch up on family and friends.
Back on Faustina H we were joined by Ronnie (ICC) and Hazel
Barr and later by more friends and took them all north to the
Tobago Cays. We have enjoyed the friendly people of the
Windward Islands (no hassle from boat boys) and of course the
warm climate. As we write Faustina H is on the hard in
Trinidad (where the facilities are really excellent). We return to
her on 5 Nov and plan a voyage to the Venezuelan islands and
then north across the Caribbean to Puerto Rico and a lazy
’explore’ back down the islands to Trinidad. Much will depend
on the aftermath of the dreadful events of 11 September.

Jonathan Virden Twayblade did two little cruises in
2001. The first was with the Irishwrites of cruising Cruising Club in the Western

home waters: Channel. The second was to
Ireland and back, visiting friends.

The launch was earlier than
usual, to meet up with the ICC. But it was delayed so much as
to make it all a rush by the late decision to replace the cylinders
and pistons in the engine. Once afloat I took Twayblade to
Cargreen for two days commissioning, and incidentally do my
boatwatch duties. The Cargreen YC organises some members
to be conspicuously on board during nights in the summer to
deter interference with boats. I had completely rebuilt the main
electrical system during the winter, so this time was useful to
get as much of it proven as possible before sailing anywhere.

On 14th June I sailed alone to meet the ICC. This was a
fraught little passage. The tide was favourable for the 6 hrs after
leaving Plymouth Sound during which it should have been easy
to round Start Point on the way to Dartmouth. But the wind was
SE 15 kts so beating was required. After an hour the rain came,
then the visibility deteriorated to about half a mile, at worst.
Then the temperature on the engine went out of control, the
wind rose to a rather variable 12 to 25 kts, the electric self-
steering went on blink and the wind meter was not working.
Fortunately I know the coast there well. Off Bolt Head, which I
could just see about 6 cables away, I changed the thermostat on
the engine, which did correct that problem. But I could not be
sure of it until after we had been to Dartmouth. Being cautious
from the start meant that I had the right amount of sail set and
with minimum motoring we rounded Start Point before the
wind and tide kicked the sea up too much for comfort. Being
uncertain of the engine I went into Dartmouth downwind under
mainsail until I could be reasonably sure that short use of the
engine would do it no harm. The marinas were all full so I was
directed to an MoD wharf. There, God bless him, John
Clapham fielded the warps. It was a great relief to be alongside
TresiUian IV. The combination of hurry, unlucky weather and
untested gear made that simple passage very exhausting.

However the ICC’s visit to Dartmouth was great fun. The
Royal Naval College did us proud at dinner, in full naval style.
There was a curious air of disbelief; the security was clear; the
contrasts could be detected, and the occasion was to be
treasured.

Joy had joined Twayblade just in time for the dinner so we
spent a day in Dartmouth while the rest of the fleet took the
northerly wind to the Channel Isles. We followed next morning
and motored almost all the way to St. Peter Port. There we had
the good fortune to find Piers Bois able to come to supper. This
was the fifth day of his 50th Birthday celebration. The
champagne improved an already-good evening.

We caught up with the ICC fleet in St. Helier, in time to
catch the bus to dinner in Gorey. This was another splendid get-
together.

Next morning we woke up earlier then planned. But the
timing was just right to take the tide over a windless sea to
Treguier. We motored all day, mostly in poor visibility, in the
company of a few other yachts. We were off Treguier earlier
than anticipated. So we drove on to Perros Guirec, the next
meeting point, without having too much adverse tide in the last
hour. The marina at Perros Guirec is a half-tide pool with a
lock, which allows access for about 2 hours each side of HW.
Most facilities are fairly close and the shelter is excellent. The
lock opened as we arrived to find a whole pontoon free for the
ICC. We were very pleased to gain the extra day in a most
pleasant seaside town.

The ICC fleet gathered in time to go by bus to the principal
hotel for a major lunch. This was a great success and by the
time we returned to the marina our condition led to further
gatherings. It was especially good to spend some time with
John and Margaret Bourke, whom I had not seen for a long
time.

As Joy had to be home by Monday, we crossed the channel
on Saturday. It was mostly motor-sailing in comfortable
sunshine, not quite pointing to Plymouth. The wind failed in the
evening and we went into Cawsand at 0200. We were at home
next evening having taken Twayblade back to her mooring at
Cargreen on the morning tide.

Our main cruise was a pure family affair. Joy, Joseph and I
reached Cargreen YC just in time to join in the end-of-regatta
barbeque. It was good to meet many other members again.
Being in no hurry to go anywhere we spent Sunday at Cargreen.
We commissioned the ship again, after the most splendid
breakfast cooked in the clubhouse by the Commodore CYC,
Andrew Butcher and Jo his wife. On Monday we did some
errands in Plymouth, by car, and then drove to see the Eden
Project near St. Austell. No one should miss this great botanical
exhibition and its remarkable site. We saw it early in its life,
and it will develop very much in the next five years. That
growth will be well worth following. We then called on a friend
who lives in St. Austell for prolonged tea-time.

From Cargreen we motored, mostly, to Porthhallow, a bay S
of Helford, for the night. This bay is fairly shallow but has good
shelter from E of S through SW to NW. Then we went round
the Lizard to anchor off the beach at Porthleven. This is where
my sister lives and is always a place of great welcome. For
years she had wanted us to call there by sea and the near total
lack of wind and swell made this the ideal opportunity.
Porthleven harbour dries, so staying there would not be good,
though probably possible alongside the quay, with prior
arrangement, and we went on to Penzance dock for the next
two nights.

Having arranged that Joseph would navigate us to Kinsale
without using GPS we motored there. There was enough wind
to sail for half-an-hour. The visibility was not very good and the
radar was used more than usual for practise in the techniques.
Joseph’s navigation worked quite well, including some
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sunsights. I had an occasional look at the hidden GPS, without
having to take any action. In the late afternoon we approached
Kinsale and came close past a lugger which had stopped to fish
in our path. They were not only pulling dozens of mackerel out
of the sea, but also flew the RCC burgee. This was Bill Masser
and his children Paul and Harriet, the latter being my
goddaughter. As we were going to Ireland to see them and had
given a rough ETA the meeting should have been less
surprising than it was. After greetings they led us to the
anchorage in Sandycove where they were living. This
anchorage is well sheltered except from E (NE through SE),
but is rather shallow behind the island.

We had supper with them ashore that night, Friday. On
Saturday they gave a marvellous buffet supper in celebration of
the thirtieth wedding anniversary of Bill and Elizabeth. We
dressed Twayblade overall. After the initial gathering of guests
the young generation combined to make me toast the occasion
and the happy couple, with no notice, probably because I was
Bill’s best-man.

Next day we took a very large number of empty bottles to
recycling in Kinsale and went for a long walk near Sandycove.
All four Massers came to a prolonged and compressed supper
on board (Twayblade is quite small). And so ended Joseph’s
visit to his godfather and our time in Irish waters.

We motored half the way to the Isles of Scilly, and sailed for
the rest. We picked up a visitors mooring in Old Grimsby sound
and stayed there for four nights. The wind remained N of W for
all that time and the swell caused us to roll a bit more than was
comfortable. However the Scillies are a favourite place. We
went by local ferry to St.Marys for part of a day. Next we sailed
to the S cove at St. Agnes, the only beat of the whole cruise.
After three nights there we had thoughts of home, and had to
get out of the cove against a rapidly rising wind and swell in the
early morning in more of a hurry than I would have chosen.

That wind took us very quickly round the S of Land’s End.
As we had to wait for the dock to open at Penzance we
anchored in good shelter close off the beach just E of the E
breakwater at Newquay. We spent two nights in Penzance (I
must recommend the Dolphin as a good watering hole) and
then sailed with strong following wind to Plymouth. As we
passed the Lizard we had an unexpectedly good view of the two
major rocks awash six cables SE of the lighthouse. Clear large
brown lumps draining down occasionally in the swirl of tide
and swell, revealed by the disturbed water half a cable to port.
By going that close we saved several miles and kept out of
relatively rough water. But the exact position of them is still not
quite clear in my mind. We reached Cawsand for the night.
Next day we took the tide to Cargreen, and were home in the
evening.

Brian Dalton writes Boru departed Rockport, Maine on
1 October 200 for a winter cruise

of a winter cruise in Florida. Maine to Newport was
in Florida; old hat; Long Island Sound was

easy; sunshine and chilly air
accompanied the exciting passage

through Hell Gate (judiciously timed) and the architecture of
Manhattan on Columbus Day; and a brisk NW offshore wind
blew us down the monotonous New Jersey coast as the crews of
other winter migrants seemed to wear ski clothes huddled in
their cockpits. Lise and I were snug in our pilot house.
Chesapeake Bay brought the resumption of progressive warmth
from ’mile zero’ of the ICW at Norfolk, VA to the Spanish
founded city of St Augustine, FL where Boru was hauled until
February. Fixed bridges have clearance of 65ft; opening one
require attention to set time and use of VHF. The depth can be
5ft (which honed skills for breaking free from the mud like all

Boru passing Manhattan northbound to the East River on a dull grey
day, 19th May 2001.

ICW sailors) depending on wind, rain and proximity to an
ocean inlet but after a little the eye detects signs of shallows.
Two fleets small towboats monitor VHF along the entire coast.

Escaping the snows of New England the cruise then
resumed for six weeks; south to W.Palm Beach 26 44 N
(drought made Lake Okeecchobee too shallow for a side trip to
the Gulf coast); then north to Morehead City, NC for six weeks
storage. For gentle people, flora and fauna we enjoyed
Northern Florida, Georgia and the two Carolinas; the
remarkable history of America is abundantly evident by shore
trips to plantations, old ports and museums (especially Beaufort
and Charleston, SC, Norfolk, Williamsburg, Annapolis and
Washington).

Reaching the Delaware river yielded to trying easterly winds
almost constantly to Portsmouth, NH. an exception was the
dull, grey day we again passed Manhattan. (see hasty photo 19
May 2001). Our log reads ’...2 June - on our mooring Clam
Cove, Rockport - about 3,000 miles’.

Brendan O’Callaghan We enjoyed a year of pleasant
cruising in exceptionally good

writes of Brandon weather, bereft of gales for once.
Rose:, Our worst weather of the year was

probably on the first day of our
first cruise when John Godkin

(ICC), Bill Sheane, my brother Tony O’Callaghan and I took a
pasting of hailstones on passage from Kinsale to Baltimore. For
the rest of the week-long early-season cruise, it was fair
weather all the way, with lots of sun. Visiting many of the usual
pubs (I meant ports!) in west Cork and south Kerry, some of the
highlights included Kilmackillogue in idyllic weather, snug
West Cove for a lunch-stop, hearing the year’s first cuckoo at
dusk in evocative Derrynane, and a visit to Lough Hyne by
dinghy from Barlogue Harbour. I don’t really understand why I
ever go "foreign", with so much delight in at home. we
celebrated the arrival of summer with a traditional Cornish
Mayday breakfast of rasher sandwiches, buck’s fizz and music.
I had often heard "Paddy McGinty’s Goat" sung louder, but
never sweeter. The tide ran in our favour all week, particularly
at the critical sluices like Dursey and Mizen. It was a flying
start to the year and set the tone for the season to come.

Having participated in the Club’s two previous overseas
cruises, I readily signed up for the english Channel cruise in
company. Our plan was to allow a week to get to the first
meeting place - Dartmouth - a week for the organised part of
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Philip McAuliffe (ICC), Don Sinclair and Stephen Connolly on
passage (24th June 2001) Perros to Isles of Scilly.

the cruise itself, and a third week to get back home. Philip
McAuliffe (ICC), Don Sinclair and I were on board for the full
duration. Tom Kirby (ICC) joined us for the first week and
Stephen Connolly took over Tom’s place for the final fortnight.
Our thanks go to our colleague members who worked hard to
arrange the various events for our enjoyment. In particular, the
wonderful dinner in the Dartmouth Naval College is likely to
live long on the fond memory of all who attended. One felt a
tremendous sense of occasion. "Divisions" was also a
memorable experience. During our three weeks, the only
poorish weather was for a few days in Dartmouth, especially
our miserable 40 NM beat there from Plymouth in a wet Force
6. Apart from that, I can recall no rain or adverse wind for the
cruise, and the sunshine was particularly spectacular in Jersey
and Perros Guirec. My congenial crew very kindly treated me
to a sumptuous dinner at Le Manoir du Sphinx in Trestignel,
near Perros on 21st June, my 60th birthday! we arrived in our
home port, Kinsale, on schedule, via the unfailing hospitality of
out good friends on the Isles of Scilly, having covered about
750 NM while visiting 15 Ports.

Brandon Rose sailed her last major outing of the year during
three weeks in July/august. Walter O’Byme, Don O’Brien and
my brother Tony comprised another compatible crew for a
week’s cruise to Dingle from our home port. Again we enjoyed
good weather mainly, apart form testing beat to Union Hall on
the opening day, which provoked an outbreak of "galair na
mara". Highlights of the week included the very spectacular
panorama on emerging northwards from the Dursey Sound on a
clear day, and a visit to Sneem by dinghy from the exotic
anchorage off Oysterbed Pier. a passage through Puffin Sound
is the kind of thing that’s better done in someone else’s boat as
it’s hair-raising in one’s own craft. The phrase "another man’s
horse and your own whip" came to mind! The piece de
resistance was in Valencia Harbour after passing through the
bridge at Portmagee. Waiter’s Drascombe was at her mooring
near Knightstown as we arrived. On the Thursday, the four of
us sailed the Drascombe past Church Island to anchor off the
Tra Bhan, on the N shore of Beginnish, in perfect shelter from
the moderate sea breeze. Under the aftemoon sun we rambled
through the ferns to the top of the Pilot’s lookout to savour the
splendid all-round views. We returned at leisure to the beach
for a swim in the rising tide, followed by a picnic. We were

virtually transmogrified into characters for RL Stevenson’s
Treasure Island when a fully rigged three-mast ship hove into
view, framed by the headlands of our bay. It was a magical
moment, a cameo captured in the mind for eternity, returning in
our sailing dinghy to O’Neill’s excellent pub and restaurant.
That night, we shared the anchorage with the tall ship, the
Oosterschelde, a passenger cruise liner and the brand-new Irish
Lights vessel Grainne Mhaol.

My son Hugh and daughter Blaithin formed the nucleus of
the crew for the return trip from Dingle to Kinsale. We were
joined for the bank holiday weekend by John Crabtree, while
my wife Majella graced us with her presence on a number of
occasions during the fortnight. Visiting Sneem for the third
time this year, I found the courage to enter the N of Sherky Id.
and Cottoner rock and made an other tide-assisted dinghy trip
to the village, we sampled "beer, wine and spirits" in the 7-day
licensed "Blue Bull" after paying homage at three memorials in
Sneem’s triangular "squares". These honour and remember
Charles de Gaulle, first President of the 5th Republic,
Cearbhall (3 Dalalgh, fifth President of the 1st Republic and
Steve ("Cruncher") Casey who never became a president at all
but held the World Heavyweight Wrestling Crown. Visiting
five harbours in Bantry Bay, including enchanting Glengariff,
we savoured the fleshpots of Crookhaven on the Saturday night
of the Bank holiday weekend, en route we heard how Maurice
Fitzgerald scored the "point of the year" to snatch a draw for
Kerry against Dublin with the game in injury time. We rubbed
gunnels with the Calves Week racing fleet during a windy night
in Baltimore. While a few concerned skippers were rigging
additional shorelines in the rising wind, we saw the Lifeboat
put to sea, in dramatic circumstances and boisterous conditions
at about 04.00 on the Monday morning. Her mission (we were
informed) was to bring somebody in need of urgent medical
attention to an ambulance waiting on the pier. Thankfully we
experienced no further drama, returning to base in Kinsale by
the end of the week having visited 19 harbours,

In all Brandon Rose put over 1,500 NM under her keel this
season. None of this would have happened if an ICC member
hadn’t taken his dog for a walk on llth April. This person
showed extraordinary alertness, good eyesight, presence of
mind and rapid response. Somehow, in the pitch darkness, he
managed to spot "a lovely white yacht" (as he called it) drifting
seawards towing a broken mooring, quickly organised and led a
rescue mission, tied up the AWOL yacht on KYC’s marina and
then phoned me to tell me Brandon Rose was okay again. I
should do a "360" every time I sail past his house. I don’t but I
want to acknowledge my indescribable gratitude to Dave
Tucker (ICC).

Arthur Baker writes My objective in conducting this
passage has been to achieve arrival

of south Irish coast with crew in relaxed form ready to

to Brittany: tackle the French coast and the
terrors of its challenging cooking.

The first part of the voyage is
straightforward in that the 153 miles from Cork Harbour
requires an overnight passage of between 20 and 22hrs thus
allowing all to get their sea legs prior to sampling the
specialised delights of the Scillonain cuisine; now there’s an
oxymoron for you. However there is one particular
phenomenon that I’ve experienced en route but which never
appeared in my reading of several cruising magazines. Three
years ago at about 0300 hrs and 40 miles north of round Island
we saw a fleet of randomly spaced "floating JCBs"; yellow
flashing lights. We tried to sail around them, so with some
trepidation we sailed around them. Suddenly, just as the
darkness started to ease they disappeared. This was confirmed
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(honestly yer Honour!) by my sober crew of two marine
engineers and one dietician.

On our arrival at Hugh Town we visited the hardware store
and solved the conundrum. Apparently the locals, in order to
locate their pot buoys, fit to each a rotating yellow beacon
controlled by a light cell switch.

The major part of the next stage of the voyage is again
straightforward in that we usually anchor overnight in that
pretty bay between Gugh and St Agnes. A departure at 0330 his
allows a daylight crossing of the traffic lanes north of Ushant.
But then having gone down the Chenal de la Halle, there is a
problem of where to moor inside Ushant. Over the years we’ve
anchored off the various Arises: Porzmagauer; Sablons Blancs;
Bertthaume, as well as trying to anchor outside the
determinedly fishing and fen-y port of Le Conquet. Not one of
the former offered all around shelter, though each can yield a
slightly different form of anchorage roll. However this year, we
seem to have solved the problem; L’Aberildut is the place to
use. It has almost everything: the initial approach is not greatly
affected by tidal streams; there is adequate depth inside; shelter
is excellent; a helpful Capitain du Port shows one to a handy
fore and aft mooring; and there are a simple restaurant and
adjacent boulangerie. As usual there is an Ethiopian in the
woodpile. The approach, after passing the two beacons must be
with the leading light beatings 83 degrees true; a certain rock
now marked with our blue anti-lbuling made the point very
firmly.

Jimmy Markey writes As a non-boat owner I always left
the writing of the logs to some else,of 2001 cruising; this year I decided to say a few
words myself.

Just after Christmas 1999, John
Massey bought New Moon, a 25ft., 6 ton Hillyard, built in
1933, from it’s resting place, half-way up a mountain in Co.
Limerick. Insisting that he did all the maintenance work
himself, John worked very hard to have her ready for the 2000
season.

Early in May this year I sailed with John to Arklow, and
subsequently back to Howth via the new marina in Dun

John Massey looking for the hole in the glass!

Laoghaire. Later that month I spent ten days on John Doran’s
Moonstruck, a Bruce Farr designed, Beneteau Oceanis 44 CC
cutter, which is based in Palma. We decided to visit Menorca,
while doing a lazy circumnavigation of Mallorca.
The following is a brief log of our travels.
Day 1 Palma to Andraitx. 3 hours 20 NM.
Day 2 Relaxing in Andraitx.

In Andraitx we met Brain Tucker from Ounavarra of
Howth and Terry Johnson from Nyabo

Day 3 Andraitx to Palma via the nudey beach at Cala
Portals. (We heard that Evie Ronaldson might be
there!) 5 hours 20 NM.

Day 4 Palma to Pto. Petro. 5 hours 40 NM.
Day 5 Pto. Petro to Pto. Cristo 2 hours 13 NM.
Day 6 Pto. Cristo to Cuitadella 6 hours 36 NM.
Day 7 Cuitadella to Pollenca 6 hours 37 NM.
Day 8 Pollenca to Soller 7 hours 45 NM.
Day 9 Soller to Andraitx 4 hours 27 NM.
Day 10 Andraitx to Palma 3 hours 20 NM.
Plans were made for some short cruises in New Moon for June/
July, but the winds always seemed to be on the nose, and while
New Moon was willing to plough upwind, unfortunately, the
crew was not.

In August, Geoff Whelan convinced me that the weather was
right for a cruise on the south coast, aboard his yacht Evolution
2. Having got as far as Kilmore Quay, some very nasty weather
set in, and after two days with no sign of a change we came
home, courtesy of Iarnrod Eireann. We did, however, return the
following weekend, and had a lovely sail back to Howth.

Late August saw the crew of New Moon lunching aboard, in
Lambay harbour, after which, we decided to visit Skerries,
where we stayed the night on a local mooring. On the return
trip to Howth the next day, the tide being favourable, we called
in to Rush harbour for a few hours, and entertained Dick, the
self appointed harbour master. The ’well oiled’ conversation
was so enjoyable that the tide was forgotten and Dick had to
jump ashore very smartly, while New Moon put to sea with only
the narrowest clearance under her keel.

Trevor Wood writes In August 2000 Misty a Dehler 38

of Misty: was replaced by a Beneteau
Oceanis 411 in anticipation of my
retirement later in the year. The

maiden 10-day cruise in September 2000 from Dun Laoghaire
to Rathlin island, proving that the new Misty which is a 4-cabin
version with bow thruster etc. etc. is a comfortable and
commodious cruising boat, So we were ready for the year
2001.

We tried racing the new Misty in the Cruiser I class in
Dublin Bay but competing against the racing machines was
frustrating. Plans are in hand to have some Cruising Cruiser
racing for a bit of fun in Dublin Bay. (No spinnaker’s)

2001 started with the ICC Carlingford Rally. Yes!! We did
get stuck in the mud at the entrance (Misty draws 1.7m) then so
did others. The lesson learnt being don’t try to get into
Carlingford Marina at the bottom of the tide.

We then went on to join the ICC English Channel Cruise
with Rallies at Dartmouth, Jersey and Perros Guirec, we stayed
at some 15 ports with 2 overnight sails and two crew changes.

The Isles of Scilly was a nice surprise. It is the first time I
recollect getting decent weather there. It was glorious and the
visit to the lovely Tresco Gardens was our highlight, The
mooring buoys now provided at Hughtown were a happy
surprise, No worrying about anchor dragging.

Then on in easy stages to Dartmouth. The tour at the Royal
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Naval College, Divisions, and the magnificent dinner in the
very splendid Senior GunRoom to the accompaniment of the
Band of the Royal Marines was a privilege and completed a
memorable few days.

In Dartmouth we had a crew change. An invasion of wives
and Knatchbull relatives i.e. Patrick and Commodore John
Gunning, who helped to ensure safe crossing of the Channel
with 7 on board proving again that the new Misty is a
commodious boat.

We had a very important call to make in Guernsey,
"Bucktrouts", where you bring your own empty bottles and get
them filled with a clear liquid at only £5.99 a litre, add a little
miracle and tonic and you get a very fine G & T. Also available
in draft is a certain gold coloured liquid at £6.99 a litter Our
supplies replenished we felt we could venture onward to Jersey.

On the way to the final port of the rally we over nighted at
the Marina of the lovely village of Treguirer which is at the
head of a lovely and scenic estuary. We observed the enormous
and extensive mussel farms on both banks, which explained
why one restaurant offered nothing but mussels,

We were also in a real old fashioned ship’s chandlers with
wooden floors and the smell of wax and hemp where the crew
reupholstered themselves with some real red Brittany trousers.

On arrival at Perros Guirec we were greeted with a vast
expanse of sand and had to anchor a mile or more off to await
the tide. The final luncheon was organised in the beautifully
sited beach side Grand Hotel at La Plage de Trestraou. Will we
forget the dramatic entrance of Guy and Helen Johnston and
Bill Colfer from the yacht Sirikit? Homeward bound, the
weather kept us in Penzance for a few days. We had a chance to
visit the Porthcurno Cable, Wireless and Submarine Telegraphy
museum. The museum is underground in the special bomb
proof and secret base, where in two World Wars they were able
to maintain the crucial contact with the world, with under sea
cabling. It was an unusual museum and well worth a visit.

On the way home in the Irish Sea we had an important
visitor arriving at 0850 and staying for 9 hours. A racing pigeon
who proved photogenic as a helmsman but a bit messy. Many
attempts were made to launch him but eventually at Wicklow
Head we dispatched our guest to the passing container ship.

Crew list included Michael, Rhona and Patrick Knatchbull,
Fred and Val Hanna, Declan Tyrrell, John Fisher, John Gunning
and Roy Sugars.

On behalf of all of us I would like to congratulate Arthur
Baker and his Committee for the excellent concept of the cruise
and their fine organisation.

Misty completed her season joining the Royal St. George
cruise in company to Kilmore Quay via Arklow and the Rusk

The marina entrance at Perros Guirec.

Channel. We had the opportunity to visit the Saltees and were
particularly impressed by the amazing Gannetry.

Finally, the very loveliest sail of the season was definitely
the sail home from Kilmore Quay in a steady westerly 5/6 in
less than 13 hours to give an average speed of 6.8knots
including adverse tide at Wicklow Head.

In August Michael Knatchbull and I completed our season,
we joined Bernard Corbally and Ann Woulfe-Flanagan in their
fine new Hallberg-Rassy 42 Beowulf in Gdansk together with
Brian Keane (famed for his book Cruising Ireland). It was a
very different cruise for us but a sail in virtually tideless Baltic,
through the Kiel Canal to the UK was much to good to miss and
has given us many memories. On being apprehended by a
Polish police launch complete with flashing lights and sirens.
We visited and will remember the many lovely Danish, Dutch,
German, Swedish islands, ports, and marinas, particularly the
Friesian Islands which is well known as a shallow area made
famous by Erskine Childers in his book Riddle of the sands.

Ann Woulfe-Flanagan In late June I took over Beowulf
from Bernard Corbally, Jane and

writes of Swedish Hal (as skipper) Bleakley and
interlude: Heather and Alec Bell arrived on

Wednesday 27th June 2001 for a
week of ’pottering’. On Thursday

morning the weather was not over conducive to sailing. As
Beowulf was moored in the Wasahamnen it was a good time
look around the Vasa Museum housing the great wooden
sailing ship built by King Gustavus II Adolphus and sank on
her maiden voyage in 1628. She was raised virtually intact
from her watery tomb in 1961 and it is truly an awesome sight
to view this amazing ship of yesteryear as if she was just ’out of
the wrappers’. During a coffee break it appeared the weather
was improving so we dispatched ourselves to the reasonably
nearby supermarket for provisioning. We dropped our mooring
lines at 1544 and motored into a pleasant F2 through busy
fairways dodging ’wash’. (Many more motorboats and ferries
than yachts - we used the Richter scale of 1-10 to define the
severity of the ’wash’ for those below.)

After 8 pleasant sun filled miles we entered Vaxholm
harbour at 1740 and tied up fore and aft to the harbour wall. A
pleasant young man relieved us of 100 + 30 Kr for electricity
for the night. (Wasa was 180+20 kr and free showers). Jane
immediately asked for a restaurant and was directed to the
Waxholms Hotel. The earliest booking was 2100 so we
wandered around and hearing music came upon an open-air
theatre where we rubbernecked for a while. Dinner was
pleasant and we wandered ’replete’ back to the boat noting a
supermarket and a coffee shop for the morning. The morning
dawned rather dull but not bad enough to do some shopping
and enjoy an alfresco coffee. By 1500 we extracted ourselves
from a now very full harbour. I had heard that Grinda Island
was worth a visit and llM on we turned into Hemviken, a
delightful bay with a small marina (two piers) again tying up
fore and aft. This is the most popular way and we became quite
expert. This was a magical place but could be troubled with
wash from the ferries. There was a small restaurant and
facilities block on the shore and inland was the Grinda
Wardshus Hotel. Alec and Heather dispatched themselves to
book dinner, arriving back with the news it was full! Not to be
deterred we all went up to this lovely old building with huge
log fire burning in the hall and pleaded with them, the result
was a 2100 sitting but come a little earlier. We amused
ourselves with the antics on the marina, an ’Estate Agency
office party’ and arrived in good time for dinner to find the
place half empty! !. A good evening was had by all.

On enquiring where to explore next, we were told Moja
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Island was worth visiting. Saturday dawned beautiful and calm,
we were ready to leave by 1020, full of expectations of a good
morning sail to Moja. By the afternoon we had ended up with
2.7 M sailed out of 21 M travelled and four failed harbour
entries due to lack of depth or swell (we draw 2 metres).

The next idea was to motor towards the Island of Sandhamn.
When we arrived it was a job to find water space let alone
berthing space. It was a Regatta for a two day island race. After
three failed berthing attempts and one failed anchoring attempt
the only prudent thing was to head back to Grinda. It was with
relief at 2054, after 59M travelled we picked up a mooring
buoy and enjoyed dinner in a tranquil atmosphere.

Sunday 1st July saw us heading back to Vaxholm, an
uneventful trip through some interesting island scenery. We
arrived at 1220 and were charged 30 Kr for a two-hour lunch
stop. We arrived back in Wasahamnen at 1650 - glad to be
safely tied up. The Old Town beckoned and we went there by
ferry. It is a very pleasant place, narrow streets and very tall
buildings, many in the Dutch style. We shopped till we dropped
and then I "got separated/lost" but eventually found my way
back to Beowulf

Monday the 2nd found us cleating Wasahamnen to where
the whim took us. We refuelled at Fjadeholmarna but due to an
onshore wind could not stay very long. We wended our way
until we found the very sheltered bay of Sodergarnsviken on
the north side of Lidingo Island and the very large Boso
Batklubb Marina. We were directed to the visitors berth right in
front of the small club house which was not open and facilities
block. There was a dinghy regatta in progress as we arrived.
Jane and Hal walked to the village and came back with ’dinner’
- Heather, Alec and I went swimming.

Tuesday 3rd was our last sailing day, it was initially so calm
that as we drifted along we trailed warps and buoys and swam
behind the boat, gorgeous. After 15 incredibly leisurely miles
we arrived back in Wasahamnen at 1550. Jane, Hal, Heather
and Alec set off for the Old Town to shop and look for a
restaurant while I waited the arrival of Robert Fowler ICC (as
skipper) and his daughter Wendy who were joining me for ten
days.

Wednesday 4th was spent visiting the Vasa Museum,
heading to the chandlers in Old Town to buy charts and saying
good buys.

Thursday saw us up at the supermarket and the government
liquor store - very reasonably priced wine. Robert, Wendy and
I departed Wasahamnen at 1240 for our trip south from
Stockholm through the Danvikskanalen. We edged our way
through the first opening Railway Bridge (Danviksbro) at 1310
travelling past a mixture of warehouses and social housing. The
Hammarby Slussen was quick and painless - one only pays
when leaving the lake/lock system. After Arstra-Vinen bridge
we entered Lake Malaren and managed 3M of sailing out of
26M as we headed for the Island of Bjorko which Bernard
Corbally had recommended. This was our first dropping a stern
anchor - all was ready thanks to Hal Bleakley’s flaking before
he departed. All went well and we were soon snugly tied to a
popular jetty beside a yacht with a dog whose main occupation
was jumping overboard to chase ducks. This is the island where
the people we now know as the Vikings had their main trading
base, the busy market town of Birka up to 1,100 years ago. It is
well preserved and there is a fabulous museum with many
artefacts found from digs and models faithfully reconstructing
daily life as it might have been during their hayday.

We were sorry to tear ourselves away at 1250 on Friday 6th
to head for the Soderjale Kanal, (VHF 68) for permission to
enter. It is a narrow buoyed passageway with the Malar Brom
bridge to negotiate, it opens to set times. We entered the
Sodertalje lock where we were relieved of 120 Kr. We chatted
to a couple in a beautiful folkboat who were sailing -just a

Patience! Robert and Wendy Fowler. Photo: Ann Woulfe-Flanagan

small outboard for locks etc. We arranged to look out for each
other. Heading through the Brands Sound Narrows we vainly
looked for a marina that was on the chart. Not finding it we
dropped the hook in the lee of the reedy end of Oaxen Island -
so peaceful. I had two swims, Wendy was content with one and
cooked an excellent pester supper. Weighing anchor next
morning was no problem but clearing the mud took ten minutes

Our Folkboat friends sailed close by us at 1115 and arranged
to meet in Trosa. Main out jib up and coffee served we were
sailing, for all of 2 miles. Trosa channel is very narrow so it was
back to motoring. We tried mooring up the river but the mud is
a ’little high’ so we had to reverse back to the end of the long
wooden pier to the Gasthamn. This is a delightful town and
well worth a visit either by land or sea. We had lunch by the
river, and invited Allajetta and Kalfredrick for a drink on board.

A leisurely 18 miles brought us to the North Harbour of
Fifong Island - this is a natural very sheltered magical lagoon
full of yachts mostly moored fore and aft to the rock face. After
some deliberations and not sure of the procedure we chose the
conventional anchoring method along with many others and
then jumped over to cool down.

Sunday 8th dawned beautiful yet again and we prepared for
a long trip through the inside passage via Landsort. We headed
out at 9.35 the wind was F 4 but guess what it was heading us -
we motored the 44M through some most beautiful island
country - rather tricky trying to spot the buoys in some of the
very narrow channels - the rocks would have been rather
unforgiving. It is a very popular passage so a sharp look out is
needed. At 1700 we were tired and looking for a berth but there
was no room in the inn. Askfatshamne, Dalaro was too shallow
for us and we were eventually directed to the Karlslunds
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hamnkrog where we tied up on an outside berth at 1750. We
walked around to the ’offices’ to find that we could berth the
boat right in front of the restaurant which we duly did with
aplomb at 1830 very mindful of the watchful audience.

There was a grocery/chandlers, engine supplies and basic
facilities and the excellent restaurant. We left after coffee on
Monday at 1356 and dropped anchor at an island south west of
Dalaro for a swim and lunch. One can anchor off islands but not
in front of a house. We managed 5M of sailing as we made our
way to Saltsjobaden Marina, passing what obviously must have
been a Victorian Bathing area/Spa for The Grand Hotel. This is
a large Marina 240 Kr (ouch!). Some of the very large Swan
yachts were there along with other round the world racers. A
medium restaurant and a racing hedgehog amounted to the
evenings’ entertainment. There is a railway station - half and
hour to Stockholm and a new complex of houses but no grocery
shop. The Royal Swedish Yacht Club has a base there along
with a very comprehensive area for disabled sailors in specially
adapted mono seat yachts.

It was time to take the shortcut back to Stockholm, we
departed at 1255 on Tuesday through the Baggens Fjarden and
then entering the Baggens-Staket Kanal, this is a magical place
but not the for the faint hearted, very narrow, very shallow and
the mast touched overhanging branches at the entrance

We stopped in what turned out to be a very private
Fisksaetran marina with plenty of water under us for a change.
There we rode out a dramatic thunder storm before wending
our way in rather murky weather back to civilization stopping
at a canal side fuelling berth along the way. We also passed a
sunken house beside the Island of Sverigesholme before
completing the full circle and tying up on the outside pontoon
in the Wasahamnen - 141.6 M, 11.5 M sailed. Our berth
became a lee one by morning with a gale warning so it was all
hands to find an inside berth. Robert eventually found one and
a friendly 36ft. HR owner kept the space for us, he came on
board later to sample some local brew. Very glad to be inside as
it did blow a gale with a lot of heavy rain, thunder and lighting.

Elizabeth Seigne and Patrick Davey joined us in the evening
of Wednesday llth. Sadly it was too stormy to leave on
Thursday so we spent the day in Old Town, very pleasant. By
midday on Friday after some torrential rain we made a dash for
it and had a pleasant trip to Vaxholm. The main harbour was
packed - so consulting the book there were marinas marked at
the back of the island. We found a jetty and picked up our now
familiar fore and aft mooring, the notice said 3 hr. parking, we
took no notice and no one came near us. Wendy and I jumped
ship to book the smart upstairs restaurant in the Waxholms
Hotel. We returned to Wasehamnen on Saturday, luckily dry as
the next few days forgot there is a sun - rain and more rain. We
were treated to the marvellous sight of a balloon race as they
rose over the city and floated over head.

The whole area is a magical haven for sailing and pottering.
I feel that a shallow draft yacht or a motor boat offers much
more potential for really finding the special places, 2 m draft is
definitely too much. I would fully recommend the area for a
holiday.

Hugh Kennedywrites In 1997 the Kennedy family
acquired a different boat to replace

of a new boat the much loved wooden Nicholson
"Jolina" Class. She has reverted to
its original name Ladybird of

Bembridge and the name Tosca V of Bangor has been applied to
the 1992 acquisition, a Sparkman & Stephens "SHE 36".
Having found her in the West Country, we had a "Moody
Deck" fitted at Southampton, and had a delightful delivery trip
from Southampton water to Baltimore, back in 1997. In 2000

we had been able to persuade the organisers of the tall ships
festivals at Brest and Douaranenez to accept Tosca V 25 a
classic, so, having made a speedy delivery trip from home port
Bangor to Baltimore, (5th to 7th July 2000) with ex-
Commodore Micheal McKee and colleague Liam McCollum,
making up the crew (a journey which took under 48 hours
including a one hour stop at Rosslare to await the tide); we set
of for Brest at 1623 on Monday, 10th July in a brisk nor-nor-
westerly. The crew on this trip consisted of ICC Member Neil
Hegarty (my brother-in-law), his son John Hegarty, Captain
Niall Devlin, a long standing friend and crew member from
early days, and yours truly. Niall insisted on the way-point for
arrival at Brest, being 10 miles west of the seperation zone at
the end of the Ushant seperation zones; previously I had been
happy to use the Ushant nor-west buoy at a way-point.

The trip was fast and joyous, and 100 miles south of the Irish
coast we saw some fairly large whales (not Grampus, or Sperm)
but difficult to identify.

We duly arrived in Brest on 12th July at 20.20, and after
signing in formally, we found purselves being interviewed for
television, which we later learned had been seen live by
members of Neil’s family back in Cork. There was the usual
overwhelming and coloufful processions of ships, and crews,
music and entertainment ashore and afloat. After three
enjoyable days at Brest, in the course of which we met up with
ICC member Hal Sisk, and his newly acquired Sparkman &
Stephen ship Cotton Blossom, we spent many happy days
enjoying the spectacle, admiring the many and varied vessels
and appreciating the music and French food and wine,

On Wednesday 19th we left Dourarnenez and to Camaret,
and on the way overheard the good old yacht Glance (from
Strangford Lough) seeking permission to berth at the Morgat
Marina. we enjoyed a splendid dinner in an excellent restaurant
in Camaret; and stocked up with food and wine for the trip
home. On thursday, 20th we cast off at 0800 and after going
through successive fog banks (which made us appreciate
Niall’s expertise in operating our radar), eventually we met a
moderate sou-west wind which filled in to speed us northwest,
back to Baltimore. That evening we were privileged to witness
a truly exceptional beautiful sunset, quickly followed by an
even more beatiful moonrise. We continued happily on our way
and, towards mid-night on Friday 21st we observed the loom of
the Galley Head light, fine on the starboard bow, soon to be
followed by the loom of the Fastnet. Our journey from Camaret
to Baltimore took slightly more than 41 hours, we tied up to the
pontoon at 1 am on Saturday and enjoyed a magnificent dinner
aboard, at which we sampled our stock of French wines.

The rest of the season was happily spent in and around
Baltimore, visiting Sherkin, Cape Clear, Schull, Clandore, etc.
and, with the assistance of a young delivery crew, the boat was
brought safely back to Bangor Marina, on the 9th September
2001 (48 hour trip).

Although it had been our ambition to take part in the ICC
Cruise to the Cornish Riviera and Channel Islands early in July,
I found I could not manage it, as Brendan Bradley once
remarked in relation to a previous Brittany cruise, it had been
specially designed "to avoid children and barristers"!!!

Tosca V was prepared for the new season early in July and
we set off from Bangor on Thursday 12th, the crew being Ken
McMahon (a long standing crew member), Dr Oliver Woods
(Armagh) and John Hegarty (2nd Baltimore) a nephew-in-law
from Cork. we left at 11.00 am in a promising westerly, but had
to motor sail most of the way after clearing Donaghadee Sound.
We caught our tides however to Carnsore Point, and proceed
along the south coast in a steady northwesterly, laying our
course easily. Early on the morning of Friday 13th the wind
freshened considerably and after the loom of Old Head of
Kinsale light had been identified, a refreshening wind and sea
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made the going rough, so we furled some of the jib and put a
slab in the main. eventually at 6.00 am (second day out) the Old
Head of Kinsale was close abeam, the sun rose, and, with the
closing south-west coastline, the going became smooth, and,
with the rising sun, all the colours and landscape of the coast
were seen at their very best. Conditions were ideal, a
favourable wind, a flat sea, and bright sunshine, as we picked
off the headlands along the southwest coast. (Our eventual
arrival in Baltimore was somewhat delayed by the consumption
of a splendid breakfast and by listening into the last Test March
of the lions in Australia.

We tried up at the pontoon off the east poer in Baltimore, at
1300 hours on 14th.

Hugh Junior arrived with his (Spanish) girlfriend on Friday
20th, and on Sunday 22nd, Tosca V sat off for a mini-cruise
with crew Hugh and Arantia; a nephew-in-law, Paul Hegarty
and his wife Nuala, and the owner, we spent the first night at
Crookhaven and the following day sailed round the Mizen and
up to Bantry Bay to Lawrence Cove where we berthed at the
excellent marina. The shop, tiny but efficient, stocked wine in
addition to the usual foods. Next day we sailed up to
Glengariff, which was at its most spectacular. After a good
meal ashore, following which, we had hired the ferry motor
boat to leave us back aboard at the mooring, receiving
compliments from the Ferry Skipper and his mate on the
"safety conscious" attitude of the crew. Early next morning
Hugh Junior and the skipper cast off and motored gently down
Bantry Bay to enable us to catch the lasat of the tide around the
Mizen. we decided to try lunch at Heron’s Cove restuarant at
Goleen and, with infinite precaution, motored into this tiny
cove. After tying up and doing a bit of tidying, we decided (on
local advise) that, since local fishing boats had their berths
there, we should leave; and return to Crookhaven. there we had
a very enjoyable meal ashore with Aoife and Monica (who had
driven from Baltimore) which the owner skipper travelled back
with them by road to Baltimore and left Hugh and his friends to
finish their cruise. For the rest of the summer, we did a little
racing; and yours truly guested aboard Dom O’Flynn’s
excellent motor ketch at the ICC lunch party at Cape Clear on
the 1 l th August. Despite the rain, the meeting, and the meal
ashore, were very successful.

In view of commitments it hasn’t been possible yet to bring
Tosca V home. She is now berthed at Crosshaven Marina
awaiting a break in the weather for the final trip. (One
advantage of a fibre glass boat over a timber boat is that the
maintenance problems are reduced by at least 80% and less
time is required for "winter jobs.")

Stuart Nairn writes For the Channel Cruise of June
2001 we chartered Bavaria 41

of under the bridge Adelyn from Dartmouth with a

to Ponyrieux crew of family and friends, thus
gave us the time within the two
weeks to take up the kind

invitation of the "Societe des Regates de Perros Guirec"(SRP)
to join their Rally/Race from Perros to Pontrieux on the
weekend of 23/24 June.

We entered for the rally only, the sole ICC participant and
the SRP were most welcoming and laid back. For the trip we
were joined by old friends, Gilbert and Ellen Jesequel, who
acted as pilot and interpreter respectively. To anxious enquiries
about pilotage Gilbert invariably replied with a Gallic shrug
and "Eet is no problem!" Keeping out of the way of the racers
we followed the fleet in F3 SW past the Basse Gauzer buoy and

a run into neat little anchorage at Port Blanc to finish leg 1 and
have lunch. Very civilised!

Leg 2 took us past the towering Les Heaux lighthouse to
enter the Moisie passage, the building breeze and and flood tide
soon had us reaching at speed past the pine clad, rocky Ile de
Brehat and into the Trieux River. We briefly glimpsed our
Brehat anchorage of a few days previously at La corderie
(recommended by Les Auchincloss). Just past Lezardrieux we
handed all sail and engined up to the suspension bridge. There
was no particular problems though inevitably there is that
moment when the die is cast and you wonder if your initials are
going to be etched on the steelwork overhead! Relax man, we
wended our way between steep wooded banks beneath the solid
stone walls of the 19 th century Chateau at La Roche-Jagu. The
chateau is noted for its medieval style gardens and agriculture.
Well worth visiting. At Pontrieux we jostled our way through
the lock with the crowd and found a placid berth in the canal
basin near excellent facilities. On arriving at the restaurant for
our dinner we found it apparently full! But "Eet is no problem".
We were squeezed in amongst the company in sociable
confusion. Mine host produced his bagpipes and to our
astonishment played such old Breton favourites as "Amazing
Grace" and "Scotland The Brave".

Our mini-cruise finished next day with socialising and retail
therapy. Wine and cheese were easily shipped home, but DB
Moloney’s unframed 3ft by 2ft colourful seascape posed more
of a problem, resourcefulness triumphed though and now it
hangs as a bright reminder of le Cote de Granit Rose.

"All clear". Aisling Nairn at the suspension bridge at Lrzardrieux.
Photo: Stuart Nairn
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List of Past Officers of the
Irish Cruising Club

Commodores
1929 H.M. Wright
1942 A.W. Mooney
1950 M.A. Sullivan
1953 J.B. Hollwey
1954 R.P. Campbell
1958 E Cudmore
1960 H.W.S. Clark
1963 P.H. Greer
1966 R.L. Berridge
1969 J.D. Faulkner
1972 R.H. O’Hanlon
1975 D.N. Doyle
1978 J.H. Guinness
1981 P.J. Bunting
1984 C.J. FitzGerald
1987 J. Gore-Grimes
1990 H.P. Kennedy
1993 D. Nicholson
1996 L. McGonagle
1998 M. McKee
2000 D.H. Fitzgerald

Vice-Commodores
1929
1941
1942
1947
1948
1950
1953
1954
1956
1958
1960
1963
1965
1967
1969
1971
1972
1974
1976
1977
1978
1980

H. E E Donegan
A. W. Mooney
H. E. Donegan
R O’Keelfe
M. A. Sullivan
J. B. Hollwey
R. E Campbell
B. C. Maguire
E Cudmore
H. W. S. Clark
R H. Greer
C. Riordan
W. H. D. McCormick
J. D. Faulkner
D. N. Doyle
R. H. O’Hanlon
R J. Bunting
G. B. Leonard
J. M. Wolfe
A. D. Macllwaine
R J. Bunting
G. Kenefick

1982 C.J. FitzGerald
1984 L. McGonagle
1986 J. Gore-Grimes
1987 H. R Kennedy
1989 D.H.B. FitzGerald
1990 Arthur S. R Orr
1993 Brian Hegarty
1996 Michael O’Farrell
1997 Arthur Baker
1999 T.C. Johnson
2001 Donal Brazil

Rear Commodores
1929      H.R. Wallace
1930 A.W. Mooney
194 1 H.E. Donegan
1942 D. Mellon
1947 H. Osterberg
1950 K. McFerran
1951 R.P. Campbell
1953 B.C. Maguire
1954 E Cudmore
1956 H.W.S. Clark
1958 P.H. Greer
1961 C. Riordan
1963 W.H.D. McCormick
1965 R.L. Berridge
1966 J.C. McConnell
1968 J.H. Guinness
1970 R.H. O’Hanlon
1971 R.J. Fielding
1973 H. Cudmore
1975 J.M. Wolte
1976 A.D. Macllwaine
1977 J.M. Wolte
1978 G. Kenefick

1980 M. McKee
1981 J. Gore-Grimes
1983 L. McGonagle
1984 M. McKee
1986 H.P. Kennedy
1987 M.R. Sullivan &

D. H. B. Fitzgerald
1988 B. Hassett & D. H. B

Fitzgerald
1989 B. Hassett & A. S. P. Orr

1990

1992

1993

1994

1995
1996

1997
1999
2000
2001

Clayton Love Jnr &
D. J. Ryan
Brian Hegarty &
David Nicholson
Michael O’Farrell & David
H.B. FitzGerald
Michael O’Farrell &
P. Walsh
L. McGonagle & P. Walsh
Arthur Baker & Jarlath
Cunnane
J. Cunnane & P. Ronaldson
P. O’ Sullivan & J.C. Bruen
J.C. Bruen & P. Ronaldson
P. Ronaldson & P. Killen

Honorary Treasurers
1929 W. MacBride
1948 G.B. Moore
1964 N. Watson
1973 L. Sheil
1979 R. Shanks
1984 D. O’Boyle
1993 D. Brazil

Honorary Secretaries *
1929 H.B. Wright
1933 D. Keatinge
1935 R.P. Campbell
1937 K. McFerran
1941 D. Keatinge
1944 M.F. Hally
1948 T.J. Hanan
1960 P.D. Morck
1965 A. Dunn
1977 P.J.D. Mullins
1981 B. Hegarty
1990 C.P. McHenry

* NOTE: From time to time there were
acting Honorary Secretaries; the names
listed are where the incumbent has held
office for at least one year.
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List of Award Winners

THE FAULKNER CUP

Winner Yacht
1931 Keatinge & McFerran Marie
1932 A.W. Mooney Nirvana
1933 D. Tidmarsh Foam
1934 Mrs Crimmins Nirvana
1935 H.D.E. Barton Dauntless
1936 A.W. Mooney Aideen

1937 D. Tidmarsh Foam
1938 H.P. Donegan Gull
1939 Miss D. French Embla
1947 A.W. Mooney Aideen

1949 L. McMullen Rainbow
1950 H. Osterberg Marama
1951 H.W.S. Clark Zamorin

1952 P. O’Keeffe Mavis

1953 H.W.S. Clark Caru
1954 B.C. Maguire Minx of Malham
1955 C. Love Galcador

1956 N. Falkiner Euphanzel
1957 R. O’Hanlon Harmony
1958 R.E Campbell Minx of Malham
1959 EH. Greer Ann Gail

1960 R.D. Heard Huff of Arklow
1961 N. Falkiner Euphanzel
1962 R.D. Heard Huff of Arklow
1963 R.H. Roche Neon Tetra
1964 R. O’Hanlon Tjaldur
1965 L. McMullen Rainbow
1966 R. O’Hanlon Tjaldur
1967 R.E Campbell Verve

1968 R. O’Hanlon Tjaldur
1969 J. Virden Sharavogue
1970 J. Virden Sharavogue
1971 R. Sewell Thalassa
1972 J. Virden Sharavogue
1973 A. Leonard Wishbone
1974 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana

1975 J. Eves Aeolus

1976 G. Leonard Wishbone
1977 B. Law Sai See
1978 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1979 M.E O’Flaherty Cuilaun of Kinsale
1980 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana

1981 J.E Coffey Meg of Muglins
1982 E.EE. Byrne Beaver
1983 R. Cudmore Morgana
1984 O. Glaser Verna

1985 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana

1986 B. Bramwell Tor
1987 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1988 Terence Kennedy Icarus of Cuan

1989 Cormac McHenry Ring of Kerry
1990 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1991 Peter Bunting Gulkarna H

1992 Michael Coleman
1993 Paddy Barry
1994 Michael Coleman
1995 Peter Killen
1996 Hugo du Plessis
1997 Cormac McHenry
1998 John Waddell
1999 Brian Black
2000 John Gore-Grimes
2001 Paddy Barry & Jarlath Cunnane

TIIE STRANGFORD CUP

Winner
1970 R. O’Hanlon
1971 M. Park
1972 R. Gomes
1973 J. Beckett
1974 J. Guinness
1975 G. Leonard
1976 W. Clark
1977 J. Guinness
1978 J. Villiers Stuart
1979 J. Gore-Grimes
1980 M. Villiers Stuart
1981 J. Guinness

D.J. Ryan
1982 W.A. Smyth

1983 J. Guinness
1984 J. Gore-Grimes
1985 A. Morton
1986 Paddy Barry
1987 Brian Dalton
1988 Hugo du Plessis
1989 David Nicholson
1990 Tommy O’ Keeffe
1991 David Fitzgerald
1992 Cormac McHenry
1993 W.M. Nixon & E. Wheeler
1994 David Park
1995 Bernard Corbally
1996 David Park
1997 Brian Black
1998 David Park
1999 Peter Mullins
2000 Michael Balmforth
2001 Bernard Corbally

TI-IE ATLANTIC TROPHY

Winner
1978 R. Cudmore
1979 A. Doherty
1980 David Nicholson
1981 M.H. Snell
1982 David Nicholson
1983 J.F. Coffey

Stella Maris
Saint Patrick
Stella Maris
Black Pepper
Samharcin an Lar
Erquy
Heather of Mourne
Caelan
Arctic Fern
Northabout

Yacht
Clarion
Kitugani
Ainmara
Data
Sule Skerry
Wishbone
Wild Goose
Deerhound
Vinter
Shardana
Winifreda of Greenisland
Deerhound
Red Velvet
Ve lma
Deerhound
Shardana
Sung Foon
Saint Patrick
Boru
Samharcin an Lar
Black Shadow
Tir na nOg
Peigin Eile
Ring of Kerry
Witchcraft of Howth
Alys
Rionnag
Alys
Cuillin
Alys
Cuilaun
Greenheart
Lazy Day

Yacht
Morgana
Bali Hai
Black Shadow
Golden Harvest
Black Shadow
Meg of Muglins
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1984 J.E Coffey Meg of Muglins
1985 J.F. Coffey Meg of Muglins

1986 Hugo du Plessis Samharcin an Lar

1987 James Cahill Ricjak

1988 Brian Smullen Cuilaun
1989 Dermod Ryan Sceolaing
1990 Jarlath Cunnane Lir
1991 Ronnie Slater Tandara
1992 David McBride Deerhound

1993 Jarlath Cunnane Lir
1994 Jonathan Virden Twayblade
1995 Henry Barnwell Hylasia
1996 Cormac McHenry Erquy

1997 Brendan Bradley Shalini

1998 Adrian Spence Madcap

1999 Bernard Corbally Rionnag

2000 Henry and Ivy Barnwell Hylasia
2001 Susan & Peter Grey Waxwing

1941

1951

THE ROUND IRELAND NAVIGATION CUP

Winner Yacht
E.J. Odium
Brendan Maguire Minx of Malham

From 1954 the Navigation Cup awarded for the best cruise

around Ireland.

1954 Wallace Clark Caru
1955 Dr. R.N. O’Hanlon Ancora
1956 R.C. Arnold Maid of York

1957 R.P. Campbell Minx of Malham
1961 C. O’Ceallaigh Julia

1963 W. & B. Smyth Wynalda

1964 N. Falkiner Euphanzel
1965 L. McMullen Rainbow
1967 C.H. Green Helen

1968 J.D. Beckett Dara

1969 R. Mollard Osina
1871 M. Tomlinson Pellegrina
1973 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1974 R.P. Campbell Verve
1975 J.B. Law Sai See
1977 G. Leonard Wishbone

1978 R.P. Campbell & J.R. Osborne Verve

1979 J. Guinness Deerhound
1980 P. Gray Korsar

1981 Ronan Beirne Rila

1982 W.M. Nixon Turtle

1983 A. Doherty Svegala

1984 J. Guinness Deerhound
1985 T. O’Keeffe Orion

1986 B. Hegarty Freebird

1987 Wallace Clark Wild Goose

1988 W.M. Nixon Turtle

1989 Tony Morton Lamorna III
1990 Bernard Corbally L’Exocet
1991 Robert Barr ArMen
1992 No Award

1993 G. Nairn & M. D. Whelan Lola

1994 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
1995 Cormac McHenry Erquy
1996 Michael McKee lsobel

1997 No Award
1998 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick

1999 Ed Wheeler Witchcraft
2000 Harry Byrne Alphida of Howth
2001 Donal Walsh Lady Kate

THE FORTNIGHT CUP

Winner
1958 L. McMullen
1960 R.I. Morrison
1961 J.W.D. McCormick
1963 W.M. Nixon
1964 W.M. Nixon
1965 W.M. Nixon
1966 H.W.S. Clark
1967 Miss E. Leonard
1968 P. Dineen
1969 R.C.A. Hall
1970 N. St. J. Hennessy
1971 J.R. Olver
1972 C. Green
1973 M. Tomlinson
1974 J. Wolfe
1975 J. Gore-Grimes
1976 A. Morton
1978 R. Dixon
1979 B.J. Law
1980 R. Paul Campbell
1981 S. Orr
1982 D.J. Ryan
1983 C.P. McHenry
1984 B.H.C. Corbally
1985 R. Barr
1986 W.M. Nixon
1987 Dermod Ryan
1988 John Ryan
1989 Brian Hegarty
1990 Seamus Lantry
1991 Brendan O’Callaghan
1992 Clive Martin
1993 Brendan O’Callaghan
1994 Frank Larkin

1995 Dick Lovegrove
1996 Donal Walsh
1997 Michael d’Alton
1998 Jim Slevin
1999 Jim Slevin
2000 No Award
2001 Gary Villiers-Stuart

THE WYBRANT CUP

Winner
1933 J.B. Keamey
1934 Dr. LG. Gunn
1935 J.B. Kearney
1936 Leslie Chance
1937 A.W. Mooney
1938 Dr. O.P. Chance & R. Storey
1939 J.B. Kearney
1940 K.McFerran & Dr. O’Brien
1941 D. Keating & R. O’Hanlon
1942 J.B. Cotterell & J.F. McMullan
1943/45 No Award
1946 J.B. Kearney
1947 H. Osterberg
1948 Dr. R.H. O’Hanlon
1949 P. O’Keeffe
1950 A.W. Mooney
1951 P. O’Keeffe
1952 H. Osterberg
1953 No Award
1954 T. Crosby
1955 R.P. Campbell
1956 S.F. Thompson

Yacht
Rainbow
Vanja IV
Diane
Ainmara
Ainmara
Ainmara
Wild Goose
Lamita
Huntress
Roane
Aisling
Vandara
Helen
Pellegrina
Gay Gannet
Shardana
Sung Foon
Oberon
Sai See
Verve
Den Arent
Red Velvet
Ring of Kerry
Puffin
Joliba
Turtle
Sceolaing
Saki
Safari of Howth
William Tell of Uri
Midnight Marauder
Lindos
Midnight Marauder

Elusive
Hobo V
Lady Kate
Siamsa
Testa Rossa
Testa Rossa

Winefreda of Greenisland

Yacht
Mavis
Albatross
Mavis
Britannia
Aideen
Saphire
Mavis

Hazure
Evora
Minx

Mavis
Marama
Evora
John Dory
Evora
John Dory
Marama

if
Alata
Second Ethuriel
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1957 Col. W.S. Knox-Gore
1958 D.N. Doyle
1959 G. Kimber
1960 J.C. Butler
1961 S. O’Mara
1962 D.N. Doyle
1963 Lt. Com. T. Sheppard
1964 T.E Doyle
1965 S. O’Mara
1966 D.N. Doyle
1967 P.H. Greer
1968 D.N. Doyle
1969 R.I. Morrison
1970 Hugh Coveney
1971 J.A. McKeown
1972 J.C. Love
1973/77 No Award

From 1978 onwards the Wybrant
best Scottish cruise.

1978 Chris Green
1979 D.J. Ryan
1980 D.A. McMillan
1981 W.M. Nixon
1982 Ronan Beirne
1983 M.M.A. d’Alton
1984 R. BaIT
1985 B. Hegarty
1986 M.M.A. d’Alton
1987 Paul Butler
1988 Paul Butler
1989 Roddy Monson
1990 Roddy Monson
1991 Dermod Ryan
1992 Bernard Corbally

1993 Scan McCormack
1994 James Cahill
1995 Paul Butler
1996 Brian Black
1997 James Nixon
1998 Peter & Evie Ronaldson
1999 No Award
2000 Adrian & Maeve Bell
2001 Scan McCormack

THE FINGAL CUP

Winner
1981 Robert Barr
1982 W. Walsh
1983 J. Gore-Grimes
1984 R.M. Slater
1985 P. Barry
1986 B. Corbally
1987 Frank McCarthy

1988 Robert Barr
1989 Bernard Corbally
1990 Michael d’ Alton
1991 W.M. Nixon
1992 David Park
1993 Stephen Malone
1994 Wallace Clark
1995 W.M. Nixon
1996 Richard Lovegrove
1997 Alan Rountree
1999 Peter Killen
1999 David Park
2000 Tony Clarke
2001 Michael Balmforth

Arandora
Severn H
Astrophel

Happy Morning
Fenestra
Severn H
Greylag of Arklow
Elsa
Oisin
Moonduster
Helen of Howth
Moonduster
Querida
Dalcassian
Korsar
Fionnuala

Cup was awarded for the

Norella
Red Velvet
Goosander
Turtle
Givusa Kuddle
Siamsa
Condor
Freebird
Siamsa
Arandora
A rando ra
Mazara
Mazara
Sceolaing
L ’Exocet
Marie Claire H
Ricjak
Red Velvet
Cuillin
Ardnagee
Scotch Mist

Realta
Marie Claire H

Yacht
Condor
Carrigdown
Shardana
Tandara
Saint Patrick
L ’Exocet
Scilly Goose

Joliba
L ’Exocet
Siamsa
Witchcraft of Howth

Alys
Symphonic
Wild Goose of Moyle

Witchcraft
Shalini
Tallulah
Black Pepper
Alys
Velella
Greenheart

WRIGHT MEMORIAL SALVER

Presented to the Irish Cruising Club by H.J. Wright in memory of
H.M. Wright, Eolanda (15 tons), Commodore 1929-1942.
Year Race Yacht Recipient
1943 Whit Marama H. Osterberg
1945 Whit Mavis J.B. Keamey
1949 Whit Evora A.W. Mooney
1950 Whit John Dory P. O’Keefe
1951 Whit Alata R.P. Campbell
1952 Whit Setanta E Cudmore
1954 Whit Euphanzel N. Falkiner
1955 Whit Suzette A.E. Pope
1956 I.O.M. Zephyra S. Cresswell
1957 Cork-Schull Severn II D.N. Doyle
1959 Cork-Schull Happy Morning J.C.Butler MC
1960 I.O.M. Harmony R.H. O’Hanlon
1961 Cork-Schull Severn H D.N. Doyle
1962 Howth-Port St. Mary Cu-na-Mara D. Barnes
1963 Cork-Fastnet-Schull Happy Morning J.C. Butler
1964 Dun Laoghaire-H/head Twayblade E. Tweedy
1965 Cork-Fastnet-Schull Moonduster D.N. Doyle
1966 Dun Laoghaire-H/head Fionnuala R. Courtney
1969 Cork-Fastnet-

Castletownshend Moonduster D.N. Doyle
1972 Dun Laoghaire-Arklow Tryphena E Ryan
1973 Cork-Fastnet-Schull Cecille G. Radley
1974 - Korsar J.P. Bourke
1976 I.C.C. Querida ofHowth I.R. Morrison
1977 Crosshaven-Fastnet-

Baltimore
Howth-Strangford

Tam 0 ’Shanter J.C. Butler
1978 Leemara W.R. Cuffe-Smith
1979 Four Seasons L.G.E Heath
1980 - Deerhound J.H. Guinness
1981 - Korsar R.E. Mullard
1982 - Tritsch Tratsch IV Dr. O. Glaser
1983 - Deerhound J.H. Guinness
1984 - Beaver E.EE. Byrne
1986 - Misty M.W. Knatchbull

From 1993 Awarded by the Northern Area Committee

Year Recipient
1993 J. Russell Service to Sailing
1995 Adrian Spence
1998 Adrian Spence Greenland cruise
1999 Brian Black Greenland cruise
2000 Roy Waters
2001 John & Ann Clementson Carribean Cruise

THE GLENGARRIFF CUP

This Waterford Glass trophy which had not been presented since the
Jubilee Cruise in 1979 (see 1979 Annual) and is now awarded by the
adjudicator for the best cruise in Irish waters.

Year Recipient Yacht
1993 James Nixon Sea Pie
1994 Robert Barr Pen Men
1995 Bill Rea Elysium
1996 Maeve Bell Realta
1997 M,’iire Breathnach Romist
1998 Brendan Travers Sea Maiden
1999 Mfiire Breathnach SeaDance
2000 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
2001 No Award

JOHN B. KEARNEY CUP

Winners
1983 P. Campbell: Compiler of ICC Directions
1984 J. Moore: Skipper of S.T.Y. Graine
1985 Jennifer Guinness: ICC Publications Officer
1986 Harold Cudmore Junior: Yachtsman
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1987 Cap. G.E ’Eric’ Healy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard H
1988 Capt. Tom McCarthy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard H

1989 Sail Ireland Project: Round the World Race in NCB Ireland.

1990 Ursula Maguire: Secretary of Irish Yachting Association
1991 The Southern Cross Team Winners:

H. Cudmore, J. English & J. Maguire
1992 Denis Doyle: Yachtsman
1993 Arthur S. P. Orr: Compiler of ICC Directions
1994 Daphne French: Yachtsperson
1995 Ronan Beirne, Editor Annual
1996 No Award
1997 "South Axis’ team. Shackelton escape from Antartica
1998 Malachi & Evelyn O’Gallagher. Sailing directions
1999 No Award
2000 David Burrows: Olympic performance
2001 Carmel Winkelmann. Services to Junior Sailing

THE WATERFORD HARBOUR CUP

Year Recipient Yacht Race
1950 R.A. Hall Flica

1951 R.A. Hall Flica Islands Race

1956 D.N. Doyle Severn H Islands Race

1957 S.E Thompson Ithuriel
1958 J. Ronan Wye Islands Race
1959 J. Butler Happy Morning Pollock Race
1960 R.I. Morrison Vanja IV
1961 D.N. Doyle Severn H

1962 D.N. Doyle Severn H
1964 A.E. Pope Susette
1965 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1966 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1967 S.E Thompson 14~e
1968 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1969 E Cudmore Setanta

1970 D.N. Doyle Moonduster

1971 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1972 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race

1973 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1974 G. Radley Cecille
1976 J.C. Butler Tam O’Shanter
1977 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race

1978 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race

1979 B. Cudmore Anna Petrea
1980 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1981 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1982 C. Love Jnr Rebel County
1983 S. Mansfield Luv Is
1984 D.N. Doyle Moonduster

1985 J. Donegan White Rooster

1987 T.E. Crosbie Senta
C.J. Fitzgerald Mandalay

1988    J. Donegan White Rooster
1989 B. Cudmore Anna Petrea

From 1992 awarded by the Southern Area Committee:

1992 Michael Coleman

1993 Kevin Dwyer

1995 Arthur Baker

1996 Donal Brazil
1998 Gary McMahon
1999 Vincent O’Farrell
2000 Clayton Love Jnr.
2001 Andrew Curtain &

Gerry Sheridan

Stella Maris
S. and W. Coast Aerial Photography
S.W. Coast Rally Organiser

Services to ICC as Hon. Treasurer
llen’s return from Falkland Islands
Fastnet Dancer
Services to sailing

Channel Cruise

ROCKABILL TROPHY

Winner Yacht
1959 P.H. Green Ann Gail
1960 R.I. Momson Vanja IV
1961 R. O’Hanlon Harmony
1962/63 No Award
1964 J.D. Faulkner Angelique
1965 J.H. Guinness Sharavogue
1966 P.H. Greer Helen of Howth
1967 No Award
1968 P.H. Greer
1969 No Award
1970 J.P. Jameson
1971 R. Courtney
1972/73 No Award
1974 J.P. Bourke
1975/78 No Award
1979 J. Gore-Grimes
1980 J. Wolfe
1981 No Award
1983 K. & C. Martin
1984 No Award

Helen of Howth

Ganiamore
Bandersnatch

Korsar

Shardana

Deerhound

Estrellita

From 1985 onwards the Rockabill Trophy was awarded for
’A Feat of Exceptional Navigation/Seamanship."

1985 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1986 John Olver Moody Blue
1987 J.B. Law Redwing/Spirit of Shell
1988 No Award
1989 Colin Chapman Deerhound
1990 Colin Chapman Deerhound
1991 Wallace Clark Aileach
1992 Peter Bunting Gulkarna H
1993 Bernard Corbally L’Exocet
1994 Peter Hogan Molly B
1995 Brian Smullen Zaberdast
1996 Tom Foote White Heather
1997 Paddy Barry/

Jarlath Cunnane Tom Crean
1998 No Award
1999 Donal Lynch Laroha
2000 Susan & Peter Grey Waxwing

DONEGAN MEMORIAL TROPHY 1940

Year Yacht Recipient Race
1945 Evora R.H. & D.M. O’Hanlon
1946 Mavis J.B. Kearney Kingstown/Cork

1947 No Award
1948 Aideen A.W. Mooney Kingstown/Clyde
1949 Evora A.W. Mooney Kingstown/Clyde
1950 Sonia D.J. & EM. Purcell Clyde Race
1951 Minx of Malham B. Maguire Clyde Race
1952 V~king 0 Col Hollwey Clyde Race
1953 Flying Fox EW. Brownlee Beaumaris-Week
1954 Flying Fox EW. Brownlee Clyde Race
1955 Glance EC. Hopkirk Puffin Sound Race
1957 Severn H D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1958 Vanja IV I. Morrison Dun Laoire/Cork
1959 Severn H D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1960 Severn H D.N. Doyle Dun Laoire-Cork
1961 Cu na Mara D. Barnes Irish Sea Race
1962 Vanja IV I. Morrison Irish Sea Race
1963 Fenestra S. O’Mara Morecombe Bay
1964 Susanna J.C. McConnell Irish Sea Race
1965 Cu na Mara D. Barnes Morecombe Bay
1966 Orana P.D. Pearson Irish Sea Race
1967 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
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1968 Moonduster
1969 Moonduster
1970 Moonduster
1971 Moonduster
1972 Tritsch-Tratsch
1973 Moonduster
1974 Assidious
1975 Dictator
1976 Tam O’Shanter
1977 Red Rock II1
1978 Moonduster
1979 Korsar
1980 Standfast
1981 Bandersnatch

of Howth
1982 Joggernaught
1983 Imp
1984 Little Egypt
1985 Demelza
1986 Rob Roy
1987 Demelea
1988 Red Velvet
1989 Comanche Raider
1990 Woodchester

Challenge
1991 Findabar of Howth

From 1993 Awarded

1993 E Hogan
1994 Brendan Bradley
1995 Barbara Fox-Mills
1996 Evelyn O’Gallagher
1998 Bruce Lyster
1999 Susan & Peter Grey
2000 Arthur Orr
2001 Mungo Park

D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
D.N. Doyle Cowes/Cork Race
D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
O. Glaser Irish Sea Race
D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
C. Love (lst ICC Boat)
D.M. Irwin Morecombe Bay
J.C. Butler Irish Sea Race

O. Glaser Morecombe Bay
D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
R.E. Mollard Morecombe Bay
H.B. Sisk Morecombe Bay

R. Courtney Morecombe Bay
D.J. Morrissey Irish Sea Race
H.B. Sisk Morecombe Bay
R.B. Lovegrove Irish Sea Race
N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
N. Reilly Irish Sea Race
N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
M. O’Rahilly Irish Sea Race
N. Reilly Irish Sea Race

H.R. Gomes Round Ireland
E Jameson Round Ireland

by the Eastern Area Committee

Circumnavigation of the Globe
Brittany Rally Organiser
Distributor of Publications
Sailing Directions
Tall Ships Committee Chairman
Pacific cruising
ICC Publications
Sailing into his 80s

TRANS OCEANIC PENNANT

Auchincloss, Les King, Heather
Barnes, Sean Leonard, Alan
Barry, Paddy McBride, Davy
Bradley, Brendan McClement, Donal
Bramwell, Barry McHenry, Cormac
Bunting, Peter Mullins, Peter
Cahill, Bernie Nicholson, David
Cahill, James O’Farrell, Kevin
Chapman, Colin O’ Flaherty, Michael
Coffey, Jack Osmundsvaag, Harry
Coleman, Michael du Plessis, Hugo
Corbally, Bernard Smullen, Brian
Cudmore, Ronald Smyth, William
Glaser, Otto Snell, Michael
Gore-Grimes, John Virden, Jonathan
Gray, Peter Whelan, Michael J.
Gray, Susan Whelan, Pat
Greer, Perry White, Lawrence
Hogan, Peter

THE GULL SALVER

Awarded for distinction in an international sailing event by a member
sailing his own boat.
Year Winner Yacht
1995 Donal Morrisey Joggernaut
1998 No Award
1999 No Award
2000 No Award
2001 Denis Doyle Moonduster

THE PERRY GREER BOWL

Awarded for the best first I.C.C. log
Year Winner Yacht
1995 Alan Rountree Tallulah
1996 Jimmy Conlon Saint Patrick
1997 Hilary Keatinge Kilpatrick
1998 No Award
1999 Jack McCann Mary Lee
2000 David Beattie Aeolus
2001 Noel Casey Chartered

THE WILD GOOSE CUP

Awarded at the adjudicators discretion for a log of literary merit
Year Winner Yacht
1995 Robert Barr Pen Men
1996 James Nixon Ardnagee
1997 David & Joan Nicholson White Shadow
1998 No Award
1999 Ray O’Toole Lotophagi
2000 Bill & Hilary Keatinge Rafiki
2001 Robert Barr Oyster River

THE ARAN ISLANDS TROPHY

Awarded by the Western Committee
Year Winner
1993 Dave Fitzgerald
1994 Brian Lynch
1995 Paddy O’Sullivan
1996 Jarlath Cunnane
1997 Pat Lavelle
1998 Brendan Travers
1999 John Cunningham
2000 Jack McCann
2001 Roger Bourke

2001

BEST DUNN’S DITTY AWARD

Brendan Travers
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List of Members

Note: This list of members’ names and addresses is for the private and personal use of members only. It must not under any circumstances be used for
any commercial purposes, circulars etc, no matter how relevant such circulars might be considered to be to the interests of members.

* Denotes an Honorary Member. The year in which the honorary membership was conferred is shown in brackets.

# Denotes a Senior Member.

! Denotes Committee and officers.

Corrected to 7th November 1999.

We invite members who wish to have their partner’s names included in future listings to advise the Honorary Secretary.

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT

Adams, Peter J., 1970 (Gillian) Elm House, Mannamead Avenue, Mannamead, Plymouth, Devon PL3 4SP. (01752 269705) Modus Vivendi
Ahem, Michael J., 1990 (Ronnie) Belmont, Rochestown, Co Cork. (021 4363092/Office: 02l 4295011)
Anderson, Gordon E, 1974 (-) 30 Avondale Crescent, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 3390)
Anderson, Terry S., 1991 (Maureen) 37 Bayview Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 6TW Rosemarie ofCuan (PO)

(028 9754 1625/Office: 028 9045 1541)
Andrews, Dianne M H, 1988 (Tom) Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co Down, BT23 5NP. (028 9187 2233) High Jinx (PO)
Andrews, Tom M, 1988 (Dianne) Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co Down, BT23 5NP. (028 9187 2233) High Jinx (PO)
Aplin, Roger, 1972 (Jane) Romanesca, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co Dublin. (280 0434/Office: 475 6426)
Aston, Alan, 1997 (Irene) 1 Marino Station Rd., Holywood, Co Down, BT18 OAH. (028 9042 6497 Golden Nomad
Auchincloss, Leslie, 1992 (-) Beau Manoir, Rue des Maindonnaux, St Martin, Guernsey GY4 6AH. (1481 39840) Morning Flame

! Baker, Arthur R., 1990 (Maoorie) Shournagh Lodge, Carrigrohane, Co Cork. (021 487 0031) Irish Mist 1
* Baker, Marjorie, (Arthur) Shoumagh Lodge, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 4870031)

Ballagh, John B, 1998 (Rosemary) "Camelot", 19 Seafront Road, Cultra, Co Down BT18 0BB. (028 9042 8335) Simon den Danseer
Balmforth, Alison, 2000 (Michael) Westgate, Toward by Dunoon, Argyll, Scotland PA23 7UA. (01369 870271/Office: 01369 870251) Greenheart (PO)
Balmforth, Michael B., 1966 (Alison) Westgate, Toward, Dunoon, Argyll, PA23 7UA. (01369 870271/Office: 01369 870251) Greenheart
Barnes, Sean, 1998 (Brioni) Lynwood, Cunningham Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 8088) Cu Two
Barnwell, Henry, 1990 (Ivy) Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 6254) Hylasia (PO)
Barnwell, Ivy, 1990 (Henry) Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 6254) Hylasia (PO)
Barr, Hazel, 1971 (Ronnie) 60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 4TB. (028 9181 3369) Maimoune

! Barr, R.G.M., 1973 (Hazel) 60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 4TB. (028 9181 3369/Office: 028 9181 3369) Maimoune
# Barr, Robert, 1969 (Mary) Heather Lodge, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Dublin 18. (289 3269) Aven

Barrington, Desmond J., 1983 (Helen) 37 Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 5732)
Barry, Frederick, 1990 (Elaine) 59 Nutley Road, Donnybrook, Dublin 4.

* Barry, Mary, 1986 (Paddy) 21 Belgrave Road, Monkstown, Co Dublin. (280 0820)
Barry, Paddy, 21 Belgrave Road, Monkstown, Co Dublin. (280 0820) Saint Patrick

Hon. Editor ICC Annual, 1984
Barry, Tim, 2001 (Judie) Beechmount Ho, Innishannon, Co Cork. (021 477 5333) Daedalus
Beach, John S., 1992 (Simone) Ballydugan House, Downpatrick, Co Down BT30 8HA. (028 446 12048/Office: 028 9442 8216) Celtic Rival (PO)
Beattie, David, 1999 (Mary) Woodstock, Marlborough Road, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 2050/Office: 662 5222) Schollevaer & Aeolus (PO)
Beck, Horace P., 1963 (-) Ripton Middlebury, Vermont, 0766, USA. J’ablesse
Beirne, Ronan M., 1975 (Sheila) 5 Doonanore Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (284 0759/Office: 867 1888) Swallow
Bell, Adrian, 1996 (Maeve) 1 The Drive, Richmond Park, Belfast BT9 5EG. (028 9066 8435/Office: 028 9066 7914) Realta (PO)
Bell, J. Alan, 1994 (Gillian) The Coach House, 1A Carnathen Lane, Donaghadee, Co Down BT21 0EH. (028 9188 8949/Office:028 9042 8136)
Bell, Maeve, 1996 (Adrian) 1 The Drive, Richmond Park, Belfast BT9 5EG. (028 9066 8435/Office: 028 9067 2488) Realm (PO)
Black, Brian, 1981 (Lesley) 137 Shore Road, Strangford, Co Down BT30 7NP. (028 4488 1678/Office: 028 9026 2000) Caelan of Strangford
Bohane, Liam A., 1990 (-) Brandon Lodge, Mount Ovel, Rochestown, Cork. (021 436 1860)

# Bourke, J. Roger, 1940 (Norma) Corbiere, Ashbourne Avenue, S. C. Road, Limerick. (06l 300671) lduna
Bourke, John E, 1965 (Margaret) Parkwood, Camckbrennan Rd., Monkstown, Co Dublin. (280 1657) Hobo Six (PO)
Bourke, Dr. Michael Paget, 1975 (-) Linden, Brighton Rd, Foxrock, Dublin 18. (289 2133)
Bourke, Philip, 1983 (Ann) Avon Wood, Avoca Avenue, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (288 7491) Fiacra
Boyd, Kenneth M., 1987 (Hilary) Coolbeg, 23 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co Down, BT18 0BB. (028 9042 4422) Jeremy Fisher of Hamble

! Bradley, Brendan, 1980 (Pamela) Blue Rock, Killough, Kilmacanogue, Co Wicklow. (286 9645)
Brady, William, 1985 (-) Mahonville, Castle Road, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4357963/Office: 021 4270917)
Branagan, Michael, 1989 (-) 14 Blackberry Rise, Portmarnock, Co Dublin. (846 2554)
Branigan, Brenda, 1990 (Pat) Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Dublin 18. (295 6273/Office: 896106) Maximizar (PO)
Branigan, Patrick M.C., 1982 (Brenda) Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Dublin 18. (295 6273) Maximizar (PO)

* Brazil, Clare, (1993) (Donal) Killard, John’s Hill, Waterford. (051 875636)
! Brazil, Donal E, Killard, John’s Hill, Waterford. (051 875636/Office: 051 872039) Ruinette (PO)Kilpatrick (PO)

Hon Treasurer ICC, 1990
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Breathnach, Maire, 1997 (-)
Brogan, Dr. Michael, 1997 (Laura)

* Brooke, David D,
Hon. Sec. RCC, 2000 (2000)

Bruen, J. Chris,
Rear Commodore, 1990 (Maureen)

Bryce, Robert G., 1969 (-)

Bunting, Christopher J., 1986 (Claire)
Bunting, Peter J., 1962 (Elaine)

# Butler, J. C., 1959 (Margaret)
Butler, Maurice R, 2000 (Margaret)

Butler, Paul, 1987 (Noirin)
Butler, Pierce, 1995 (Vivienne)
Byrne, E. Philip, 1982 (Rosemary)
Byrne, Harry E. O’C, 1974 (-)
Cahill, Daniel, 1990 (-)
Cahill, James J, 1978 (Katherine)
Casey, Noel, 2001 (Mary)
Cassidy, Brendan, 1982 (-)
Cassidy, Liam, 1978 (Vera)
Chapman, Colin A., 1989 (Jeanne)
Clapham, John E, 1965 (Rosie)

# Clark, Wallace, MBE, DL, 1951 (June)
Clarke, Tony, 1985 (Eileen)
Clementson, Ann, 1969 (John)

Clementson, John, 1997 (Ann)
Cliftbrd, Thomas E, 1988 (-)
Clow, John W., 1991 (Joan)
Coad, Brian P., 1982 (Daphne)
Coad, Geoffrey, 1991 (Catherine)
Coffey, John E, 1981 (-)
Coleman, Michael C., 1988 (Eileen)
Colfer, Bill, 1999 (-)
Collins, Michael D., 1975 (-)
Condom K. Cal, 1988 (Peg)
Conlon, Jimmy. 1996 (Kathleen)
Connor, Brendan J., 1980 (-)
Conway, Leo, 1991 (Phil)

# Cooke, K. L., 1959 (-)
Cooke, Tom, 1996 (Stephanie)
Cooke of lslandreagh, Lord,

OBE, DL, 1977 (-)
Cooper, Paul D., 1983 (-)
Corbally, Bernard H. C., 1984 (Erica)
Costello, Walter E, 1980 (-)
Cotter, William J., 1975 (-)
Cotter-Murphy, Maeve, 2000 (Patrick)
Courtney, Peter, 1982 (Helena)
Craughwell, Michael, 1997 (Anne)

Crebbin, John E, 1992 (Jennifer)
Crisp, Graham D, 2000 (Patricia)
Cronin, T. P., 1981 (-)

# Crosbie, E., 1957 (-)
Cross, Dan, 1986 (Jill)
Crotty, Martin G, 1999 (-)
Crowley, Peter D, 2001 (Marie)
Cudmore, Anne L, 1979 (Ronald)
Cudmore, Brian, 1966 (Eleanor)
Cudmore, Denis, 1986 (Brid)
Cudmore, Eleanor, 1997 (Brian)
Cudmore, Fred Jnr, 1966 (-)
Cudmore, Harold Jnr, 1959 (Lauren)

# Cudmore, Dr. Harold, 1956 (Mary)

Cudmore, Dr John, 1977 (Aideen)
Cudmore, Justin R, 1966 (Kate)
Cudmore, Mary, 1970 (Harry)
Cudmore, Peter E, 1966 (-)
Cudmore, Ronald, 1964 (Anne)
Cullen, Maurice, 1971 (Elizabeth)
Cullen, Peter C., 1999 (Kerri)
Cullen, Stephen, 2001 (Maryvonne)

Culleton, Peter, 1990 (-)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT

4 Gate Lodge, Castle Road, Blackrock, Cork. (02l 435 7753)
Doctor’s Road, Ballyhaunis, Co Mayo. (0907 30992/Office: 0907 30016) Mac Duach

Whitehouse Barn, Hangram Lane, Sheffield S11 7TQ.

Calypso, Fairy Hill, Monkstown, Co Cork. (021 4863510) Sundream

St Benedicts, Thormanby Road, Baily, Co Dublin. (832 2829)
27 Sheep Cottages, Amersham Road, Little Chalfont, Bucks. HP6 6SW. (01494 762907/Office 0181 966 2492)
Keeper’s House, West Tytherley, Salisbury, SP5 1LY. (01794 341521 ) Gauntlet (PO)

Belgrove, Cohh, Cork. (021 4811343)
274 Seacliff Rd, Bangor, Co Down BT20 5HS. (028 9146 5066/Office: 028 9032 6881) Leemara ofHowth (PO)

32 Oakley Grove, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (288 4393) Red Velvet

Kingston Farm, Kilternan, Co Dublin. (295 5166/Office: 628 20238) Moonshine

Sunnydale, 4 Nugent Road, Churchtown, Dublin 14. (298 1951) Growltiger

Lismoyle, Coast Road, Malahide, Co Dublin. (845 0498) Alphida of Howth

Cuan Ban, Colla Road, Schull, Co Cork.
Ellison St, Castlebar, Co Mayo. (094 25500) Ricjak

19 Rostrevor Road, Rathgar, Dublin 6. (497 9611/Office: 604 2977)
Dunluce, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 2254)
4 St. Helens, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co Dublin. (280 3717)
The Old Rectory, Comeragh, Kilmacthomas, Co Waterford. (051 291166/Office: 051 875855) Deerhound

Mertoun, Cliffside Road, Torquay, Devon TQI 3LB. (01803 324726/Office: 01803 297337) Tresillian IV

Gorteade Cottage. 115 Kilrea Road, Upperlands, Co Derry, BT46 5SB. (028 7964 2737)
Friarstown, Ballyclough, Co Limerick. (061 229035/Office: 061 414852) Velella

Ballyreagh, Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 8SN.
(028 9181 2310/Office: 028 9065 6612) Faustina H (PO)

B allyreagh, 84 Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 8SN. (028 9181 23101 Faustina H (PO)

The Kerries, Tralee, Co Kerry.
Mid Linthills, Lochwinnoch, Renfrewshire, Scotland, PAl2 4DL. (01505 842881) Capercaillie

Noreville, lnistioge, Co Kilkenny. (056 58417) Raasay of Melfort

Pine Cottage, Ballinakill, Dunmore Road, Waterford. (051 875651) Solo

"The Bungalow", Spencer Villas, Glasthule, Co Dublin. (284 3727)
Mount Carmel, High Road, Rushbrooke, Cobh, Co Cork. (021 4811397) Stella Maris

Grangecon Demesne, Grangecon, Co Wicklow. (045 403212) Sirikit HI (PO)

"lnniskeel", Quill Road, Kilmacanogue, Co Wicklow. (286 8109)
Montana, Crab Lane, B lackrock, Cork. (021 4294165/Office: 021 4543102)
11 Shrewsbury Lawn, Cabinteely, Dublin 18. (282 2042)
102 Amiens St, Dublin 1. (087 255 4013/Office: 855 2201 )
Windrush, Killiney Road, Co Dublin. (285 1870) Delphin

Salia, Dublin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 2348) Kumaree

Fortal, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 5797/Office: 667 0685) Sandy Ways

lslandreagh House, Dunadry, Co Antrim, BT41 2HE Misaja

3 Bayside Park East, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 4289)
Gilspear, Kilmacanogue, Co Wicklow. (286 3261)
11A/3 Darling Point Road, Darling Point, NSW 2027, Australia. (02 9363 3639)
6 Old Orchard, Ann Devlin Road, Templeogue, Dublin 14. (494 3497)
Hop Island, Rochestown, Cork. (021 4894161/Office: 021 4272783)
Seamount, Balscadden Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2008)
39 Threadneedle Rd., Salthill, Galway. (091 52118/Office: 091 568222)
3 Eaton Brae, Corbawn Lane, Shankill, Co Dublin. (282 4468/Office: 670 9129)
5 Percy Place, Dublin 4. (668 1560/Office: 087 255 8397)
35 Harbour View, Howth, Co Dublin.
Woodlands, Montenotte, Cork. (021 4501963/Office: 021 4272722)
Woodhouse, Aghamarta, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 4831521 )

6 Trafalgar Lane, Monkstown, Co Dublin. (280 8075)
Kilshallow, Burkes Lawn, Upper Glanmire, Cork. (021 430 6478/Office: 021 432 2444)
Pilot House, Bulloch Harbour, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (28(I 3390)
"Cloudhill", Moneygourney, Douglas, Cork. (021 489 3625/Fax: 021 489 3625)
The Anchorage, Harbour View, Kilbrittain, Co Cork. (023 49665)
Cloudhill, Moneygourney, Douglas, Cork. (021 489 3625)
Ocean Approach, Myrtleville, Co Cork. (021 4831541 )
4 Queen’s Road, Cowes, Isle of Wight, PO31 8BQ. (1983 280466)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 4293016)
6 The Garden Village, Talbots Inch, Kilkenny. (056 65838)
Southcourt, South Douglas Road, Cork. ((121 4892242/Office: 021 4274019)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 4293016)

18 Willowmere, Rochestown Road, Cork. (021 4364257/Office: 021 4503726)
Aghowle Upper, Ashford, Co. Wicklow. (086 811 1235)
"’Grianblah", Palmerston Park, Dublin 6. (497 7002)
Tedburn, Claremont Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 2774/Office: 230 0711) Koala (PO)

5 Montevella, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 6906/Office: 086 243 5450) Feeric

9 Lavista Avenue, Sutton, Dublin 13. (833 6586/Office: 087 205 4620)

Lazy. Day
Beowulf (PO)

Zubenubi (PO)
Setanta

Oona
Buskateer

Alannah
Euphanzel

Excuse Me
La Lagune (PO)

Koala (PO)
Serifa of Cork

Ann Again
Kanga

Ann Again

Silver Slipper

Setanta (PO)
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Cunnane, Jarlath J, 1988 (Madeline)
Cunningham, Dr John, 1998 (Patricia)
Currie, John D., 1985 (Wendy)

! Curtain, Dr. W. Andrew, 1971 (Helen)
Curtin, J. Leonard, 1993 (Mary)

Cuthbertson-Smith, Frances, 1987
(Donald)

# D’Alton, Michael M. A., 1956 (-)
d’Esterre Roberts, R. Grattan, 1989

(Mairead)
Dalton, Brian, 1967 (Lise)
Daly, Dominic J., 1968 (-)
Daly, John E., 1990 (Marion)
Davis, Helen J., 1980 (Samuel)
Davis, Samuel M., 1980 (Helen)
Deane, Douglas, 1965 (Liz)

* Deignan, Owen M., (1999) (Terry)

Delamer, David, 1994 (-)
Dempsey, J. A., 1973 (-)
Devenney, E. K., 1973 (-)
Dick, J.R. William, 1971 (Heather)
Dickinson, William B., 1979 (Elizabeth)
Doherty, Anne, 2000 (-)
Donegan, James D., 1983 (Deirdre)
Doonan, Francesca, 1988 (Paul)
Doonan, Paul S, 1986 (Francesca)
Dooney, Martin

Doran, John, 1997 (Anna)
Doyle, D. Conor, 1966 (Mareta)
Doyle, Frank, 1966 (-)

* Drew, Robert E., (1997) (Mindy)
du Plessis, Hugo, 1978 (-)
Duffin, Nicholas S. R., Sr, 1990

(Andrena)
Duggan, John P., 1986 (-)

# Dunn, Aidan, 1963 (-)
Dunphy, T. Austin, 1990 (-)
Dwyer, David M., 1993 (-)
Dwyer, Kevin E, 1966 (Fiona)
Dyke, Stanley W., 1965 (-)
England, Liz, 1967 (Fred)
Escott, William P., 1980 (Pat)
Espey, Fred J. K., 1978 (-)
Eves, Alastair R. W., 1984 (Janet)
Eves, F. Maitland, M.B.E., 1967 (Eva)
Eves, Jeremy R. F., 1975 (Heather)
Eves, Roland E., 1982 (Elizabeth)
Fahy, Patrick J., 1982 (-)
Fannin, Robert J., 1981 (-)
Fasenfeld, George, 1997 (-)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

"Terra Nova", Spencer Park, Castlebar, Co Mayo. (094 25231/Office: 087 616 8532)
Bridge House, Tuam, Co Galway. (093 24155)
4 Shore Street, Donaghadee, Co Down, BT21 0DG.
"Riverview", 47 Sundays Well Rd., Cork. (021 4393862/Office: 021 4342080)
Springmount, Carrigrohane, Co Cork. (021 4871508/Office: 021 4545222)
122B Bluehouse Lane, Limpsfield, Surrey RH80AR. (01883 717383)

Kilda Lodge, St. George’s Ave., Killiney, Co Dublin.
Riverwood, Currabinny, Co Cork. (021 4374444/Office: 021 4378383)

89 Rockport Shores, Rockport, ME 04856. (207 596 2959)
Pembroke House, Pembroke Street, Cork. (021 4505965/Office: 021 4277399)
The Glade, Moneygourney, Douglas, Cork. (021 4362833/Office: 021 4277911)
8 Glenmachan Drive, Belfast, BT4 2RE. (028 9076 1417/Office: 028 9754 1294)
8 Glenmachan Drive, Belfast, BT4 2RE. (028 9076 1417/Office: 028 9754 1294)
Churchbay, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831002)
72 St. Lawrence Rd, Clontarf, Dublin 3. (833 9594)
Baily Cottages, Bally, Co Dublin. (839 3634)
Inwood, South Strand, Skerries, Co Dublin. (849 1326)
4 Vernon Park, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 4PH. (028 9146 1410)
Redboy, Blessington, Co Wicklow. (045 65233)
2 Victoria Terrace, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5JB. (028 9146 8772)
Castlebar Road, Westport, Co Mayo. (098 28607/Office: 098 26633)
Carrigmore, Glounthaune, Co Cork. (021 4353137/Office: 021 4277155)
Boothill, Durrus, Co Cork.
Boothill, Durrus, Co Cork.
Greenstones Hall, Glandore, Co Cork. (028 33271/Office: 087 280 7186)
Drisoge, Baily, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 1709/Office: 830 9533)
c/o D.F. Doyle Ltd, 1 Connell Street, Cork. (021 4772348/Office: 021 4275235)
17 Barnstead Drive, Church Road, Blackrock, Cork. (/Office: 021 4275235)
47 Fair Street, Guilford, CT 06437, USA. (203 453 5474)
29 Greenway Close, Lymington, Hampshire SO41 9JJ. (01590 673631)
11 Grey Point, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co Down, BT19 1LE. (028 918 52688)

Edifico "As Caravelas", Rua Dr. Eduardo Neves,, 9-6., 1069-053 Lisboa, Portugal. (01 791 40 00)
2 Nutley Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4. (269 1158/Office: 283 8947)

Sealawn, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 2853)
32 Radcliffe, Dublin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 4910)
The Wilderness, Glanmire, Co Cork. (021 4353441)
Benwell, Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 7918)
Eastwood, Donaldson’s Brae, Kilcreggan, Dunbartonshire, Scotland G84 0LA. (01436 842175)
70 Thornleigh Gardens, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 4NP. (028 9146 1881)
4 Myrtle Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 5160)
"Mariveg", 32A Downshire Road, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 3RD. (028 9146 9838)

Loughside Farm, 57 Ringdufferin Road, Toye, Downpatrick, Co Down BT30 9PH. (028 4482
30A Downshire Road, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 3RD. (028 9127 0460/Office: 028 9145 4344)
Carrig-Gorm, 27 Bridge Road, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co Down BT19 ITS. (028 9185 3680)

8 Saint Mary’s Road, Taylors Hill, Galway. (091 23997)
48 Lodore Road, Fishponds, Bristol BS16 2DH.
3 Elgin Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4. (660 9488/Office: 660 3255)

Faulkner, Sir Dennis J., CBE,DL, 1960 Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co Down, BT23 6TU. (028 9754 1114)
Fielding, Christine M.,1971 (Raymond) Skellig, Monkstown, Co Cork. (021 484 1428)
Fielding, Dr. Raymond J., 1956

(Christine)
Fisher, J.D.F., 1969 (Susan)
Fitzgerald, Aodhan, 2001 (-)

# FitzGerald, C. J., 1944 (-)
! FitzGerald, David H. B.,

Commodore ICC, 1966 (Jean)
FitzGerald, Grainne, 1993 (Chris)
Fitzgerald, Jack J., 1986 (-)

* FitzGerald, Jean, (2000) (David)
Fitzpatrick, Thomas J., 1985 (Mary)
Flanagan, Dr. Jack, 1980 (Eta)

Fletcher, Gillian, 1996 (-)
Flood, Sean, 1994 (Joan)
Flowers, Maurice H., 1983 (-)
Foley, Clare, 1980 (Ciaran)
Foote, Thomas S., 1996 (Hilary)
Forde, John B., 1990 (-)
Fowler, Robert J., 1969 (Tiggy)
Freeman, E David, 1986 (Valerie)
Gallagher, Benignus N., 1980 (Mary)

Skellig, Monkstown, Co Cork. (021 484 1428)

Rathturret, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co Down, BT34 3RX. (028 4177 3667)
Glens South, Dingle, Co Kerry. (066 915 1540/Office: 087 248 8765)
28 Richmond, Blackrock Road, Cork. (021 4292210/Office: 021 4270095)
The Quay, Kinvara, Co Galway. (091 637290)

78 Whitworth Road, Drumcondra, Dublin 9. (087 418 7190/Office: 490 409 7007)
27 Hyde Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin. (285 0490)
The Quay, Kinvara, Co Galway. (091 637290)
Kincora, Deerpark, Howth Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 5554/Office: 660 9566)
70ffington Avenue, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 5277)
12 Greenmount Square, Dublin 12. (453 1612)
Roskeen, Carrickbrack Road, Baily, Co Dublin. (832 3188/Office: 295 3333)
42B Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5HX. (028 9146 5157)

Monkstown Castle, Co Dublin. (280 8103)
’q’he Moorings", Tonabrocky, Bushy Park, Galway. (091 522833)
Elmford, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4291299)
Mont Alto House, Sorrento Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 8529)
Knollycroft, Coliemore Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 9439/Office: 676 0261)
4 Carrickbrack Hill, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 3755)

NAME OF YACHT

Lir
Daydream (PO)

Carna

Pilgrim Soul
Karena

Siamsa (PO)
Hafod (PO)

Boru

Prelude
Jacana
Jacana

Moonshadow

Tertia of Lymington
Coco

Mischief

Rambler
Moonstruck

Freya

Knight Hawke
Samharcin an lar

Rathlin

Eblana
Evolution H (PO)

Fianne (PO)

One Timee
Wheesht

Verve (PO)
Zamfa

Cephas

Lutanda

Wild Bird
Kariat

Nomad (PO)
Nomad (PO)

Mandalay
White Heather

Mountain Mist (PO)

Boojum
Rockabill II1 (PO)

Rhapsody
No Sense

Flying Ferret
Picnic

Roaring Water
Trilogy

Twocan
Sparkle
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Gallagher, Dr. Jack, 1992 (Meg)
Gallagher, Patrick, 2000 (Kathleen)
Garrard, Natascha, 1990 (Simon)
Geldof, Robert, 1968 (-)
Gibson, Richard Y., 1992 (Sue)
Gilmore, Dr. W. R., 1985 (-)
Glaser, Dr. Otto E., 1972 (Patricia)
Gleadhill, Diana, 1996 (-)
Glentoran, Lord T. Robin V.,

CBE,DL, 1997 (Maggie)
# Glover, Dr. W. E.,1963 (1998) (Lillian)

Godkin, John, 1992 (Sandy)
Gomes, Deirdre, 1980 (Richard)
Gomes, H. R., 1967 (Deirdre)
Good, Courtenay, 1991 (Valerie)
Gore-Grimes, Anthony, 1978

(Kathadne)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Weir House, Woodstown, Co Waterford.
Seskin West, Bantry, Co Cork. (027 50128/Office: 028 28400)
The Shack, Baily, Co Dublin. (833 3670)
18 Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 42633)
Kimberley, Camden Road, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831408/Office: 021 4831505)
9 Coastguard Lane, Groomsport, Co Down, BT19 2LR. (028 9188 2410)
Thalassa, Baily, Co Dublin. (832 4797)
Lough Hill, 30 Ballymacashen Road, Killinchy, Co Down, BT23 0SH. (028 9754 1815)
Drumadaragh House, Ballyclare, Co Antrim, BT39 0TA. (028 9334 0222/Office: 028 9334 0422)

2 Coolong Road, Vaucluse, New South Wales 2030, Australia. (02 9337 4342)
Sandycove, Kinsale, Co Cork. (021 4774189/Off’ice: 021 4274236)
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co Down. (028 4278 8365)
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co Down. (028 4278 8365)
ArdkiUy House, Sandycove, Kinsale, Co Cork. (021 4772390/Office: 021 4772300)
Roxboro, Baily, Co Dublin. (832 2449/Office: 872 9299)

* Gore-Grimes, John,1973 (1990) (Katie) Shack, Baily, Co Dublin. (832 3670/Office: 872 9299)
45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 3911)
45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 3911)
15 Ashley Park, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5RQ. (028 9145 4860)
Cynara, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co Dublin. (832 3731/Office: 839 1586)
Toad Hall, Little Missenden, Amersham, Bucks. HP7 0RD. (1494 862322)
The Hollow, Blackwood Lane, Malahide, Co Dublin. (846 4088)
Censure House, Ceanchor Rd., Baily, Co Dublin. (832 3123/Fax: 839 2057)
Lisheen, Ballyvaughan, Co Clare. (065 7077 333/Office: 065 7077 005)

480 Portway, Shirehampton, Bristol, BS 11 9QH.
Pf. 19 Strassganger Str 207, 8028 Graz, Austria.
Mizzen Cottage, Chapel Pass, Blackrock, Dundalk, Co Louth. (042 932 2100)
Glencar, High Street, Schull, Co Cork.
4 Carnesure Mews, Comber, Co Down BT23 5TA. (028 9187 4489/Office: 028 9066 2281)
"Woodley", Rochestown Road, Cork. (021 4891948/Office: 01 670 0633)
13 Killiney Towers, Killiney, Co Dublin. (284 8612)
Stone Cottage, Claremont Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 2258)
Cairngorm, Old Carrickbrack Road, Baily, Dublin 13. (832 3421)
Cairngorm, Old Carrickbrack Road, Baily, Dublin 13. (832 342 l)

30 Offington Drive, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 4080/Office: 649 2000)
6 North Mall, Cork. (021 4397191/Office: 021 4962027)
Dunkellin, Kiltulla, Co Galway. (091 848002/Fax: 091 848174)

15 Brookvale Downs, Rathfarnam, Dublin 14. (490 7698)

164 Glenageary Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (285 4310/Office: 087 257 2524)
86 Rashee Road, Ballyclare, Co Antrim, BT39 9HT.
Araglen, Proby Square, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (283 6760/Office: 021 452 2180)
153 Strand Road, Sandymount, Dublin 4. (260 1233)
21 Fairyfield, Parteen, Co Clare. (061 340831/Office: 061 330110)
Westwind, Raheen, Arklow, Co Wicklow. (0402 39804)
Rockcliff House, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4291009)
Bawnavota, Summercove, Kinsale, Co Cork. (021 4772534)
18 Chaine Memorial Road, Lame, Co Antrim, BT40 lAD. (028 2827 7284/Office: 028 9086 4331)
27 Glenbroome Park, Jordanstown, Newtownabbey, Co Antrim, BT37 0RL. (028 9086 3629)

c/o Ms D McDowell, 33 Ganaway Rd, Ballywalter, Co Down BT22 2LG.
12 Spires Crescent, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co Down BT23 6LQ. (028 9146 7308)
23 Harbour View, Howth, Co Dublin. (839 0649/Office: 832 6466)
Frazerbank, Strathmore Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 1439/Office: 452 3000)

Kilnburn, 33 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co Down, BT21 0PD. (028 9188 3951)

8 Leeson Park Avenue, Dublin 6. (636 2000/Office: 676 7666)
11 Redford Rise, Redford Park, Greystones, Co Wicklow. (287 2476)
Kaduna, Maryborough Hill, Douglas, Cork. (021 4893560/Office: 021 4274461)
Ardmore, Timoleague, Co Cork.
55 Wyvern, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 5569)
3 Alexandra Road, Lymington, Hants $04 1 9HB. (01590 672426/Fax: 01590 670561)
3 Alexandra Road, Lymington, Hants, SO41 9HB. (01590 672426/Fax: 01590 670561)
8 Elizabeth Court, Mystic, CT 06355, USA. (860-572-7788)
1527 Chester Town Circle, Annapolis, MD21401-5678.
"Waterside", Corrabinny, Co Cork. (02l 437 8024)
Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co Down, BT23 6RL. (028 9754 1470)

Edgebank, 16 Deramore Park South, Belfast, BT9 5JY. (028 9066 0500/Office: 028 9066 9556)
"Alderbrooke", Ballard, Tralee, Co Kerry. (066 712 6590/Office: 066 712 1911)

2 Brandon Lodge, Mount Ovel, Rochestown, Cork. (021 436 1860)
Caragh, Gordon Avenue, Foxrock, Co Dublin.
Littlefield, Glencullen Road, Kilternan, Co Dublin. (294 2053/Office: 618 2400)

Gray, C. Peter, 1980 (Susan)
Gray, Susan D., 1990 (Peter)
Greenhalgh, David, 1978 (-)
Greer, Dr Heather, 1966 (-)

# Guinness, A. Peter, 1963 (Sue)
Guinness, Ian R., 1979 (Mary-Paula)
Guinness, M. Jennifer, 1966 (-)
Haden, Peter D., 2000 (Moira)
Hall, Mervyn J., 1970 (-)
Hand, Frank, 1985 (-)
Harris-Barke, Michael L, 2001 (Marie)
Harte, Edward D., 1969 (-)
Hawthorn, George S. N., 1985 (-)
Hayes, J. Colin, 1992 (Freda)
Healy, Capt George F., 1968 (-)
Heard, Ruth, 1967 (-)
Hegarty, Betty, 1986 (Brian)

# Hegarty, Brian, 1957 (Betty)
# Hegarty, Dermot, 1959 (-)

Hegarty, Neil, 1990 (Angela)
Hemphill, Lord Peter P., 1981 (Anne)

# Hennessy, Dr. Noel St. J., 1957
(Kathleen)

Hill, Eric A. G., 1995 (Margaret)
Hill, Dr. Michael J., 1980 (Isobel)
Hilliard, Clifford E., 1961 (June)

* Hogan, Peter St. J., (1993) (-)
Horan, Paddy, 1998 (Maria)

# Horsman, Henry E, 1952 (-)
Hosford, W. K., 1974 (-)

# Hunt, C. K., 1963 (Poppy)

Hutcheson, Thomas C., 1990 (-)
Hutchinson, Alan, 1991 (Maureen)
Hutchinson, William R., 1969 (-)
Irwin, John, 1982 (Diane)
Jameson, Kieran J, 1998 (-)
Johnson, Terence C.,

Vice Commodore ICC, 1960 (-)
Johnston, Denis B., 1979 (Margaret)
Johnston, Guy B., 1995 (Helen)
Kavanagh, Gerald P., 1980 (Ann)
Kavanagh, Liam E, 1994 (Elizabeth)
Kean, Norman, 1991 (Geraldine)
Keane, Barry, 1975 (Brenda)
Keatinge, Hilary J., 1996 (William)
Keatinge, William D., 1988 (Hilary)
Kellett, William P, 1999 (Pam)
Kelliher, E. Brenda, 1983 (-)
Kenefick, Neil G., 1985 (Iris)
Kennedy, Bridget, 1973 (Terence)
Kennedy, Hugh P., Q.C., 1963 (Aoife)
Kenny, Brian P., 1997 (Anne)
Kenworthy, Marilyn, 1990 (-)
Kidney, John, 1991 (Zsuzi)
Kidney, Noel J., 1986 (Rita)

NAME OF YACHT

Ruinette (PO) & Natian (PO)
Muirneog

Rockwell Salamander

Tritsch-Tratsch IV

Wizard
VS.O.P.

Ain Mara

Bonanza

Arctic Fern
Waxwing ( PO )

Waxwing (PO)
Big Boots

Hera
Alakush

Papageno
Baily of Howth

Aeolus

Fidem 111
Saoirse of Cork

Harklow

Oleander of Howth (PO)
Oleander of Howth (PO)

Beagle
Knocknagrena

Juffra
Nancy

Doran Glas

Tieveara

Suaeda

Dundrum
Changeling (PO)

Nyabo

Trininga
Sirikit II1

Voyageuse
Xanadu (PO)
Elysium (PO)

Rafiki (PO)
Rafiki (PO)

Islay

Imagine

Icarus of Cuan
Tosca V

Tam 0 ’Shanter
Flica

Merette
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Kilgrew, Cyril L., 1995 (Ann)
Kilkermy, Joseph, 1971 (-)

* Killen, Beverley, 2001 (Peter)
! Killen, Peter R., 1994 (Beverly)

Kilroy, Howard E., 1989 (-)
King, Heather R., 1989 (-)

* King, Cdr W., DSO*DSC. RN. Retd.,
(1987) (-)

Kirby, Tom, 1971 (Eileen)

Knatchbull, Michael W., 1986 (Rhona)
Knatchbull, Patrick W, 1999 (Mary)
Knott, H. B., 1964 (-)
Lantry, Seamus, 1990 (Eileen)
Larkin, Frank J., 1982 (Caroline)
Laurence, Dr. David T., 1975

(Madeleine)
Lavelle, Pat, 1991 (-)
Law, J. Brian, 1975 (Rosemary)
Layng, Capt. Brian, 1988 (Joann)
Lee, Adrian E, 1992 (-)

# Lee, Reginald, 1961 (Denise)
Leonard, Alan G., 1964 (Elizabeth)
Ley, Angela, 1986 (John)
Ley, John E., 1986 (Angela)
Long, Norman, 1991 (Kay)
Love, Betty, 1992 (Clayton)
Love, Clayton Jnr., 1971 (Betty)
Lovegrove, Richard V., 1981 (Heather)
Lovett, Dermod, 1995 (Margaret)
Lowry, Dr. Paul, 1997 (-)

# Luke, Derek, 1959 (-)
! Lynch, Brian R., 1988 (Onora)

Lynch, Donal, 1996 (Sheila)

Lyster, W. Bruce, 1985 (-)
# Macken, J. J., 1949 (-)

MacLaverty, K. J., 1961 (Nuala)
MacMahon, Gary, 1992 (Michelle)

! MacManus, Brian, 1999 (Heather)
Magan, Arthur S. C., 1981 (-)
Magee, John R., 1990 (Mary Lou)
Magennis, Connla, 1975 (Geraldine)
Malcolm, John, 1991 (-)
Malone, Anne, 1990 (Stephen)

Malone, John, 2000 (-)
Malone, Stephen A., 1979 (Anne)
Markey, Jimmy, 1984 (Marie)
Marrow, John C, 2001 (Angela)
Martin, Clive C., 1978 (Mary)

# Martin, E Derek, 1954 (-)
Martin, J. Kenneth, 1982 (-)
Massey, John, 1992 (-)
Massey, Nicholas W., 1980 (-)
Maxwell, Cdr. RN J. David, 1982

(Carolyn)
McAnaney, Eugene, 1975 (-)
McAuley, E D., MCh. DOMS, 1961 (-)
McAuliffe, Philip, 2001 (Sheila)
McBride, Edward D., 1970 (-)
McCann, George, 1968 (Sbelagh)
McCann, Jack, 1999 (Moya)
McCarter, Andy, 2000 (Paddy)
McCarthy, Francis, 1985 (Foinnuala)

McCleave, Derek, 1998 (Gillian)
! McClement, Donal J., 1983 (-)

McConnell, John H., 1965 (-)
# McConnell, Maimie T., 1959 (-)

McCormack, Paget J., 1991 (Andrea)
McCormack, Sean, 1990 (-)
McFerran, Neil V., 1965 (-)
McGonagle, Barbara, 1981 (-)
McGuire, Gary E., 1990 (Vivienne)

* McHertry, Barbara, (1993) (Cormac)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Rushanes, Glandore, Co Cork. (028 33446)
Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 3442/Office: 677 8932)

3 Killeen Terrace, Malahide, Co Dublin. (845 3019)
3 Killeen Terrace, Malahide, Co Dublin. (845 3019/Office: 616 2212)
Rarc an Ilan, 22 Colemore Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (284 0952)
The Cabin, Rathdown Road, Greystones, Co Wicklow. (287 4944)
Oranmore Castle, Oranmore, Co Galway.

Park Road, Clogbeen, Clonakilty, Co Cork. (023 33553/Office: 023 33240)
Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 1420)
16 Seafront Road, Cultra, Co Down BT18 0BB. (028 9042 2240)
Marlay, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 3312)
3 Fr Mathew Street, Cork. (087 256 1915/Office: 021 4270789)
San Jose, North Circular Road, Limerick. (061 453267/Office: 061 361555)
31 Suthedand Avenue, Jacobs Well, Guildford, Surrey, GU4 7QX. (01483 539876/Office: 01483 594264)

30 The Green, College Road, Galway. (091 67707/Office: 091 57707)
Cherry Hill, Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Co Down, BT23 6PR. (028 9754 1386/Office: 028 9266 7317)
51 Corr Castle, Howth, Dublin 13. (832 4104)
18 The Oaks, Herbert Park Apts., Ballsbridge, Dublin 4. (667 8012)
Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Avenue, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (288 9486)

28 Knockdene Park South, Belfast, BT5 7AB. (028 9065 3162)
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5JW. (028 9145 4937)
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5JW. (028 9145 4937)
20 Mapas Avenue, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 9847)
Tanglewood, Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 451 2648)
Tanglewood, Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 451 2648)
"Corrig’, Convent Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 9782/Office: 677 0335)
High Water, Coast Road, Fountainstown, Co Cork. (021 4832142/Office: 021 4294909)
16 Slievemoyne Park, Belfast, BTI5 5GZ. (028 9077 4974)
Seafield, Ballure Road, Ramsey, Isle of Man IM8 1NL.
Geevagh Lodge, 85 Devon Park, Salthill, Galway. (091 522214/Office: 091 563131)
"Clara", Orchard Road, Cork. (021 4542826/Office: 021 4545333)
Huckleberry, Knocknackee Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 2620)
White House, Dalkey Avenue, Co Dublin. (285 9585)
Ballynally Lane, Moville, Co Donegal. (077 82239)
Ballyhurley, Ogonnelloe, Tuamgraney, Co Clare. (061 923025/Office: 061 400620)
Shelmalier, Victoria Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (284 7724/Office: 603 5360)
Cloghreen, Bally, Co Dublin. (832 2408)
c/o James Cahill, Ellison Sla-eet, Castlebar, Co Mayo. (401 245 6400/Office: 401 351 6000)
Landfall, 43 Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co Down, BT34 3RU. (028 4177 2237)
Willow Cottage, Langley Upper Green, Essex, CB l I 4RU. (01799 550884/Office: 01279 658412)
"Barlogue’, 8 Rochestown Rise, Rochestown, Co Cork. (021 4891793)
8 Rochestown Rise, Rochestown, Co Cork. (021 4891793/Office: 086 8058022)
"Barlogue", 8 Rochestown Rise, Rochestown, Co Cork. (02l 4891793)
18 Harbour View, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2906/Office: 086 264 8251)
237 Seapark, Malahide, Co Dublin. (845 2003/Office: 087 255 1345)
Erinagh, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Dublin 18. (289 3565)
Woodley, Eaton Brae, Shankill, Co Dublin. (282 4457)
Greenwood, Brighton Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18. (289 3981)

7 Glencarraig, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 5636/Office: 830 1211)
2 Thormamby Lawns, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 5058)
50 Old Court, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co Down, BT30 7NG. (028 4488 1205)

18 Willowfield Park, Goatstown, Dublin 14. (298 2381 )
45 Upper Leeson Street, Dublin 4. (660 4580)
2 Kiltegan Lawn, Rochestown Rd, Cork. (021 489 1054)
14 Sutton Grove, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 5527)
21 Riverside Road, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 4SA. (028 9146 2035)
Boroondara, Gortacleva, Bushy Park, Galway. (091 526691/Office: 091 568353)
Carnamaddy, Burt, Co Donegal. (077 68697/Office: 0872 595689)
3 Ardbrack Hts, Kinsale, Co Cork. (/Office: 021 4277338)
46 Ravenhill Park, Belfast BT6 0DG. (028 9069 2184/Office: 028 9442 2005)
7 Sunset Court, Ballinrea Road, Carrigaline, Co Cork.

(021 437 5638/Office: 021 483 1161/Office Fax: 021 483 1603)
Breeoge, Ardmhuire Park, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (/Office: 781 544)
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 8725/Fax: 284 0822)
24 Booterstown Avenue, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (288 4382/Office: 872 5566)
15 The Avenue, Woodpark, Ballinteer, Dublin 16. (298 4120/Office: 836 4399)
65 Marlborough Pk S, Belfast BT9 6HS. (02890 667208/Office: 02890 272115)
Carrigoona, Ceanchor Road, Baily, Co. Dublin. (832 2823)
Spindrift, 802 Howth Road, Dublin 5. (832 3190/Office: 833 1154)
8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14. (288 4733)

NAME OF YACHT

Juno

White Magic (PO)

Seareign

Yami- Yami

Murlough

Safari
William Tell of Uri

Colla Voce
Ocean Blue
Leigh Mary

Janey Mac H

Ariadne
Busy Bee (PO)
Busy Bee (PO)

Royal Tara
Lady Avilon (PO)

Kittiwake IV

lonion
Melisande (PO)

Caprice

Eoin Rua

Infinity

Sea Fox
Starfire

Symphonie

Chardonnay
Lindos

Final Fling
Jaded

Virago of Strangford (PO)

Deucalion
Mary Lee

Gwili 3
Atlantic Islander

Kirmew

Kala
Saki

Marie Claire H
Whitefire

P "cab.n
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

! McHenry, Cormac P., 8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14. (288 4733)
Hon. Sec. 1CC, 1980 (Barbara)

# McIlwaine, A. D., 1960 (-) Glebe Cottage, 7 Church Hill, Killinchy, Co Down BT23 6PP. (028 9754 1434)
McKean, William W., 1986 (Rosemary) 27 Fotheringay Road, Glasgow, G41 4NL. (0141 423 6370)

! McKee, Michael, 1962 (Anne)
McKenna, David C., 1964 (-)

# McKinley, Fergus, 1953 (-)
McKinney, John J., 1975 (-)
McMahon, Brendan, 1988 (-)
McMillan, Alastair M., 1968 (-)
McMordie, H. M., 1972 (-)
McMullan, E Gerald, 1986 (-)
McMullen, Colin P., 1975 (Alison)
Meade, Eamon, 1992 (Olivia)
Meagher, Niall, 1992 (-)

# Mellon, D. E., M.D., 1947 (-)
Menton, James F., 1986 (Margaret)
Metcalfe, Peter, 1989 (-)
Minnis, Peter, 1996 (Carolyn)
Mollard, Robert E., 1969 (-)
Monson, Roderick G., 1983 (Valerie)
Monson, Ross S, 2001 (-)
Moore, John S., 1985 (-)
Moore, Nelson J, 2001 (-)
Moore, Sam, 2001 (Lily)
Moran, Desmond, 1991 (-)

# Morck, Patricia C., 1962 (Peter)
# Morck, Dr. Peter B., 1958 (Patricia)
# Morehead, R., 1950 (-)

Morrison, Hugh E, 1997 (Sue)
# Morrison, R. Ian, 1957 (Sue)

Morrissy, Donal, 1982 (-)
Morton, Admiral Sir Anthony

GBE, KC
Mulhern, James, 1958 (-)
Mullins, Peter J. D., 1971 (-)
Nairn, George E., 1980 (Peggy)
Nairn, W Stuart, 1987 (Janet)
Nicholson, David, 1980 (Joan)
Nicholson, Joan, 1991 (David)
Nicholson, Max, 1996 (Helen)
Nixon, Georgina A., 1987 (William)

! Nixon, James, 1971 (Katherine)
Nixon, W. M., 1963 (Georgina)
O’Boyle, Donal, 1974 (Liz)
O’Boyle, Elizabeth, 1993 (Donal)
O’Brien, Daniel D., 1978 (Rose Marie)
O’Callaghan, Brendan, 1990 (Majella)
O’Connor, Daniel, 1971 (-)
O’Connor, Gilbert J., 1987 (Hilda)
O’Connor, Patrick, 1996 (Christine)
O’Donoghue, Dr. R. E, 1971 (Brenda)
O’Donovan, Adrian, 1986 (-)

* O’Farrell, Kevin C., (1989) (-)
O’Farrell, Michael, 1975 (Anne)
O’Farrell, Phillip V.J., 1990 (Caitriona)
O’Farrell, Vincent J., 1981 (Maureen)
O’Haherty, Michael P., 1968 (-)

O’Hynn, Dominick, 1990 (Mary)
O’Gallagher, Malachi, 1968 (Evelyn)
O’Hanlon, Andrew, 1969 (-)

* O’Hanlon, Barbara, MD,
1962 (1984) (-)

O’Keeffe, Mary, 1994 (-)
O’Keeffe, Dr. Maurice, 1972 (-)
O’Kelly, Brian C., 1991 (-)
O’Leary, Archie, 1990 (Violet)
O’Mahony, Bill, 1991 (Brenda)
O’Mahony, Patrick J., 1996 (Clare)
O’Morchoe, The David N. C., 1981

(Madam Margaret)
O’Neill, J. Russell, 1964 (-)

NAME OF YACHT

Island Life

Siolta
Carragheen
Rapparee H

52 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5HX. (028 9147 2692)
G 102 Marina Bay Homes, Atlantic Drive,, Aisaworld City, Paranaque, Manila 1703, Philippines.

(& Fax 63-2 803 8166)
Beechfield, Sydney Avenue, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (288 8376)
3 Balally Drive, Dundrum, Dublin 16. (295 6305/Office: 497 8490)
Moyarta, North Circular Road, Limerick. (061 453934)
Treborth, Con-bridge, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 4042)
Avenue Cottage, Old Court, Downpatrick, Co Down BT30 7NG. (028 4488 1356) Anolis
39 Victoria Road, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5ER. (028 9147 2826)
2 Lott Lane, Kilcoole, Co Wicklow. (287 5697/Office: 289 3941)
Fiddown, Piltown, Co Kilkenny. (05 l 643311/Office: 051 855034) Mouflon
Gleann na Greine, Naas, Co Kildare. (045 897728) Zuben ’ubi (PO)
La Tuquette, Serignac, Peboudou, 47410 Lauzun, Lot et Garonne, France.
Tuskarville, Ballylucas, Ballymurn, Co Wexford. (053 38965/Office: 086 251 9066) Caranja
Jordberga Gard, 231 99 Klagstorp, Sweden. (46 410 26216/Fax: 46 410 26095)
58, Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co Down. (028 9188 2577/Office: 028 9181 8853)
27 Sion Road, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (285 4317)
2 Castlehill Road, Stormont, Belfast, BT4 3GL. (028 9065 6051 ) Family’s Pride
2 Castlehill Road, Belfast, BT4 3GL. (028 9065605 l/Office: 07718 907735)
c/o Ulster Cruising School, The Marina, Carrickfergus, Co Antrim, BT38 8BE. (028 9336 6680/Office: 028 9336 8818)
The Moorings, Maryborough Hill, Douglas, Cork. (021 436 5292/Office: 021 434 8660)

5 The Rookery, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co Down BT23 6SY. (028 9754 2433) Narnia
Stephen House, Stephen Street, Sligo. (071 42886)
Ballylug, Rathdrum, Co Wicklow. (0404 45164)
Ballylug, Rathdrum, Co Wicklow. (0404 45164)
Leeward, Marina, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4357714) Pipit (PO)
"’Amblebum", Broom Rd., Newton Mearns, Glasgow, G77 5DN. (0141 639 3639/Office: 0141 248 4924) Quaila
"Weatherly", Claremont, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2086) Safari of Howth
Clarenbridge House, Clarenbridge, Co Galway. (091 796306) Joggernaut
Flat 6, Amhurst, 90 St Cross Road, Winchester, Hants SO23 9PX. (01962 56393) Lamorna Ill.

Zubenubi (PO)
Salar

Armorique (PO)
White Shadow

Witchcraft of Howth (PO)

Live Wire
Brandon Rose

Leprechaun
Freycinet

Struan Hill, Delgany, Co Wicklow. (287 4785)
1625 S.E. 10th Avenue, Apt 710, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33316. (954 462 6945/Office: 954 695 7509)
3 St Helen’s North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co Dublin. (280 8765)
The Penthouse, Point Road, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831859)
Diamond Lodge, Monkstown, Co Cork. (021 484 2160)
Diamond Lodge, Monkstown, Co Cork. (021 484 2160)
"Seabank", Dunmore East, Co Waterford. (051 383207/Office: 058 41206)

14 Evora Park, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 3929)
1 Hamilton Villa, Ballyholme, BANGOR, N Ireland BT20 5PG. (02891 474015)
14 Evora Park, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 3929)
Drake Lodge, Drake’s Pool, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 483 1028/Office: 021 483 2422)
Drake Lodge, Drake’s Pool, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 483028/Office: 021 483 2422)
126 Harold’s Cross Road, Dublin 6W. (490 7731/Office: 497 9423)
"Cashelbeg", Laurel Walk, Bandon, Co Cork. (023 43077)
The Pines, Westminster Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18. (285 8012/Office: 676 4661 )
36 Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Co Down BT23 6PT. (028 9754 1345)

12 Hawthorne Terrace, Cobh, Co Cork. (021 4811442)
Halyards, Camden Road, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831734)
c/de La Reina 37, 1,28004 Madrid, Spain.
c/o Post Office, Killaloe, Co Limerick. (061 376565)
Moorcroft, Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co Down, BT34 3RU. (028 4177 2620)
15 Drumreagh Road, Rostrevor, Co Down, BT34 3DS. (028 4173 9830)
Eldon Hotel, Skibbereen, Co Cork. (028 22000)
Le Fainel, Le Vallon, St Martin’s, Guernsey, GY4 6DQ. (01481 237650/Fax: 01481 237651)
2 Woodview, Wellington Bridge, Lee Road, Cork. (021 4348038/Office: 021 4543505)
12 Cypress Lawn, Templeogue, Dublin 6W. (490 5800/Fax: 490 5940)
8 St. James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6. (269 8117)
The Mews, 8 St. James Terrace, Clonskeagh Road, Dublin 6. (269 8560)

Cuchulain

Fastnet Dancer
Cuilaun (PO)

Cavatina
Tivoli

Tawlaght, Fenit, Co Kerry. (066 36185)
"Scilly", Kinsale, Co Cork. (021 477 2458)
Grange, Co Sligo. (071 63197)
Strand Lodge, Currabinny, Co Cork. (021 4378526/Office: 021 4277567)

6 Castlerock, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 4372588/Office: 021 4312755)
"Willowhill", Ballyfouloo, Monkstown, Co Cork. (021 4842387/Office: 021 4329330)
Ardgarry, Gorey, Co Wexford. (055 21803)

Tux

Capsicum
Clarebelle

59 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co Down, BT21 0PQ. (028 9188 8609/Office: 028 9188 8088) Miss Molly of Hamble
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

O’Rahilly, Dr. Michael, 1979 (Frances)
O’Riain, Gearoid, 2001 (-)
O’Sullivan, Jeremiah, 1964 (-)
O’Sullivan, Patrick J. F., 1984 (Phyllis)
O’Tierney, Dr. Donal, 1986 (Win)
O’Toole, Dr. Ray, 1996 (Valerie)
Orr, Arthur S. P., VRD* DL FRIN,

1970 (Jane)

Osborne, James R., 1974 (-)
Osmundsvaag, Arve, 1992 (Ursula)

# Osterberg, Paul, 1949 (Valerie)
! Park, Dr. David S., 1969 (Hilary)
# Park, J. Mungo, MBE, 1955 (Amanda)

Park, Jonathon S., 1987 (Deborah)
Payne, J. Somers, 1969 (Eithne)
Pearson, Alan J., 1983 (Claire)

# Pearson, J. D., 1950 (-)
Pendleton, Robert, 2001 (Emily)

Petch, John A., 1987 (Libb)
* Pilling, J. Ross Jnr., 1987 (1996) (-)

Prendeville, Neil J., 1990 (Felicity)
Pritchard, Maura GM, 1966 (Marshall)
Pritchard, P. Marshall, 1966 (Maura)
Ralston, George L. D., 1986 (Lynne)
Rea, William T., 1977 (Eithne)
Reilly, Norbert, 1983 (-)
Revill, Reginald G., 1979 (-)
Richardson, Cecil, 1989 (Lily)
Riordan, S. William, 1985 (-)
Roberts, Rex, 1974 (Pat)
Robertson, Alan, 2001 (Joyce)
Rogerson, Fred J., 1983 (Janet)
Ronaldson, Evie, 1997 (Peter)

! Ronaldson, Peter,
Rear Commodore, 1967 (Evie)

Rountree, Alan H., 1995 (Bernie)
Russell, John F., 1965 (Joan)
Ryan, David E, 1973 (-)
Ryan, Dermod J., 1971 (Sheila)
Ryan, Paul J., 1984 (-)
Ryan, Peter, 1988 (Margaret)
Sadlier, Frank A., 1985 (Marion)
Salmon, Seamus, 2000 (-)
Sargent, Gerard M., 1996 (Barbara)
Selig, Ivan I., 1965 (Daphne)

Sewell, Richard G., 1969 (Vivian)
Sharp, Ronald L., 1974 (Sheila-May)
Sheehy, Edward J, 1998 (Eileen)
Shell, David J., 1985 (Nell)
Sheil, Leonard Jnr., 1988 (-)
Sheil, Leonard, 1968 (Hazel)

# Sheppard, Lt. Comm. Thomas,
RN (Retd), 1957 (Judith)

Sheridan, Capt. Frank W., 1981 (-)
! Sheridan, Gerry A., 1995 (Terry)

Siggins, Brian, 1985 (-)
Simms, Robin J. A., 1969 (Nan)
Sisk, Hal B., 1973 (Rosemarie)
Slater, Ronnie, 1977 (Denise)
Slevin, James, 1986 (-)
Smith, Noel T, 1998 (Helen)
Smullen, Brian P., 1968 (-)

# Smullen, John D., 1961 (Helen)
Smullen, John A., 1987 (-)
Smyth, Francis G., 1979 (-)
Smyth, N. Louis, 1983 (-)

# Smyth, William A., 1960 (-)
Snell, Michael H., 1974 (-)
Somerville, R. Andrew, 1980 (Susan)
Somerville, Sue M., 1989 (Andrew)
Spence, Ralph E., 1988 (-)
Spence, S. Adrian, 1991 (-)
Stevenson, Dr. I. J., 1991 (-)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT

38 Domden Park, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (269 5285) Mystery

82 Glenageary Avenue, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (087 649 3719/Office: 609 9909)
9 Rock Street, Tralee, Co Kerry. (066 21011)
Castle Demesne House, Ivy Terrace, Tralee, Co Kerry. (066 7121434/Office: 066 7121522) Askari

41 Seaview, Warrenpoint, Co Down, BT34 3NJ. (028 4177 3630)
Corcullen, Galway. (091 555168/Office: 091 524222) Aoife (PO)

Evergreen, 11 Old Holywood Road, Belfast, BT4 2HJ. (028 9076 3601)

Glenbrook, Enniskerry, Co Wicldow. (286 3509) Verve (PO)

Rossdue, Moyard, Co Galway. (095 41098/Office: 095 21730) Skarv av Stad

The Old Manse, Hillsborough, Co Down, BT26 6HW. (028 9268 2226) Bibi

Yew Cottage, 34a Carrowdore Road, Greyabbey, Newtownards, BT22 2LX. (028 9178 8625) Alys

Carralg Breac Lodge, Baily, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2210) Twiga

8 Old Station Road, Holywood, Co Down, BT18 0BX. (028 9042 1938)
4 Camden Terrace, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831128)
35 Offington Park, Sutton, Dublin 13. (/Office: 830 7727) Halloween

Craig Lodge, Claremont Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2276)
Winterwheat, Margaretstown, Skerries, Co Dublin. (849 4419/Office: 087 2715777)
Seaview Farm, Kilbrittain, Co Cork. (023 49610) Seadrifler

1400 Waverley Road, Apt. A, Gladwyne, PA 19035, USA.
73 Clevedon, Lower Kilmoney Rd, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 4375219/Office: 021 432 8219) Mary P

The Coach House, 36 Cralgdarragh Road, Helen’s Bay, Co Down, BT19 1UA. (028 9185 223 Lady Jane (PO)

The Coach House, 36 Craigdarragh Road, Helen’s Bay, Co Down, BT19 1UA. (028 9185 223 Lady Jane (PO)

Island Cottage, Reagh Island, Comber, Co Down BT23 6EN. (028 9754 1431) Insouciance

7 Verona, Queen’s Park, Monkstown, Co Dublin. (280 7987/Fax: 280 7987) Elysium (PO)

Lerrig, Old Carrickbrack Road, Baily, Co Dublin. (839 3186)
11 Burrow Road, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 5544/Office: 765 801)
52 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 3800)
3 Carrickmines Dale, Carrickmines Wood, Brennanstown Road, Dublin 18. (289 1252)
90 Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 4352)
22 Dumyat Drive, Falkirk, Scotland FK1 5PD. (01324 624430) Jomora

113 Lakelands Close, Stillorgan, Co Dublin. (288 6437/Office: 6609155) Happy Return

The Shepherd’s House, 72 Whinney Hill, Holywood, Co. Down, BT18 0HG. (028 9042 6459) Seascape of Down (PO)
The Shepherd’s House, 72 Whinney Hill, Holywood, Co. Down, BTI8 0HG. (028 9042 6459) Seascape of Down (PO)

Ballylusk, Ashford, Co Wicklow. (0404 40156/Office: 0404 40156) Tallulah

34 Killinakin Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, BT23 6PS. (028 9754 1562)

PO Box 11082, Manama, Bahrain.
Ashdale, Castle Close, Castle Park Road, Sandycove, Co Dublin. (280 3585) Sceolaing

1 Sefton Green, Rochestown Ave, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (235 0546)
44 Banbridge Road, Waringstown, Craigavon, Co Armagh, BT66 7QD. (028 3888 1418) Nicu

19 Quay Road, Strangford, Co Down, BT30 7LL. (028 4488 1830) Nisha

Cloonterriff, Knock, Co Mayo. (094 88662/Office: 094 24488) Saoirse

49 Strand Road, Baldoyle, Dublin 13. (832 5392) Targeteer

Bree Lodge, Craigavad, Co Down, BT18 ODE. (028 9042 4361)
7 Edith Terrace, London, SW10 0TQ. (020 7352 7367) Thalassa

Ardbeg, Craigmillar Avenue, Milngavie, Glasgow, G62 8AU. (0141 956 1984) Ultimate

"llton", Magazine Road, Cork. (021 4541816)
Cloonbane, Doneraile, Co Cork. (022 24148)
24 Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin.
Portlet, 24 Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 1878/Office: 280 7838)
Derrybawn, Military Road, Ballybrack, Co Dublin. (282 4413)

RN (Retd), 1957
The Beatings, Lough Atalia Road, Galway. (091 563920)
Swiss Cottage, Newtown, Waterford. (051 870847/Office: 051 372891)
Tyrone, Kilcolgan, Co Galway. (091 796848/Office: 091 751706)
80 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5HX. (028 9147 3563)
Waterstown House, Sallins, Co Kildare. (045 876268/Office: 409 1600)
39 Sheridan Drive, Helen’s Bay, Co Down, BT19 1LB. (028 918 52373)
Arenal, The Mall, Ballyshannon, Co Donegal. (51379/Office: 072 51177)
Lyndhurst, St Vincents Road, Greystones, Co Wicklow. (287 4583/Office: 679 1201)

33 Leeson Park, Dublin 6. (280 6729/Office: 660 5011)
11 Connolly Square, Bray, Co Wicklow. (286 2679)
Seaview, Corrig Avenue, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 7296/Office: 288 8847)
30 Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co Down, BT22 2RX. (028 4278 8214)
Ardkeen, Castletroy, Co Limerick. (061 337756)
18 Raleigh Court, S. Embankment, Dartmouth, Devon, TQ6 9BQ. (01803 834121 )
Ballagilley Cottage, Maughold, Isle of Man, IM7 1EP. (01624 813586)
Sally’s Bridge House,, Sraghmore, Roundwood, Co Wicklow.
Sally’s Bridge House, Sraghmore, Roundwood, Co Wicklow. (281 8253/Office: 677 2941)

40 Castle Street, Killough, Co Down, BT30 7QQ. (028 4484 1697)
4 Greggs Quay, Belfast BT5 4GQ. (01232 454461)

55 Churchtown Road, Ballyculter, Downpatrick, Co Down, BT30 7AZ. (028 4488 1798)

Alchemist

Gay Gannet
Greylag of Arklow (PO)

Finavarra
MegaHertz

Ausoba
Moonstream

Cotton Blossom (PO)
Tandara

Laragh
Cuilaun (PO)

Flight of Fantasy

Golden Harvest

Madcap

Ostra (PO)
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Stevenson, John C., 1984 (-)
Stevenson, John A., 1964 (Clodagh)

# Stewart, Alan C., 1959 (June)
Stillman, Chris J., 1985 (-)
Stokes, Adrian, 1990 (Deirdre)
Stokes, Mandy, 1997 (Patrick)
Stott, Andrew R., 1992 (-)

# Sullivan, C. St. J., 1955 (-)
Sullivan, Richard A., 1992 (-)

* Taggart, A. G., 1970 (1987) (Christine)
Taggart, John 1., 1999 (Gail)

Taplin, David M. R., 1986 (-)
* Thornhill, Christopher J.H.,

Commodore RCC,
Tierney, John, 1960 (Sally)
Tisdall, Patrick, 1992 (-)
Titterington, Ian H., 1989 (-)
Toher, Tony, 1992 (Ray)
Tomlinson, Molly, 1965 (-)
Travers, Brendan, 1993 (Evelyn)
Traynor, Frank, 1985 (-)
Tucker, Brian A., 1985 (-)
Tucker, David E, 2000 (Meta)
Turvey, Desmond E., 1980 (-)
Tyrrell, Aidan, 1971 (-)
Tyrrell, Dr. Declan G., 1985 (Margaret)
Villiers-Stuart, Gary, 1992 (-)

# Villiers-Stuart, James, 1961 (-)
Virden, Jonathan, 1968 (Joy)

Waldron, Dr. Oliver C., 1978 (-)
Walsh, Anthony, 1979 (-)
Walsh, Donal, 1992 (Mary)
Walsh, Enda, 1990 (William)
Walsh, Patrick J., 1982 (Peg)
Walsh, William, 1968 (Enda)
Waters, Capt. L. Roy, 1985 (Susanne)
Watson, Barbara N., 1993 (Bill)
Watson, Patricia, 1966 (-)
Watson, Richard R., 1962 (-)
Watson, William R., 1979 (Barbara)
Webb, Michael J., 1986 (Ruth)
Wheeler, Edwin M., 1975 (Jan)
Whelan, Geoffrey E, 1985 (Valerie)
Whelan, Michael J., 1985 (Maureen)
Whelan, Patrick, 1980 (-)
Whelehan, Harold, 1979 (-)
Whitaker, D. Mark, 1991 (Liz)
Whitaker, David J., 1988 (Valerie)
White, Derek E 1999 (Vivienne)

White, John N., 1974 (Sarah)
Whitehead, David, 1972 (Marie)
Whitehead, Duncan, 2001 (-)

* Whitney, William E,
Commodore CCA, (2001)

Williams, J. David, 1984 (Ena)
Williams, W. Peter, 1968 (Anne)
Winkelmann, Franz C., 1984 (Carmel)

# Wolfe, Jack M., 1959 (-)
Wolfe, John W., 1978 (-)
Wolfe, Peter C., 1974 (Jill)
Wood, Trevor R. C., 1987 (Angeta)
Woodward, Joseph B., 1990 (Mary)

Woodward, Mary, 1999 (Joe)
Woulfe-Flanagan, Ann, 1996 (-)

* Wright, Nick,
Commodore CCC, 2000 (Marwyn)

Wylie, Ian E., 1971 (-)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Ardmore, 1 Seaforth Road, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5HV. (028 9147 2779)
22 Baring Road, Beaconsfield, Bucks, HP9 2NE.

Flat 7E Towans Court, Prestwick, Scotland KA9 2AY. (01292 470 524)
3 Thomastown Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (285 2084/Office: 677 2941)
Summer Lodge, Wellington Road, Cork. (021 4502464/Office: 021 4277622)
The Coach House, 16 Wellington Road, Cork. (021 4504551/Office: 021 4277622)
9 Ferry View Cottages, World’s End, Kinsale, Co Cork. (087 2312036)
9 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 4744)
Eglantine, Crab Lane, Blackrock Road, Cork. (021 4292734)
8 Whistlefield Court, Bearsden, Glasgow G61 1PX. (0141 942 0615)
Cuan Farm, 13 Ballydrain Road, Comber, Newtownards, Co Down BT23 5SR.

(01247 870265/Office: 01232 669537)
Coliemore House, Down Thomas, Plymouth, PL9 0BQ.
55 St. Charles Square, London Wl0 6EN. (020 8969 1736)

Aisling, Knapton Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 4391/Office: 676 7998)
Firlands, Gtengarriff, Co Cork. (027 63106)
12 Marino Park, Cultra, Holywood, BTI80AN. (028 9042 2280)
"’Eos", Upper Rosses, Rosses Point, Co Sligo. (071 77216)
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, Isle of Anglesey, LL61 6EZ. (01248 714 430)
14 Castle Lawn, Tulla Road, Ennis, Co Clare. (065 682 2440)
34 Rathdown Park, Terenure, Dublin 6.
"Carrick", Baily, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 3690/Office: 453 0178)

Coonlocken House, Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co Cork. (021 477 2468/Office: 021 470 2122)
2 Abbey Terrace, Cuan na Mara, Abbey Street, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 4241/Office: 676 3914)
Adelaide Cottage, Adelaide Place, Gardiners Hill, Cork. (021 450 8419)
Hillside, The Hill, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 0362)
Burnlaw, Whitfield, Hexham, NE47 8HE (01434 345349/Office: 01434 632692)
Dromna, Cappoquin, Co Waterford. (024 96144)
The Court Lodge, Yalding, Kent, ME18 6HX. (01622 814509)
Luibeen, Colla Road, Schull, Co Cork.
Red Island, Skerries, Co Dublin. (849 0113)
Meadowlands, Abbeyside, Dungarvan, Co Waterford. (058 44074)
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831483)

Beaumont House, Woodvale Road, Beaumont, Cork. (021 4292556/Office: 021 4292195)
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831483/Office: 021 4502358)
15 Ballymullan Road, Crawfordsbum, Bangor, Co Down, BT19 IJG. (028 9185 3249)
5901 Sun Blvd. #202, St. Petersburg, F1 33715, USA. (727 864 9802)
29 Balkill Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2472)
29 Balkill Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2472)
5901 Sun Blvd. #202, St. Petersburg, FI 33715, USA. (727 864 9802)
c/o Willingham, House Stud, Brinkley, Newmarket CB8 0SW. (01 638 507 530)
The Riggins, Greenpark, Dunshaughlin, Co Meath. (825 6643/Office: 296 0155)
The Stables, Nashville Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 3536/Office: 677 7532)
51 Mount Street, London, W 1Y 5RE. (0171 491 4860/Fax: 0171 495 2544)
Wellington Mews, 9A Patricks Hill, Cork. (021 4501966)
Treetops, Claremont Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (8324139)
Orchard House, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 436 2773/Office: 021 428 1143)
Ashkirk, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 4292542/Office: 021 4273295)
The Mallard, 4 Audleystown Road, Strangford, Co Down BT30 7LP.

(028 4488 1580/Office: 028 4488 1323)
3 Marlborough Road, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 8364)
c/o Billiton plc, 1/3 The Strand, London, WC2N 5HA. (0208 946 3901/Office: 0207 747
12A Clitheroe Road, London SW9 9DZ. (7930 339034)
1341 Whitney Road, Quilcene, Washington 98376, USA.

24 Middle Road, Saintfield, Co Down, BT24 7LP. (028 9751 9060/Office: 028 9070 5111)
The Whins, 25 Ballykeigle Road, Comber, Co Down, BT23 5SD. (028 9752 8360)
12 Anglesea Road, Dublin 4. (668 4082/Fax: 668 4082)
3A Dunbo Hill, Howth, Co Dublin. (839 4154)
Robbs Wall, Malahide, Co Dublin. (845 0717)
[nglewood, Gilford Road, Sandymount, Dublin 4. (269 4316)
Rostynan, 1 Haddington Lawn, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 0471/Office: 450 1044)
Chartwell, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 429 1215/Office: 021 427 3327)
Chartwell, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 4291215)
60 Silchester Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 3979/Office: 676 0261 )
11 Brackenrig Crescent, Waterfoot, Glasgow G76 0HE (0141 644 4253)

Flat 1, 2 Clanbrassil Terrace, Holywood, Co Down, BT18 0AP. (028 9042 1515)

NAME OF YACHT

Morene

Dom Perignon
Alpara
Dalua

Pascal

Sai See (PO)

Speedbird of Shrone

Kioni

Sea Maiden

Ounavarra of Howth
Intrigue

Winefreda of Greenisland
Arctic Tern
Twayblade

Lady Kate

Carrigdoun
Sundowner of Beaulieu

Strathspey ( PO )

Ursula
Strathspey ( P O )

Moondrifler
Witchcraft of Howth (PO)

Evolution H (PO)
Maunie

Witchcraft of Howth (PO)
Rascal

Ballyclaire

Joyster

Reiver (PO)
Reiver (PO)

Benbow

Misty
Moshulu 111
Moshulu I11

Beowulf (PO)
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Email addresses

To amend or add to this list, email Guy Johnston

Baker, Arthur
Barnes, Sean
Barry, Paddy
Beach, John
Beirne, Ronan
Bell, Adrian
Bell, Alan
Bell, Maeve
Black, Brian
Bohane, Liam
Bourke, John P
Bourke, Philip
Bradley, Brendan
Brady, B
Bruen, Chris
Bunting, Chris
Bunting, Peter
Butler, Maurice
Casey, Noel
Clapham, J
Clarke, Tony
Clemenston, John
Clementson, Ann

(nee Bunting)
Condon, C
Cooke, Tom
Cotter, Maeve
Craughwell, M
Crebbin, John
Crotty, Martin
Crowley, Peter
Cudmore, Denis
Cudmore, Harold
Cudmore, Richard
Cudmore, Ron & Anne
Cullen, Stephen
Cunnane, Jarleth
Curtain, Andrew
Dalton, Brian
Doherty, Anne
Dooney, Martin
Drew, Bob
Dwyer, Kevin
Fitzgerald, Aodhan
Fitzgerald, Grainne
Fletcher, Gillian
Gibson, Richard
Gleadhill, Di
Gore-Grimes, John
Gray, Peter & Susan
Greer, Heather
Guinness, Jennifer
Harvie, Jim
Hayes, Colin
Hegarty, Brian
Horan, Paddy

arb@indigo.ie
SeanBames@iol.ie
sailorpaddy @ hotmail.com
jsbeach @ rapidial.co.uk
ronanmbeime @ eircom.net
adrian.bell @ kmm.co.uk
bell .j a @ virgin, net
maeve.bell @ gccni.org.uk
bycomm@aol.com
liamb@corkmcos.ie
jpbourke@iol.ie
philip.bourke @ ucd.ie
paltserv@indigo.ie
billbrady @ eircom.net
chris.bruen@dol.ie
cjbunting @ bigfoot.com
pjbunting @ virgin.net
maurice.butler @johnselliot.com
noel.casey@mail.esb.ie
mertoun @ hotmail.com
irlclarke @ eircom.net
john.clem@bigfoot.com
ann .bunting @ bigfoot.com

kccondon@eircom.net
tcooke@indigo.ie
maeveco @ gofree.indigo .ie
crelect@iol.ie
jfcrebbin @eircom.net
martin @ crottydesign.ie
cork@dyno-rod.ie
dcudmore @ lucent.com
HaroldCudmore @ c s.com
jcudmore @ gofree.indigo, ie
cudmore @ bmr.ie
scullen @ smc.ie
jcunnane@eircom.net
gynonc@iol.ie
bcdalton @ earthlink.net
datec @ anu.ie
martindooney@eircom.net
bdrew I 133 @ aol.com
kd@kevindwyer.ie
adofitz @ hotmail.com
Grainne_Fitzgerald@clirl.com
gfletch @ gofree.indigo, ie
rgibson @ royalcork.com
digleadhill @ lineone.net
jgg @ goregrimes.ie
yachtwaxwing @ hotmail.com
greerh @ nil.ie
alexandjen @eircom.net
jimharvie @ worldnet.att.net
Colin. Hayes @ orix .ie
hegb@eircom.net
pgh253 @ indigo.ie

Hunt, Keith
Johnson, Terence
Johnston, Guy B
Kean, Norman
Keatinge, Bill
Kellett, Bill
Kenefick, N
Kenny, B
Kenworthy, Marilyn
Killen, Peter
Kirby, Tom
Knatchbull, Michael
Knatchbull, Patrick
Larkin, F
Ley, J
Lovett, Dermod
Malone, John
Marrow, John
McAuliffe, Philip
McCleave, Derek
McClement, Donal
McFerran, Neil
McGuire, Gary E.
McHenry, Cormac
McKenna, David C
McMahon, Gary
McManus, Brian
Minnis, Peter
Moore, Nelson
Moore, Sam
Nairn, S
Nicholson, David
Nixon, James
O Riain, Gearoid
O’Farrell, M
O’Gallagher, Malachi
O’Neill, Russell
Orr, Arthur
Pendleton, Robert
Prendeville, Neil
Ralston, George
Robertson, Alan
Sheridan, Gerry
Slevin, Jim
Smullen, Brian
Stokes, Adrian
Tucker, David E
Tyrell, Declan
Tyrrell, Aidan
Virden, J
Watson, Bill
Whitaker, Mark
Whitehead, David
Whitehead, Duncan
Winkelman, Franz
Wood, Trevor

ckhunt@indigo.ie
johnsont @ gofree.indigo.ie
guy @ etm.ie
NormanKean @ aol.com
hilary.keatinge @ dial.pipex.com
w.kellett@worldnet.att.net
brush @ iol.ie
drambuie @esatclear.ie
marilynk@tinet.ie
peterkillen @ angloirishbank.ie
tbkirby @ eircom.net
knatch@gofree.indigo.ie
patrick@knatchbull.freeserve.co.uk
LarkinF@shannon-dev.ie
jley218653 @ aol.com
lovetts @ indigo.ie
johnm@johnm.cx
comms@eircom.net
philmac @ esatclear.ie
derek @ mccleave.freeserve.co.uk
mcclement@eircom.net
mcferrans@tesco.net
garuir @ gofree.indigo.ie
cpm5 @tutor.open.ac.uk
rapparee @ pacific.net.ph
gary @ copperreed.com
brian.macmanus@iib-bank.ie
apl@utvinternet.com
moorenelson@hotmail.com
samgmoore @ talk21.com
nairn@eircom.net
DavidNic @eircom.net
james.nixon @ dnet.co.uk
gearoil @ireland.com
mof@mail.com
malachio @ gofree.indigo.ie
russelloneill @ genie.co.uk
asporr @ evergreen 11. fsnet, co.uk
winterwheat @ eircom.net
neil.prendeville@pfizer.com
theralstons @ talk21.com
robertson_alan@compuserve.com
gerryasheridan @ tinet.ie
jimslevin @eircom.net
bsmullen @ aol.com
adstokes @ stokesco.ie
det@eircom.net
dopeydoc @ oceanfree.net
attyrrell @ iolfree.ie
jjvirden@ aol.com
watknots @ aol.com
mark.whitaker @jpmg.ie
dwhitehead@billiton.com
duncanwhitehead @ ukonline.co.uk
cwinkers@iol.ie
trcwood@eircom.net
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List of Yachts

Yacht Owner T.M.

Aeolus D Beattie 8

Aeolus M. Harris-Barke 7.4

Alakush M.J. Guinness 20

Alannah J. Crebbin 12

Alchemist D & N Sheil 6

Alpara M Stokes

Alphida of Howth H.E.O’C. Byrne 14.4

Alys D. Park 11

An Giall D & E O’Boyle

Andromeda S. Gray 4

Anita B. Cassidy

Ann Again B. & E. Cudmore

Anolis H.M. McMordie 15

Aoibhneas M O’Gallagher 9.6

Aoife R O’Toole 11.6

Arctic Fern J Gore-Grimes

Arctic Tern J. Villiers-Stuart 11

Areff£ T. Toher 10.4

Ariadne A.G. Leonard

Armorique S & J Nairn
Askari P O’Sullivan 7.6

Atlantic" Island F McCarthy
Aven R Barr 12

Awbeg Venture D J Sheil 12

Baily of Howth M.J. Hall 33

Ballyclaire D F White

Beagle N. Hegarty 8

Benbow I M Wolfe

Beowulf B Corbally / A Woulfe-Flanagan 17.7

Bibi P. Osterberg

Big Boots D. Greenhalgh 15

Bonanza A. Gore-Grimes

Boojum T Fitzpatrick

Boru B CDalton

Brandon Rose B O’Callaghan

Buskateer M. Craughwell 12
Busy Bee J. Ley/A. Ley 10

Caelan of Strangford B Black
Capercaillie J.W. Clow 24

Caprice W B Lyster 16

Capsicum W. O’Mahony 5

Caranja J. Menton 22

Carna J. Currie 10

Carragheen M McKee

Carrigdoun W. Walsh 22

Cavatina D. O’Flynn 11
Celtic Rival J S Beach
Cenerea G. Coad 15

Cephas EM. Eves

Changeling K.J. Jameson 15

Chardonnay J Marrow 10.36

Clarebelle P J & C O’Mahony 17

Coco A Doherty

Colla Voce P. Lavelle 6

Rig / Built

Sloop E 1974

Sloop E 1971
Sloop E 1985

Ketch E 1979

Sloop E 1978

Sloop E

Sloop E 1986

Sloop E 1984

Sloop F.
Sloop W. 1962

G. Sloop W.

Sloop F. 2000
Ketch W. 1900

Sloop F. 1978

Sloop E 1998

Sloop E 1982

Sloop F. 1977

Sloop F. 2000

Sloop. E 1984
Sloop F. 1979

Ketch E 1980

Sloop E 1977

Ketch E 1978

Ketch E 1981

Sloop E 1976

Sloop F. 1978

Motor Sailer F. 1979
Sloop E 2001

Sloop W. 1960

Sloop F. 1976

Sloop F. 1979

Sloop E 1988

1985

Sloop E 1988
Sloop E 1988

Sloop F. 1990

Cutter/ketch E 1973

Bmu ketch E 1978

Sloop F. 1995

Sloop E 1980

Sloop E 1981

Sloop F. 1980

Sloop E 1980

Sloop E 1981
Ketch E 1990

Sloop F. 1977

Ketch W. 1973

Sloop F. 1985

Sloop F. 1989

Sloop F. 1986

Sloop F. 1999

1985
Cutter E 1982

Designer

Olle Enderlein

M Dufour

Rob Humphreys
A. Buchanan

L Giles

M Dufor

Jacques Fauroux

David Sadler

Alex Primrose
Johan Hanker

J & J Designs

E.H. Hamilton

John Sharp

Nicholson

Laurent Giles
Stephen Jones

Vaton/Roseo

Sadlier

Walter Raynor

Camper & Nicholson

Dufour
Holman & Pye

Finot

D. Thomas
Colin Mudie

German Frers

B. Bringsvaerd

D. Peterson

D. Thomas

Martin Sadler
Ed Dubois

J. Berret

Luders

Nicholson

German Frers

D. Thomas

A. Primrose

Ed Dubois

Ed Dubois

Philippe Briand
J.A. Bennet

Peter Brett

R. Freeman

Du Bois

D. Thomas

Fauroux

Groupe Finot

R. Harris

Class

Shipman 28
Arpage

Soverign 400

Neptunian 33

Westerly Centaur

Dufor 35

Jeanneau Sunrise 34

Sadler 34

Moody 33
Dragon

Howth 17 O.D.

Bavaria 42

Dolphin 31

Najad 440

Nicholson 32
Westerly Berwick 31

Starlight 35

Kelt 850

Frigate 27

Atlantic Power Ketch

Nicholson 35

Mirage 37
Oyster 46

Fasmet 34

Impala

Hardy 20

Halberg Rassy 42

BBll

Contessa 35

Impala

Sigma 33

Nauticat 36

Sadler 34
Westerly Falcon

Beneteau First 32s5

Nicholson 48

Hallberg-Rassy 39

Hunter Impala

Moody 40
Westerly Konsort

Westerly Griffen

Sun Fizz 40
Colvic 31

Rival 32

One off

Westerly Corsair

Sigma 38

Beneteau 40 C.C.

Jeanneau Sun Fizz
Vancouver 27
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Yacht

Cotton Blossom

Cu Two

Cuchulain

Cuilaun

Daedalus
Dalua

Daydream
Deerhound

Delphin

Deucalion

Dora Perignon

Doran Glas

Dundrum

Eblana
Elgin

Elysium

Eoin Rua

Euphanzel

Evolution H

Excuse Me
Family’s Pride

Fastnet Dancer

Faustina H
Fiacra

Fianne

Fidem I11

Final Fling

Finavarra

Flica

Flight of Fantasy
Freycinet

Gauntlet

Gay Gannet

Golden Harvest

Golden Nomad

Greenheart

Greylag of Arklow

Growltiger
Gwili 3

Hafod
Halloween

Happy Return

Harklow

Hera

High Jinx

Hobo Six
Hylasia

Icarus of Cuan

lduna
Imagine

Infinity

Insouciance

Intrigue

Ionion

Irish Mist I

Island Life
1slay

J’ ablesse

Jacana

Jaded

Jane Marie

Janey Mac H

Jeremy Fisher of Hamble
Joggernaut

Jomora

Joyster

Owner

H B Sisk

S Barnes

M. O’Farrell

B. Smullen / M. O’Flaherty
T Barry

A. Stott

J & P Cunningham

C.A. Chapman

L. Conway

G. McCann

A Stokes

P. Horan
J. Irwin

A. Dunn

M O’Rahilly

W.T. Rea / B Keane

K.J. MacLaverty

G D Crisp

T. Dunphy / G. Whelan

E Crosbie
R G Monson

V. O’Fan’ell

A & J.Clementson

P. Bourke

D.M. Dwyer

G. Hawthorn

F D Martin

E Sheridan

M. Kenworthy
N.L. Smyth

G J O’Connor

P Bunting

L. Shell

M.H. Snell

A. Aston

M B & A Balmforth

T. Sheppard
E.P. Byrne

A McCarter

R. d’Esterre Roberts

A. Pearson

F J Rogerson

R. Heard

I.R. Guinness

T & D Andrews
J P Bourke

H & I. Barnwell

B. Kennedy

J.R. Bourke

N Kenefick

B MacManus

G, Ralston
D E Tucker

B Lynch
A. Baker

C P McHertry

W P Kellett

H. Beck

S. Davis

J.K. Martin

J B Ballagh
A. Lee

K.M. Boyd

D. Morrissy

A A Robertson

D. Whitehead

T.M.

11

28

16

28

12.3
15

11

15

14

7

5

12

20

6

15

14

7

16
7

18

12

6

5

12

17

15

4

27

14

19

12

5

15

9

10

17.5

Rig / Built

Sloop W W. 1964
Ketch E 1989

Sloop E 1971

Ketch W. 1970

Fractional E 2000

Sloop E 1988

Sloop E 1989

Ketch F. 1970
Sloop F. 1976

Sloop E 1983

Sloop F. 1970

Sloop E 1980

Sloop W. 1967

Sloop F. 1989

Lugger F. 1999

Sloop E 1988

Sloop W. 1964
Bermudan W. 1938

Sloop E 1987

Fractional F. 1998

Ketch W. 1932

Cutter F. 1991

Cutter E 1991
Sloop F. 1979

Sloop E 1979

Sloop E

Sloop E 2000

Sloop E 1980

Cutter E 2001

Sloop F. 1986

Sloop E 1995

Sloop F. 1988

Sloop W. 1963
Sloop E 1974

Ketch E 1981

Bermudan E 1999

Sloop W. 1961

Sloop F. 1978
Sloop F. 1997

Sloop W. 1965

Sloop 1971

Sloop W. 1965

Motor W. 1963

G. Sloop W. 1899

Sloop E 1991

Sloop F. 1974
Sloop E 1985

Sloop F. 1980

Sloop W. 1939

Sloop F. 1994

Ketch A. 1983

Sloop E 1984

Sloop E 1990

Sloop E 1973

Cutter E 1998
Sloop F. 1979

Sloop E 1965

Sloop E 1982

Ketch F. 1986

Sloop F. 1992

Ketch F. 1973

Sloop E 1980
Sloop F. 1996

Ketch E 1981
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Designer

Sparkman & Stevens

Sparkman & Stevens

E Brett

G.T. McGruer

Van de Stadt
Holman & Pye

Van de Stadt

Ted Hood

R. Holland

D Thomas

L. Giles

Holman & Pye

McGrner

Bill Dixon

Nigel Irens

Olle Enderlein
Tord Sunden

A Milne

P Briand

German Frets
Chuck Payne

L Giles

A. Primrose

A. Primrose

Bruce Farr

R. Holand

Rob Humphries

B. Dixon
Bill Dixon

D Sadlier

C.R. Holman

Giles

R. Dongrey

David Alan-Williams

Laurent Giles

L Giles/C. Hawkins
Stephen Jones

D Simrnonds

Holman

J. "l-yrrell

N Jeppesen
Ollie Enderlein

German Frers

A. Primrose

L. Giles

Van De Stadt

Van Dam Nordia

David Thomas
Ed Dubois

D. Carter
Bob Johnson

Peter Brett

Nicholson

Johnson
Kaarina Yachts

R. Humphries
Gordon Wyatt

Ed. Dubois
Stephen Jones

Holman& Pye

Class

One off

Nauticat 42

Rival 32

Dehler 41
Rustler 36

Dehler 36 CWS

Hood 50

Nicholson 345

Sigma 41

Salar 40

Oyster 35

Moody Eclipse 33

Romilly

Shipman 28

Folkboat

Dublin Bay 24

First 345

X 332
Fife Ring Netter

Hallberg Rassy 45

Bowman 40

Westerly Centaur

Moody 39

Moody 36

First 40.7
Nicholson 345

Oyster 54

Moody 34

Moody 44

Contessa 32

Sterling

Bowman 40/Giles 38

Pilot Trader
Dawn 39

GK 24

Sadler Starlight 35

Horizon 32

Squib

Stella

Motor Cruiser
Howth 17 O.D.

X412

Shipman 28

Hylas 42

Moody 36

Lymington L

Jeanneau 45.2

Dehler 37CWS

Nordia 58
Sigma 41

Westerly Seahawk 35

Carter 37

Island Packet 40

Rival 38

Nicholson 32

J24
Seafinn 41

Sigma 400

Fisher 30

GK 34

Starlight 35

Oyster 35



Yacht

Juffra

Juno
Kala

Karena

Kariat

Kilpatrick

Kioni
Kiv?new

Kittiwake IV

Knocknagrena

Koala

Kumaree

Kwai Muli

La Lagune

Lady Jane

Lady Kate
Lamorna III

Lazy Day
Leemara of Howth

Leigh Mary

Leprechaun

Lindos

Lir

Live Wire
Lutanda

Mac Duach

Madcap

Maimoune

Mandalay

Marie Claire H

Marula

Mary Lee

Mary P

Maunie
Maxim&ar

MegaHertz

Melisande

Merette

Misaja

Mischief

Miss Molly of Hamble
Misty

Modus Vivendi
Moondrifter

Moonduster

Moonshadow

Moonshine

moonstream

Moonstruck

Morene

Morning Calm II
Morning Flame

Moshulu I11

Mouflon
Mountain Mist

Muirneog

Marlough

Nancy

Narnia

Neon Tetra

Nicu

Nisha
No Sense

Nomad

Northabout

Nyabo

Owner

M,J. Hill

C.L. Kilgrew
M.T. McConnell

J. Curtin

D. Faulkner

D P Brazil

A A Toher

D McCleave

Dr. P. Lowry
Lord Hemphill

P Cullen / M Crotty

K.L. Cooke

K. & P. Power

D & J Cross

M. Pritchard / M. Pritchard

D. Walsh

A.S. Morton

P. Cooper
M & M Butler

B. Layng

D.E. O’Connor

C.C. Martin

J. Cunnane

D.D, O’Brien

R. E. Eves
Dr. M. Brogan

S. Spence

R & H Barr

C.J. FitzGerald

S. McCormack

M McConnell

J McCann

N.J. Prendeville

M J Whelan

P.M.C. Branigan

G Sheridan
D. Lynch

J Kidney

Lord & Lady Cooke

J Donegan

J.R. O’Neill

T.RC. Wood

P & G Adams

M.J. Webb
D.N. Doyle

E. K. Deveney

P Butler

R. & N. Simms

J Doran

J A Stevenson

L. Auchincloss

L. Auchincloss
J.B. & M Woodward

E. Meade

G FitzGerald

P Gallagher

P W Knatchbull

C E Hilliard

S Moore

T.H. Roche

P. Ryan

F Sadlier

M H Flowers
R & C Fielding

J. Cunnane

T C Johnson

T.M.

ll
4

12

13

5
t4

6

13

10

7

9

17
12

4

7

14

10

15

2.5

10

15

9

I0
20

7

21

26.9

17

7

9

2O

26

16

Rig / Built

Sloop F. 1966

3/4 F. 1986

Motor F. 1974
Sloop W. 1976

Steam (!) W. 1897

Sloop F. 1986

Sloop F.

Sloop W. 1947

Fractional F. 1992
Ketch E 1980

Sloop F. 1983
Sloop F. 1970

Sloop F. 1986

Sloop F. 1989

Ketch F. 1978

Sloop F. 1986

Sloop F.

Sloop F.

Sloop F. 1990
Ketch F. 1980

Sloop W. 1962

Sloop F. 1977

Sloop S. 1990

Sloop F. 1976

Ketch F. 1977

G. Cutter W. 1979

Cutter W. 1875

Sloop W. 1902
Sloop E 1974

Sloop F. 1980

M.Y.S. 1982

Cutter F. 1984

Sloop F. 1989

Cutter E 1997

Sloop F. 2001

Sloop F. 2000
Sloop W. 1965

Sloop F. 1998

Sloop F. 1972

fractional F. 1988

Sloop F. 1979

Sloop F.

Cutter E 1991

Ketch E 1978
Sloop W. 1981

Sloop E 1977

Sloop E 1990

Ketch E 1982

Cutter E 1995

S. 1974

Sloop A. 1991

Sloop 1996

Sloop E 1976

Sloop F. 1979
Sloop F. 1979

Sloop E 1985

Sloop E 1998

Sloop IF. 1999

Cutter W. 1954

Sloop E 1976

Motor sailer W.
2O00

E 1992

Cutter 2000

Sloop F. 1994
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Designer

Nicholson

Ed. DuBois

Derek Stukins
Bruce Farr

LFE, Cowes

Holman & Pye

L Giles

Robert Clark
Van de Stadt

Laurent Giles

David Thomas
Dufor

Holman & Pye

Joubert Nivelt

Van de Stadt

Dixon

Holman & Pye

Stephen Jones
J. A. Bennet

Peterson Thuesen

Van De Stadt

Van De Stadt

De Ridder

Olle Enderlein

Colm Mulkerrins

Linton Hope

Saltalia Finland
A. Mauric

Bederbeke

Borealis Yachts

Neils Jeppesen

T Taylor

Berret Racoupeau

J &. J Designs
Johan Hanker

Johan Hanker
Camper & Nicholson

J Berret

David Sadler

Holman & Pye

J. Roy
German Frets

W. P. Brown

D Thomas

lan L. Anderson

Bruce Farr

Van der Stadt

Ron Holland

Laurent Giles

Laurent Giles

David Sadler

Dumas

Najadarvet

D. Hillyard

Camper & Nicholson

Fairy Fisherman

Arthur Mursell

G. Carroff
Dick Zal

Class

Nicholson 32

Westerly Fulmar
Downcraft 21

Fan- 37

Oyster Heritage

Westerly Konsort
YW 5 tonner

Dehler 36 CWS

Conway

Sigma 41
Safari

Oyster 406

Gib Sea 372

Trintella III A

Moody 31

Twister

Group Finot

Sadler Starlight 39
Victor 34

Dragon O.D.

Prospect 900

Van De Stadt 34

High Tension 36

Halberg Rassy 35

Galway Hooker

Bristol Channel Pilot Cutt

Fairy
Nauticat 33 Pilot House

First 30

Pedro 35

Reliance 44

X-I19

Vancouver 38P

Oceanis Clipper 393

Dufour 32 Classic

Dragon

Dragon
Nicholson 32 Mk X

First 32S5

Sadler 32

Oceanis 411

Oyster 55

Macwester Seaforth

52 A.C.
Ruffian 23

Sigma 33 OOD

Seastream 43

Beneteau 44C

Trintella 57A

Trintella 47

Salar 40

Westerly GK29

Trapper 300

Sadler 29
Jeaneau Sun Oddesey 42

Etap 22i

Najad 441

Nicholson 31

Beneteau 40.7
Seaward/Nelson 23

Najda 15

Contest 46



Yacht Owner T.M.

Ocean Blue B Law

Oleander of Howh B. Hegarty / B. Hegarty 15

Olessa T Fitzpatrick

One Timee E.M. England 11

Oona P. Courtney

Ostra I J Stevenson

Ounavarra of Howth Brian A Tucker 21

Papageno P D Haden

Pascal J I Taggart 18

Picnic T.S. Foote

Pilgrim Soul Dr. W. A. Curtain 12

Prelude J.E. Daly 14

P "cab.n G.E. McGuire 11

Quaila H.E Morrison 15

Raasay of Melfont B.P. Coad 11

Rafiki W.D. & H. Keatinge

Rambler M M Dooney

Rapparee H D. McKenna

Rascal M Whitaker 1

Rathlin N Duffin

Realta A. Bell 14

Red Velvet P. Butler 12

Reiver J.D. Williams / W.P. Williams 12.5

Rhapsody S. Flood 10

Ricjak J. Cahill 22

Roaring Water J.B. Forde 14

Rockabil1111 J. Flanagan

Rockwell Salamander R. Gibson, H. Kaiser, D. McWilliam

Rosemarie of Cuan T Anderson

Royal Tara C. Love 50

Ruinette D.P. Brazil / J. Gallagher 11

Safari H B Knott 12

Safari of Howth R.I. Morrison 17

Saint Patrick P. Barry 15

Saki P.J. McCormack 11

Salar B. McMahon 6

Samantha P. Morck 5

Samharcin an lar H. Du Plessis 16

Sandy Ways T. Cooke i 5

Saoirse S Salmon

Saoirse of Cork J. Colin Hayes 24

Sceolaing D. Ryan 16

Schollevaer D Beattie

Sea Fox J.R. Magee 65

Sea Maiden B. Travers 4

Seadrifter J. Petch 14

Seareign H.R. King 12

Seascape of Down P & E Ronaldson

Selina M. Dwyer 8

Serifa of Cork P Crowley 17

Setanta J.R. & J. Cudmore 7

Setanta M Cotter-Murphy

Siamsa M.M. D’Alton / L.D. Latham 5

Silver Slipper H. Cudmore 8

Siolta W.W. McKean 11

Sirikit lIl G. Johnston & W. Colfer 9.8
Skarv av Stad A. Osmundsvaag 22

Solo G Coad

Sparkle B. Gallagher 11

Speedbird of Shrone P. Tisdall 7.9

Starfire C Magennis

Stella Maris M.C. Coleman 29

Strathspey B.N. Watson / W.R. Watson 18

Suaeda A. Hutchinson 12

Sundowner of Beaulieu L R Waters

Sundream J.C. Bruen

Rig / Built

Sloop F. F.

Ketch E 1981

Sloop F. 1983

Sloop F. 1980

Sloop W. 1909

Sloop E
Ketch E 1974

Sloop E 1985

Sloop E 1983

Cutter F. 1983

Sloop 1991

Sloop E 1981

Sloop E 1980

Sloop E 2000

Sloop E 1972

Ketch E 1987
Sloop F. 1980

Sloop E 1981

EMotor 1991

Sloop E 1992

Sloop E 1971

Sloop S. 1988
Sloop F. 1979

Cutter S. 1982

Sloop E 1978

Sloop E 1998

Fractional F. 1996

Sloop E 1984

Ketch F. 1979

Sloop F. 1971

Sloop E 1988
Ketch E 1982

G. Cutter W. 1909
Sloop F. 1979

Sloop E 1970

G. Cutter 1978

Ketch F. 1977

Ketch E 1979

1985

Cutter E 1996
Sloop E 1969

Gaff cutter S. 1913

Ketch W. 1940

Sloop F. 1980

Ketch E 1975

Sloop E 1973

Ketch E 1981

Sloop F. 1971

Sloop E 1968
Sloop F. 1988

Sloop F. 1996

Sloop F.

SSDY W. 1970

Sloop F. 1966

Sloop E 1968

Sloop F. 1988

Ketch F. 1983
Sloop E 1986

Sloop F. 1989

Sloop E 1998

Sloop S. 1986

Sloop F. 1980

Sloop E 1973

Bmu ketch E 1980

Sloop F. 1993
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D~igiler

Sparkman & Stevens

L. Giles

Peter Boyce
Waker Boyd

Steven Jones

Laurent Giles

Ed Dubois

R Holland

Harry Becker

J. Berret

A. Primrose
Ed Dubois

W. Dixon
Peter Brett

Carl Beyer

German Frers

Yamaha Group

Hardy

Stephen Jones
Holman & Pye

A. Mylne

Ron Holland;

Cahill

A. Primrose

Berret/Racoupeau
Castro

Van Der Stadt

Camper & Nicholson

Camper & Nicholson

Jean Berret

Olle Enderlein

Casey Bros.

Camper & Nicholson

White & Hill

Roger Dongray

L. Giles
Holman & Pye

J Berret

Carl Beyer

Raymond Wail

Lemsteraak

W. M. Hand

E Pryor

Van de Stadt
Camper & Nicholson

Westerly Conway

Dufour

Laurent Giles

Daniel Andrien

Johan Hanker

W.E Brown

Ray Hunt/Jon Bannenberg

Van de Stadt
Nicholson

Philippe Briand
Gary Hyot

Martin Sadler

Woods

Stephen Jones

Bruce Roberts

Bill Shaw

Camper & Nicholson
Holman & Pye

McGregor

Class

Westerly Conway 36

DB2

O-Day 37

Howth 17 Footer

Oyster 35

Moody 46

Westerly Seahawk

Swan 391

Vagabond 31
Beneteau Oceanis 370

Moody 33

Westerly Fulmar

Moody 42

Rival 34

Aphrodite 42

Swan 53
Yamaha 36

Hardy 19
Westerly Rivera

Starlight 35

Hustler 35

Club Shamrock

One off
Moody 33

First 33.7
1720

E&A40

Nicholson 70

Nicholson 32

Oceanis 350
Hallberg Rassy 42

Galway Hooker

Nicholson 31

Cutlass

Westerly Conway 36

Oyster Mariner 35

Beneteau First 37.5

Najad 52

Nicholson 43

Motor Sailer

Leisure 23 SL

Victory 40

Nicholson 35

Diane
Salar 40

Jeanneau Sun Light 30

Dragon
Ruffian 23

Excalibur

Nicholson 32

SunKiss

Freedom

Sadler 34
Banshee Catamaran

starlight 35

Roberts 45

Pearson 40

" Nicholson 35

Oyster 39

McGregor 26



Yacht Owner T.M.

Swallow R.M. Beirne

Symphonie S.A. Malone 9.5

Taiseealai McConnel] & others

Tallulah A.H. Rountree 13

Tam O’Shanter B. Kenny 8
Tandara R. Slater 16
Targeteer G.M. Sargent 6.6
Tertia of Lymington W. Dickinson 15

Thalassa R. Sewell 16
The Lady Avilon R.V. Lovegrove

The Lady Beatrice M. O’Connor 7

Tieveara T.C. Hutcheson 19

Tosca V H P Kennedy

Tresillian/V J. Clapham 16

Trilogy R. Fowler 11
Trininga D.B. & M.D. Johnston 15
Tritsch-Tratsch Dr. O. Glaser 20
Tux M. O’Keeffe

Twayblade J. Virden 9
Twiga M. Park

Twocan F.D. Freeman 7

Ultimate R. Sharp

Ursula R. Watson 11
VS. O.P J. Godkin
Velella A. Clarke
Verve ELK. Espey / J. Osborne 10
Voyageuse L. Kavanagh 5.5
Waxwing P. Gray / S. Gray 15

Wheesht W.P. Escort 12

White Heather D.H.B. FitzGerald 15

White Hunter N Walsh

White Magic B & P Killen
White Shadow D. Nicholson 13
Whitefire N V McFerran

Wild Bird G.J.J. Fasenfeld

William Tell of Uri S. Lantry 23

Winefreda ofGreenisland G. Villiers-Stuart 13
Witchcraft of Howth W.M. Nixon / E.M. Wheeler / 15

H.A. Whelehan

Wizard W.E. Glover

Xanadu N. Kean

Yami-Yami T. Kirby 6

Zarafa A. Eves

Zuben’ubi W.J. Cotter / J. McKinney /
N. Meagher 10

Rig / Built

Marconi W. 1956
Sloop E 1979

Sloop F. 1977

Sloop F. 1987

Sloop E 1972

Ketch E 1977

Fractional E 1980

Sloop E 1978

Yawl W. 1906

S. 1935
Sloop 17. 1977

Ketch F. 1979

Sloop F 1980

Ketch F. 1981

Sloop E 1989

Ketch F. 1979

Ketch F. 1981

Fractional F. 1997

Sloop W. 1961

Ketch E 1973
Sloop E 1973

Ketch E 1975

Sloop E 1985

Sloop F. 1986

Sloop E 2000

Yawl W. 1963

Sloop F. 1978

Cutter E 1980
Sloop F. 1974

Sloop F. 1988

Sloop F. 1987

Sloop F. 1999

Sloop F. 1988

Ketch F. 1985

Cutter F. 1997

Cutter l~ 1988

Cutter W.
Sloop F. 1976

Sloop F. 1983

Ketch S. 1982
Sloop F. 1978

Sloop E 1980

Sloop F. 1973

Designer

J. B. Kearney

P Briand

Ron Holland
Van de Stadt

Britton Chance

Camper & Nicholson

Rob Humphreys

Doug Peterson

C. Sibbick

Canal Boat

Olle Enderlin
G.L. Watson

Sparkman & Stevens

Holman & Pye

Bill Dixon

W.E Rayner

German Frers

Neils Jefferson

A. Buchanan

Holman

Olle Enderlein
Laurent Giles

Halberg Rassy 312

Humphries

Groupe Finot

A.C. Robb

Angus Primrose

Peter Brett
Camper & Nicholson

D. Thomas

David Thomas

Norlin/Ostruann

Holman & Pye

Van der Stadt

Tony Taylor

Chuck Paine

Admiralty

Doug Peterson

J. Kaufman

German Frers

D Sadler
Don Pye

Nicholson

Class

Mermaid

Jeanneau Symphonie

Club Shamrock

Legend 34

Chance 37
Nicholson 39

Target 30

Contessa 35

Shipman 28

Colvic Watson 35

She 36
Oyster 39

Moody 31
Atlantic 40

FC44

X 332

Norman

Super Soverign

Shipman 29
Carbineer

Soverign 400

Oceanis 411

Princess

Voyager 35

Rival 41

Nicholson 35

Sigma 362

Formula 28
Sweden 37

Oyster Heritage 37

Rebel 42

Vancouver 38

Bowman 40

Contessa 35

North Shore 33

Frers 48

Sadler 25

Gladiateur

Nicholson 32
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Index of Cruising Grounds

Reference numbers: The first two digits of the reference number refer to the year of publication while the latter digits refer to the
log number in the Table of Contents of that year’s annual: eg 89.11 - Annual of 1989, Log no. 11

Aleutian Islands
America - North
America - South
Antarctica
Arctic
Atlantic Crossing
Atlantic Islands

Australia
Baltic
Brittany

Caribbean

Channel Islands
Chile
Clyde
England - East Coast
England - South Coast
Faroe Islands
Greenland
Hebrides
Holland and Belgium
Iceland
Ireland - Circumnavigation

Ireland - North Coast
Ireland - South West Coast
Irish Sea
Mediterranean - East
Mediterranean - West
Normandy
Norway
Orkney Islands
Pacific
Portugal
Russia
Scandinavia
Scilly, Isles of
Scotland - East
Scotland - West

Shetland Islands
Spain - North Coast

Venezuela
World Cruising

93.04
88.16, 89.18,
88.14, 88.16,
97.25
89.O2, 90.04,
92.01, 92.03,
88.16, 89.10,
94.11, 94.13,
88.13, 01.18
90.08, 91.22,
88.05, 88.06,
91.06, 92.07,
96.21, 97.10,
88.11, 88.14,
97.18, 98.10,
89.15, 90.22,
88.02
91.11, 95.21
90.16, 99.20
88.08, 88.20,
93.06, 96.15
92.01, 93.01,
89.13, 91.16,
89.03, 90.16,
91.13, 93.18,
90.01, 90.11,
96.08, 96.10,
91.09, 91.20,
90.18, 91.10,
88.03, 88.21,
90.14. 91.04,
91.04. 91.02,
90.16. 94.17
93.08. 94.08,
90.13 91.14,
93.21 94.05,
89.06 90.07,
93.08
88.12,
88.19,
90.15,
89.04,
93.11,
98.14,
90.13,
90.07,
98.03,
88.14,
91.03,

90.02, 92.01,92.06, 92.22, 96.23, 96.25, 99.05, 00.02
94.21, 96.02

92.20,
92.04,
89.05,
95.14,

94.06, 98.02, 98.07, 99.06, 00.16, 01.04, 01.23
93.01, 93.02, 97.04, 97.31, 97.08, 98.18, 99.15, 00.04, 00.14, 01.01, 01.17
89.07, 90.07, 90.10, 90.20, 91.19, 91.13, 92.05, 92.11, 93.02, 93.13, 93.15,
95.18, 96.07, 01.12

92.13,
88.07,
92.17,
98.13,
89.19,
99.15
94.20,

96.09, 97.11, 00.10, 01.20
88.18, 88.19, 89.11, 90.03, 90.09, 90.12, 90.17, 91.15, 91.18, 91.08, 92.21,
92.23, 92.25, 93.12, 93.19, 93.22, 94.20, 94.18, 94.01, 94.16, 96.13, 96.20,
01.15, 01.09
89.07, 90.02, 90.05, 90.06, 90.10, 90.12, 93.02, 94.03, 95.08, 96.14, 97.12,

95.19, 95.23

89.15, 90.03, 90.22, 93.20, 94.12, 94,25, 94.17, 95.11, 96 28, 97.02, 97.05, 01.08

95.02, 98.12, 01.04,
91.09, 91.13, 00.19
92.13, 94.12, 97.14,
94.06, 97.01, 97.17,
91.01, 91.12, 92.12,
96.04, 96.18, 99.04,
92.26, 93.14, 93.17,
91.07, 92.02, 94.07,
92.09, 92.18, 93.14,
91.24, 93.08, 93.09,
92.16, 93.08, 93.09,

01.13

97.23, 01.06
99.03, OO.21
94.02, 94.14, 94.07, 94.10, 95.01, 95.05, 95.15, 95.24, 96.06,
99.08, 99.14, 00.06, 00.10, 00.17, 00.18, 01.25, 01.03
00.03
94.09, 96.01, 96.13, 97.20, 01.24
94.25, 94.16, 95.03, 98.01, 98.16
95.04, 95.16, 96.11, 97.03, 98.06, 00.09, 01.10, 01.07
94.07, 94.15, 96.05, 97.06, 99.07, 01.02

94.06
93.07, 01.05
98.04, 99.11
94.04, 94.23, 99.20

89.02, 90.04, 90.08, 90.13,
89.15, 90.03, 90.17, 91.10,
95.17
88.09, 89.13, 89.14, 89.16,
93.17, 93.20, 94.10, 94.22,
98.17, 01.11
90.15, 91.14, 92.08, 93.07
90.12, 92.14, 92.15, 92.21,
01.19
88.16, 90.19, 94.03, 96.02
92.10, 94.24, 95.07,

92.20, 96.09, 96.12, 96.22, 96.26, 96.17, 00.10, 00.25
96.27, 96.16

90.15,90.21,91.14,91.16,91.20,91.09,91.17,92.19,92.24,
95.06,96.03,96.19,97.09,97.15,97.16,97.19,97.24,98.09,

93.05,93.13,93.16,93.19,95.10,95.22,96.24,97.07,97.21,

95.12,00.12,01.18,01.22
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THE CHALLENGE CUP AWARDS

Every year the Flag Officers appoint an Adjudicator
to award the Challenge Cup Awards.

The following are the Challenge Cup Awards:

THE FAULKNER CUP

THE CLUBS PREMIER AWARD

THE FORTNIGHT CUP

FOR THE BEST CRUISE UNDERTAKEN
IN A MAXIMUM OF 16 DAYS

’ ; : ...... ....

THE STRANGFORD CUP

FOR AN ALTERNATIVE BEST CRUISE

THE ROUND IRELAND
NAVIGATION CUP

FOR THE BEST C[RCUMNAV]GATION
WITH SPECIAL EMPHASIS ON
NAVIGATIONAL AND PILOTAGE CONTENT

THE FINGAL CUP

AWARDED ENTIRELY AT THE

ADJUDICATOR’S OWN DISCRETION FOR

THE LOG WHICH APPEALED TO HIM MOST

THE ROCKABILL TROPHY

FOR A CRUISE WHICH INVOLVES AN
EXCEPTIONAL FEAT OF NAVIGATION
AND/OR SEAMANSHIP

THE GLENGARRIFF TROPHY

FOR THE BEST CRUISE IN IRISH WATERS

I
THE GULL SALVER

I1!
IN AN INTERNATIONAL I!~DISTINCTION

I
EVENT BY A MEMBER SAILING HIS/HER Ii’

"7. OWN BOAT

r

’,-.?. Ss. ....

I
THE PERRY GREER BOWL                I

I
FOR THE BEST FIRST ICC LOG

THE WILD GOOSE CUP

AT THE ADJUDICATORS DISCRETION
FOR A LOG OF LITERARY MERIT

771~ ’ ...........7 7

THE WRIGHT SALVER

AWARDED BY THE

NORTHERN COMMI’I-rEE

THE JOHN B KEARNEY CUP

FOR AN OUTSTANDING CONTRIBUTION

TO IRISH SAILING

THE WATERFORD HARBOUR

CUP

AWARDED BY THE

SOUTHERN COMMITTEE

THE DONEGAN MEMORIAL
CUP

AWARDED BY THE

EASTERN COMMrI-rEE

_f’

7 ’; < .... r

THE ARAN ISLANDS TROPHYII
AWARDED BY THE WESTERN COMMITTEE

BEST DUNNS DITTY WILL BE AWARDED A MINIATURE REPLICA OF THE WYBRANT CUP
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Preview of some of the photographs taken in August 2001 by Kevin Dwyer for the tenth edition of the
Irish Cruising Club Sailing Directions for the East and North Coasts o[ Ireland due for publication in 2002.

:i

New marina Arklow New marina Dunlaoghaire

Extension work at Carlingford marina Ardglass marina

Portaferry marina New marina Glenarm

Ballycastle marina The breakwater at Church Bay Rathlin Island


