
French Customs visited and
insisted on going through the full
formal paperwork ritual. Registra-
tion of all yachts is a requirement
in France and failure to produce
the requisite little green book will
make you eligible for a fine or
imprisonment or both. Passports
for all on board were also
requested - a tad too intrusive for
an EU member visiting another’s
port in a pleasure craft?

Ile de Groix has a stunningly
beautiful harbour (Port Tudy)
where we lunched on langoustines
and Muscadet, before departing
for Lorient and a trip around the
submarine pens. These heavily
fortified protected docks built by
the Nazis, were designed io
minimise the bomb damage for
the U-Boats when they were
refitting after a patrol.

The marina, almost in the
centre of the city, was quite busy
even though it was early May but

L to r. Eric, Dan, Donal and

the facilities and the closeness to shops etc. made it well worth
visiting. Dinner in a Chinese restaurant provided an interesting
break.

Tuesday morning started with another official visit, this time
from the Gendarmes, who politely demanded the same as the
Douannes, and more (insurance certificates, radio licences etc).
Having entertained them to coffee and pleasantries, we headed
off to the Carrefour Hypermarket, for supplies of wine, beer
and other good French necessities, which, of course, were for
personal consumption.

The boat was loaded and loaded is the operative word, by
early afternoon and at 1320 we set out for Benodet, motor
sailing again, in a stunningly beautiful day with a gentle breeze.
At 1815 we were alongside the marina and ready to explore the
local village. Again we enjoyed magnificent French cuisine
accompanied by local grape juice.

Time to leave France next morning and after a quick
excursion up river from Benodet we were Scillies bound again
having to rely on the Iron Genoa. We made the Raz de Sein at
1315, about an hour after the tide had gone foul, but a strong
back eddy on the mainland shore helped us through. The sea
was a little disturbed and the breeze filled in on the nose. As we
were already missing Brittany, we decided to pay Lampaul a
final visit so that we could enjoy the roast leg of lamb, acquired
pre-departure in Benodet in the comfort that befits gentlemen
like us. Two hours later we were on our way bound for New
Grimbsy Sound and Tresco.

Plenty of traffic as we crossed the Separation Zone but the
French Controllers were most helpful and the Radar systems

Nick. Must be the Scillies! Photo: Colin Haves

they have are very good. A lovely but chilly starry night made
for a good crossing. We piloted through the islands during the
morning to New Grimsby Harbour, where we picked up a
visitors mooring at 1230. Just in time for a typical Cornish
lunch at the New Inn. Great local bitter and fresh grilled
seafood. We then walked the wonderful Tresco gardens and
spotted our fair share of extremely plump pheasants (next time
Dan may be tempted to bring his twelve bore and Springer
spaniel) and other wildlife.

The gardens, which are surrounded by white sandy beaches,
are well worth a visit and a walk is welcome exercise following
a stint at sea. The weather remained wonderful for the duration
of our visit and we were lucky to secure a table at the Island
Hotel’s gourmet restaurant for dinner that evening where we
lowered the average age of the diners by about 30 years.

We slipped the visitors mooring at 1200 bound for
Crosshaven in fantastic weather with a light headwind so motor
sailing was the only sensible option. The pack of cards came
out again and only a late lunch/early dinner (another prawn and
bacon pasta - Skipper’s favourite) interrupted an uneventful
passage arriving at 0430 hours. We had been extremely lucky
with the weather because even though we suffered from lack of
wind for almost all the trip, we had chosen what turned out to
be the only good week in May for our "Gourmet Cruise to the
Islands". We averaged over 8 knots, covered nearly 700 miles
and had a most comfortable and enjoyable trip for our flying
visit to France and the Scillies.

Again in 2003 perhaps ???
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Twayblade 2002

Jonathan Virden

T~buayblade is a classic 32ft wooden Buchanan sloop. She was
ilt in 1961 and rebuilt in 1982. She is elegant and ’old

fashioned’ but very simple and easy to operate. We are
gradually following the electronic revolution as will be seen
later.

It would be lovely to exaggerate the frustrations, trials and
tribulations of 2002. Although we failed in the plan for cruising
in a special place, there were some very good moments.
Cruising is always a mixture. The plan was to do the first part
of a longer scheme. In 2000 Scotland was most seductive, so
we got the idea of going north once more, rather than our
instinct to go south. This crystallised into the plan to sail to
Shetland at some time, but without heroic effort. For that we
have to start from further north than the home mooring at
Cargreen (up the Tamar river from Plymouth). So 2002 became
the year for a delivery cruise to Ardfern for a winter. A more
ambitious cruise further north would follow this in 2003.

This presented the chance to spend at least two weeks in the
northwest of Ireland. I have whizzed past this glorious cruising
ground four times without a chance to stop and linger. Almost
three weeks should have been enough to reach Galway and
pause, ready to start real cruising.

The first failure was to get from Cargreen to Penzance in the
five days allocated. After a day of commissioning and a night at
Cawsand, Alix and I bravely set off to go west. About three
hours later we tumed back to Plymouth, having made no visible
progress against obstructive, though not aggressive, tide, sea
and wind. Following an ominous forecast for the next three
days, the log reads; "back on mooring at Cargreen; crew
dispersed".

Next, Michael Devenish came with me to sail Twayblade to
Galway. He is a prodigal returning to cruising after a couple of
decades, having recently retired. After the usual day and night
of recommissioning, we sailed, mostly, to Helford for a night
and on to Penzance. There we met my sister and her husband
for pub-lunch and superb dinner at their house at Porthleven.

As Michael had not visited the Scillies, we went there to
wait for more favourable wind. Two delightful quiet days at St.
Agnes were followed by two days at Old Grimsby. By this time
we had only five days left to get to Ireland. It was becoming
quite clear that Twayblade would not reach Galway in the
available time. However, as it was important to be able to leave
her for a week in a secure place in Ireland we had to move on.

On 23rd July there was a gusty f5-6 from 270T which was
expected to become more favourable for the course to
Baltimore. Rather against my better judgement we left Old
Grimsby. The next fifteen hours were horrible. The sea was
very rough and irregular. The wind headed us rather than
freeing us. Unusually for him the crew was sick. The middle of
the Celtic Sea is not a place to seek refuge, so all options were
reviewed. The simplest was to go back to somewhere in
Cornwall, which would have defeated the main plan. The next
was to aim up the Irish Sea to Dublin, or Milford Haven if
necessary. The last was to bash on, or backwards as might have
happened.

In the end we were pushed towards St. Georges channel.
However, after some hours the wind had veered enough to
make it worth tacking towards County Cork. As dawn broke we
were able to sail in the desired direction. Four hours later the
wind had died and we were motoring over a flattening sea.

As darkness fell we approached Kinsale on a close reach
over a calm sea. The visibility became much worse. Our
approach and entry to Sandycove in darkness was finally done
under power using GPS, radar and echosounder. Michael had
not seen this done before and was fascinated. I was just relieved
that it worked so well. But another yacht made our evening
joyous. It appeared to be lost, and it followed us into the bay.
The two following quotes left us near speechless with laughing
after they had departed into the black murky night. In answer to
our enquiry about whether they had enough water to anchor
they replied "We don’t have depth". We did not know what that
meant. Then: "... Don’t you touch me..." from the female
voice as they turned to leave. That could have been the opening
of several best-sellers.

In the morning we sailed to Kinsale, a long way short of
Galway, our original objective. We spent a couple of happy
days there making Twayblade safe for a week on one of the
moorings of the hospitable Kinsale Yacht Club. The crew
dispersed again after a superb supper in Crackpots restaurant.
Michael went to Baltimore, to advanced retraining in the art of
cruising in the care of Christopher Thornhill, Commodore
RCC. I went home for a week to do the VAT and catch up with
the garden.

Joy and I rejoined Twayblade on 4th Aug. This was made
easier by the invitation of Keith Hunt (ICC) and Poppy to
dinner when we arrived. We spent most of a day
recommisioning and spent the night in Sandycove. Next day we
sailed to Sherkin for a night and then on to a yellow mooring in
Crookhaven through very mixed weather.

During the past three years the Irish Authorities have laid
substantial moorings, with yellow buoys, in many places along
the west coast. Sometimes they are taken up by local boats or
fish cages, or are much encumbered with huge rope. But
usually they are a blessing to the cruising sailor. We used them
many more times than we used the anchor. What I saw of them
showed that they were very substantial and quite adequately
maintained. To take advantage of them it is useful to have a
mooring warp with an eye splice at each end and a piece of
chain in the middle. Our Mark III mooring warp will also have
chains at the bow roller.

In Crookhaven the rain and adverse wind held us up for a
second night. From there we took the tide round Mizen Head
and almost to Dursey. The tide in Dursey Sound had turned
south a bit earlier than the book suggested. The engine had
serious work to do to push us up the slope against at least 5.5
kts of stream (at 1445 LT on 9th Aug). By pinching and motor
sailing we went directly to the idyllic Derrynane for the night
on a yellow mooring, the last one to be free on that afternoon.

We woke to the most beautiful clear sunny morning. Only
those who know the West of Ireland will know what that is like.
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Twavblade

We slipped away and sailed, partly, to Dingle. We saw a skua
chasing gulls. We crossed Dingle bay on a gentle reach. We met
the dolphin at the entrance. Tourist-laden craft were pursuing
him, or her, but he showed more interest in us as a new boat in
his place.

Two nights in Dingle marina coincided with some
unpleasant weather, but the main excuse not to rush on was
dinner to celebrate Joy’s birthday. The marina manager, Johnny,
assisted re-victualling. He is a cheerful soul, when one can find
him. By this time the possibility of spending much time on the
original plan had been abandoned with great sadness. Time was
getting short, or so it felt.

On 12th August the visibility was very poor but we left
Dingle to catch the tide at Blasket sound. The tide was pouring
out of Dingle directly into a modest swell from SW. The waves
were remarkable: steep and almost stationary. The visibility

was under 1/2 mile for our first four
hours at sea but we see enough to
take the short cut past Scollage
Rock. Then we made our way to
Brandon Pier in very mixed
visibility and wind. This place was
reasonably well sheltered from the
southerly f6 wind which had made
the passage from Blasket rather
uncomfortable as increasing gusts
came off Brandon mountain. At
Brandon the place to anchor is
about a cable north of the head of
the pier, as close to the shore as
conditions permit.

The wind gradually died after
we left Brandon. The Autohelm
also died before we were half way
to Clifden. About 20 nm south of
Slyne head we had the pleasure of
continuous company of dolphins
for a couple of hours. We motored
for 10 hours to reach Clifden at
0115 after an interesting approach
in darkness between rocks and
islands. There were supposed to
be some yellow moorings at
Clifden, but we could not find
them in the dark. Normally the
radar would detect them easily.
We anchored west of the other
yachts near the north shore where
the holding is very good in mud
and sand. (The yellow moorings
really are there; very low in the
water, close to the north shore and
half a mile from the landing).

We stayed on board for two
nights and the day between while
the wind and rain made both the
ideas of venturing out to sea or
going ashore most unattractive.
When we left Clifden a huge
lumpy sea was waiting for our
departure between the rocks and
islands. Although we were very
close-hauled with reefed mainsail
against 25 kts of wind, the engine
did all the work to push us out of
Clifden and round High Island and
Inishturk. But then we had a

splendid wild broad reach in the big quartering seas past Clew
Bay and Achill Head. The clarity was excellent and we could
see the cruising ground we were missing all too well. As we
came to Blacksod Quay the sea and wind became benign. We
spent the night on a yellow buoy in just enough water near to
the quay.

On 16th August we fled to Broadhaven and refuge at
Ballyglass. The Irish coastal weather forecasts are very
efficient. The Coastguard broadcasts recent details from Met
Eireann every six hours, with some repeats. On this occasion
they gave warning of SE f8 in plenty of time for us to find a
yellow buoy in a fairly sheltered place. The dilemma was
whether to go to the east side of the fiver at Ballyglass. Initially
there would be less fetch there. But it would be exposed to
much longer fetch when the wind veered, and would be closer
to the main tide. The alternative was to remain out of the tide,
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just north of the pier, with good
shelter from the later wind, but
with a mile of fetch from SE. We
stayed on the mooting and went
ashore to get provisions from
Belmullet.

On return, the forecast was for
SE f9. This reawoke the question
of whether to move to a place less
exposed to SE. But we stayed on
the mooring and added a third,
reserve strop. We also took the
dinghy on board. In the event, the
wind was f7 for eighteen hours, f8
for some six hours and the
maximum of 47kts, f9, was
recorded several times during that
time. The waves were just high
enough to put the bow under
occasionally. The smallest of the
strops chafed through after its
protective tube became displaced.
The main worry was that the lee
shore was a cable away from the
mooring of unknown service-
ability. Some of the rust was
displaced from the shackle on the
buoy, but that left plenty of metal
to be seen there.

By the following morning all
was quiet and we motored across
Donegal Bay to Church Bay, Co.
Donegal. This is a delightful
sheltered comer with yellow
buoys in the best place behind the
island. After a still night there was
little or no wind for most of the
passage to Downings pier in
Sheephaven. It was a lovely day
seeing the land from seaward. We
saw a timeless landscape of moun-
tains and islands, clear down to
the horizon. All was softly hazy
beyond; hills, mountains and
beaches. Joy was snoozing,
dangerously trusting the weather
seat in the cockpit. I was
alternately reading stories by
O. Henry and some descriptions
of consciousness and how the
mind works. This was accom-
panied by malevolent thoughts towards the way the weather
had been so systematically spiteful during this cruising season.
Of course there had been some good bits of sailing, interesting
pilotage and pleasant places seen briefly in very civilised
company. And we had a wonderful break from home. But all
the main plans had been wrecked by being held up by north
winds, too much wind, no wind, filthy weather.., each taking
its days from the time to slow down in Connemara, Mayo and
Donegal. It was a perfect moment to stop for a night at
Inishsirrer. But we had to motor straight past my favourite
island, after five weeks of effort to get here. Now there was
time left to motor to Ardfem, without the help of the autohelm,
and half a day to spare. That is the way cruising is.

At Downings we revictualled, collected diesel and were
ashore for the last time in Ireland. It was a gorgeous sunny day
with enough breeze to sail most of the way to Pincher Bay. This

is an unexpectedly good place to stop for a night, just south of
Fanad head, nicely clear of tide and swell. From there we
started at 0440 and motored all the way to Port Ellen over a
glassy sea. The tide was helpful past Malin head, but we ran
into strong contrary tide approaching Islay. Outside Port Ellen
we tried to copy a local boat pulling mackerel out of the sea,
but with none of their success. However they kindly threw four
fish on board for us. They were delicious when cooked in our
portable smoker. From Port Ellen we went up the sound of Jura
to Ardfern, partly sailing, partly motoring. There was a
remarkable number of birds, each kind in its own patch. We
were lucky enough to see a minke whale quite close to us.
Perhaps it was being curious about us.

Twayblade is at Ardfem for the winter. Plans to go further
north are definite, though hazy in detail. Prayers are already
being said for enough favourable wind in 2003.
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White Heather Biscay : Cruising the
Vineyards

David FitzGerald

Not everyone can take four weeks holiday, so crew changes
were required. 1 was, however, fortunate enough to have

one crew member, First Mate Patrick Ryan, accompany me for
the full four weeks of a cruise which would take us close to
some of the great vineyards of the world. Patrick, whose family
own the Ardilaun House Hotel in Galway, is an oenophile of
some repute and as l, myself, am not altogether adverse to a bit
of modest bacchanalia, it was decided to make this the theme of
our trip.

For the two weeks proceeding the cruise White Heather was
based in Kilrush on the Shannon as she was taking part in the
West of Ireland Offshore Racing Association Regatta. Here we
had what can be best described as mixed success due only
partially to a shortage of crew who were saving their energy
(and understandably so) Ibr the strenuous fleshpots of Spain
and Brittany. This tactic paid off and as a result we had a first
class selection for the Biscay crossing which included, in
addition to the skipper Dave (the Rave!) and Patrick Ryan,
Angela Casey, Dan Kavanagh and Marc Bruzzi from Galway.
The commitments of everyday life calling, Dan, Marc and
Angela had to leave after two weeks, and we were then joined
by Kevin Moore and Kieran Spelman who remained for the rest
of the trip.

Furthermore, Seamus Diskin joined the boat for one week in
France and Lorraine Scully met us in Ushant for the return
journey back to Galway. White Heather was therefore
excellently (and diversely!) crewed for the whole cruise.

For the passage down to Spain we were operating two four
hour watches with two crew members on each, and the skipper
generally keeping his beady eye on things. These shifts were
arranged so that the hours of darkness were split up evenly
between the two watches.

On Friday, July 5th, we locked out of Kilrush marina at 1730
and motored down the Shannon in a light westerly breeze - a
beautiful evening. As we would not reach the Blasket Sound
before nightfall, we decided to go outside the islands, and by
midnight were under sail hard on a SW4 wind. Having the tide
against us progress was slow, so it was not until 0400 on
Saturday, 6th July that we were in a position 3.5 miles west of
the Great Foze Rock, Ireland’s most south-westerly point, and
able to bear off on our course for Spain. 153°T, Distance, 565
miles on the GPS.

The waypoint set was Cabo Prieto, a small headland 5 miles
west of the Port of Llanes. If conditions were favourable, our
arrival in Spain was to be at Niembro, about l m east of Cabo
Prieto. Niembro is a lovely, almost landlocked inlet which we
had visited on a previous occasion. However, it dries out (White
Heather has a wing keel and legs) and, despite its secluded
location, has an excellent restaurant. Access to the inlet requires
daylight, high tide and little swell. The skipper refers to it as
’Bali-Hi’. But first, though, our course took us just west of the
Great Skellig and by 0930 we were 5 miles west of Dursey
Head on a misty damp morning, yet sailing along pleasantly on
an amicable SW4 wind.

1730, Saturday, 40 miles south of Mizen Head, 24 hour run,

135 miles. Sunday, a cloudy, but fine day, wind S/SW4/5. We
were headed for a while, but after a few hours were freed again
and back on our course for ’Bali-Hi’. 1730, second day, run 132
miles.

Monday, 8th July, winds freshened to SW5/6 as we thrashed
along on a broad reach. Still no sun, though getting warmer.
1730, third day, run 145 miles.

Monday night was wet and miserable with winds of up to 30
knots, but happily, it cleared early on Tuesday morning and we
enjoyed sunshine at last. 0900, the log reads, ’splendid sailing,
bright sun, broad reach, wind 516 WSW. Distance to Llanes,
100 miles’. By this time, however, we had decided to change
our course for Llanes and not ’Bali-Hi’ as we were due to reach
the Spanish coast during the hours of darkness and at low tide.
The entrance to Llanes, unlike the inlet at Niembro, is well-lit.

Spirits were high when the sun crept over the yard arm, and
the crew gladly assembled for ’G and Ts’ at lunchtime. 1730
fourth day, run 156 miles.

As night fell on Tuesday evening, the lights on the Spanish
coast were clearly visible, enabling us to identify the lights at
Ribadesella and on Punta de San Anton, the entrance to Llanes.

On Wednesday, 10th July, at 0130 (0230 Spanish time) we
finally tied up alongside a sand dredger in the new basin at
Llanes and hit the bunk after a well-earned night-cap. All
agreed it had been an excellent passage of 627 miles in 104
hours, at an average speed of 6.03 knots. Only the first four and
a half hours out of Kilrush and the last ten minutes into Llanes
were under engine.

Llanes (pronounced ’Yanes’) is a picturesque little town
perched on the banks of a small river estuary and here we had
our first meal in Spain - a delicious lunch at the Sideraria on
the west bank, a few doors down from the bridge. The bill was
a pleasant surprise, too - three courses and half a bottle of the
house wine per person for 9 Euros a head! Comparing this to
the 9 Euro pub grub starters at the skipper’s local in Kinvara, it
brought home to us how things had changed in Ireland since the
currency changeover.

We were also greatly impressed by the respect Spanish
fishermen showed, not only for their own boats, but for others,
as well - including yachts. We were, on this day, alongside
amongst fishing vessels and when we returned from lunch we
noted that one fishing boat, having arrived in the meantime, had
carefully placed a large fender between his bow and ours where
they had to overlap. Another large boat coming in later, tied up
outside two other vessels and had to get a line ashore. His warp,
as a result, was just over our stern, so he sent a hand over three
other boats with a lanyard in order to secure his warp to our
pulpit, thus preventing it from catching our GPS aerial. This is
the kind of consideration every skipper hopes for, yet is often
sadly missed.

We stayed two further days at Llanes, enjoying good walks
and the fine beaches near the town. On Thursday, 11 th July, it
was time to move on and we headed out in beautiful weather
with the intention of making for Santander. Unfortunately, a
strong easterly wind hampered our plans and after a thirty mile
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beat we realised time was against us and made an unscheduled
stop at Suances. At 1600 we entered the river estuary which has
a narrow entry between a training wall and breaking sand
banks. Here, White Heather anchored on the west bank of the
river just above the basin in the position indicated in the pilot
book.

There is a fine marina in the basin now which appears to
have been recently dredged as it is considerably deeper than the
figures given in the pilot book. Being quite crowded with local
boats, we decided to stay on anchor as it was comfortable and
relatively close in. Suances itself is a pleasant holiday resort
with good sand strands and plenty of bars and restaurants. Marc
and Dan had brought surf boards as deck cargo, and after
discovering an ideal surfing location at the end of the town,
were able to put them to good use.

Friday, 12th July. The next morning we first called into the
slipway in the basin to fill with water, and then motored the
fifteen miles in a light SE wind around Cabo Major and into
Santander.

The main marina is well up the harbour near the airport and
a long taxi ride from any of the facilities in the city, so we
decided to anchor off the yacht club instead. We found a nice
spot to put down the hook immediately west of the Real Club
Maritimo and only about 80 yards off in a position shown to us
by the boatman of the club. We were safe and sound there for
two days and experienced no problems with the wash of the
ferries or the feared sewage outlet which the pilot book
suggested we might expect. We had heard mixed reports
concerning the treatment of visitors at the club, so reported to
the secretary’s offices upon arrival. Here, we were offered the
full hospitality of the club, and were permitted to leave our punt
at the steps where it was looked after by the boatman. The only
dress code was no shorts in the lounges and upstairs bar, a
merciful restriction sparing the crew the sight of the Skipper’s
sunburnt knees while savouring a night-cap on the club
veranda. During the afternoon, we explored the city and that
evening had an superb fish dinner in the Barrio Pesqueiro
(Fisherman’s quarter), a short taxi ride from the club. We
finished the evening as mentioned, relaxing on the club terrace,
looking out on White Heather.

One of the diversions we had planned for the cruise was a
hike through the Cares gorges in the Picos de Europa. The
cordillera which follows the north Spanish coast reaches
heights of 2500 meters in the Picos de Europa, a range which
consists of jagged peaks and deep clefts. The gorge of the river
is most spectacular, and cuts through the cordillera in a ravine
with near vertical sides up to 600 meters high.

We hired a car for the day and the skipper dropped the
’young lads’ off at the north end for the walk through. The walk
itself is about 12 kilometres, but the drive around to the south
end where the boys were to be picked up is about 100
kilometres! The last kilometre of this trip involves driving
along a single track ledge on a cliff face extending one hundred
metres above and below. Unsurprisingly, the skipper was a
mental and physical wreck by the time he reached his crew,
who, incidentally, were at this stage enjoying a couple of cool
beers in the remote mountain village of Cain. The things one
does to keep the troops happy.

The ordeal was soon forgotten and two hours later found us
back on the club veranda in long trousers celebrating the
skipper’s survival.

On Sunday, 14th July, we left Santander and had a leisurely
20 mile sail along an interesting coastline of high cliffs leading
around Cabo Ajo to Laredo.

Here, the harbour of this pleasant fishing and holiday town
has been much improved since the last edition of the South
Biscay pilot, with far greater depths and better quays. We tied
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up alongside the North Quays between diverse fishing boats
and felt cosy enough there. As luck would have it, we had
arrived in the middle of a Fiesta during the course of which a
statue of "The Madonna" was taken around the harbour on a
fishing vessel. We spent a relaxing evening watching the
activities, followed by dinner ashore.

On Monday, 15th July, we only had 20 miles to cover in
order to reach our next overnight berth in Bilbao, so, being a
beautiful day, we spontaneously agreed to stay over at Castro
Urdiales for a midday meal. We dropped anchor inside the
North Mole and went for a short walk around this delightful
port which is overlooked by its Knights Templar’s Castle. After
lunch we weighed anchor once again and continued on to the
marina at the Real Club Maritimo del Abro at Las Arenas
Bilbao.

Bilbao is a place many sailors stay clear of, as they feel it is
too commercial and somewhat polluted. This, however, is
confined to the river up to the city and the west shore of the
outer harbour. The east coast, on the other hand, consists of the
very pleasant suburbs of Las Arenas and Algorta where there
are good beaches and two marinas. The large new marina at
Getxo which has a complex of shops and restaurants attached
(including a McDonalds and Pizza Hut!), and also the yacht
club marina at Las Arenas, where we pulled up. We were well-
received by the capitan del puerto, Alvaro Basterra who made
all the facilities of the club available to us. It is, in fact, two
clubs which have combined together. One club on the marina
with bar, restaurant and swimming pool, the other, a palatial
yacht club (with all amenities including a ballroom on the third
floor) which can be accessed from the marina through a tunnel
under the promenade. The city can be reached by the metro, a
10 minute walk from the club.

Sadly, Angela was leaving us here. She had a flight booked
home from the airport which is situated a short taxi ride from
the yacht club.

On Tuesday evening we had planned to visit our first
vineyard in the Rioja area, and with this in mind, we arranged

77



to hire a car at the RENFE station
in the city, only about 20 minutes
by the Metro from Las Arenas.
The Rioja wine district is centred
around the towns of Logrono and
La Guardia which arc situated
approximately 100 kilometres
south of Bilbao. La Guardia was
our first stop and proved to be an
extremely attractive old town full
of bodegas perched upon a hill
overlooking a vast area of
vineyards. It was on the outskirts
of this town that we experienced
our first wine tasting of the cruise.
Oenologically enlightened and
good-humoured, we then moved
on to Logrono, a much larger and
more commercial country town,
where we had lunch before
returning back to the coast.

To culturally supplement our
gastronomic and wine-orientated
expedition, we decided to stop at
Guernika, the capital of the

White Heather.

Basque autonomous region. Here we visited the council
chambers and saw the famous oak tree under which
traditionally the Lord of Biscay was installed. It is preserved
beneath a stone temple in the grounds of the council chambers,
and has been succeeded by a newer tree planted nearby to keep
the tradition alive. Guernika is also known as being the first
town where a civilian population was bombarded from the air.
It was during the Spanish civil war in 1937 when German and
Italian aircraft killed 2000 people.

This catastrophe has been immortalised in Picasso’s famous
painting "Guernika’ which hangs in the Prado in Madrid.

On Wednesday, 17th July, at 1015 we cast off from the Real
Club Maritimo del Abra and motored out of the huge harbour.
We managed to sail for a while in the light northerly breeze, but
by the time we reached Cabo Machichaco we were under
engine again as the wind continued to drop even more. We were

Mid Biscay. Skipper, Marc, Angela, Dan and Patrick.

on course for Zumaya, which we hadn’t called in at before, and
where there was now a new marina.

It is an indication of the number of harbours worth visiting
on this coast, that during this passage of forty miles we passed
no less than four lovely spots we had stopped at before on
earlier trips - Mundaka, Elanxove, Lequeito and Mutrico.
Unfortunately, at this stage, we had to keep moving on.

Zumaya is, as already pointed out, now has a fine harbour
with a much improved breakwater at the entrance. It lies up a
canalised fiver leading to a new marina with all facilities and a
small shipyard close by. It is a bit of a walk into the town which
is clustered on the banks, but a short hop across the river in the
punt brings you fight into the centre. We found the town to be
quieter than other places, yet very enjoyable nevertheless. We
had one of our best and most amusing dinners here in a small
restaurant where we were practically the only guests. The
cheerful staff more than made up for this. On this evening we

decided to take our ritual night-
cap in the form of brandies in the
moonlit cockpit. A good decision,
and a pleasing end to another fine
day.

This was to be our last port of
call in Spain for we had two more
vineyards awaiting us.

On Thurdsay, July 18th, we
cast off from Zumaya marina at
1030 and after motoring out of the
harbour, were soon under sail on a
glorious sunny afternoon for the
21 mile leg to St. Jean de Luz.
During the trip we hove to for a
while and enjoyed a cooling swim
alongside. St. Jean de Luz is one
of our favourite spots, a popular,
lively and trendy resort with a
small marina at Ciboure, close to
the town. Once again, we breathed
a sigh of relief when a berth was
found, the alternative being to
anchor off some distance from the
town.
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We had planned our major crew change here. Dan and Marc
were leaving us, to be replaced by Seamus Diskin, Kevin
Moore and Kieran Spelman. Crew changeovers can often
present difficulties and sometimes put a cruise under pressure
to meet a planned rendezvous. Although there are airports at
Biarritz, Bordeaux and Nantes with international connections,
we found that taking budget flights to or from Paris leaves one
free to change crew anywhere on the French Atlantic coast in a
few hours by train.

We spent two days in St. Jean de Luz, sightseeing, swim-
ming, enjoying jazz and classical music sessions at various
cafes and, needless to say, taking advantage of the great variety
of restaurants.

Saturday, 20th July, 1345. Cast off from St. Jean de Luz and
began motoring north on a fine day with a light northwest
breeze. During the afternoon the wind freshened occasionally
and we started sailing, but unfortunately were soon back on
engine again.

Sunday, 21st July, 0400 - 5 miles northwest of Cap Ferret
the wind increased to force 4 to 5 from northnorthwest and we
were able to sail seriously, hard on the wind. We closed the
shore near Hourtin plage and threw in a couple of tacks more
before we were able to bear off on the leading line of the pass
Sud de Grave at 1630 to enter the mouth of the Gironde.

It was not long before we were relaxing at the restaurant ’Le
Pave Bleu’ on the Front de Mer. It was a tired, but satisfied
crew that hit the bunks later and, needless to say, there had been
no takers for the disco that night.

Monday, 22nd July, 1145. Cast off Royan after picking up
fuel and water, and motored up the Gironde on the flood tide,
finally tying up in Pauillac marina at 1600. The pilot book
warns of the strong tides flowing in the marina which is up on
piles, and recommends anchorage off till slack tide. However,
our self-confidence knowing no bounds, we naturally thought
we could handle it, and consequently had some fun and games,
including one thump (no damage) getting into position at the
pontoon. To add insult to injury, the engine decided to start
cutting out at low revs, and as if that wasn’t enough, we had to
change berths to boot. But stoically maintaining an air of sang-
froid, we eventually got settled down to a few medicinal ’G and
Ts’ which did wonders to restore a state of mental and
emotional equanimity.

Monday must be early closing
day in Pauillac as the town was [
very quiet and most places closed. [

That night, however, we had
one of the better meals of the
cruise at the restaurant Le
Mascaret on quai LEon Perrier
opposite the marina. We spent a
beautiful clear evening sitting
outside looking out over the
Gironde.

The skipper, in particular,
greatly admired the huge
aesthetically designed atomic
power station on the far bank of
the fiver and commented
accordingly, his observations
giving rise to a healthy argument
which developed between the self-
appointed guardians of the
universe amongst the crew, and
the skipper himself, a former
Australian uranium miner. The
skipper attributes the fact that he
is still cruising at an age when

most others have long since thrown in the towel to the liberal
doses of U234 coursing through his veins. Predictably, his
secret of eternal youth was received with considerable
scepticism.

We had been to see the Maison de Tourism et du Vin to
arrange our next vineyard visit and the following morning we
duly set off for the Chfiteau Croizet-Bages which is situated
about 2 kilometres outside the town in the Bages area. The
whole complex was extremely smart and we enjoyed an
interesting tour and wine-tasting orchastrated by our lovely
hostess, who, according to our skipper, was indisputably
worthy of a four ’S’ rating - suave, svelte, sophisticated and
sexy.

After this, our second wine-tasting, it was obvious that the
capacity of the confined cargo holds on White Heather was
going to be severely tested.

At 1900 that same evening we cast off Pauillac marina and
with the ebb tide under us and a head wind against us, we
motored down the estuary. It was a bumpy passage, at times
covering 9 knots over the ground.

2200. The engine stopped and as we failed to get it going
again, had to hoist sail in order to beat down the Gironde. This
was by no means an easy task for it was now dark, approaching
low tide, and the river has sand banks running along its length,
some drying. The channel is marked by lit buoys, but these are
hard to identify against the many lights on each shore. We still
had the last of the ebb, so decided to head into Royan once
again.

After manoeuvring around the sand banks, we did our best
to follow the channel to the harbour which is very shallow at
low tide. The last two hundred metres we had zero on the depth
sounder and knew we were ploughing a furrow in the soft silt
before finally coming to a stop 50 yards from the end of the
harbour mole near the beach. We were reasonably sheltered and
at dead low tide, so we put out an anchor.

I had never tried to move a yacht with a punt and a three
horse-power engine before, but Kevin Moore assured me it
could be done. The idea was confabulated upon over a few
glasses of our favourite juniper-based beverage (this solves
most problems) after which we had 0.5 metres under the keel.
Much to my surprise, with the punt tied alongside, we moved
White Heather nice and steadily into the harbour and alongside

Marc and Dan at Punta del Pescador. Laredo.
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the accueil of the marina, 200 yards away. It was now well after
midnight, but nevertheless our safe arrival was fittingly
celebrated before bunking down.

Wednesday, 24th July. An early inspection the following day
showed that the whole fuel system was full of water and we
soon discovered that the cap had come off the deck filler pipe.
Fortunately, last winter the skipper had installed a valve and
hand pump to the place where a drainage plug had formerly
been fitted at the lowest point of the fuel tank.

A couple of hours later we had drained two gallons of water
from the bottom of the tank, cleaned out the water trap and
filter on the fuel lift pump, and changed the fuel filter. The
engine was now running fine, however it is nearly impossible
to get all the water out of a fuel system at one go as it tends to
lodge behind baffles etz in the tank, so the trouble arose again
later in the cruise.

At 1300, after a quick lunch, we cast off from Royan and
motored down the estuary. It was a fine day, once again with
little wind. We still had an hour or so of ebb tide.

1645. Clear of the Gironde estuary. Wind north-west, force
4. We hoisted sail and headed north. We were not quite able to
hold our course which was for the lle de Pilier lighthouse off
Noirmoutier and had to tack out to clear both lle d’Oleron and
Ile de Re during the evening and night.

Thursday, 25th July. The wind had dropped yet again, so we
were motoring in a calm sea. 1000, lie d’Yeu visible 4 miles on
the port beam. 130(/, we reached the Rdamur west cardinal
buoy off the Chauss6e des Boeufs with visibility down to half a
mile. Due to the strong tides, after rounding it some careful
pilotage was required for the 5 mile passage to the Chenal de la
Grise off the Pointe de L’Herbaudiere. The channel, which is
half a mile wide, was marked by a cardinal south buoy to port
and a cardinal west perch to starboard. After passing through, it
was a further l0 miles across the Bale de Bourgneuf to Pornic.

1500. Tied up alongside the marina at Pornic.
Seamus, who had joined us in St. Jean de Luz, was leaving

us in Pornic where he was being collected by his Breton wife
Margot for the return trip to Galway after a few days with her
family at St. Brieuc.

Friday, 26th July. This was the day allocated to our visit to
the S6vre et Maine vineyards. We had once again hired a car
and set off for Vallet, one of the main centres of the area, about
75 kilometres away. Upon our arrival there, we were directed
by the Office de Tourisme to visit the Chfiteau la Noe de Belair
a few kilometres outside the town. This proved to be one of our
more fascinating vineyard visits. We were the only visitors
there and were welcomed by one of the vineyard retainers who
showed us through the old buildings to the barrel store where
he opened one or two bottles for us to taste. Some of the old
wine presses were still in place alongside the stainless steel
current models. When we expressed our wish to purchase a

case or two, we were told we would have to see Madame la
Comptesse. We were then taken over to the Chfiteau which was
built in 1836 in the Italian neo-classical style (whatever that
is!!). There we met the proprietors, the Compte and Comptesse
de Malestroit. They spoke perfect English, were delighted to
hear we were from the West of Ireland, and knew the Galway
Oyster Festival well.

For our wine, we only paid 84 Euros for 2 cases - 24 bottles

of their very best! Altogether, an extremely rewarding and
remarkable visit.

Saturday, 27th July. It was once again time to move on as we
had arranged a meeting point with Lorraine Scully on Ushant
the next day. Seamus and Margot were to meet her at Roscoff
with the car and bring her out to the island via the ferry from Le
Conquet.

Cast off Pomic at 0720 and had an uneventful day motoring

/

Patrick Ryan, Le Grand Sommelier de la ’Bruyare Blanche’

with little or no wind. We left Belle Ile to port at 1330 and lle
de Groix to starboard three hours later. At 2200 we dropped
anchor in the bay on the east side of Ile de Penfret in the
Glenans just north of Kastell Razed in the company of several
other yachts. A passage of 88 miles in 15 hours, so we must
have had a bit of help from the tides. We dined in the cockpit
that night after a glorious sunset.

Sunday 28th July. We were up early to catch the best of the
tide through the Raz and weighed anchor at 0630. It was a fine,
misty and windless morning as we motored north around Iles
de Glenan and set course to clear Eckmiihl. 1030, two miles
north of Eckmtihl, no wind, motoring. Set course for the Raz,
320°T - 20 miles. Entered La Vieille lighthouse as a waypoint.
1200, thick log, not looking good for Ushant. 1415, motoring in

thick fog with a strong tide against us.
Plotted GPS position 2 miles southeast of La Vieille and

altered course 10° to port to clear La Plate lighthouse which
marks the eastern side of the channel. A further plot five
minutes later showed that the course change had little effect
and we were now being swept in between La Vieille and La
Plate. Two quick plots and a 20° course change followed in a
bit of a panic. We were now at 9()° to our course through the
channel and at 1425 La Plate tower suddenly loomed hugely
out of the fog and swept past at about 50 yards to starboard. A
close call and in retrospect I realised I should have had the
centre of the channel to the west of la Plate entered as a
waypoint. However did we manage without GPS?

Shortly afterwards the log cleared a bit and we decided to
motor on to Lampaul on Ushant. 25 miles. 1830. As we were
approaching Ushant the thick fog returned, with visibility down
to less than 100 yards.

Lampaul lies at the head of a reasonably clear bay, which is
about three quarters of a mile wide and one and a half miles
deep with one small high island, Youc’h Korz (we called it
"yuk’) in the middle of it. We put in a waypoint in clear water
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off the mouth of the bay, one and half miles north-west of La
Jument, and three miles from the moorings at the head of the
bay.

After clearing the waypoint we set course to pass through
the 3 cable wide channel between ’yuk’ and the north shore
which is steeper and free from off-lying rocks. We motored
slowly in, continuously checking our GPS position and
eventually picked up the rocks extending southwest from the
little harbour at Lampaul about 40 yards off in the fog. The
moorings are in the northeast corner of the bay and at long last
the welcome sight of yachts on moorings materialised out of
the fog.

1930. Picked up a mooring and contacted Lorraine on the
mobile (via Ireland). She was sitting on the end of the pier two
hundred yards away, out of sight, peering into the murkiness.
Unfortunately, we missed Seamus and Margot who had
accompanied her out to the island, as they had to take the last
ferry back to Le Conquet. She obviously had confidence in our
ability to negotiate the fog for she had booked dinner for all of
us at the hotel near the pier. We were not long getting ashore,
and delighted to see Lorraine.

Many people expect to find Ushant a remote, quiet place
with few facilities, but far from it. It is a busy well-populated
island with hotels, restaurants, lots of shops and a supermarket,
so we were able to stock up in the morning for the trip to the
Scillies and on to Ireland.

Monday 29th July. We could not get fuel (by can) till 1500,
so we were a bit late leaving. 1630. Cast off mooring Lampaul
and made our way out in a light wind under engine. A misty
afternoon, but visibility was much improved to 1-2 miles. 1800.
Cleared to a fine evening - little, wind, under engine. 2300.
Calm conditions. We enjoyed yet another excellent meal - roast
chicken, roast spuds and Vin du Pays (red, £2.40 per bottle!).
Calvados and Lapin pat6 for afters. A peaceful night.

Tuesday, 30th July. Scillies in view six miles off. Once
again, the engine started losing revs and obviously more water
was coming through. We cleaned out the glass bowl and started
up again. 1430. The engine stopped once more. There was a
light breeze, so we decided to sail into the Scillies. 1530.
Picked up moorings at St. Mary’s under sail.

That night we dined at the Atlantic Hotel and
the next day was spent walking, sunbathing and
swimming. The skipper spent the time relaxing
and battling with the fuel system on board. That
evening, we were late getting ashore and the usual
eateries were all booked out, however, we found a
place we had not tried before and were delighted
with it. ’The Scilly Plaice’, despite its ’Scilly’
name produced an excellent fish meal with
friendly and jolly service.

Thursday, 1st August, 1000. Cast off St. Mary’s
pier after filling with fuel and water and motored
out in a light northerly breeze. By 1130 we were
under sail again for an hour or so until the wind
dropped and we were back on engine. 1700. As on
the previous day, the engine started acting up and
finally gave up the ghost. We had no choice but to
sail in the light wind and persevered all night, only
making a few miles progress.

Friday, 2nd August. We examined the fuel
supply system and discovering there was no water
inside, decided that there had to be air getting in
somewhere. We subsequently opened up the fuel
lines and filters, and checked the seals. We found a
split fibre washer on the stud securing the cap on
the fuel lift pump which might have been causing
the problem. We cut a new one out of the plastic

top of a container and then reassembled the fuel supply system,
taking care to ensure that all joints were very well sealed. After
priming and bleeding the system, the engine started
immediately and has been running perfectly ever since.

Lorraine had been silently reciting the rosary and
consequently claimed credit for sorting things out. As it turned
out, her contribution was a blessing as there was no wind for a
further two days and we might well have been left drifting
somewhere between the Scillies and Cork for all that time. At
any rate, after motoring all day we choose to head for Kinsale,
our closest point in Ireland, and got there at 2120, in time for a
few well-earned pints. Beforehand, however, as we came
within 50 miles of the Irish coast we were able to contact
Angela Casey on VHF by linkcall, and she was there waiting
for us with transport for Galway when we arrived.

We had motored nearly all the way from just north of Ile de
R6 on the French coast. The yacht had behaved it self superbly.
The engine problem, both the water in the fuel system and the
air sucking through the broken fibre washer, could be put down
to one thing - the cap coming off the deck filler pipe. We left
White Heather in Kinsale for a week and as skipper Dave
FitzGerald had commitments at home, the yacht was put into
the care of a new skipper, Patrick Ryan, for the trip back to
Galway. Seamus Diskin took the new crew down to Kinsale by
car on Friday evening, 9th August. Patrick Ryan, Angela Casey,
Lorraine Scully and Shane O’Connor.

They left Kinsale at 0040 on Saturday, 10th August with a
northwesterly wind which remained kind to them for the whole
trip. It was fresh for the reach down to the Mizen, and then
going light, so they were able to motor to the Blasket Sound,
and later increasing and backing for a broad reach up the west
coast to the moorings at Renville in Galway Bay.

They had cast off at 0040 on Saturday morning and picked
up the moorings in Galway at 1100 on Sunday morning, l lth
August. 203 miles in 34.33 hours - an overall speed of 5.9
knots. An excellent passage well executed.

This concluded White Heather’s 2002 cruise, during which
she had covered 1725 nautical miles, and visited 15 ports. All in
all, the whole trip included one four and half day leg and five
other overnight passages.

Cruise Summary

Dates From - To
Distance

(Made Good) Hours

July 23 Galway - Kilrush 55 NM 10
July 5 - July 10 Kilrush - Llanes 627 NM. 104
July 11 Llanes - Suances 30NM. 6
July 12 Suances - Santander 14 NM. 3
July 14 Santander - Laredo 18 NM. 3
July 15 Laredo - Castro Urdiales 8 NM. 2
July 15 Castro Urdiales - Bilbao 10 NM. 2
July 17 Bilbao - Zumaya 40 NM. 8
July 18 Zumaya - St. Jean de Luz 22 NM. 5
July20 - July 21 St. Jean de Luz - Royan 140 NM. 31
July 22 Royan - Pauillac 28 NM. 4
July 23 Pauillac - Royan 28 NM. 5
July 24 - July 25 Royan - Pornic 110 NM. 26
July 27 Pornic - Ile Penfret 85 NM. 15
July 28 Ile Penfret - Ile d’Ouesant 70 NM. 13
July 29 -July 30 Ile d’Ouesant - Isles of Scilly 102 NM. 23
Aug 1 - Aug 2 Isles of Scilly - Kinsale 135 NM. 36
Aug 10-Aug 11 Kinsale - Galway 203 NM. 34
Total 1725 NM.
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Northabout goes south

Paddy Barry / Jarlath Cunnane

The sea-ice had cleared Nome Harbour ten days before we
flew in on Sunday June 1st. Summer had arrived and

ourselves, like swallows, with it. To retrieve Northabout from
her winter quarters and get south to more temperate waters was
the plan for the next couple of months.

Last Autumn, our very visible giveaway of all remaining
drink in the boat undoubtedly reduced the temptation of break-
ins during the cold winter.

In the yard beside us stood a fishing vessel on which the
owner had last year put a ’For sale $130,000’ sign. Now the
sign reads ’$75,000, pickup included!’ The fishing is gone
down.

Sue Wagner had done a good job in minding our electronics
over the winter in warm storage. Now she produced for us a
loan of a big pick-up truck, just the job for the running around
in getting Northabout back into the water and into sailing
commission. No worries about insurances, licences or any of
that nonsense up there. The ’Board of Trade’ and other pubs
which had seemed hospitable last year, appeared to us to be just
a little ’tatty’ now. Where you’ve come from and perception,
conditions all.

On Friday morning, June 7th, we slipped out of the harbour,
Jarlath, myself and new men Ben McDonagh, Michael
McGarry and Richard Brown. The Raymarine Autohelm still
wouldn’t work.

Our intended first call was Savoonga, 140 miles southwest
on St. Lawrence Island. It was daylight all night as we
alternately sailed and motored in calm sea, cool enough.
A patch of 3/10 ice was passed through without incident -
I slept though it, so there can’t have been much hull-banging or
engine-revving.

At 01.00 the sun lay on the horizon to the northwest. At
08.30 we sighted Cape Kookoolik
and on MF Radio 4,125 got the
NOAA Forecast. Kodiak area was
due 50kn from the southwest. We
were area 9B and due a mere
easterly 25, becoming south’ly
30kn. The Bering Sea is a breezy
place.

At 11.30 we anchored amongst
loose ice off Savoonga village and
walked out back. Some locals
spoke of a ’Permit’, always the
money thing - we pleaded
comprehension-deficiency    and
left. The anchorage was poor and
the village unattractive. It had
looked better from a distance, the
white-on-black of snow against
the hills.

On the northwest side lies
Gambel, the other village on
St. Lawrence. At 00.45 as we
approached, a line of ATVs, 20 or Northabout in winter quarters, Nome, Alaska.

30 were silhouetted on the high gravel shoreline, Apache-like,
as we sought anchorage. It took 2 anchors and all our chain to
get bite into the gravel bottom. Here the villagers made us
welcome, gave us the ’tour’, riding on the back of ATVs. I was
taken to ’tea’, special enough and listened to stories of Inukpaq
life on this outpost. On the one hand the Native Corporation,
heavily supported with state oil revenue, gives access to mod-
cons, including free 3rd level education down in Anchorage or
Fairbank. On the other hand, the ’old-ways’ are ever present.
Six umiaks, skin-boats, stood ready for sea. Under sail these
still beat the high horse-power outboards, for hunting the
migratory whale.

A California Grey was taken next morning, just off the
beach. Shot, lassoed by his tail-fin and hauled up by a bull-
dozer, before being flensed and the meat divided up through the
villagers.

37 miles to the east, the Siberian Chutosk Peninsula became
visible as the day lightened. I0,000 years ago, with lower sea-
levels, man walked the Bering Land Bridge. Now visits
between the two continents are occasional only, discouraged by
the authorities, Russian and US both. On Sunday at 16.00 we
gently sailed away southwards, bound for ’Glory of Russia’
cape on St. Matthew Island, 200m. The forecast now was for
northerly 25-30km. Great.

On Monday 10th 02.00 the log read: "Nice sailing, wing and
wing, cool, whale blowing, baked bread. Engine had fuel
starvation. Opened 2 more tanks. This new Perkins is self-
bleeding." By 23.00 on Monday, Cape Hall Island was visible
in a grey mist. Through Tuesday morning we coasted the north
side of St. Matthew, mountain and some fog and cloud, not
even a hut charted or seen to tempt a shore-party. Cape Upright
on the southeastern end of the island had guillemots as we left it

Photo: Ann Millbrook
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astern, way-pointing now for the island of Saint Paul, 197
miles southward.

Once out of the island’s lee a westerly F5-6 gave us a good
sailing day, albeit in and out of fog. The Bering Sea is a grey
place. That night it darkened.

Next day, Wednesday 11 th, Saint Paul came in sight through
the mist about 10.00. We passed down off its west side, turned
sharply to sea-ward to get out from shoal ground, not charted,
and at 22.00 tied alongside a pontoon.

St. Paul doesn’t have much going for it. Its weather, its
history, its people, reflect a distinct lack of sunshine. It does, or
rather did, have a lot of fur-seals. ’Slaves of the Harvest’ tells
of oppression of the native Aleutian people, first by Russians
and then by Americans. In WW2 the threat of a Japanese
invasion resulted in the whole population being cleared out.

A depressed fishing industry, hungry foxes, crab-pots
stacked high and lying idle, empty processing plants - the
misery goes on. It has the worst pub in the world, and we were
four days stuck here while a gale blew.

Mass, Russian Orthodox, was interesting, but with
marginally less attendance than the empty monthly dance in the
hall. The sign outside the school proclaimed that it was ’gun-
free/drug-free’. This is the United States after all. A NOAA fish
and game group had us to dinner (reindeer and halibut), and
still the wind blew. On the beach the big male fur seals were
ashore, minding their patches, waiting for the arrival of the
breeding females and the Big Screw.

Sunday 16th we left, not for Dutch Harbour as we had
hoped, but for False Pass 120 miles east of it on the Aleutian
Peninsula. We had two weeks to get to Anchorage, but with
dodgy weather couldn’t afford to take the longer route.
Motored all day. Sighted one orca.

Monday: "Good sailing, foggy, noisy sea-birds, grey and
desolate. No ships."

On Tuesday June 19th, 05.00, in a grey dawn Unimak Island
was visible through the mist on our starboard bow. An hour and
a half later we were entering the wide Bechevin Bay, with
buoys marking the channel every 3/4 mile or so, barely visible.
The channel wound tighter and tighter with no room for error.
Off on our starboard an unnamed mountain showing 9,372 ft on
the chart, was covered in a dump of soft-looking unclimbable
snow. Then as we passed through the narrows of Ivanotski
Strait, two vessels appeared coming against us, they with the
tide and us plugging against the last of it.

By 11.00 hours we were through False Pass and into a
different world on the south side of the Alaska Peninsula, into

California grey whale about to be flensed at Gambell, St. Lawrence Island.

Jarlath, Michael McGarry and Ben McDonagh with St. Lawrence
Island, Bering Sea, astern.

Photo: Paddy Barry.

Photo: Ben McDonagh

the Pacific Ocean, often said to be an oxymoron, but not for us.
We now carried sail through the islands, flat sea, even some
sun, to get into King Cove by 18.00. We tied up in the work-
boat marina.

I was stretching my legs, stepping it out from the edge of the
town and this ole-timer said to me "watch for the barrs that
come down in the evenin’ - and the wolves". I reversed. Yup,
the bears, brown and black ones especially, are a serious
feature. The houses, shed-like, all have a big dog chained
outside for protection. The cannery ran all night. The price is
very low at 70 cents/lb. Imported farmed salmon from Chile
has hit hard. A freighter we had met in St. Paul was going to the
’date-line’, to pick up fish for this cannery from a Russian
vessel.

The bar was loud. Three Harley Davidson gringos out-
shouted each other. An unsmiling lady shuffled cards with an
off-putting dexterity.

Next morning, leisurely about 11, we motored out and raised
sail in the sun, bound for Sand Point, 80 miles eastward. Snow

lay on the high ridges and peaks,
greenery below; the sun shone and
the breeze blew from astern. We
were all in the cockpit, lunching
and chatting, how quickly the
bleakness of the Bering was
forgotten - Russian names on the
islands were a reminder of who it
was that opened this country in the
service of the Tzar, the Aluetians
aside of course. 21.00 The log
reads: "under motor round Yunga
Spit, with 16 miles to Sand Point -
we’ll hardly make the pub to-
night".,

But we did, guitar into a lift in
a pick-up, and whooping it up for
about 30 fishermen, all who
insisted on buying us drink, much
too much.

With an awful hangover next
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The Russians sold Alaska to the United States in 1867 for $7.4m.
Photo: Pad(lv Barr)’

a.m., I barely managed to set the waypoints, 12.7 miles in a
fresh easterly headwind for Gorman Strait then for Foggy
Cape, 143 miles on, banging into a lively sea.

Friday 03.00: "Sea moderating". 10.00-11.00: ~’Went
through Semidi Islands. Set waypoint for Cape Trinity to go
south of Kodiak Island.’" 14.00 forecast gave 30kn in area 3B,
southside of Kodiak. We altered course to go north of the
island. At midnight we passed Tombstone Rock. The forecast at
eight gave low pressure coming in from the Gulf of Alaska,
with gales on Monday and Tuesday. Mid-afternoon we ran
13 knots with the tide through Whale Narrows. The engine cut,
we sailed and topped engine oil. Engine started. At 19.20 we

tied up alongside the big workboat marina in the town of
Kodiak, glad to have that passage behind us.

In Kodiak they have signs: ’What to do in an emergency - if
the sun shines’. It doesn’t.

There was huge money 10 years ago in fishing the king
crab. That was then. Now, so little was happening that in one
bar there was a celebration for ’the dawg’s birthday’. We met
Bill and Jane McLaren on their Vagrant of Clyde, our ’sun-
downers’ being well lowered.

On Wednesday we left for Seward, and motored most of the
170 miles, rocky snowy peaks in the mist to our port, threading
islands.

23.00. Thursday June 27th in Seeward we met vacationland
Alaska. Mount Marathon behind the town looked really nice.

Jarlath Cunnane continues:

Westport to Westport via Nome.
Alaska - for whoever’s dreamed of the last frontier.
Continuing our cruise from where Paddy Barry left us...
Changing crew in a remote location like Seward can pose

problems but we were lucky, our new crew Micheline Egan,
who helped do this log, ICC members James Cahill and John
Magee arrived from Anchorage by car, which returned with our
departing crew Paddy Barry, Ben McDonagh and Michael
McGarry. Michael Brogan (ICC) arrived by bus next day with
fiddle under arm, ready for action.

Picture this. A village with six people including children.
The only way in is by boat. Their nearest town is an hour away.
And they live in the remains of what used to be an enormous
canning factory complex, which employed more than 3,000
people l0 years ago.
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That’s Namu, Canada, which Northabout visited this
summer as it snaked its way down from Nome, Alaska to
Westport, Oregon.

The Namu villagers paid us the greatest compliment. The
generator that powers the village was run one-hour past its
normal shutdown time. They thought a fiddle, two harmonicas
and some Irish sailors warranted this reception.

We sat in their machine shop and swapped songs and stories
up to midnight.

Alaska, summer 2002 was jam packed with lovely
experiences and some great cruising in the most pristine
scenery. We cruised the Inside Passage - possibly one of the
longest and most interesting waterways. The Passage was
formed when the great glaciers of the last ice age retreated 12
to 14,000 years ago.

The first crew change took place in Seward. A scenic town
sandwiched between rugged mountains on one side and the
salmon filled Resurrection Bay on the other. It’s the only town
on the eastern side of the Kenai Peninsula - and the only city of
its size in Alaska without a McDonalds. The entire crew
attended an art exhibition in the Resurrection Bay Gallerie and
even purchased a few items. An impressive attraction in
Seward besides the Yukon Bar is the Alaska Sea Life centre.
The $56 million centre was funded by money from the Exxon
Valdez oil spill settlement. It’s the only cold-water marine
science facility in the Western Hemisphere.

On July fourth we stopped in a village called Yakutat. We
hitched a ride from the tiny marina in a pick- up truck to the
archetypal village store. We drank in their one community pub
and received a great welcome from the Tlingit Indians. The
village elders were delighted to have an Irish float in their
Fourth of July Parade so the Northabout Arctic Band was
called on. After the parade, a migrant fisherman from Hawaii
drove us to the village dump to watch brown bears and their
cubs scrape rations from leftovers. Bald Eagles swooped
around as we sat in his pick- up and slowly rolled down
windows to record the moment on Kodachrome.

Lituya Bay with its three glaciers was our next stop and a
welcome break from the heavy weather outside. The eerie
sound of thunderous ice calving from the glaciers and the sky
cold blue isn’t easy to forget. We climbed up the side of the
glacier and followed that with a walk on a moon-like beach.
Dinner that evening was a 201b salmon, which Jarlath hooked
by just throwing out a line and Mick, our gourmet cook baked
beautifully in the fish kettle.

In 1958 an earthquake at the head of Lituya Bay created a
tidal wave that sank several anchored fishing vessels.
Earthquake and Tsunami warnings are a feature on this coast,
with a weekly siren test at 2 p.m. on Wednesdays. When the
siren sounds head for the high ground.

The standard of food on board Northabout was incredible.
James Cahill prepped the breakfast porridge and served with
whiskey. Micheline acted as short order cook and Mick Brogan
served three and four course dinners every night with aplomb.

After a thrash across the Gulf of Alaska to Cape Spencer we
entered the calm waters of Cross Sound where we secured
Northabout in Elfin Cove marina. There we got our first
opportunity in a week to shower and a chance to wash clothes.
We ate breakfast out and left some Euro notes for the diners’
collection. This tiny village hugged a lovely bay, claims to have
the worlds smallest highway, the only access is by a narrow
boardwalk fixed to the cliffs.

Hoonah and its colourful harbour master were next. Paul the
harbour master bumped into us in his local pub and offered the
crew e-mail facilities and showers at his office.

Glacier Bay, which requires a special permit to enter, was
our next stop. We sailed to their visitor centre at Bartlet Cove

Salmon for dinner!

and anchored there for the night. In the early morning we all
toured their museum. We then sailed all day up Glacier Bay to
view the wildlife and the spectacular Reid Glacier. It was
approaching midnight before we again moored at the visitor
base. Mick served the midnight feast. Captain John Magee
(ICC) of Warren, Rhode Island was pleased. We had reached
the goal of his journey. Whales, Steller’s sea lions, orcas and
seals were abundant. The humpback whales which winter in
Baja and Hawaii migrate annually to summer feeding grounds
in southeast Alaska. The exhibitionist whales put on some great
shows and we were able to slide up alongside and have a great
view.

We then set sail and headed for Juneau - the only North
American capital that can’t be reached by road. Alaska’s state
capital has more than 100 miles of paved road around it, but
none goes anywhere. The debate rages about whether
Anchorage - the largest centre of population - should be the
capital. This uniquely remote town, which was founded on gold
nuggets, is often described as little San Francisco. Floatplanes
buzz in and out of the waterfront all day, an additional
navigational hazard in Alaska. Thousands of tourists from the
cruise liners go shopping in the town, doubling the population
for a few hours, then back to the ship for the next photo
opportunity. We ate in the "Twisted Fish" that night and
followed dinner with a few beers in "The Alaskan" - a hotel bar
complete with bat wing doors, reminiscent of the best little
whorehouse in Texas. The following evening we went to the
Glacier Cinema. An Irish family living in Juneau found us and
we were the star attraction at the town’s Irish pub. In fact James
Cahill was embarrassed by their generosity. Every time he sang
an Irish song, he found dollars stuck in his pockets. Mick
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Northabout anchoring at Glacier Bay.

played his fiddle on deck, and entertained later at dinner, which
made us really popular in the restaurant. We said goodbye to
Captain Saggy - John Magee at this point.

Stephens Passage and Fredrick Sound took us to Petersburg
- our next destination. One of the most exciting sections of the
Inside Passage. Petersburg is a busy little Norwegian town and
has the largest home based halibut fleet in Alaska. The town
processes more than $45 million worth of seafood annually.
The canneries and cold storage plants draw thousands of
workers from the lower 48 states. The canneries sit on pilings
overlooking boat harbours. It doesn’t have a deepwater port so
the cruise ships do not visit it. The locals have a peculiar habit
of putting salt in their beer. The fishermen have a great
generosity. When their catch has been good they buy everyone
a drink. They signal this by ringing a bell suspended at the bar.
We fished for herrings for breakfast and combined these with
fried potatoes. Richard had an accident with the fishhook one-
day, we were glad to have the
ship’s doctor - Dr. Mick Brogan
- to perform surgery. After
Petersburg we threaded our way
through the Wrangell Narrows.
This is a 22-mile channel that’s
only 300 feet wide and 19 feet
deep in places.

We continued down the
Alaskan Marine Highway and
entered Canada at Prince Rupert.
A customs official boarded the
boat and questioned us about
guns, cargo and the nature of our
journey. Since 9/11 the customs
officials have become sticky but
this guy presented each of us with
a maple leaf badge and welcomed
us. That night we attended our
first Karaoke in a bar full of
immigrants.

Sailing    down    Grenville
Channel, Wright Sound, McKay
Reach and Fraser Reach took us to
the abandoned cannery at Northabout anchored in Lituya Bay.

Butedale with its collapsing
buildings beside a waterfall. The
fishing industry is in a crisis we
were told everywhere.

Bella Bella didn’t live up to its
name. Namu was our best night
yet. At Port Hardy on Vancouver
Island the crew started to break up
with James and Micheline leaving
for home. But not before we
toured the Museum of Northern
B.C. that made up for the
disappointing show at Glacier
Bay. This museum showcases the
art and artefacts of Tsimshian and
Haida natives who lived in this
area for centuries. Port Hardy is a
typical logging and commercial
fishing town. At the friendly
marina we were moored beside an
Italian owned gin palace called
Anam Cara.

With a reduced crew of Jarlath,
Mick and Richard we at last had a
favourable wind as we sailed

down Johnstone Strait, having visited the U’mista Cultural
Centre at Alert Bay on Cormorant Island.

Johnstone Strait, Discovery Passage with its narrow gorge
leading into Seymour Narrows with its fearsome tides were all
transited without difficulty by careful planning to take
advantage of the tides. At times the GPS indicated that we were
travelling at over 12 knots.

We had an interesting night at Lasqueti Island where we had
a party with some ageing hippies. Richard demonstrated his
entrepreneurial skills in trading some of our surplus tinned
salmon for 72 cans of beer. He will go far!

A day’s sail across the Straits of Georgia took us to
Vancouver City, British Columbia. This was a complete
contrast to the previous weeks in the wilderness. The traffic and
skyscrapers appeared menacing. Mick departed here, while
Richard and Jarlath waited for the repaired autopilot computer
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to arrive. The autopilot followed
us around Alaska, always arriving
late at our port of call.

When it finally caught up with
us in Spruce Harbour marina,
Vancouver we were overjoyed.
But not for long as it still wouldn’t
steer the boat due to a fault in
another part of the system. In the
Maritime Museum the St. Roch is
on display - Captain Larson’s
vessel that sailed the North West
Passage in 1942 and retuming in
1944.

We had wonderful sailing and
anchorages in the Gulf Islands.
Victoria marina on the south of
Vancouver Island was surprisingly
inexpensive, compared to Oak
Harbour nearby which had poor
facilities.

The city of Victoria has many
attractions - musicians, artists,
and of a maritime interest, the
harbour wall has bronze plaques
honouring the achievements of
various world renown sailors such

The crew: James Cahill, Jarlath Cunnane, Richard Browne, Michelle Egan, John Magee.

as John Guzzwell and Captain Voss in Tilicum. Incidentally,
Tilicum is preserved nearby in the Maritime Museum.

We had an invitation to the Metal Boat Festival in the other
Vancouver in Washington State. Richard’s father, Michael
Browne joined us for that trip. We sailed through the Straits of
Juan de Fuca and round Cape Flattery into the Pacific Ocean.

We diverted into Grays Harbour to visit Westport,
Washington to exchange greetings from our homeport. We
found the locals were more interested in collecting mooring
fees than they were in welcoming us.

Vancouver is 80 miles up the Columbia River. The bar at the
entrance has a fearsome reputation for breaking seas, in fact the
US Coastguard do their heavy weather training here.

The Metal Boat Festival was a great success. We met many
like-minded new friends, attending technical seminars with
Northabout being the showstopper.

From a contact made at the Festival we found a quiet,
private marina at an affordable rate in another Westport. This
time Westport, Oregon. We finally laid up Northabout for the
winter.

Our weather was benign. No rows took place. And we saw
an Alaska, which recalled Russian fur traders, greedy gold
prospectors and ancient American Indian civilisations. Alaska
really was amazing ...... British Columbia was beautiful and the
Columbia River an education.

Distances - total logged 3,644 nm Nome to Westport.
Engine hours 1,340. Michael Brogan at Reid Glacier.
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Cruising Europe’s northwest coast
the Euro

- testing

Mike and Alison Balmforth

W ith the intention of exploring the Baltic over the next
couple of summers, a positioning cruise to that part of the

world was the first requirement. We had sampled the direct
route to Norway a couple of years ago, so this year opted to
coast-hop to Denmark, which would mean sampling the
delights of the Irish, French, Belgian, Dutch and German coasts
before arriving in Denmark for a few weeks cruising amongst
the islands, then laying up there for the 2002-2003 winter.

Clyde to Kilmore Quay
After the usual hectic scramble to extricate selves and boat
from shore attachments, we set sail for Bangor on Saturday
evening 15th June, with David and Doris Falconer aboard.

The early summer had been notable for its inclement
weather, but we hoped that as we sailed south this would
improve, although even the forecast for the next 48 hours
indicated otherwise - S-SE 4-5 then S-SW 7 later!

Although the wind was in initially due south, we had left at
high water, and at least had the advantage of a fair tide as we
motor sailed into a light breeze. By midnight the wind had
backed SE, and increased to F3, so we were able to lay a course
for Belfast Lough which took us close past Ailsa Craig,
looming out of the blackness of a cloudy, moonless night as we
reached by. As we emerged from the lee of Paddy’s Milestone,
a few gusts heralded the arrival of a much fresher wind, which
quickly demanded a reduction from full sail to two reefs and
staysail. By dawn we were close to the Maidens, and as the
wind eased off again we crossed the entrance to Lame Lough to
come alongside in Bangor marina by 1030. Ninety seven miles
at a 5.7 knot average was a good start to the cruise, and the
remainder of Sunday and Monday were spent socialising with
family and friends while the strong SW wind blew itself out.

We left Bangor at 1030 on Tuesday for the short hop to
Ardglass - a good departure point for Howth, and tar enough in
a breeze that rapidly settled down to blow from the south at up
to 20 knots, after seeming to have some west in it as we set off.
This was to be something of a pattern until we got to Kilmore
Quay, as each tantalising few hours of west wind promptly
backed to the south again.

The next day was a similar picture as we left Ardglass: we
were almost able to lay our course, but were headed and then
motor sailed into a moderate southerly until just north of
Rockabill, where the breeze backed all the way to SE so that
we were once again laying our destination. In Howth we made
straight for the fuel berth to replenish the tank before mooring,
and spending the next two days in port as another low pressure
system rattled through. The time was used getting Watson Sails
to fit a new leech tabling to the staysail, while Alison, David
and Do enjoyed a visit to Dublin.

On Saturday morning our crew departed home, and Alison
and I set off south towards Arklow. It was the start day of the
Round Ireland Race, and we reached across Dublin Bay in a F4
westerly breeze and bright sunshine. What a nice change!
However, by Wicklow Head it was again a 20 knot southerly,
and by Mizen Head it was gusting 30 knots! What nice change?

The final leg to Kilmore was similar. The forecast was W4-
5, but after a pleasant couple of hours of the wind it was back in
the south, gusting 25 knots. We were happy to cross St.
Patrick’s Bridge and tuck into Kilmore Quay, where we were
greeted by Gerard Hore and Terry Ross, who were sailing to
France with us.

Ireland to The Scilly Isles
As we stored and fuelled up for the crossing to Brittany via the
Scillies, it began to look as though the wind might, at last, shift
from the southerly quadrant, and by the time we set sail, at
1040 on Tuesday 25th June, it was already in the west. It blew

steadily from the west, then north west, all through a very
pleasant night of sailing under the full moon. We arrived in
New Grimsby Sound and picked up a visitor mooring at 0730 -
a relaxed passage of 132 miles at an average of 6.4 knots.

Greenheart is a Dawn Class 39, designed in the early 1980s as the
Contessa 38 by David Alan-Williams.
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As we arrived David and
Pauline Murray     (Yarrum,
Strangford Lough), who had
crossed from Kilmore the day
before us, gave us a hail as they
went ashore, and we arranged to
see them ashore later. Ger and
Terry had not visited the Scillies
before, and our earlier visits had
been fleeting ones, so we planned
a couple of days exploring. After a
sleep we went ashore for a pub
lunch on Tresco, and then enjoyed
a walk around this very tidy and
well organised island. In fact, it is
almost too tidy and gives little
sense of its remote location on the
western fringe of Britain - it’s
more like a country estate,
complete with coach tour groups!

Our next island - St. Agnes -
soon gave us a more favourable
impression. In company with
Yarrum we motored across Tresco
Flats at HW to anchor in perfect
shelter from the northerly breeze in The Cove (the south facing
bay between St. Agnes and Gugh). Even this short trip had not
been without incident, as the alternator belt decided to break en
route, although it was quickly replaced by Terry.

St. Agnes is our favourite Scillonian stopping point - a
sleepy place where time stands still - and it is a real pleasure to
wander along its overgrown lanes amongst the tiny flower
fields. At its western end the view across the Western Rocks to
the Bishop Rock light is awe inspiring, as is the sculpted
granite scenery around the shore. Unlike many Scillies
anchorages, it offers shelter from northerly and southerly
weather, thanks to its back-to-back anchorages, and from our
point of view it was also the perfect departure point. For those
who savour out-of-the-way places, it offers a well stocked
shop, several establishments serving cream teas, a couple of
B&Bs, a campsite, pub, and numerous holiday houses.

After an excellent and leisurely lunch in The Turks Head,
which overlooks the northern anchorage, we got under way at
1515. The northerly breeze was 15 knots: Fair Stood the Wind
for France?

Seilly Isles to Brittany

Progress was very good all afternoon as the breeze held firm.
Initially, as we crossed the Traffic Separation Zone south of the
Scillies, we were kept busy with ship spotting, but in only one
case were we on a converging course, and that ship promptly
altered course to cross astern. During the dark hours we were in
mid-channel, where there is less traffic, and shortly before
dawn we entered the eastern fringe of the Ushant TSZ. We were
unsure whether to call Ushant VTS, but after a while they
called us for identification, and we passed our course and
vessel details to them. Subsequently, as we passed across the
inner zones, they called us to advise about other traffic, which
was helpful, although we had no problem seeing what was
going on around us. That VTS call told us to hold our course
(we were under sail) and the ships would alter! It occurred to us
that the call was also to subtly alert those ships.

The reason we were a little further west, and therefore in the
TSZ, was that our passage was going to finish in the full flood
tide past Ushant, and it was important to be ’up-tide’ of our
destination. That turned out to be a good move, and we were
able to motor-sail (as the wind had dropped) past Ushant and

Celebrating our arrival in France: Mike and Alison Bahnforth, Terry Ross and Gerard Hore.

into ile Molrne for breakfast and a walk around this interesting
little island. The log distance was 106 miles in 15h45m, a
passage speed of 6.75 knots.

Ile Mol~ne lies halfway between Ushant and the mainland
coast, and its little village occupies about half the land area.
The harbour dries, but the outer part is partially protected by a
mole, and gives reasonable shelter, except from strong north
winds. The commune have established about ten visitor
moorings here, and charge t~7.00 for their use.

We left again at 1315, aiming to take the last of the ebb
through the southern part of the Chenal du Four, and the first of
the flood in to Camaret-sur-Mer, where we arrived at 1645,
well pleased with a pleasant and comfortable Channel crossing.

Visiting Camaret is always a pleasure. It is an unassuming
seaside town, situated conveniently near the north-south route
from the Chenal du Four to the Raz de Sein, and as a result is
very popular with yachts on passage to and from the Channel to
South Brittany. We booked dinner in a favourite restaurant - La
Voilerie - but were surprised to find it had completely changed.
Gone was the whimsical decor of a former sail-loft, now it was
bland Parisian chic. Although the food was very good, the
ambience was now less so.

Ger and Terry had booked their return by the Sunday
overnight Roscoff to Rosslare ferry, so to make their journey
easier we sailed over to Moulin Blanc marina at Brest, from
where they could more easily get to Roscoff.

Their imminent departure was a good excuse for another
meal ashore, and we enjoyed a memorable seafood feast aboard
Ma Petite Folie, a restaurant created in a former tunnyman,
which is "moored" high and dry on the sand at the north end of
the marina.

Cruising Brittany
Ger and Terry’s departure marked the beginning of phase two of
the cruise - a couple of weeks leisurely two handed cruising
around Brittany. With a poor forecast for the next few days we
decided on a first visit to Douarnenez, and had a pleasantly
quick sail there in a 12 knot SW breeze. It was off our track, but
should be a good spot to wait for the approaching depression to
blow through. Trrboul marina is on the opposite bank from
Douarnenez itself, and its visitor pontoons are in a slightly
exposed location in the Grande Passe. However, despite this we
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were safe and relatively comfort-
able during the three days it took
for the weather to settle enough for
a safe transit of the Raz de Sein.

Thursday morning was peace-
ful - the wind NW 10 knots - with
a promise of sunshine. The tide
was due to turn in the Raz just
after midday, and would then push
us around Pointe de Penmarche
towards our next destination -
Concarneau. We got away at 0900
and motor sailed along the coast,
which got us to the Raz on
schedule. The breeze had built
slightly to about 12 knots, and we
enjoyed a fast and pleasant sail in
the sunshine, rounding Penmarch
at around 1500, and berthing in
Concarneau marina at 1750.

A wet night and morning - the
weather was showing little sign of
summer - was followed by an
enjoyable day looking around this
lively town and its ancient "ville
close" on its island in the harbour.
Saturday dawned sunny, and in the
afternoon we moved to Benodet,
and instead of joining the scrum in
one of the marinas, motored up
the River Odet and found a vacant
mooring a mile or so above the bridge. The contrast between
the quiet reaches of the river, and the many hundreds of boats
crammed into the Benodet-Sainte Marine lower reaches is
marked. The evening was calm and sunny, and as we sat in the
cockpit the only noise was birdsong and the chiming of the
nearby village clock.

In the morning we motored downriver to the pontoons at
Sainte Marine, where we were ushered to a berth and told that it
would be free, unless we decided to stay overnight. This is a
picturesque village opposite Benodet, where everything is on a
smaller scale, including the number of boats and berths, not to
mention the shops, which were limited to one very good small
supermarket with both butchery and charcuterie departments. It
was Sunday, so we splashed out on some fillet steak, which
looked (and was) good!

Although the afternoon was dull, damp, and generally
uninspiring, we decided to complete our portfolio of visits by
moving to Loctudy - all of 3 miles away!

On arrival we again realised the benefits of cruising this area
in early July - there is space in the marinas! But then, on
further reflection we thought that everyone else must know that
it rains all the time!

In for a penny - we inflated the dinghy and set off to Pont
L’Abb6, an interesting 3 mile jaunt among the islands, and then
up a narrow wooded river to this historic town, which is the
administrative centre of the district. There were many small
cruising yachts there, moored to the (drying) town quay, and
although it was Sunday, and therefore a bit quiet, the walk
around in the rain was not unrewarding!

North Brittany

It was time start retracing our steps, so despite a drizzly
morning and one mile visibility we left Loctudy after breakfast
on Monday 8th July, and motor sailed from buoy to buoy
around the Penmarche peninsula. We had intended to stop at
Audierne, but once we got sailing, progress was so good we

DANISH HARBOURS
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pressed on to Morgat, as we had just time to get through the
Raz. We arrived just after 1800 - 54 miles in 8.5 hours. The
Raz de Sein was now behind us!

Tuesday’s tide through the Chenal de Four would serve us
from mid morning, and we were round Pointe de la Chevre
under full sail by 1045, and whistled through the Chenal to
l’Aberwrac’h in no time, enjoying sunshine, but not the heavy
showers, on the way. We were on a visitor mooring by 1620,
and enjoyed a walk ashore. The morning was more leisurely, as
the eastgoing tide did not start running until about 1300, so we
walked the 0.7kin from l’Aberwrac’h to the village of Landdda,
where there is a good supermarket, a boulanger/patisserie and
charcuterie. Lunch, and more, was bought and then we set off
at 1300 through the Malouine Passage, past Ile Vierge, running
briskly east with the spring tide boosting our progress towards
10 knots at times.

By 2100 we had arrived at the Basse Crublent buoy, which
marks the entrance to Trdguier, just as the tide turned. We had
to plug the ebb into and up the river, which took another two
hours !

Trdguier is not to be missed. Apart from the pretty estuary of
the River Jaudy, it has an interesting history, a cathedral and
many mediaeval buildings, and the town has good eateries and
shops. The marina has a strong current running through it, and
its furniture is a bit old and worn, but it is perfectly adequate.

After a pleasant day, we planned an early start to make the
most of the tide on the way to Guemsey, and motored down
river to find an unused mooring a mile or so below the little
village of La Roche Jaune. The morning dawned dull and
damp, a condition we were getting used to, and we got under
way at 0615 and threaded our way to sea. This time we could
see the leading lights, which are disguised in house-like
buildings, unlike when we entered. Thanks to the tide and a
brisk SE wind we were off St. Peter Port by 1245, having
averaged 8.9 knots over the ground from the Basse Crublent
buoy off the Jaudy entrance, to our destination.
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Moving on

The benefits of a quick sail to Guernsey were rather wasted, as
one has to enter a ’cattle market’ system for berthing. On arrival
one has to decide whether to lie on the outer pontoons, which
have no direct access ashore, or join the queue to enter Victoria
Harbour. Whilst waiting one can only get ashore by water taxi.
In short, St. Peter Port is not an ideal short stay port for those on
passage, although for stores and shopping, and particularly
fuel, it does have many advantages.

There had been some talk about a Dawn 39 meet with
Stroma of Mey and Maia of Dart in Guernsey, but the
southwesterlies which had suited us so well were a
considerable deterrent to the Solent based boats.

Next morning we fuelled up at duty free prices and set off
for Alderney around 1000, but the weather was so good (NW4,
bright sunshine) and the tide was favourable, so we opted to
make for Cherbourg instead. The Alderney Race was at is most
benign, but its power was unmistakable as our ground speed hit
12 knots from time to time, and we rounded Cap de la Hague
less than three hours later! Despite having to plug the first of
the foul tide for a couple of hours, we were berthed in Port
Chantereyne by 1630.

We were now, necessarily, in passage mode, and Seine Bay
was the next hurdle. Going into the bay would involve using
tidal harbours, with attendant delays in departing promptly, so
our best option was to get across to Frcamp in one 70 mile hop.

The ferocious tidal stream round the Cotentin Peninsula
again played a part. We left as it began to make eastward, and
were propelled rapidly into a misty Seine Bay, with visibility
varying from a couple of hundred yards to a quarter mile,
listening carefully for fog horns and ship sounds. One crossed
ahead, unseen, and then the visibility improved.

We arrived off Frcamp at LW, so had to anchor off for a
while, which gave us a grandstand view of the spectacular
Bastille Day fireworks.

After a brief exploration of Frcamp’s somewhat limited
attractions we set off in the afternoon for Dieppe, where we
intended to stay a couple of nights. We felt we had earned a
short break from the rigours of passage making, and we
enjoyed visiting the museum, wandering round the town,
replenishing stores, and absorbing summer weather and
gastronomic delights in equal measure!

/

Dieppe entrance can be negotiated at any time, so we could
time our departure for optimum tidal benefit. Initially Boulogne
was the destination, but after consulting the North France
Cruising Companion we decided to use the whole tide to round
Cap Gris Nez and see if we could make Dunkerque, which we
duly did after a fast sail north to the Cap, then a long motor sail
when the wind disappeared, arriving in the small hours of the
morning. The crossing of the Calais approaches concentrated
the mind more than somewhat, with ferries and fast ferries
entering and leaving every few minutes, following which we
had to navigate the coastwise channels past Dunkerque Ouest
(the commercial port, with its attendant traffic) as the tide
finally turned foul with ten miles to go. We berthed at 0130 on
the YCMN marina. Sleep followed very soon after!

The next day’s tide would not run in our favour until late
afternoon, so despite the local yachtsmen’s tactic of sailing
from 9:00 to 5:00, whatever the tide, we spent the day doing
some boat jobs and looking around the town, and left for
Oostende just before 1700. This was not quite early enough
however, for boats started piling in from around 1600, one of
which decided to raft up to us, and being rather badly handled,
scratched our gel coat in the process. We were not amused!
Despite this we reckoned that Dunkerque was a more pleasant
stopping port than Calais, as its commercial shipping has
mostly moved to the new port of Dunkerque Ouest.

The wind was still "on the nose", so it was another stint of
motor sailing along what can only be described as an industrial
coast - the two principal industries appearing to be, alternately,
chemical works and tourist resorts, and viewed at an angle in
the setting sun, the closely packed apartment blocks bore an
uncanny resemblance to the cliffs of northern Normandy !

Oostende was busy! As at Calais, there is steady stream of
ferries coming and going, and the North Sea Yacht Club
pontoons were full to capacity. As we intended to take the early
morning tide to Vlissingen, we rafted up near the entrance, and
turned in, but sleep was intermittent as ferries, pilot boats, tugs
and fishing boats came and went through the night. We were
happy to leave early!

The relatively short hop from Oostende to Vlissingen takes
you by the inshore traffic route past the entrance to Zeebrugge,
and then into the Westerschelde. We left on the tide at 0700,
and were soon making rapid progress, although still motor
sailing into a NE wind of about 10 knots. There is plenty of

Marstal is an attractive historic port on the Danish Island of/Ero.

interest along this sea route - ship
traffic is heavy, and it is simplest
to keep inshore of the buoyed ship
channel. We locked into the
Kanaal door Walcheren (the canal
through the island of Walcheren)
at l 100, and were in Middelsburg
by lunchtime.

The contrast between the stark
North Sea coast, and Holland’s
’indoor’ yachting playpen could
not be greater. We had, in a few
minutes, moved from a world of
grey sea, sandbanks, and ships, to
a waterway linking picturesque
mediaeval towns flanked by flat
fields. A change, as they say, is as
good as a rest, and after about 120
miles against headwinds in
unsocial hours we were glad of it.

Middelsburg was a handy stop,
even though we were told by a
very officious harbourmaster that
we could stay for "two hours for
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shopping", and not a minute longer he stressed! We were sure
that he must be a very nice guy doing a difficult job, but our
Dutch neighbours on the next yacht had a different opinion!

We locked out of the Kanaal door Walcheren at 1630 into
the Verse Meer, and readily found a berth in a small marina
close to Veere, a historic town which has ancient links with
Scotland. It’s Scotch House Museum, which unfortunately was
closed, dealt with the history of the Scottish wool merchants
who set up in Veere in ther late middle ages, and the flourishing
trade that subsequently developed between the two countries.

Saturday morning brought glorious weather, and as the sun
shone from a cloudless sky we motored the length of Verse
Meer, locked into the Oosterschelde, and set course for
Zierikzee, another ancient and interesting town. First we had to
negotiate the opening span of the road bridge, which opens for
a few minutes twice per hour, and when we arrived in the
harbour we were greeted by the friendly harbourmaster. He
directed us to a free berth alongside a fishing boat, and like
many of the folk we met on our travels, wanted to know all
about Greenheart - what type, where built, etc! Almost
everyone we met in Holland was interested in boats - and
usually owned one too!

After a :furious thunderstorm we motored the few miles
across to Roompot marina, which turned out to be a highly
organised harbour beside a holiday village with good amenities.
We had decided to leave the southern delta the next morning
via Oude Roompot channel to the open sea, and the marina was
a convenient nearby point from which to leave. Next morning,
the BBC shipping forecast was for NW 4-5, occasionally 6, so
we got ourselves over to the sluis, where we were the only
vessel in an enormous lock. By 0830 we were motor sailing
into a choppy North Sea against the flood tide - the price of
getting a fair tide up the coast later!

Initially we though we might make the Seaport marina at
IJmuiden, but as we crossed the Maas approach the wind began
to pick up to the promised F6, gusting 30 knots, and veering to
become more of a headwind. This necessitated a couple of
reefs, the second of which was reluctant to pull tight, a sign that
the lines were twisted within the boom - an occasional problem
with our single line system. We went straight to the third reef,
and changed our destination to Scheveningen, which was only
a few miles away. We docked at 1530, glad to be sheltered from
a rather unfriendly North Sea.

In holiday mode at Haderslev. Margaret Somers, Phil Rooney, Doris Falconer, David Falconer, and
Alison.

The marina was packed with refugees from the elements,
and we were asked to berth by motoring astern between the
ranks of rafted boats, which resulted in an exciting few
minutes, as Greenheart is very easily deflected by cross winds.
We managed it without damaging anything, except perhaps our
self esteem! We spent the rest of the afternoon sorting that reef
line, and catching up with some other minor maintenance, and
decided that if the wind had not shifted to a more favourable
direction, we would visit Amsterdam by train the next day.

By morning the wind was still fresh from the north-west, so
it was into tourist mode and off to explore Holland’s capital city
and public transport system. Our day consisted of tram and
train journeys, and a water bus tour of Amsterdam, all of which
were most enjoyable.

It was now July 23rd, and time to focus on our rendezvous
with our Danish friends on the 27th. They were travelling from
,~rhus, and because of this, and the fact that they had done very
little sailing, it would be best to get into the Nord-Ostsee-Kanal
(the Kiel Canal) before they joined. Fortunately, the wind was
now SW 20 knots, so we got ourselves out of the harbour by
1030 and were soon covering the miles, despite an initial foul
tide, which soon turned fair and increased our speed. Our
destination was Vlieland, with Den Helder as a closer option,
but in the end we covered the 85 miles to the more distant
island port, arriving at 2100, a passage speed of 8.1 knots - we
were in top gear now! We had been called en route by a
German Dehler 37 called Kristina, sailing close to us for a time,
and we berthed alongside her and enjoyed a chat and a beer
with them. The yacht had been bought in the Canaries by their
club, and this crew were on the last leg of the delivery back to
Kiel.

Next day both yachts left Vlieland, and had another fast sail
to Borkum. Again we set off into a foul tide, knowing that
arriving at Borkum on the flood was essential, as the long
entrance channel would take forever against the ebb. The
breeze stayed between NW and W at around 20 knots, and we
again clocked up almost 80 miles in 12 hours. Now we were in
Germany - not far to the canal!

In fact, there are so few stopping places along this island
chain, and one has to spend so much time in the entrance
channels, that despite good passage speeds, one has little choice
in the matter of passage duration. You just have to sail until you
get there, so we were doubly glad of the favourable winds.

Borkum, like Vlieland, has a
pleasant "islandy" feel about it,
and we would have liked to have
spent more time in both places. In
fact, with a shallow draft vessel,
cruising the inner channels
between the many island harbours
would be a most pleasant cruise,
and is what a great number of
local folk do. This is where
Erskine Childers set The Riddle
of the Sands, which famously
combined its pre First War plot
with the intricacies of Friesian
navigation.

Our next logical stopping place
was Helgoland, and we left, again
in company with Kristina, at
1100, just as the flood tide began
to ease off. It was a passage of
over 80 miles, but we could not
have left earlier, as Borkum
Jachthaven entrance almost dries.
Indeed, at LW our keel was
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probably inserted into the mud at our berth for about a half
metre, as the echo sounder read 1.4m, and the boat was
unusually still!

Fortunately the wind was still with us, and once we had
negotiated the Riffgat channel to escape the sands and
shallows, we were off at a scorching pace. We had two traffic
separation zones to cross, but they caused no problem apart
from increasing our distance a little. By 1045 we were moored
in Helgoland, and wasted no time in eating and getting some
sleep, for tomorrow was an early start!

Friday 26th’s forecast was west 4-5 backing south and
decreasing, so we wasted no time getting away. Not only did
we want to use the best of the remaining west wind, but having
the 3 to 4 knot spring flood with us for the 30 mile section of
the Elbe to Brunsbtittel (the canal entrance) was essential. A
couple of minutes walking around the harbour at Helgoland
was the only tourism we had time for, which gave us a flavour
of this harbour and community, which lives on duty free
commerce with the large influx of day visitors.

We expected the Elbe to be some kind of industrial canyon,
but although it may be like that near Hamburg, the lower
reaches are very pleasant. At first one is sailing in the buoyed
channel between extensive sandbanks, which are well marked
with buoys, and light towers every few miles. Soon Cuxhaven
comes into view - it is a pleasant looking town and port set in
totally flat land. The shipping is ever present, but not a problem
as the buoyed channel is wide, and the Elbe Vessel Traffic
Service announces the tide height, the weather forecast, and the
movements of the bigger vessels every hour.

As we got near Brunsbtittel the north bank hove into view,
prompting us to cross over to that side. By now a considerable
number of yachts and small craft were gathering in preparation
for locking in. Yachts generally use the older small locks, but
small is a reletive term and they are big enough to comfortably
accommodate 50 yachts, so no one is likely to be turned away!
We locked through, and berthed at Brunsbtittel’s small marina,
pleased to have completed that particular leg!

The Nord-Ostsee-Kanal also proved to be a pleasant
surprise. Although ships are constantly passing, they are
restricted to 8 knots and make very little disturbance - indeed
they add considerably to the general interest, even though most
of them are near identical modern container vessels. The canal
is just over 100 years old, and its banks are wooded, and
although hour after hour of
motoring is a little boring, much
of the western part of the canal is
as straight as a surveyors ruler,                      :~
and the autopilot can be used with
care - except when passing close
to moored ships, which cause
considerable compass deviation!

After a 0630 start we got to
Rendsberg by 1330, more than
halfway through, where we
planned to rendezvous with Sikke,
Guddie, and their daughter Anne.
By now the promised good
weather had arrived, and later that
evening we anchored in the
Flemhuder See, a very pretty
backwater of the canal, and
enjoyed its total calm and
tranquillity. The Kiel Canal had
proved to be a most pleasant
interlude, and we welcomed the
total contrast with the North Sea.
Another impressive feature was

the price - we had the use of 50 miles of canal and its various
facilities for the princely sum of �17, or £12. No wonder there
were so many yachts in transit!

Locking out at Holtenhau the next morning was another
total contrast. Kieler F6rde is clearly recreational boating
heaven, as there were sails scattered as far as the eye could see.
The wind was easterly, so we decided make the most of it to
head north to the Danish island of A~ro and its historic harbour,
Marstal. This did not take long, as the 15 knot breeze and flat
sea gave us 7.5 knots, and we arrived to find the harbour pretty
full, which was not surprising given the good weather. We
stayed two nights, enjoying the relaxed atmosphere and
catching up with laundry and some minor maintenance.

Tuesday saw us under way again, threading our way north
from A~ro through the Rudk0bing LOb, where we were
surprised to find quite a strong current running north. We then
negotiated Svendborg Sund, again finding a strong current, this
time adverse, but as the easterly wind was now behind us, this
was not a problem. Svendborg Sund is very attractive, fringed
by low, wooded hills with some very attractive waterfront
properties, and a handful of marinas. The channel is well
buoyed, but despite this we passed a large German yacht,
aground quite close to the channel. Don’t cut the corners!

Our destination was Fhborg, on the south coast of Fyn, and
we found a berth without much difficulty - except for catching
the shrouds in the raised bowsprit end of a Dutch botter, but
with no damage to either party. F~borg is a very pretty and
unspoiled town, and its former commercial harbour, fight in the
town centre, has now been devoted to catering for visiting
yachtsmen. Like all Danish yacht harbours, it has good
facilities, and we used the ’grillplads’ (communal barbecue) to
good effect.

Our next day was even less arduous. We were due to
rendezvous with Phil Rooney and Margaret Somers from
Glasgow, and S0nderborg was convenient for all parties. We
had a pleasant 27 mile sail in 12 knots of wind and 25° of
warmth. Holiday stuff, indeed!

Thursday 1 st August was voted a tourism day, so we headed
for the nearby historical battle site at Dybb01 Banke, where the
Danes and the Germans slogged it out for possession of the
Slesvig province of South Jutland in 1848 and 1864. The Danes
lost the second, critical battle, so Slesvig remained in German
hands until a referendum in 1920 determined a democratic

The visitor berths at Douarnenez in the Grande Passe at Tr6boul.
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division. The location now has an interpretive centre, but we
visited Dybb¢l M¢lle, the old windmill that was the focal point
of the fighting, and is now an important symbol of Danish
national identity. Our day ended with a typical Danish meal in a
"kro" or inn, and another thunderstorm, which turned into a
night of rain. This, however, was welcome, as it cleared the air
after the 25°-28° heat of the previous few days.

We completed our crew change in the morning drizzle, and
got away to pastures new just after noon. We did not plan to go
far - through Scmderberg Sound and Als Fiord, then across the
mouth of Aabenraa Fiord to KalvO Havn - a very small place
tucked behind a wooded island, which is joined to the mainland
by a causeway. The whole area is a nature reserve. Fortunately,
there was also a kro, so we did not need to break out the
emergency rations, and had an excellent meal for four with a
couple of bottles of wine tbr Krl,100 (£100) - perhaps slightly
dearer than eating out at home.

Saturday 3rd August started rather dull and calm, but the sun
soon broke through as we motored round to the nearby town of
Haderslev, for we were not only in dire need of a cash machine
and a supermarket, but were also to meet David and Doris
Falconer, who were returning for a second dose of Greenheart
cruising. They were flying by Ryanair to ~,rhus, and travelling
onward by bus and train to meet us. They arrived after a
trouble-free journey, full of praise for the Danish public
transport system.

In the morning - again dull and calm - we motored across
the Lille B~elt to Assens, once again on the island of Fyn.
Assens is a very tidy town and marina, but with no special
features unless you like to have a shipyard opposite your berth,
which matters little during the weekend. Come Monday,
however, it is a different story - they start work at 0630!

Phil and Margaret were leaving us for Sonderberg to collect
their car before driving back to the UK, so we sailed to
Sk~erba~k, which is very close to the railway that would take
them south. After three days of light headwinds and calms, it
was a pleasure to scorch along in a 15 knot breeze and bright
sunshine.

Sk~erb~ek is a very small marina beside an equally small
fishing harbour and village, so there were no bright lights to
distract us from the now long overdue job of cleaning the
decks, which were suffering from proximity to land; i.e. they
were filthy !

Tuesday dawned bright, with a 20+ knot breeze from the NE
-just where we wanted to go! We decided to make a bus trip
to Middlefart (pronounced Mililfar), before the Balmforth
wedding anniversary dinner in the local restaurant.

Middlefart is strategically situated on the south side of the
narrow straits between Fyn and Jutland, and its traditional
industries were boatbuilding and whale hunting, for the
migrating mammals had to pass through the 4 cable wide
channel from the Kattegat to the Lille B~elt. Those days are
past, however, and we did not see any whales, either.

Next day our 46 mile passage from Sk~erb~ek to Sams¢ was
an uneventful motor sail into a very light headwind, which we
accomplished in just under eight hours. We opted to visit Ballen
harbour on the eastern side, which turned out to be a good
choice as it is a very pleasant village with an excellent selection
of amenities right by the quayside, including a supermarket, a
handful of restaurants, bicycle hire, and some gift shops, but
most of all, it had that pleasant island ambience, exemplified by
the cycle hire system: you pick a bike, put your payment in a
box, and that’s it! Similar systems operate along the roadside,
where fresh produce is offered for sale by farmers and
smallholders on the same system. We quickly decided to stay a
second night, and spend next day exploring this gentle rolling
island by bicycle. SamsO has small villages dotted amongst

fields of grain and vegetables, and in this landscape cycling
was not too taxing!

It is always good when a cruise has a high point as it
approaches its conclusion. We felt that SamsO was a real gem,
and ranked it amongst the more memorable places we had
visited on this cruise.

We left Ballen to sail to Marselisborg Havn in the morning,
as David and Doris had to leave for the UK early on Saturday.
Our course took us through the delightful islands off the
northeast coast of Sams¢ - all part of a nature reserve. The
scene was reminiscent of sailing in Strangford Lough - green
grassy islands with the rolling grainfields of the main island as
a backdrop. The breeze filled in around midday, and we had a
pleasant sail across Arhus Bay.

Marselisborg Havn was a convenient place to re-fuel, and as
it is near the home of our ~rhus friends Sikke and Guddie, we
had dinner with them - a prelude to a day of shopping by the
ladies, and an exploratory visit by car to Egg marina, which was
to be Greenheart’s winter abode.

Next day we sailed to Nappedam, which is at the northern
extremity of Arhus Bay, and continued to Ebeltoft by car.
Ebeltoft is a small historic seaport and old town that has
remained largely unchanged over recent centuries. The
highlight, for sailors anyway, is the restored frigate Jylland,
which lies in a specially built dry dock. At 71m she is the
largest surviving all wooden ship in the world, for although she
was built in 1860 when many contemporary vessels were of
composite construction (wooden planking on iron frames), she
is timber framed using a complex triangulated structure in
immensly heavy scantlings.

She was fitted with a low pressure steam engine in 1862,
which produced 400hp at 56 rpm, and although the machinery
has long since disappeared, the awesome 9.5 tonne retractable
propellor system has been rebuilt. This can be locked, which
allows the dog clutch on the shaft to disengage, and then
hoisted into a trunking above the waterline, an operation which
called for 200 men and the mother of all tackles! Apparently it
was seldom done. The propellor shaft installation also had to be
ingenious, as it passed through the centre of the main mast, part
of which could be dismantled for installation and removal of
the shaft.

Our last sail of the cruise was to Egg marina, where we
moored at 2100. We had a few days in hand to tidy up, and -
more difficult - prepare ourselves for the return to life on land.

We had truly tested the Euro by visiting seven countries in
two months, the first and last of which (Britain and Denmark)
still use their own currency. For the rest, it can only be
described as a great leap forward for cruising folk!

Dates Sector Distance Time Av. Speed

15-23 June Holy Loch to
Kilmore Quay 276 47.5 5.8

25-28 June Kilmore Quay
to Camaret 272 41.25 6.6

29-7 Jul Camaret to
Loctudy 126 20.09 6.3

8-26 Jul Loctudy to
Brunsbuttel 858 132.61 6.5

Danish cruising 330

Total distance sailed
(Clyde to Kiel Canal): 1,532 nautical miles

Total distance sailed
(including Danish cruising): 1,862 nautical miles
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Beowulf’s Wanderings

Ann Woulfe-Flanagan

On Friday 21st June 2002 I travelled out to Brest with
Robert Fowler ICC and his sister Leonora Dand to take

over from Beowulf’s co-owner Bernard Corbally and continue
her trip around the French Coast. We took a taxi from the
Airport through the lovely town of Morlaix right down to the
Visiteurs pontoon on the east bank of the Basin a Flot to join
Beowulf It was a lovely hot evening and we were welcomed
enthusiastically by the crew of Shismik, a HR36 beside us and
they invited us on board for a drink. I had dinner with Tony and
Jane Weller in their lovely river side house at Itchener last year.
We dined together at a cosy little restaurant and enjoyed some
of the musical entertainments laid on for the festival. Morlaix is
a delightful place and we were glad of our forced stay - due to
the lock opening times, HW -1.5, HW and HW +1. (daylight
hours). Saturday evening found us at the magnificent Grand
Caf6 de La Terrasse, the interior was from another era - �32 for
three steaks and beer. Bernard had left a note that we should
reconnoitre the river at low tide to observe the channel and
leading marks. It all looked very daunting and I took some
digital photographs which proved useful.

On Sunday 23rd June, well provisioned and ready for
adventure, we cast off at 15.50 to join Shismik in the lock for
the 4.30pm opening on a rising tide. It was a challenging and
interesting passage as we picked our way down the channel to
the sea. We motored through moored boats and had travelled
5.7M when we anchored off the prominent point of Pen Lann,
sheltered from the west, for the night to catch the early west
going tide in the morning. It was very peaceful with a few other
yachts and a magnificent view of the islands.

Ann Woulfe-Flanagan, Leonara Rand and Robert Fowler

Monday morning was bright and sunny as we raised the
anchor at 8.50 heading for l’Aberwrac’h, the plotter decided to
give trouble, a quick wipe of the chips seemed to settle it. Once
past the East Cardinal at 0.950 we set sail in a light NW, with
an uneventful passage and up to 8.3kts to the Grand Chenal
entrance and abeam the Ile Vierge at 13.20, it was sunny but a
little chilly. Picking up the transits was not too difficult in near
perfect conditions. The pontoon is only for small boats so we
looked for a mooring buoy. We had travelled 34.8M when we
eventually tied up to a rather rusty ring at 15.50 and I regretted
not putting chain on it. Lunch and a snooze were in order
before extracting and pumping up the small dinghy. The Pilot
does mention a launch service. The harbour master arrived and
Leonora and I cadged a lift while Robert rowed the dinghy
ashore for the return journey as the launch finished at 21.00. We
had a drink at an outside bar and then booked dinner into "Le
Table Des Artistes" restaurant that apparently had been done up
by a local artist Sophen and housed some of his paintings. We
walked the village to generate an appetite for the simple but
good fare.

At 07.00 on Tuesday we set off for the great adventure
through the Chenal du Four with several yachts leaving ahead
of us. The sky was a brilliant red, cloudy and wind WNW FI/2,
sea calm. At 09.00 Le Four was abeam and there were 10
yachts behind us and three in front. All was going well with the
buoys ticked off until 11.15 -just after the Vandree buoy the
GPS lost its fix (switch knocked off). As we had whooshed
through so easily we decided to go straight for Morgat. By
12.20 the sun was coming out and the crew began to strip! By

12.40 we had reached Cap de la
Chevre and entered the Bay of
Douamenez enjoying the shelter
from the NW. Motoring gently
towards Morgat in the northwest
corner we admired the wooded
scenery. The pilot mentions a
slight bar and as we felt our way
in the depth did drop to 2.9m.
There is a small visiteurs pontoon
for boats up to 12m. We found a
double end ’T’ pontoon and were
soon very snug. Water was only
laid on the day before and as yet
no electricity. We wandered up to
the marina office (�20 and
showers free) and on into town to
explore.

Thursday 27th was decision
time, what to do next? Do we go
to Douarnenez and if the weather
turned miss going and through the

I Raz de Sein to Audieme.
Robert wanted to do both but

our time was limited, we had to
get Beowulf back to Brest bySe!f-timed photo by Ann Wou!fe-Flanagan
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Tuesday 2nd July. In case the weather did break we decided
upon Audierne.

As the tide would be in our favour to make the Raz at slack
low water we departed Morgat in a N F5 at 10.20 under main
and engine and motored sailed hard to catch the critical slack
water. After a lively sail the waypoint Cap de la Chevre was
abeam by I 1.30 and at 12.25 we altered course for the Raz with
other yachts moving north and south to catch the slack like us.
The Pointe du Raz was abeam at 12.50. We appeared to have
some tide with us as we raced through in calm water hardly
noticing a ’bump’ and turned east to motor sail gently along to
Audierne marvelling at the completely different terrain to that
of Morgat. We arrived at 15.10 and as there were no vacant
mooting buoys we anchored off the beach by the entrance to
wait for nearly high tide belore venturing up the River Goyen
to the marina. We met a yacht who had come through 20
minutes behind us - a very uncomfortable time.

We weighed anchor at 17.50 and motored up the river. The
photographs of the transits are shown very clearly in the YM
West France Cruising Companion. They are easy to spot except
the ones on the Fish Plant and all must be rigidly kept in line.
Once in we felt a little bit like goliath and eventually tied up to
a very light outside finger which just reached beyond
amidships. The harbour master was there with his exercise
book and took our name etc. for t~17.88 a night. Robert was
worried about our berth and next afternoon when some of the
yachts left on the tide we decided to move to a full end ’T’.
This was easier said than done. What wind there was and the
strong current through the marina were against us. It took two
attempts before we re-connected to the marina. The harbour
master came down and it took him a while to register that we
were the same boat as the night before.

We departed Audierne at 8.20 on Saturday for Camaret -
high water with NNW F3, care is needed to watch the reverse
transits as they are critical. We anchored again off the beach to
await the tide fbr the Raz. Allow 3 hrs + against tide to the Raz.
At 10.35 we raised the anchor and set off. The wind filled in
around noon NW F4 and we set sail to beat along the coast
dodging other yachts who had come south through the Raz. By
13.40 we were abeam Pointe du Raz in lovely sunny weather
and a calm sea, idyllic. We tacked north until at 16.10 we
started the engine to lay La Proubtte buoy to head for Camaret.
As we rounded it at 16.35 we got the jib out and reached into
Camerat where with 42M under our belt we tied up outside a
French yacht at 17.50hrs after a satisfying days sail. We spent
Sunday relaxing and experiencing an excellent meal at the
Hotel Thalassa with lobster. The wind was rising but luckily
staying in the west as we had to leave for Brest on Monday
which we did at 15.15, F7 gusting up to F8 as we sped up the
channel in murky weather with eyes peeled for the Moulin
Blanc buoy to turn into the narrow channel for the Port du
Moulin Blanc marina. We tied up at the visiteurs berth outside a
Russian yacht and headed immediately for the marina Office to
book Beowulf in to await Bernard and crew. We were assigned
to the Bassin Sud inside a floating breakwater. Being a lee berth
we were not too happy - it was this or nothing. We fuelled at
the fuel berth at the head of the Bassin Nord. The wind was
persistent and some very heavy rain. We flew home on
Wednesday 3rd July.

On the Wednesday 24th July 2002 I rejoined Beowulf with
Michael O’Rahilly ICC, his daughter Mary and son John for a
l0 day cruise from Concarneau to Pornichet. We flew to Brest

and Bernard Corbally waved to us from the departure lounge as
we collected our luggage. Taking a taxi to the marina at t~120
was well worth the money. We kept our eyes open for the ICC
burgee, soon spotted only to find it was Joyster on the outer
quay with David Whitehead bemoaning engine trouble, and

Beowulf ’laughing’ at us from the visiteurs’ pontoon. We were
soon on board and after a guided tour off again to explore the
town.

Friday 24th was a lovely bright calm day and John eased
Beowulf out into the continual exit of other yachts as we headed
for |le de Groix. Motoring was the order of the day and Michael
and I swam at the halfway point, very cold. We nudged into the
harbour at half tide and saw Grand Cru, RIYC. We tied up to a
small pontoon and were then asked to move even further along,
two small yachts came outside us. John was cooking and he
required aubergines so Mary set off in one direction and
Michael and I in another to look for supermarkets and explore.
Very good supermarket and an attractive little town. Mary beat
us back and a lovely supper awaited us.

When we went to pay next morning we had a reduced rate
�17 as we were only on half a pontoon, OK by us - showers £2.
It was decided to move on and we slipped out moorings at 13.00
and headed for Belle Ile, another great day with a little sailing
and a swim. The pilot suggests arrive early to beat the rush, so
we did 17.30 for 18.00 lock opening. But we were too early and
the capataine came out in a launch to tell us to wait and we
eventually took a mooting buoy along with a French yacht.

The lock to the Bassin a Flot opened at 18.00 and I took it
very slowly much to the annoyance of the yacht behind me.
When I turned Beowulf in the basin with the help of the
Capitaine and brought her alongside the French boat the owner
was running up and down the rail adjusting fenders in askance
that a woman should be ’driving’. It was very funny and on
closer inspection she appeared to be "straight out of the
wrappers." (The basin was virtually empty - not quite high
season) We had a trip ashore to enjoy the town atmosphere, go
to the supermarket and then another lovely meal cooked by
John, eaten while listening to music from the Irish Bar.

Sunday was a scorching day and we all mooched at various
things~ Michael went with John to explore the castle and came
back to say he had found a lovely beach. 1 joined him for the
cliff walk and then a refreshing swim.

On Monday 29th the lock opened at 07.00 and we left at
07.15 in very misty weather. A couple of miles out and Belle lle
was barely visible. We motored all the way to Ile de Houat
passing Le Rouleau buoy around 10.10. The wind "appeared’
NNE F3 and we decided to tack up to La Trinite-Sur-Mer. By
12.20 the wind just "fell out of the sky". We motored the last

hour to La Trinite and by 13.45 after 26.5M had tied up on the
visiteur’s pontoon in a very large marina. It is a lovely spot with
good facilities £35 but showers free. Walking and shopping was
the order of the day in this colourful town.

Wednesday 31 st July saw us departing 10.25 for La Turballe
on an overcast chilly morning and the wind was WNW F5. We
set sail and at l 2.30hrs we passed the West Recherche buoy and
gybed for La Turballe - 25M good sailing before entering the
harbour. The visiteurs berths were full and we were directed to
a pontoon close to the entrance and the Bayer Staff Holiday
boat tied up outside us - the electric was too far away. £17
showers �2 (very good) in a lovely harbour building. The town
is delightful with a very good chandler and lots of nooks and
crannies to poke into away from the main street and is also a
large fishing port with yard facilities.

We departed La Turballe on the 1st at 10.00 in an SSW F4
and rain. We passed Costouillet at 11.00hrs and ended up with a
good sail to Port de Pornichet - la-Baule, a very large artificial
marina, easily approached from the west along a buoyed
channel between Penchateau and Les Guerandaises and then a
narrow corridor 082 degrees to the light house as it is shallow
near the entrance. We radioed on Ch9 and were directed to the
end of pontoon C. This suited us very well - no fiddling with
tight spaces. It was now wet wet wet, Mary made soup to cheer
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us up. There is a modern marina building and we marvelled at
the good lifting facilities and wide slipway. £30, showers £2.

A last night meal in Le Bistro Du Pecheur restaurant on the
marina Front was great. It is recommended in the Pilot and it
did look the most enticing with a large open fire cooking area.

Michael, John and Mary left in the rain on the 2nd by hired
car for Brest. I sorted things out then walked up over the bridge
and around the pleasant town, drank coffee and read. There is a
small adequate supermarket.

At 20.30hrs Bruce Lyster ICC and Barry MacNeamey
arrived by car from Nantes, tired and frustrated - flight late -
Bruce’s bag lost and missed train. Once introductions were
made to Beowulf we adjourned to Le Bistro Du Pecheur and
had an even better meal than the night before.

As time was short to Wednesday 7th and in case the weather
turned nasty it was decided to get within easy sailing distance
of La Rochelle hence a 55M passage to Saint-Gilles-Croix-de-
Vie. We telephoned ahead - no need to reserve a spot but they
would assist us when we arrived.

Sunday 4th was sunny but chilly but the visibility deterio-
rated before we left at 09.00, wind NNW F2/3. We followed the
buoyed channel to the NW Banche then turned west to the
Banche W. By 10.45 we were heading south with wind variable
F2 and a calm sea. We kept west of all the buoys and were
abeam Les Beoufs by 13.15 and picked up the South Pilours
buoy by 17.00 to head up the channel and pick up the leading
marks into Saint-Gilles in a WSW F3. As it was nearly neaps
and half tide we did not encounter a strong current at the corner.

We phoned again and were given our berth. A boatman met
us and showed us the space - the owner was away for the night.
t~27 - good free showers.

With a pork joint in the oven we set off to explore, upon
rounding a corner we were right in the middle of a Fete du
Poisson with Breton dancing, etc. etc. We absorbed the
atmosphere over a beer before heading back to a good dinner. It
was then time to find out what all the lights were on the south
bank. There was a beautiful two tier carousel and a fun fair in
full swing.

Monday 5th was a lovely sunny morning and at 10.40 we
were asked to vacate our space as the owner had arrived back.
Luckily the tide was rising and there was enough water to head

out. "For reference we found the better depths in buoyed
channel to starboard of the 43.5 degree leading line as we left
port (i.e. to port of line of entering") - Bruce).

By 12.15 we were sailing in a WNW F3 to Les-Sables-
d’Olonne. By 14.00 sails were furled as we approached the
South Cardinal Buoy Pointe de L’Aiguille. A smooth passage
up to the Visiteurs’ Pontoon. Tied up beside Amaryllis from
Plymouth (Liz, David, Rachel and Sophie Morbey), the two
young girls secured us very efficiently. We were directed to a
pontoon near the lifting bridge and unfortunately a sewage
outfall. There were good facilities across the lifting bridge past
a large boat yard.

On Tuesday 6th the Morbey family waved us off at 11.05.
As we headed down the starboard side of the channel watching
the back bearing we noticed the depth getting shallower and
fishermen rather close. An incoming yacht called out to us to
keep more to port - immediately deeper water. The tide was
low water + 1 hour.

We passed Roches de Joanne safe water mark at 12.30 in a
WNW F4. I mentioned I saw five trawlers trawling and Bruce
and Barry came up with "On the 5th day of August my Beowulf
said to me there are five trawlers trawling upon an Azure Sea".

Barry ’phoned ahead to St. Martin, Ile de Re - they do not
reserve spaces - "if space yes if not too bad". There was quite a
swell as we approached the south end of the breakwater. Upon
entering the outer harbour we noticed the waiting pontoon was
bucking about and a large ’Cat’ was reversing out. A quick
discussion ensued and Barry gunned the engine to head out the
North Entrance into the swell. We had no other option but to go
straight to La Rochelle under the suspension bridge. By 17.05
and after 40M we arrived at near low water at the Registration
pontoon in Port des Minimes. By 17.35 we were snugly tied up
on Visiteurs Pontoon 13. Taking the Water taxi up to town we
saw a yacht aground. It was good to be back in La Rochelle.

The crew had vanished by Thursday morning the 8th and I
waited on for Bernard Corbally and crew to join on 11 th August
to take Beowulf via Galicia to Povoa de Varzim, Portugal for
the Winter layup.

Barry MacNeaney and Bruce Lyster route planning. Mary O’Rahilly.
Photo: Ann Woulfe-Flanagan

Photo: Ann Woulfe-Flanagan
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To Skye with Desdemona and Hermione

Paget McCormack

SBki’s most recent cruises had been to West Cork and to
rittany and we decided that 2002 would be Scotland’s turn

(as Nicholson 31 s are made for cooler climates, whatever about
their crew?). This would be her fifth trip to the Hebrides. A side
benefit of our choice would be the opportunity for Sybil to
practice the coastal navigation skills she learned at a
Yachtmaster course during the winter.

Departure was planned for Friday, 19th July and all the usual
cruising equipment that gets neglected during the racing season
had to be tested and repaired. The last critical item to arrive was
the outboard mounting bracket for the dinghy, the previous
much corroded unit having collapsed, when we were testing the
dinghy for leaks. It was delivered with the rented life raft just
an hour before departure.

We eventually cast off from the RIYC Dun Laoghaire at
17.00. The crew were Andrea, Paget, Sybil, Kate, Paget Jnr.,
Desdemona (autohelm) successor to Desmond and Hermione
(GPS) fiendishly clever, a real little witch. The weather was
logged as being intermittently dry.

A most delicious first night stew was served up as we passed
Rockabill, alternating between sailing and motor-sailing in a
variable wind. The most important note in the log at this stage
was "must remember to unplug Pagie’s Gameboy charger from
the battery at 07.00 hrs"?

We made good progress through the night and, despite a
slight head wind, we were well past the entrance to Strangford
when the Gameboy was unplugged. However, by 09.00 the
wind had strengthened to force 6 or 7 northerly and shortly
afterwards, as the tide turned in our favour, the sea became very
lumpy. Progress through the water was very slow and as we

Saki at anchor in Tinker’s Hole - gales forecast.

cleared Mew Island, tacking into Belfast Lough, we were very
grateful for the helping tide. We decided that we could just
about carry the tide as far as Glenarm and, with much relief, we
arrived there at 16.00.

Michael Hill had told us about the new marina in Glenarm at
the ICC annual dinner and his enthusiasm was well justified.
There is plenty of manoeuvring space inside the breakwaters
and we were helped into a berth, between Big Boots and Miss
Molly (both ICC), by a most hospitable marina attendant. Then
it was all ashore to remove many layers of salt spray in the
showers (free!), followed by a viewing of a vintage car rally
that had assembled in the village.

We waved farewell to Glenarm and Miss Molly at 09.00
Sunday morning to catch the north going tide, having
previously waved off Big Boots who was also heading north,
and motor sailed into a light northerly breeze. However, shortly
after "the Archers", the sun came out and the wind veered to
free us sufficiently to set the genoa and turn off the engine.
Andrea had carefully saved a fruit cake (Christmas present) for
the cruise and the mouths were watering as she unwrapped it
after lunch. Sadly, it was not quite as fruity as thought and the
mould had penetrated right through. Discus thrower Pagie
consigned it to the fishes and Penguin bars were a poor
substitute.

As we approached Gigha, we opened the first of a vast
selection of charts, kindly presented to us by Philip Byrne after
Thursday racing on the eve of our departure. These covered the
whole coast as far north as Stornaway and west as St. Kilda and
daily were to prove an invaluable asset, even if we lhiled to live
up to Philip’s ambitious plans for us. We also had the log of

Philip and Cecil’s cruise in
Growltiger and thought that we
could make use of the ’phone
numbers we found scribbled
beside a number of ports but were
to be disappointed?

Shortly before 17.00 we
anchored in Ardminish Bay,
Gigha, just inside the visitors’
moorings, which were all
occupied. As there is virtually no
rise and fall of tide here, we were
in about 2 metres of water, much
to the joy of our windlass (Pagie).
Following swims in celebration of
our successful arrival in Scottish
waters, the dinghy was launched,
the outboard started (first pull?)
and all went ashore to find
somewhere to wash all the wet
clothes - the Irish Sea had been
too much for a couple of our
lockers. The hotel obliged but
there was method to their
madness. The machine was
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extremely slow and the bar was nearly sold out of malts by the
time the wash was complete.

The sun had gone when we awoke on Monday and we left
Gigha mid-morning under low cloud with patches of drizzle.
Fortunately the day had picked up by lunchtime when we
anchored in the deserted, sheltered bay of Eilean M6r in the
MacCormaig Isles. Here, we spent a couple of hours visiting
the home of our ancestor, the hermit, and had a nice cup of tea
at the family cave! In the afternoon we sailed up the Sound of
Jura and into Loch Craignish, arriving at Ardfern marina in
drizzle at 19.00. Again, showers were the priority and these
were followed by ice creams - well it was summer, despite the
oilskins and drizzle! We even discovered an ice-making
machine - great news for the g&t’s.

In the morning we discovered that the marina has a fantastic
and friendly chandlery and it was close to noon before we set
sail. We passed through the Dorus M6r with a good tide under
us and sailed through Shuna Sound before picking up a
mooring in Ardinamir, between Luing and Torsa. After a rather
late lunch in sunshine, we negotiated Cuan Sound and its
dramatic tidal swings and surges, without any problems.
However, there were heavy overfalls as we exited into the Firth
of Lorne and progress was slow until we rounded Easdale. The
views here were most spectacular in the afternoon sunshine and
we had a lovely sail up the west side of Seil and into the
sheltered pool of Puilladobhrain, where we anchored with 14
other yachts for company. A half-mile walk along a well-worn
track took us to the magnificent 18th century Clachan Bridge.
We sat admiring it in the sunshine outside the pub until a cold
NW breeze eventually drove us inside.

Most of the other boats had already gone when we awoke on
Wednesday and, as it was a grey, windless morning, we decided
to have a full Saki breakfast and wait for a favourable tide.
Windlass needed all his strength to lift and clean a very muddy
anchor, when eventually we got going shortly before noon.
There was little or no wind and very low cloud so we motor
sailed the whole way up the Sound of Mull. The boredom was
relieved by the sudden dramatic roar of two fighter jets, which
were on a low flying exercise up the Lochs. We never saw them
but we certainly got a mighty fright. We arrived in Tobermory
in mid afternoon but the visitors’ moorings were already
occupied and we had to anchor in 8 metres. Dinghied ashore
and showered in the Mishnish -
unfortunately someone had fixed
the timer on the one nearest the
window since our last visit and it
no longer runs indefinitely for £1 !

We had a superb dinner in The
Anchorage. Whilst we had no
fixed itinerary, Tobermory was
likely to be the last sizable port for
some time and we spent much of
Thursday morning shopping,
where we found Big Boots on a
similar expedition. We had been
relying on topping up our £’s here
but the cash dispenser was out of
service, so we had to hope that
plastic would work in the remoter
isles (and it did).

Once again it was nearly noon
when we set sail. As we rounded
Ardnamurchan Point, the low
cloud descended to sea level and
plans to have a late lunch on Muck
were abandoned. The afternoon
alternated between rain and A lovely day at Canna Harbour!

drizzle, with no visibility and Hermione and Desdemona were
on full time duty. We passed Muck and Eigg without seeing
them and only had a bare glimpse of Rhum as we rounded its
western tip to head into the Sound of Canna. It was late
afternoon when we eventually anchored in Canna Harbour,
having had some difficulty distinguishing it. We erected the
"sun" awning over the cockpit, to provide some shelter for the
wet oilskins to drip, and then went below, turned on all the
lights and forgot about the wind, rain, weather forecast, etc. The
log entry was "we don’t think you could get a more horrid
day"! A good creamy chicken curry followed by a fierce game
of liar dice warmed up the end of the day.

We awoke Friday morning to more mist, drizzle and fog but
at least the shore was visible, if only just. A full Saki brekki
enlivened the spirits and the dinghy was emptied and readied
for a shore visit. As the hills were covered in mist, we confined
our walk to fields of sheep, cows, calves and a bull.
Fortunately, the latter was not interested in a motley crew of
oilskins. On our return trip we visited four seals basking in the
blazing mist on nearby rocks. They did not appreciate it much!

It was early afternoon when we left Canna. Having
despaired of ever seeing anything further than the end of our
noses, we had decided to go north to Skye rather than west to
the relative wilderness of the Outer Hebrides. Rhum was still
invisible and we headed north under engine, in no wind with all
our lights on. As the afternoon wore on, the cloud lifted about
50 metres and the shoreline appeared. We were heading for
Loch Harport and had intended anchoring at Portnalong at the
entrance to the loch. However, we could not find a suitably
shallow anchorage clear of the fishing boat moorings and we
took the advice of a fisherman and headed a few miles up the
loch to Carbost. There were two visitors’ moorings but only one
other visitor, so for once Windlass was in luck and we were
very thankful for the advice.

We dinghied ashore and had a delicious dinner in the very
welcoming Old Inn, where we met the seven occupants of our
fellow visitor, which was chartered out of Oban. The Old Inn
has a bunkhouse attached and caters for cyclists and walkers in
addition to sailors. We showered there on Saturday morning
and then visited the nearby Talisker Distillery, where we did the
tour and sampled the classic malt (14 y.o. Windlass excepted!).
We dropped our mooring at lunchtime and decided to put in a
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reef, as we planned to head south and a southerly force 4/5 was
forecast. During the run up the loch there were occasional
patches of blue sky and we hoped that our luck was changing.
However, as we cleared the headland to turn south, we were hit
by near gale force winds on the nose and were very tempted to
retreat. As we beat further out to sea the wind decreased to a 6
but the dreaded drizzle set in again and we were once more out
of sight of land and in the hands of Hermione. She timed our
tack to perfection and we just cleared Rubha an Dunain and
freed away eastward through Soay Sound in bucketing rain.

On rounding the comer to head northward into Loch
Scavaig we found a sudden increase in the southerly wind-
speed as it funnelled into the loch between the high mountains

(which we could not see) and we
had a few moments of terror while
we rapidly plotted our way
between the rocks to Loch na
Cuilce at the head of the inlet,
with the aid of our rain sodden
pilot. Windlass threw the anchor
and 35 metres of chain into 6
metres of water and, much to our
relief, Saki came to a halt like a
fighter plane on an aircraft carrier.
There was still loads of wind but
the rocky breakwater gave us a
calm sea and the anchor had taken
a firm hold.

Our surroundings were most
spectacular and we only wished
we could see them better. The
Cuillin mountainside was one
huge curtain of waterfall, which at
times disappeared as a strong gust
of wind blew it all back up into the
clouds. There were hundreds of
smaller waterfalls and the constant
battle between wind and water to
see which could roar louder was
most dramatic. However, below
decks, there was one definite
winner, the steady hammering of
rain on plastic. If Canna had been
horrid, this was indescribable! A
lengthy game of sevens followed
dinner, whilst we tried to dry some
essential items on the hot kettle.

Sunday morning was relatively
silent and we peered out to find
the wind had abated but our ICC
burgee had disappeared from the
masthead and sadly, not having a
spare, we felt a bit undressed for
the rest of the cruise. The other
boat that had been sheltering with
us, a local fisherman, came
alongside and told us that in all his
years there he had never known a
night like it or seen the waterfall
so full, which was somewhat
reassuring. Windlass had a
considerable task in unburying the
anchor and needed some drive
from Saki to finally break it free.
Leaving Loch Scavaig under
engine we counted innumerable
seals and sometime later Kate saw

a whale. As the morning gradually improved Rhum appeared
through the mist and then Eigg and then Muck, as if to prove
they really existed! By early afternoon, the rain stopped and at
last we were able to silence the engine. To celebrate arrival at
Ardnamurchan, Sybil & Kate decided to set the spinnaker, the
first opportunity we had had in nine days cruising. Oilskins
were removed and we needed a bit of fresh air through the
clothes before it was safe to breathe again. Even the fishing
lines emerged for a while but unfortunately the Scottish fish
didn’t think much of our spinners.

Again, it was necessary to anchor in Tobermory as all the
visitors’ moorings were occupied. Many of the boats appeared
to be permanently moored but this may have been due to the
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awful weather. Windlass ended up
with a length of broken string in
his hand, when he tried to start the
outboard, and he had to row us
ashore. Replacing the string on the
22-year-old Yamaha would have
required a considerable degree of
surgery and DIY was ruled out.
Finding dinner in Tobermory on a
Sunday night was not an easy task
but eventually The Gannet
accommodated us. Back aboard,
having lit the Moskil coil, we sat
down to a quick game of cards.
However, the "early night" was
ruined by an unending game of
"cheat", which appears to be the
family forte !

With plenty of shore duties
planned for Monday, breakfast
was early and we thought we
would be first to the clothes drier
in the laundrette. However, it had
already been prebooked for the
whole of Monday and the best we

Leaving Loch Scavaig - visibility improving!

could manage was a spin-dry. The chandlery advised that
Philippe (a charming Frenchman and excellent mechanic - tel.
01688 302532) might be able to help with the outboard and he
responded very promptly to our ’phone call, took the engine
away in his van and returned a couple of hours later with the
repair complete, much to our relief. In the meantime, Saki was
watered, dieseled and fully provisioned, the crew were
showered and some post cards despatched. The cashpoint was
in working order this time!

At 13.00 we cast off McBrayne’s pier, where we had
managed to hold a berth all morning. There was no wind and
Saki had been converted into a floating clotheshorse. However,
two hours later as we rounded Caliac Pt., the northwest tip of
Mull, the rain started and the clotheshorse was emptied.
Visibility was reduced to a mile and we decided to abandon our
planned visit to the puffins at the Treshnish Isles. In the hope
that tomorrow would be better, we postponed our visit to Staffa
and Fingal’s Cave and headed east into the sheltered anchorage
of Gometra Harbour, between the islands of Gometra and Ulva,
which was deserted. The rain was unrelenting and we decided
to roast the lamb (originally bought to be barbequed until
weather dictated otherwise). An ingenious effort at drying a
pair of white socks in the preheating oven produced brown
tinges in the toe and heel! After dinner, the rain reduced
sufficiently for a junior shore party to pick a bunch of heather.

We upped anchor on Tuesday morning in mist and drizzle
and no wind but a forecast of NW 5 to 7, perhaps gale 8 later.
Half an hour of sausage eating brought us to Staffa, where there
was only one other yacht. Rather than anchor in the poor
holding ground, we kept a permanent watch on board and
visited Fingal’s Cave in two parties. Philippe’s repair worked
perfectly and we were very lucky to have a flat sea and a
deserted cave. Normally, the area is full of day-trippers and
there were four boatloads arriving as we departed.

The drizzle was getting lighter when we anchored at Iona, in
clear water on a lovely sandy bottom; perfect for a swim but we
were not prepared to wet our togs, which were the only dry
garments on the boat! Ashore we ate ice creams while walking
round the beautiful remains of the nunnery in our oilskins. Then
a visit to the cathedral where the two elders sat through a brief
service conducted by the Iona Community and emerged into -
sunshine! Returning at mid-afternoon, we found Saki still all

alone and decided that everyone else must be sheltering from
the possible gale and that we should do likewise before eating
lunch. Tinker’s Hole was only a few miles away and it would
provide good shelter, if it was not too crowded.

We recounted memories of previous excitement in the area
as we wove our way through the channel of rocks surrounding
Tinker’s Hole and, on arrival, were amazed to find that we had
the whole anchorage to ourselves. It is described as being "one
of the most popular anchorages on the west coast". As there
was still little or no wind, we anchored very close to the shore
and enjoyed a splendid late lunch whilst watching a very
unafraid mink playing along the rocks at the water’s edge,
right beside us. After lunch, we crossed Erraid to David
Balfour’s beach (R.L. Stevenson had used it as the location in
"Kidnapped"). Conditions underfoot were extremely wet but it
is a wonderful beach and well worth the trek.

Back aboard, we found the weather forecast was unchanged
so, despite the calm conditions, we moved the anchor to ensure
we were well clear of the shore. The sunshine changed to heavy
rain before dinner; pizzas, which cooked very well in the oven.

Wednesday, 31st July was our only deadline during the
cruise. We had to get Kate to Craobh marina before the end of
the day, which meant catching the tide through Cuan Sound by
15.30. Despite the severe weather forecast, the weather had
remained calm through Tuesday night and there was still no
wind when we left Tinker’s Hole on a bright morning with
occasional glimpses of sunshine. As we were now heading east,
we dropped the spray hood to take full advantage of every ray!
However, shortly after noon, the sky blackened and the rays
turned to stairrods. Desdemona resumed duty on the helm and
navigation and saloon lights were once more in operation.
Visibility was appalling and goggles would have been a help, as
an easterly breeze filled in. Passing Bono’s Rock, we decided
that it would be safer to drop the main and to motor through
Cuan Sound, as the wind strengthened. Then Donner & Blitzen
came out of the blackness with dramatic suddenness. As we
passed under the electricity cables in the Sound, they were
constantly illuminated with lightning flashes, which were
instantly followed by the associated thunderclaps. Then, as
suddenly as it started, the storm ceased, the rain stopped and we
were able to sail down Seil Sound into Loch Melfort in total
peace. In our newfound joy, we went for a sail up the Loch
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before continuing south to Craobh marina, where we tied
alongside in late afternoon.

Andrea’s first task was to hose down an almighty dog poo,
which we found at the end of our marina finger, then we needed
to find out about bus transport to Oban, for Kate the next
morning. Having heard that the bus stop was just up on the
main road, we decided to time the walk, which was just as well
for it was a full mile away; so, an excellent two-mile exercise
was had by all! Following free showers, we had very good bar
food in Lord of the Isles, washed down by Glayvas and
Drambuies. Then a last game of Perudo for Kate and so to bed.

Thursday, 1 August, we awoke to bright warm sunshine.
Kate, who was returning home for a 21st party, departed for
Oban and from there to Prestwick via Glasgow on Scotrail (half
price fare for Ryanair passengers). Parents, having walked her
to the bus stop, scrounged a lift back and found everything
washed up, Saki watered, and the wet towels drying in the
sunshine. Our sail to Gigha was what had been omitted from
the cruise so tar, sunshine and a fair wind. However, we must
confess to finally turning on the engine when we were being
rapidly caught by another yacht on our approach to Ardminish
Bay, as we had read Philip Byrne’s log about finding himself in
a race for the last visitor’s mooring. We won the race but found
10 of the 12 moorings free!

Sadly, the bay was full of jellyfish, which severely curtailed
the swims. (In almost every anchorage in fact, we had seen lots
of lions mane and other stinging jellyfish). However, we got
ashore in time to hire bikes and had a great cycle to the north
end of the island. A wonderful day was concluded with a good
dinner in the Gigha Hotel, which had acquired the label Fawlty
Towers as result of some of the characters we met there on our
outward passage.

The favourable tide was at a civilised hour on Friday and we
departed Gigha just before noon, having had swims (with less
jellyfish) and posted the last of the cards. Sybil was responsible
for all navigation, Hermione having a day off, and to her credit,
cocked hats became minuscule. Her final alteration of
Desdemona’s course brought us within a quarter cable of
Glenarm two hours later. We arrived in the marina shortly
before 19.00 in intermittent drizzle / rain. Once again we were
helped into our berth and made very welcome.

Saturday’s schedule was again dictated by tides and we
departed Glenarm at I 1.00 in a light mist. The mist deteriorated
into thick tog as we crossed Belfast Lough and we had to hope
that the HSS would pick us up on radar. A southerly breeze
created a lumpy sea and progress was slower than anticipated.
As the fog gradually got thicker, the number of waypoints for
Hermione increased and although a near miss with Butter
Pladdy gave us a scare it did instil even greater confidence in
her accuracy. Shortly after 20.45, with visibility no greater than
30 metres at best, we took a sharp right turn which (according
to the chart) was to bring us into the white zone of the Ardglass
lighthouse. At this stage we had an extra person up at the bow
as the visibility from there was 31 feet greater than from the
cockpit! There was great relief when, out of the darkness, the
pier wall loomed above us and we slowly made our way around
the breakwater into the marina which we found crammed with
boats and a great shindig happening up in the clubhouse.
Apparently our visit was coinciding with the August Bank

holiday rally from Carlingford! However, we were greeted by a
marina official who rafted us alongside four other boats
between two of the marina fingers. Once safely secured, we
dined aboard and then made a visit ashore in search of some ice
creams for pudding just before the shops closed at 23.00!

We departed Ardglass at 06.50 Sunday morning by which
stage the Carlingford party had moved from the Clubhouse to
various boats in the marina! The fog was thinner but still
lurking and the airs were very light. Shortly before midday we
finished our last Saki breakfast, and a very continental one at
that - bacon, eggs, and marmalade from Dublin, sausages from
Ardglass, honey from Iona, bread from Gigha and Utterly
Butterly from Tobermory! When we got to Lambay the fog
closed in again and we presumed that we were passing Ireland’s
Eye and Howth Head when the squawking from the gulls
increased significantly. We had thought that once we reached
home ground Hermione could retire but the visibility was so
bad we ended up plotting in the East Pier and never saw the
West one. On entering Dun Laoghaire harbour we realised quite
how big the harbour is when one can see nothing ! At 18.50 Saki
tied along side the RIYC after logging 603 nautical miles.

We were most thankful for Desdemona and Hermione
without whom we could not have contemplated approaching
the coast at either Ardglass or Dun Laoghaire.

Summary

Distance
Date Dun Laoghaire to Logged

N/M

Friday 19th July to Glenarm 118

Sun 21st to Gigha 39

Mon 22nd to MacCormaig Isles 14

to Ardl%rn 19

Tues 23rd toArdinamir 12

to Puilladobhrain 8
Wed 24th to Tobermory, Mull 27

Thurs 25th to Canna 33

Fri 26th to Carbost, Skye 24

Sat 27th to Loch Scavaig, Skye 27

Sun 28th to Tobermory, Mull 37

Mon 29th to Gometra, Mull 21

Tues 30th to Staffa 4
to Iona 7

to Tinker’s Hole, Mull 2

Wed 31 st to Craobh marina 34

Thurs 1 st August to Gigha 30

Friday 2nd to Glenarm 38

Sat 3rd to Ardglass 49

Sun 4th to Dun Laoghaire 6O

Total 603
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Scandanavian adventures of Narnia

Sam Moore

The prospect of cruising again in the Scandinavian
Archipelago and the desire to take Narnia back to the Najad

factory in Sweden were debated during the winter and early
springtime of 2002. The enthusiasm to undertake this cruise
was damped considerably by the memory of our last North Sea
crossing in1999 when we took delivery of our Najad 441. Then,
after a few weeks of delightful cruising we ran into a storm on
the way back to Scotland and for 35 hours of the 55 hour
crossing from Kristiansand to Aberdeen we battled against
winds up to 45 knots - hardly the perfect conditions to learn the
handling of a new boat but an ideal testing time to expose all its
warts and gremlins - and there were several.

Najad had offered a" window" starting on July 7th 2002 to
carry out replacement of some quite intricate internal
woodwork. In the end and with the hope that the North Sea
would behave itself the decision was made to go and so on June
27th we left our mooring in Ringhaddy not to return until
August 19th after over 2000 miles of wonderful carefree
cruising.

The trip included two North Sea crossings, a one week lay-
up in Orust at the Najad factory in Sweden, and four weeks of
cruising in the Archipelago from Gothenberg north to the Oslo
Fjord and then south on the east coast of Norway to Arendale.

The North Sea was very kind to us and about half way
across the sky turned blue the sun shone and the shirts came off.
The crew dined in the cockpit on a well-laid out table and
languished in the newly discovered summer. In fact summer
lasted from then for the full extent of the 8-week cruise. Philip,
unopposed and self appointed chef for this part of the cruise
continued to produce an extravaganza of dishes and flavours to
tempt the palate, a temptation the weight-watchers among us
loved to hate.

On July 4th, nearing the end of a 100-mile crossing of the
North Skagerrak from Mandal in Norway I woke up to discover
Narnia screaming along at 7.5 knots with a fair sea running and
about to penetrate the Swedish coast. Rocks, black and
menacing were reaching up at us from all sides with ravenous
intent and as if to underline their determination a south cardinal
metal spike seemed to be screaming at us up ahead.

The momentary panic and involuntary expletives formed on
a skipper’s lips by this snap-shot of navigation precision and
helmsmanship were equally robustly rebuffed by the duty
watch who knew exactly how to put a half awake and
boisterous skipper in his place - we rounded the corner and
neatly tied up at the only space available at the entrance to
Gullholmen.

Many of the islands in the Kattegat are joined by
magnificient suspension bridges. Sailing under one of these is a
psychologically taxing experience. Narnia’s mast is 20m. but
the height of a bridge marked on the chart at 26m. or even 45m.
is impossible to judge. It is only when the mast head is actually
under the bridge and the clearance proven that the lungs start to
function again. A brand new yacht in the marina in Henan with
mast broken and folded over and mainsail and sheets wrapped
round the stump like a shroud served to emphasise the impor-
tance of not taking these bridge heights for granted. The odd
aluminium mast sticking through the water in among the rocks
was a vivid reminder too that the Archipelago is great if you
don’t get things wrong.

Notable attractions, apart from the great variety of scenery
and picturesque ports, were the phenomenal volume of holiday
traffic on these waterways and the seemingly endless choice of
passages within the well-charted rocks. With continual blue
skies settled weather, and water temperature at 24° the condi-

Richard produced a wonderful soup from mussels he collected at this anchorage near Stromstad.

tions were perfect for relaxation
on and in the water.

You can plan your progress
along the coastline or you can just
~,o and keep your eyes open for

an interesting stopover like
Smogen, Hamburgsund, or
Stromstad, or like Sandefjord,
Kragero, Risor and Arendal - the
options are myriad. We found on
the "C-Map" many of the
recommended tracks through the
rock strewn coast, so you could
just follow the track but on many
occasions we just selected a route
by exploring the Raytheon Screen
with the cursor and provided
nothing dropped below 2m. we
knew we could get through.

The most interesting routes
were often the narrow shallow
ones where two way traffic was
dense and sometimes motoring
through these in-shore waterways
was akin to driving on the M1 at a
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peak time, concentration couldn’t be relaxed. It wasn’t all
motoring though and in the wider channels with somebody on
the wheel and somebody glued to the screen we had many
enjoyable sails too. It was unsafe though to use a scale more
than 3 miles on the screen, then the detail shown far exceeded
the local paper charts which you buy in packets.

The 10" raytheon colour screen mounted in the cockpit made
navigation simple and the accuracy was such that every rock
and mark appeared just where the chart said it would be. This
was in marked contrast to our experience in 1999 before the
Norwegian charts were redrawn. Then the charts last drawn
in1880 were so inaccurate that the GPS track took you over the
top of islands and you were forced to use only the paper charts
and rely on the buoyage. One Dutchman we met in Norway still
using the old paper charts was quite emphatic that "you can’t
use GPS with these charts". Of course he was absolutely right,
but the new chartology was completed in 2000 and our C.Map
chart was based on the reissued charts and was impressively
precise. When you chose the ’/~ mile or ~ mile scale you could
virtually park on the chosen finger of a marina - if you could
find an empty space!

Stromstad was the most northerly port visited in Sweden. It
is said to have more hours of summer sunshine than anywhere
else in northern Europe. It is one of Sweden’s oldest resorts and
maintains an air of thded grandeur from its days as a
fashionable 18th century Spa. There are ferry connections here
to Sandefjord, Fredrickstad and Halden in Norway and the
Coster Isles the most westerly isles in Sweden.

The Coster Isles prooved a very charming place with many
forest tracks to explore and many attractive holiday villas set
among the trees or with views looking out over the sea. No cars
are on the islands but the locals use a peculiar tbrm of transport
to negotiate the many paths - a strange machine with a platform
at the front, a saddle and a third driven wheel at the back and a
little 2-stroke engine. The platform is to carry things on but
often children sit on it with legs dangling over the front - an
awful accident waiting to happen. Richard organised a
barbecue that evening on the shore and we danced to the music
of a local group set up on the water front for an all in price
which severly taxed my negotion skill.

Risor is a very busy marina where overflow boats tie up at
both sides of the breakwater. The fronts of all the houses are
traditionally white here while the backs are in yellowochre
which is cheaper. Standing out from this protocol is the town’s
hotel which is red - built there in defiance of the custom by a
"blow-in" Scotsman and to the annoyance of the town. It was
here that a 5th generation resident described to us the change in

On passage through the Skaggerak.

the harbour which no longer freezes over as he remembers it
years ago. This he ascribed to the Greenhouse Effect and the
result of pollution emissions from Germany and other
European industry.

Glandor is a little settlement consisting of three unconnected
islands and no roads. We just came upon it by chance and
managed to tie up at the end of a pontoon projecting from a
pub/restaurant. We sampled among other things the fish soup
speciality served in a steaming black cauldron and planked in
front of us with a ladle inside - delicious to eat but at £30 each
a bit punishing on the wallet. We sat here, drank a little and
watched the sun set and a fleet of vintage boats on a rally
rafting up just across from us. The King of Norway was on one
of them but alas he didn’t paddle across to say hello.

Here costs are certainly quite high, especially alcohol. They
say the Norwegians go to Sweden to buy drink, the Swedes go
to Denmark and the Danes go to Germany all in search of better
prices. By contrast marina charges seem very reasonable
working out typically at the equivalent of £14 tbr a night and of
course the hooks in the rocks cost nothing.

There are no tides to worry about and no tidal currents. It
seems there is only one high tide in the year, usually November
where a rise of about 2 meters is expected.

Narnia "consumed" sixteen crew during the trip and some
magical sails were enjoyed like the outward bound 20 hour
crossing of the North Sea, and the 24 hour close reach on the
last part of the homeward crossing of the North Sea. These
were times when we revelled in the power of the rig and
Narnia’s ability for example to convert 10 knots of wind into 6
knots through the water on a close reach.We were able to sit
back and let the electronics take care of nearly everything.

The following text was kindly sent to me by Ray
O’Gallagher a young Irish man learning to be a Swede and
living on the east coast of the peninsula. His recollections of the
return stages in the 2002 adventures of Narnia, which he has
entitled "’The Epic of the Storm-Dodgers" now follows.

"The omens were good for this cruise. Securing a berth on the
cruise followed the usual Irish Network of "a friend of a friend
of a work colleague’s father is bringing a boat back from
Norway, would you thncy it’?" - "Absolutely". Of course on
contacting the work colleague’s father the result was that Sam
is a member of the ICC and cruised in company last summer to
Dartmouth and the Channel Islands. My father is a member of
the ICC and cruised in company to Dartmouth and the Channel
Islands as well. In fact, Sam and I had been at the ICC dinner at
the Royal Naval College - Sure it felt that I knew the whole
crew already. Getting six people to the boat in Arendal, a small
town on the SE coast of Norway, from different parts of Europe
would give the logistics of an Apollo mission a run for its
money, but after planes, trains and automobilles we all met up
on the magnificent Narnia. I had collected the key the night
before from the owner of a pub in Arendal. Jan (the pub owner)
had been looking after the boat while Sam had gone back to
Ireland the previous week to muster the new crew. It is
incredible the generosity and helpfulness one finds within
sailing circles worldwide. We had a lovely window of weather
and had word from home of a nice August storm that was due
to hit Scotland at the end of the week, so decided to head off
directly for Scotland and not see more of Norway. This way we
could make landfall before the storm. The epic of the storm-
dodgers was underway.

We glided off on an ice rink of a sea at 20:00 on Monday
12th. Little did we know that soon a 7th crew was to join us -
Raymarine Autohelm, a German sounding name but
originating from England. Auto, as he is known to his friends,
is the perfect cruising companion, willing to stand on helm for
hours at on end on every kind of weather. Definitely the
Norwegian Archiplago was a delight to see in these conditions
- the warm orange of a setting sun illuminating the rugged
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islands with rock, conifers and brightly painted yellow and red
wooden houses - poetry at its worst, Scandinavia at its best.

Before we left, Jan told us that most boat deliveries coming
from the British Isles make landfall at Bergen on the west
coast, even if their final destination is on the south or east
coast. We discussed many different theories over a beer but
concluded that maybe they just like Bergen (not a very
technical finding), but now I have come to another conclusion
- right south of Norway there is a big hole in the seafloor,
about 500 metres or so deep, and into this hole flows the Gulf
Stream coming down along the west coast of Norway and the
Baltic Sea coming from the east creating a nice area very
susceptible to confused sea states. Throw in any sort of wind,
we had E6-7 and you have testing ground for Stugeron with
stacked breaking waves making you feel like you are on a
bronking horse. Not a very comfortable way to start a crossing,
but definitely not a good way to finish a crossing - having
Bergen as a landfall avoids all this. It can also be avoided by
skipping along the skerries (ie. staying close inshore) -
hindsight is a fine thing.

Anyway, by midway through the 13th we had come out of
this area into a slight sea state and moderate west winds with
only a couple of seasickness casualties and a lifetime dedicated
to Stugeron (of course cast iron stomach Auto didn’t notice a
thing, but maybe that was because he was on the helm the
whole time). The wind on the nose continued for the next 24
hours, while we waited patiently for it to back. During this time
we had plenty of company - lots of trawler and tanker traffic,
oil and gas rigs were two a penny. Porpoises cruised in
company, and an 8th crew arrived in the form of a nondescript
land bird who took a rest onboard for an hour or two, then
chirped goodbye and flew on. Who said that the middle of the
sea was a lonely place?

16:00, Wednesday 14th - "The wind hast cometh" - a little
later than forecast the wind backed to SW-F3-5 - what a
marvellous thing. Narnia hummed along doing 7-8 knots the
whole way to the Scottish coast. We changed our watch rota to
lhour on 5 hours off, with the option of calling the next on
watch if any sail change was needed. So I was on watch from
02 to 03 and felt like an Open 60 racer, alone on the deck,
humming along at 7.5 knots, OK, a slight exaggeration but it
was really exhilerating, particularly as it was at night. During
this time we also got word that the earlier forcasted storm was
imminent at Bailey, so instead of heading north of Scotland we
decided to nicely sidestep through the Caledonian Canal to
dodge the storm completely. Lossiemouth was our first landfall

Smogen - from the top of the mast.

On the battlements of Carlsten Fortress above Marstrand.

in Scotland at 16:00 on Thursday 15th. Instead of going for
copious amounts of alcohol as legend dictates that seafarers
should do after a long voyage, we went for tea and scones with
jam and clotted cream. A recommendation from the skipper and
a damm good one too - the perfect stepback into civilisation.

The next two days were spent pottering through the canal,
admiring breathtaking scenery, sampling local brew and cuisine
at places such as Clachnaharry and Fort Augustus, swapping
stories with local boat aficionados, giving crash courses to hire-
boat skippers and discussing Narnia’s, the skipper’s and the
crews lineage with tourists at the locks. A very pleasurable
experience after being out at sea for three days solid, made
even the more pleasurable when hearing that it was absolutely
blowing stink outside on the northwest/north coast of Scotland
the whole time and we had another lovely weather window for
our run from Fort William to Ringhaddy.

I don’t mean to get carried away here, but there is something
almost spiritual about crossing through the western Scottish
islands, particularly on a calm night. I can imagine that in bad
weather it is another spirituality completely as one prays to
one’s god or gods (Norwegian influence) to get you safely out
of there. Steeped in history and dramatic scenery with rip tides
and overfalls thrown in for good measure, it is a memorable

experience. I’ll never forget the
Gulf of Corryvrecken!

Passing the Mull of Kintyre
and gliding down towards
Strangford Lough and Ringhaddy
on an icerink of a sea like the one
we started with in Arendal, I
couldn’t help but start feeling sad
and anxious. I was very sad to be
leaving Narnia and its great crew,
yet anxious to get back to see my
family - and God bless Thomas
Telford."

Footnote: My thanks to all my
crew, those who traversed the sea
and those who participated in the
fine cruising among the rocks.
Most travelled far to join or leave
Narnia and used planes trains
taxis cars and ferries to make their
rendezvous.

Lily and I wish them well and
look forward to the next fair wind
in 2003.
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HELP......... I!

W.M. Nixon

W .M. Nixon has been commissioned to write a

comprehensive and fully illustrated history of the Irish
Cruising Club from 1979 to 2003, as part of the celebrations for
the 75th Anniversary in 2004. While it will follow on from To
Sail the Crested Sea, his book which told the Club’s history at
the Golden Jubilee in 1979, it will also include a brief outline of
the first 50 years, and thus try to give a complete picture of the
Club as it is today, and how it came to be that way. He will be
looking to Members for photos, memories, boat plans and other
material - here, he outlines the thinking behind the new project¯

A random sample of two pages of the current ICC
Membership Booklet reveals that just I 1 of the 36 people listed
were members in 1979. Thus it seems probable that, of our
current membership, less than a third were active in the Club at
the time of the Golden Jubilee. So even though new members
were - until fairly recently - presented with a copy of ~> Sail
the Crested Sea on their election, it was of course a history of a
club before their time.

In any case, it could be argued that much more has been
happening with the Irish Cruising Club in the past quarter
century than occured in its first fifty years. It is certainly a tale
which deserves to be told. The people have changed, the boats
have changed, the cruising range has expanded, and behind it
all, Ireland has changed almost out of recognition. Like it or
not, we have lived through interesting times.

We will of course be relying on the ICC Annual for much of
the narrative material used in the book. But these days, books
need illustrations in profusion, and it is infinitely preferable to
work from original photos, slides, negatives etc in order to
produce a book of the quality expected. Thus l would implore
you to look through your photo store, albums or whatever, and
see if you can come up with originals as used years ago in the
Annual¯ Then too, perhaps you have a photo, previously unpub-

lished, which has now acquired added historical significance
and deserves to be seen - please let us see it.

One of the more popular aspects of 7~) Sail the Crested Sea
was the section devoted to plans of Members’ boats. Now-
adays, virtually all of us may be cruising in production-built
boats, but the genuine sailing person’s fascination with boat
plans is as great as ever. Thus we would hope to include an
extensive chapter on the plans of significant boats of the club,
taken from owner’s brochures, manuals, magazines, owner’s
handbooks and so forth. So if I contact you looking for this in
relation to your own boat, at least you’ll know what I’ll be
talking about. For the fact is, once you get immersed in writing
a book, communication with the outside world can become
confused.

Another section will be devoted to the revolution in gear,
equipment and electronics. I’m rather weak on the latter, thus
I’ll be looking to some of the club boffins for guidance, and any
advice is welcome.

The intention is to produce a book somewhat similar in size
and style to Asgard H, the Sto~ of lrish Sail Training, which I
wrote with Captain Eric Healy. It was published in April 2000,
and seems to have hit the spot as regards the balance between
words and pictures, and in our attempts to set the story in its
broader historical context.

Although the idea of a new ICC history was first floated by
the Honorary Secretary as recently as late summer, the general
concept seems to be taking on an agreed shape quite quickly,
and the General Committee gave it a fair wind at a meeting on
October 5th. The talk is of publication by the end of 2003,
which is of course ludicrous. But if you send yourself down the
Cresta run, the only safe way out of it is all the way, and as fast
as possible, so we’re giving it a fair lash.

Thus at the moment the cry for Help!! is merely a
precautionary signal. It’s not a Mayday, nor even a Pan Pan,
just more a case of Securite. Meanwhile, could I suggest to the
powers-that-be that they should think about their Centenary
requirements sooner rather than later...

The way we were. It is July 1979, and the Golden Jubilee Cruise-in-
Company in West Cork is in Castlehaven. The Irish-designed-and-
built 55ft yawl Helen of Howth heads gently seaward in her last year
in the ownership of Perry Greet, ICC Commodore 1963-1966. The
largest vessel at anchor is Doonie Edwards" Nicholson 70 Gloriana
RCC today, she is Clayton Love’s Royal Tara.

Photo: W.M.Nixon

The way we have become¯ The cutter Northabout ICC (Jarlath
Cunnane and Paddy Barry) during her remarkable cruise through the
Northwest Passage in the summer of 2001.

Photo: Harry Connolly
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Celtic Sea Challenge : A Mothership’s Log

Norman Kean

Back in May our good friend Colin Bateman, who is
assistant mechanic of the Courtmacsherry Lifeboat, asked

us if we would take Xanadu as mother ship on the Celtic Sea
Challenge. Colin and the rest of the lads (and some of the
lasses) from Courtmac Rowing Club were seriously proposing
to row 160 miles to Cornwall to raise money for the Chernobyl
Children’s Project and the RNLI. Words like "heroic" and
"demented" spring to mind.

We jumped at the idea. We didn’t have to be heroes and
we’re only slightly demented.

The heroic vessel in question was to be lent by Newquay
Rowing Club. The Irish racing rowing boats - known as yawls
- are light 21 toot shells, not well adapted to offshore work, but
in Cornwall, they race pilot gigs. These are 33 feet long, clinker
built, pulling six oars and with enough freeboard and sheer to
handle a bit of a sea. Newquay has eight of them, including
Newquay, built in 1812 and Dove, built in 1830, among the
oldest active boats of any kind in the world. Speculation, the
one they lent to us, was built in the Scillies in 1987 to an
identical design.

She arrived in Courtmacsherry early in June, behind a jeep
driven by Phil Trebilcock and Johnny Murt from Newquay. If
the session in the Pier House that day was anything to judge by,
it was going to be worth rowing to Cornwall.

And then came the long, long wait for the weather window.
At the end of July, things were looking good for a while, so it
was with great reluctance that Colin and I sat in the lifeboat
house one Thursday looking at the charts of the high slipping
back south, and called off Friday’s departure. The middle of
August brought a chance, but the all-Ireland rowing finals were
on that weekend in Carnlough and that took priority, so
Geraldine and I took Xanadu to Brittany instead. We arrived
back in Courtmac on Saturday August 3 i and the following day
agreed with Colin that it was now or never. Departure was set
for Monday September 2 at 1800.

Food (courtesy of two local supermarkets) arrived on
Monday afternoon, and by 1730 the pier was crowded, the

Last crew change - Norman, Patrick, Dan, Anthony and Colin.

starting crew were in the gig and the lifeboat Frederick Storey
Cockburn was standing by. In her bows the local PP was
intoning the farewell blessing - "May the wind be behind you,
may the wind be beside you, may the wind be in front of you."
OK, OK, Father, so you’re not much of a sailor, but you could
have stopped at "beside". Or "’behind", for that matter. A flat
calm will do just fine.

At 1830 Speculation left, to rousing cheers and escorted by
the lifeboat, our fellow mothership Miranda (Nigel and
Rosaleen Jones’s Princess 33) and several of the Courtmac
angling boats. Xanadu, meanwhile, was still stowing sleeping
bags and awaiting the last member of the rowing crew. There
were ten oarsmen altogether, and three coxes - Deirdre
O’Reilly our Ace Reporter from the Evening Echo, Paddy
O’Leary from Ring, at 70 the oldest man aboard and a
philosopher of the first class, and Fiona Hurley, a coy lass of 15

The whole team on Newquay beach at 2100 on September 4th. Photo: Ron Eglinton
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summers - but put her behind six oarsmen and watch the
ruthless light of Eric the Red and Genghis Khan shining from
her eyes.

Not surprisingly six of the lads, driven by Fiona, had gone
tearing out of Courtmac to row round the world. We caught up
with them at the Black Tom buoy, by which time they were in
close company with LE Aisling, dispatched from Haulbowline
for the purpose on the express orders of Deirdre (She-Who-
Must-Be-Obeyed). We had half an hour with the Aisling,
including an exchange of dipped-ensign salutes, before she
wished us bon voyage and headed off to resume her station of
repelling any would-be invader of Erin’s green isle (thank God
we’re surrounded by water).

Our first crew change took place just alter midnight, by
which time the crew on Speculation were - predictably -
totally shagged out. It was, to say the least, disorganised. It
took 45 minutes, in a F3 SE wind and a metre of swell, to take
7 people off the gig with our 11 foot RIB, land them on
Miranda and Xanadu, and put the available reliefs (4 oarsmen
and Paddy as nightshift cox) aboard. By this time most of them
were seasick, and Colin - now pulling stroke oar aboard the gig
- headed off into the night to settle the stomachs. He was
making for the loom of the Kinsale gas rigs on the horizon,
which was about right. Unfortunately the gig had no light
showing, and they didn’t know that their handheld VHF was
under the cox’s seat, so I set off after them in the RIB, Stern
Safety Lecture in mind.

After ten minutes I realised that a four-horse outboard was
no match for four Courtmacsherry oarsmen, that I didn’t have a
light or a radio either, and delivered the Stern Safety Lecture to
myself. Miranda, yelling at the gig over the radio, pinpointed
them in her searchlight ten minutes later.

It settled down after that. The four man crew didn’t make
good speed, and at 0300 we put an extra two (now somewhat
rested) men aboard. Crew changes then fell into an hourly
pattern. Speculation would call before the hour to say "Pat and
Roy are coming off, we want Tony and Philip" or some such.
We would increase our lead to half a mile or so, then heave to,
and Miranda would come up with us as we got the two fresh
men up, fed and lifejacketed so that by the time the gig caught
up the changeover was really slick. There was no set watch
routine for the gig - it all depended on who was fittest and who
could last longest. Xanadu set the course, Speculation set the
speed and Miranda kept station close to Speculation. The gig’s
crew preferred Xanadu to stay well out ahead - a quarter mile
or so. We had no autopilot, so we wandered a bit, but so long as
we kept our distance it didn’t matter to the gig.

It was painfully slow going for all of us. At one point we
rolled out a sail on Xanadu but we were running away from the
gig and we had to put it away again. As for Miranda, Nigel
thought his fuel gauges were stuck on Full.

We had some welcome assistance from Seahorse Supplier,
the supply ship standing by the gas rigs. For eight hours she
passed updates to Valentia and gave us great encouragement.
We lost direct VHF contact about 30 miles out, and our MF
radio was having a Bad Hair Day, while the media and relatives

Coxes off duty - Deirdre and Fiona.

were beating down the door of Valentia CG, so they were
mightily glad to hear from the Supplier.

Hourly crew changes on the gig were tough going on the
mother ships" crews. Geraldine, Niamh and I on Xanadu and
Nigel, Rosaleen, Rosemary and Sean on Miranda were on the
go constantly, ferrying people, food, water and Lucozade and
trying to advise on how to avoid seasickness. This was largely a
waste of time to an exhausted gig’s crew - at one point we had
four bodies in our fo’c’s’le V-berth, all with their heads forward
in free-fall.

The weather steadily improved. It was heavy going for the
gig at first, with the southeast wind and swell, but it backed east
then NE, N and finally NW, dropping from F3 to F I.

The halfway mark was passed at 2210 on Tuesday night, an
average of 2.8 knots for 78 miles. But the milestone put new
heart in the team and from then on they got steadily faster. We
were putting out an hourly SECURITE broadcast, and at 2200
we got a reply from the fishing boat Angela B of Kilmore Quay.
They had the technology to get through to Valentia for us, no
doubt relieving many anxieties back in Courtmac.

Deirdre and Fiona did their share of the rowing, and Paddy,
Niamh and I all took an oar, in my case for only an hour. I did a
lot of rowing in my youth - I had a British Seagull outboard -
but I found the short, snatching stroke very tiring and I could
only marvel at the fitness of these men who could keep going
for 5 or 6 hours out of 8. The final crew boarded the gig at 1430
on Wednesday, 25 miles from Newquay, and covered the
remaining distance at an average of 4.3 knots. At 1800, ten
miles out, we ferried across a tray of our home-made pizza,
which Denis "Elvis" Griffin, hard driver of the crew, described
as "rocket fuel". At five miles, Newquay ILB appeared out of
the mist, and the lads got faster still. At four miles we put Fiona
back aboard to cox into Newquay. She slipped effortlessly into
Captain Bligh mode and we could hear the whip cracking as
they worked up to five knots and then six.

At two miles out, we had an escort of Newquay ILB,
Padstow’s Tyne lifeboat, five fishing boats and two more gigs.

The race into Newquay.
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They sent out their oldest, Newquay and Dove, with their two
most senior crews, to race us into the harbour. The atmosphere
on the final two miles was magical. The three gigs, rowing hell-
for-leather; the fishing boats, flags streaming, crowds cheering;
the lifeboats; and Miranda and Xanadu, now dressed overall,
trying to stay up there (and give the Newquay gigs as much
wake as we could); and the ironbound coast of Cornwall
emerging from the mist a mile off in the fading light.
Speculation swept into Newquay harbour well in the lead
at 2020, 158 miles, 49 hours and 50 minutes from
Courtmacsherry.

I had best skip briefly over the next three days’ events.
Suffice it to say that Newquay Rowing Club surpassed itself in
hospitality, and that Xanadu had a tremendous sail up the coast
on Thursday - ten knots round Trevose Head in a F5 NW - and
a fine relaxing two days in Padstow.

Stuck with NW 5 to 6, we drove the team to the ferry at
Swansea in a rented minibus on Friday. But that wasn’t quite
the end of the charity fundraising. On Saturday evening two
lads hove up to the dockside in Padstow, pushing a supermarket
trolley equipped with headlights, flags of England and Scotland
and signs saying CYSTIC FIBROSIS, and enquired as to our
next port of call. On being told Ireland, faces fell. Turned out
they were on a sponsored trolley-push from John O’Groats to
Land’s End and had early decided to change the objective to
accepting lifts from as many different forms of transport as
possible, while raising funds for CF research. They’d been on a
hot air balloon, a steam train, a light plane, a pleasure steamer,
but not so far a sailing vessel. How could we resist? And
weren’t they lucky, happening across the only boat in Padstow
that was not only prepared to take them to Newquay (with the
trolley lashed down on deck under the main boom) but had
enough pull in Newquay to get them taken ashore on an RNLI
lifeboat and have a lift organised to St. Ives within the hour on
a fish lorry?

Xanadu arrived back in Courtmacsherry at 2000 on Monday
September 8 after a calm and uneventful passage of 27 hours
from Newquay.

If you ever get asked to do the likes of this:

1. Worst case scenario for us was to have the weather go bad
enough to abandon the attempt. That decision would have
been jointly Colin’s and mine. We would then have taken the
entire team aboard the mother ships and towed the gig
behind Xanadu, while Miranda could have headed for port
at 15 knots with as many as she could carry. Between us we
had liferaft capacity for all twenty people. We insisted on
lifejackets being worn during all transfers in the RIB
although the crew couldn’t wear them while rowing. We
were in radio contact with either Valentia or Falmouth CG
about 90% of the time, and we made our regular SECURITE
broadcast to avoid any risk of
close encounters. The two mother
ships worked well together, with
Xanadu’s 17 tonne displacement
and great seakindliness, and
Miranda’s speed and flexibility.

2. Given the support work to be
done, Geraldine, Niamh and I
(with help from Paddy) were
barely enough to handle Xanadu
without her autopilot. We didn’t
want to overcrowd the boat since
we expected to be ferrying a
good number back home, but we
could have done with at least one
more crew.

3. As a transfer boat our 11 foot RIB, with a 4 hp outboard, was
just about OK. We could tow it effortlessly and it could take
enough people at a time. We had the option of Sean’s 18 foot
RIB with two 40 hp outboards, which would have been a lot
better for the job but would have been difficult to tow home.
It would have been risky to bring the gig directly alongside
Xanadu or Miranda at sea.

4. Speculation carried a light and an electric bilge pump, both
powered from 12v batteries which we could recharge aboard
Xanadu, handheld GPS and VHF, and a radar reflector. From
our point of view, the light and the reflector were the most
useful. Our biggest fear was losing sight of them, and it was
a very real fear.

5. The crew’s diet for the trip had been professionally
specified, with proteins and carbohydrates to be kept
separate. This would probably have worked extremely well
had we not subverted it with chilli, pizza and Full Irish
Breakfasts (anyway, mother ships’ crews need to eat as
well). What the rowers really wanted most of the time was
handheld food, nibbles and plenty of water. In fact we had
no trouble giving away the vast surplus of porridge oats and
apples when we got home.

6. Previous offshore experience was mixed, and probably
always would be on a trip like this. Some of the crew had
previously rowed round the Fastnet, and we had four
lifeboatmen on the team, but few of us had ever been at sea
for more than 24 hours at a stretch, and some of the lads had
never been further than the Old Head of Kinsale. We tried to
be realistic in planning but never discouraging. It would
have been useful to get the team together immediately
beforehand, plan crew changes better from the beginning
and give some tips on avoiding seasickness. In the rush at
the start we never got the chance. But at the end of the day, it
didn’t matter. The team’s courage and determination won
their objective in magnificent style.

The team was Colin Bateman, Anthony O’Driscoll, Roy Lee,
Philip Clesham, Denis Griffin, Dan Whelton, Pat Lawton,
Patrick Harte, Tony O’Regan and Ronan Barry (oarsmen);
Deirdre O’Reilly, Fiona Hurley and Paddy O’Leary (coxes);
with support from Nigel Jones, Rosaleen Jones, Rosemary
Jones and Sean O’Farrell (Miranda); and Geraldine Hennigan,
Niamh Welland and Norman Kean (Xanadu). At the time of
writing we expect to raise a final total of over ~15,000 for our
two charities. Thanks are due to the many generous sponsors
who provided (among other things) food, fuel, medical supplies
and safety equipment, and to our friends in Newquay for the
loan of Speculation and for their matchless hospitality. Not to
mention the abundance of seafood (mackerel, crabs and
lobsters) handed aboard by the Newquay fishermen as we were
leaving to come home.

L.E. Eithne escorts Speculation out of Courtmacsherry Bay.
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Tall Ships Sailing 2002

Captain Mike Coleman

This year again all my sailing was on tall ships namely
Asgard H and the splendid new barque Jeanie Johnston. It

was a memorable sailing year for me because of my
involvement with the Jeanie Johnston. Much has been written
about this ship mainly by non-seafarers who are ill informed
and who know little of ships and the sea in general. I am sure
that Irish Cruising Club members would like to know the real
story.

On the 5th of April 2002 the replica 1850’s emigrant barque
Jeanie Johnston sailed from the port of Fenit in southwest
Ireland. Its mission was to conduct sea trails and satisfy the
Department of the Marine Surveyors who were on board that
the ship was in all respects seaworthy. The Surveyors do a
vitally important job; there would be fewer marine tragedies if
there were more of them. The Captain on board was Mike
Forwood with myself as mate and Tom Harding as bosun plus a
crew who had mainly served their time on the brigantine
Asgard H. The sea trails were a success and the ship passed all
her various tests with flying colours. We returned to port that
evening well pleased; we had defeated the pessimists of which
there were many who said that she would never set sail.

The ship measures 51 meters overall, beam 8 meters and
with a draft of 4.5 meters. The ship has a displacement of 500
tonnes in a laden condition. Her rig is that of a three masted

Jeanie Johnston off Cork Harbour.

barque with single top’sls, topped by t.gallants and royals
which was typical of the mid-nineteenth century period. The
mizzen sets a spanker, which is controlled by brails. She has
two deckhouses, one forward, and one aft. The steering position
is right aft with chart room etc. She is licensed to carry a crew
of 40 all told, comprising a permanent crew of 8 and 32 trainees
when in sail training mode.

Building such a vessel is a very major undertaking. Mr. Fred
Walker the ex naval architect of the Greenwich Maritime
Museum in London designed the ship. The final design was
based on detailed research. The present ship has to comply with
the most stringent International Maritime Regulations, and
rightly so. Safety and security of the crew is far more important
than 100% authenticity. She is fitted with the must modern
worldwide navigation and communications systems, life saving
systems, as well as twin diesel main engines and twin
generators all located in a state-of-the-art engine room. Three
steel watertight bulkheads are also fitted as well as an all
electric galley housed in the forward deckhouse. All this
modern equipment is housed outside of the museum area of the
ship and is, as far as practicable, unobtrusive.

The ship is traditionally constructed of Irish oak frames with
larch planking and teal< decking. She is heavily built to the
highest standards. The firm of Thomas Neilson & Co. of the

UK installed the masts, spars,
rigging and sails. The ship looks
very impressive indeed and there
is a wonderful atmosphere about
her. The sailing crew are housed
forward in a traditional focsle, the
passengers, when carried, are
accomodated midships in semi
private cabins and the permanent
crew are aft, two to a cabin. The
great aft cabin is special, the
heavy framing and planking is
visible and is part of the
ambience. An antique nautical
binnacle which was on the
original Jeanie Johnston takes
pride of place. The historical feel
is such that one almost expects Sir
Ernest Shackleton to enter at any
moment.

I again shipped on board a
week later to sail the ship to Cork
Harbour where she was to be dry
docked for final inspection. The
entry to Cork Harbour and the sail
past Cobh was nostalgic and
memorable; many poignant mem-
ories were evoked both on board
and ashore. We sailed past Cobh
with topsls drawing together with

Coiste an JeanieJohnston staysails and spanker. It was 150
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years since the town had
witnessed such a scene as this. We
dipped our colours as we passed
the heritage center with its sad
displays featuring emigration and
hardships of times past.

The ship spent several days in
dry dock with various jobs being
attended to, replacing anodes etc.
The full beauty of the hull could
then be viewed, the fineness of her
entry, the perfection of her
planking, the sweetness of her run
aft are the hallmarks of a real fine
sailing ship. Given reasonable
maintenance she should last for
100 years.

Even though there have been
financial problems and cost
overruns in the past, and these
cannot be condoned, the fact is
that the ship is quite magnificent.
The cost overruns have been
grossly overstated in a hostile
press. The very fine new barque
Tenacious recently built in the UK
cost 16 million pounds sterling.
The Jeannie Johnston cost
approximately half of this. The
Jeannie Johnston committee has Historic meeting! Jeanie Johnston meets Asgard H.
produced a superb 1850’s replica
barque. She is a world class sailing ship and will turn heads in
any nautical company. The standard of build and the general
workmanship is of the highest order and must be seen to be
appreciated. Head Shipwright Ciaran O’Regan and his team of
craftsmen and FAS workers from the North and South of
Ireland can be truly proud. It must be remembered that the
Jeannie Johnston is an All-Ireland ship, a peace ship that
symbolizes a new peaceful dynamic Ireland, which is striding
forward into this new Millennium with pride in our past and
confidence in our future. The island nation of Ireland is an
ancient land of history and culture, the sea has played a
powerful role in our history and traditions and the Jeannie
Johnston is a wonderful symbol and reminder of all of this.

I can think of no better way of honouring our past than by
using this ship as a Sail Training Ship for the Youth of Ireland,
both North and South, participating in International events
representing the new Ireland. A country can never make a
mistake when it invests in its youth. The ship can also be used
for corporate functions as the interior cabins can be dismantled
and the whole lower deck opens up into one large area. This
area can be easily converted into a museum showing the
conditions and deprivation of the emigrants during their long
and difficult voyages to North America and Australia. When the
ship visits the United States and Canada she is sure to be the
focus of a lot of media attention. People will flock to visit her in
large numbers; all of this will have a hugely beneficial effect on
the country and particularly on tourism. All that we need now is
a decision to secure the future of the ship.

The current Asgard H and all associated with her have done
a magnificent job over the past 21 years but it is time to move
on and to upgrade, the ship can only carry 20 trainees in basic
conditions, she only meets 50% of the demand. A lot of young
sailors are disappointed every year. The ship is in need of a
major refit that will be very expensive indeed. Meanwhile the
brand new Jeannie Johnston is languishing in Kerry with an
uncertain future. It would be shameful indeed if she were sold

Coiste an Jeanie Johnston

off and used to the benefit of another country, it should not be
forgotten that Asgard H was built by people of vision and
courage over 20 years ago when times were very hard
compared to the present. So come on Political and Corporate
Ireland, make the decisions. It is good news in indeed to hear
that the Kerry Group is on board and committed to the project.
It is my view that with her many capabilities the Jennie
Johnston need not be a drain on the public finances, she is a
major National asset and similar to Asgard H she should be in
state ownership. She should be managed by Coiste an Asgard
[the Irish National Sail Training Association] but with
Corporate Ireland on board as well, in other words a public /
private partnership. History and future generations will judge
us harshly should we fail to seize the moment. The opportunity
will never arise again, certainly not in our lifetime.

Sunday April 14th was Titanic Commemoration Day in
Cobh. Various sailing activities were planned in the harbour
including a wreath laying ceremony, which took place on board
the naval vessel L.E. Eithne. The Jeanie Johnston also took
part, as did the "Asgard IF’. It was a great occasion when the
two tall ships meet up off Cork Harbour. Both ships were under
sail and made a magnificent sight, there was much banter
between the two crews and many friendly hails and good
wishes shouted between the two ships. The ships entered port
together and the crews met up later. A line from one of Van
Morrison’s song captures the occasion " My mamma told me
there would be days like this" and they certainly don’t get
better than this.

I again joined Asgard H at Ayr in the Clyde estuary in early
April. The weather smiled and we all enjoyed a week cruising
this beautiful area. After changing crews in Dublin we cruised
the south coast in weather that was to become all too familiar
this so called summer.

I was very pleased to receive an invitation to the Tom Crean
Polar Exhibition in Tralee in late April. This wonderful
exhibition on the life of one of the giants of polar exploration

111



was opened by none other than Sir Edmund Hillary the
conqueror of Mount Everest with Tensing Norgay, in 1953.
Tom Crean’s daughters Mary and Eileen attended as did Falcon
Scott, the grandson of Robert F. Scott together with Jonathan
Shackelton, the grandson of Sir Ernest Shackelton. It was a
great privilege to meet up with the descendants of great men
and discuss their epic, never to be forgotten deeds. Roald
Amundsens quotation aptly sums up their deeds "In the annals
of polar exploration their names shall be forever written in
letters of fire". Sir Edmund delivered an eloquent opening
address during which he paid fulsome tributes to Tom Crean.
There were many smiles when he referred to the mountains all
around as "the Kerry hills".

This year the tall ships" races ended in Portsmouth where I
again took over command of Asgard I1 from Captain Colm
Newport. We enjoyed a most pleasant few days in Portsmouth
where everyone was in party mood for the tall ships festival.
The festival concluded with a spectacular parade of sail, the
salute being taken by the First Sea Lord, who was serving his
last day in office. After departing
Portsmouth we cruised at a
leisurely pace in light winds to
Cork via St. Malo, Plymouth,
Falmouth, Courtmacsherry and
finally Cobh. Before paying off
we had the pleasure of Derek
Davis of R.T.E and his "Out of the
Blue" team on board for a day
filming for the programme.

For my last cruise of the season
I joined Asgard 11 in Sligo to
cruise northabout around Ireland
finishing in Arklow. This cruise
was to include the ship’s first
official visit to Belfast. After calls
to Killybegs and Campbeltown we
docked in Belfast on the morning
of the 12th of September. A wel-
coming committee headed by the
High Sheriff of Belfast came on
board. Tea and coffee were served
in the saloon in a very friendly and
cordial atmosphere. The press
attended the vessel and many
photographs were taken. The
trainees looked very well dressed

in their polo shirts and smocks, which were specially issued for
the occasion. We were then bussed to the magnificent City Hall
where we received a guided tour of the interior of the building
which was quiet splendid. We then enjoyed an informal lunch
followed by a short address of welcome to which I suitably
responded. Asgard plaques and books were then presented by
myself, on behalf of Coiste an Asgard to the various VIP’s
present. Afterwards we were taken on a guided tour of the city
before we returned to the ship. We were then presented with
complimentary tickets to the ice hockey game that evening in
the Odyssey Centre close to the ship. We all enjoyed the visit,
the ship was much admired and we heard many comments such
as "’Wouldn’t it be wonderful if Northern Ireland had such a
ship as Asgard IF’. Who knows, maybe in the fullness of time
when the future of the Jeanie Johnston is decided something
positive could happen? After our Belfast visit we enjoyed an
easy cruise down the Irish Sea to Arklow where most of the
crew signed off the ship. Thus ended another memorable
sailing year.

I It) r. Jonathan Shalkelton, Michael Coleman and Falcon Scott.

Where was I ?
From my viewing point I can see three islands. Ned my companion suggests that if we wait until the tide ebbs it might be
possible to walk to the nearest island. Not my idea of fun! "Ok", he says, " Lets walk northwest along the coast. The guide
book says that you can walk for miles and if you’re lucky you’ll meet a well known author who lives in the area"

"We don’t really have time", l respond, "And can’t you see that the day is changing? In fact I am much more interested in
finding out why local volunteers were highly acclaimed in the last century." Later, and now quite loggy, we exit the same
route as we arrived. Ned is once again perusing the map anxious to find something that will interest him. Suddenly his eyes
light up, "I know", he says, "Let’s visit a memorial to a noted astronomer and scientist, it’s only six miles away". "Great
idea", I reply, glad too that we are leaving this pretty place as the last few minutes have been a deafening experience!

M.B.
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The "Lotophagi" return to Greece

Peter Fernie

A Prologue

Cruising is one of those equivocal words, which means what
the interlocutor wishes it to mean. For some, it entails

going north until the gin freezes and then.., coming back. For
others, it means taking up summer residence in a
Mediterranean marina and generally tending the window boxes
and planters on deck. Chacun ~ son gout.

Myself, I tend to somewhere between the two extremes with
the rider that it’s better if warm and sunny. The west coast of
Ireland in early spring can be a bleak place. By April most of us
have had enough of cold and wet.

Which is why the Galway Lotophagi head off to the eastern
Mediterranean preferably before May Day to indulge to a spot
of hedonistic Gunkholing. Now I know that a lot of serious
sailors regard Gunkholing as anathema and not fit to rub
shoulders with the term "Cruise".

Harrumph - ’doesn’t sound like much serious passage
making’.

Harrumph - ’you’re not taking the oilies - where’s the fun in
that?’

To which the Lotophagi smile serenely and reply that lots of
people must be out there gunkholing - there are over 1100 web
pages devoted to it - and that the sine qua non of cruising isn’t
necessarily cold, wet and miserable.

This year the Lotophagi was a microcosm of the EU. Some
Irish, some English, a Viking, a German and someone from
Cork.

Ray O’Toole (ROT) was in charge of logistics, administra-
tion and our collective chakras. Eoin Bresnihan (Ahab) was our
long suffering Purser and again looked after all things to do
with the anchor. This year he was given his own gloves. Donal
Curtis (Doc) was the ships medical officer when he could be
found, and was, simultaneously awake. Olaf Tyaransen (the
Viking) looked after victuals and catering. Peter Mason had
forsaken the Captaincy of a semi-submersible drilling platform
off Brazil to be with us and was lead roustabout for
photography, jokes and funny voices. Klaus Baer (Germanicus)
had left the fastness of his retreat in the Black Forest to palliate
our, at times overweening jocularity, with German objectivity
and sense of Weltschmertz. Peter Fernie aka Radar was as ever,
happiest when playing with electronic gizmos on board and
was the resident botanist and general know all.

The objective was to spend 7 days cruising on the Saronic
Islands on the Eastern Peloponnesus, at some stage meet up
with Sean O’Loughlin, a former Lotophagi, who was now
voyaging from Kusadasi in Turkey to Spain with his recently
purchased 38 foot Phantom, Sundowner. In fact we had been
entrusted with delivering an additional crewmember to Nisos
Aegina in the Saronic Gulf.

With some trepidation, we had chartered through a Greek
charter company rather than UK based companies that we had
used previously. In the event Appolonia Yachts in Piraeus were
in all regards excellent. The negotiations were prompt and
transparent. The boat, an Oceanis 495 seemed to be a Greek
built version of a Baltic 49 and was in excellent order, and as

well equipped as many a personal boat. Our only hesitation had
been when we received a prolix official Greek government
charter document, which presumably served for chartering
90,000-ton tankers as well as 49 foot yachts. At least we could
not complain about the small print - it was all very small print.

Friday 26 April. The boat was located in Alimos marina to the
east of Piraeus - a most dispiriting location, soon to be the
venue for the sailing Olympics. Imagine - a very large marina
in a lethargic state of reconstruction, separated from Ballymun
flats by an urban racetrack. Greek motorists obviously regarded
yachties lumbering across the road with overweight sailing
bags as fair game. Moreover the pedestrian crossings merely
give a false sense of security and the traffic lights are
programmed to change to green when one is halfway across the
road.

By midday we were victualled for a non stop passage to
Diego Garcia. Gently, we informed the Viking (for t’was he
who was in charge of such things) that we had hoped to stop
along the way and indeed would probably eat out that very
evening. (One must be very careful not to dampen the
enthusiasm of culinary folk.) Palpably disappointed, he soon
cheered up and said that he would probably lash up a small
preprandial appetiser on passage just to keep his hand in.

Once we had thankfully cleared the marina, we set a course
SW for the north west comer of Nisos Aegina, situated in the
middle of the Saronic Gulf, from where since times
immemorial it has guarded the approach to Athens. A desultory
afternoon breeze came from the NW; we hoisted the white
things - they worked. Surprisingly the visibility around Athens
was remarkably good, yet the infamous yellow smog cloud
became more apparent the further we got out into the Gulf.

Meanwhile our Viking chef, who had spent a not
inconsiderable time working out a locker stowage plan and had
hidden everything so that only he knew the location, now
demonstrated that he also did Frenzy and Pandemonium. The
galley, a scene of tranquillity just moments before now was a
melange of pans, bowls, knives and salads and fairly heavy
orchestral music. Those on deck wondered if this was just
initial enthusiasm or whether it would continue to be like this
from now on. We all took a keen interest in the navigation, the
coastline and the set of the sails and pretended to ignore the
sounds of tumult from the galley.

We arrived in the Island of Aegina some 2.5 hours later after
a gentle introductory sail of some 20NM. The sounds from the
galley had receded into a sort of burbling steady state. We
thought that it would be preferable to go stern to on the town
quay rather than the new marina located outside the inner
harbour. The trouble was, we had been told that we drew over
2.5M and the pilot showed depths in the town quay of 1-2 M.
Not clever to run aground only 3 hours out. We mooched
around the inner harbour deciding what best to do; a grizzled
crone of a fisherman gesticulating and shouting at us did not
help our deliberations. Being unable at this distance to establish
whether he was for us or ’agin’ us, we maintained a stoic

113



silence. Then we noticed that the grizzled crone was shouting at
us in a strange yet familiar argot - Mayo overlain with Wexford
- for indeed it was Sean O’Loughlin of Kilmaine, Wexford and

latterly Galway, complete with a new beard to go with the new
boat.

How many times have you heard "’loads of water" and
wished that you hadn’t. Gingerly we reversed into the quay and
found it to be true. Perhaps the stated depths on the pilot were
too conservative - perhaps Appolonia Yachts had overstated the
draught by 25% to imbue us with a sense of caution.

Aegina is the weekend bolthole of Athens and is well
supplied with eating-houses. Conscious that the prices are
usually in inverse relationship to the distance from the quay, we
gravitated to one close by the fish market - in fact it was in the
fish market. Our first meal in Greece was al fresco and a lottery.
One of our party ordered a pork chop - we thought that he had
become temporarily unhinged and believed we were in the
meat market. Fish of various configurations were delivered and
consumed over the next two hours. No one was ever quite sure
if they got what they ordered but as it was accompanied by
inordinate quantities of red "domestica’ delivered in surreal red
aluminium tubs, the ’start of cruise party’ was generally
considered to have been a success - except by the soul who
ordered the pork chop and in consequence was denied the
fortuitous nature of the evening.

Saturday 27 April. A glorious morning with all the crew in
remarkable humour considering the previous evenings’
depredation to the boat’s whiskey. The quayside fruit markets
buzzed with commerce - vaguely resinous smells of pine
intermingled with jasmine and frangipani fragrances. The pork
chop eater remained down in the dumps - possibly the pork
chop but more likely an excess of Powers Gold Label. ROT
was asked to modify the gloomy chakra - we were looking for
,joyous and cheerful with a touch of elation.

We stocked up on pistachio nuts for which the island is
famous - for the rest of the week walking about on deck and
below decks in bare feet was a painful hazard.

We bade bon voyage to Sundowner who was departing for
the Corinth canal and handed over, the by now much enfeebled
crew member who we had carefully transported all the way
from Ireland, only to have the goods self-destruct on delivery.

We departed from Aegina on a SWly course, for the twin
islands of Angistri and Dhoroussa where we were to break the
passage for lunch. The log records that we anchored off
Dhoruossa island in sylvan isolation, ate several chickens, a
multiplicity of salads and did justice to 4 litres of Attica’s best

red. The more energetic had a swim - the majority dozed.
Lethargy had kicked in - big time. Hauled anchor at 1600 and
motor sailed to Epidavros back on the Peloponnisos.

Epidavros is one of those places in Greece (there are quite a
lot of them in fact) that is only 25 NM from Athens by sea but
quite remote by road and in consequence, is a sleepy hamlet.
From sea it is scarcely visible until you are almost on top of it.
Germanicus and Radar headed for the hills taking a road lined
with groves of orange trees, bougainvillaea draped walls and

the sort of plants we are more accustomed to see in pots on the
patio. Either there is a shortage of labour in Epidavros or a glut
of oranges as most of the fruit lay rotting beneath the trees. On
the way back Radar found a hardware shop and spent a happy
45 minutes buying a pair of work gloves for Ahab.

The Doc and the Viking looked for further victuals and
returned to the boat with various lumps of meat purchased from

a butcher whom, they earnestly believed, nay knew, to be the
best in the Peloponnese. We absorbed this excited information
with a phlegmatic silence. No one on board disputed this
outrageous hyperbole. Maybe we were overdosing on lethargy
already.

Sunday 28 April. The morning was devoted to visiting the
Theatre of Epidavros 8-9 miles away. Two taciturn and suicidal
taxi drivers drove us up into the mountains and deposited 7
quivering souls in the midst of a grove of fragrant pine trees
some 20 minutes later. The 14,00{) seat theatre is one of the best
preserved in Greece by virtue of the tact that it is so remote,
that no one, over the centuries, has pinched bits of it to make a
desirable something else. The guidebooks tell of its perfect
acoustics. Radar proved this by reciting the first three stanzas
of Albert and the Lion from the stage, whilst the remainder of
the crew sat attentively in the gods - much to the bewilderment
and excitement of numerous Japanese tourists, who thinking
themselves privy to an impromptu performance by a great
English thespian took innumerable photographs and video
recordings. (One would love to be a fly on the wall when the
holiday videos are shown to the in-laws in down town Tokyo).

With three medics on board, we had to spend time at the
Sanctuary of Asklepion, a religious centre in former times for
the sick and infirm - not, you will understand because we felt
our own were either sick or infirm but merely to see how it was

done before BUPA and the VHI.
Despite the cultural side tour, by midday we were on an

easterly course around the Methana peninsula motoring into a
stiff easterly breeze. Rounding Cape Yeoryios at about 1500 we

had a southerly course for the channel between Nisos Poros and

Lethargy in Nisos Dhoroussa.
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the mainland and held the sails
until the entrance to the channel.
The channel is difficult to see
from the north, especially so in the
heat haze. The pilot advised that "

it can usually be identified by the
regular ferries that come rocketing
out " The pilot had not however
prepared us for the spectacle of
them rocketing out seemingly
upside down and twenty feet
above the surface of the water. An
interesting optical illusion.

The southwest coast of Poros is
indented with seven superb
anchorages’, all of which could
justify a night’s stay. We were
bound for the Poros town north
quay; some would justify because
of the fleshpots; we would say that
it was because of the water on the
quay. The north side of Poros is
preferable - the mise en scrne of
the south quay tends to that of a
city bus station at 1700 on a

Prince - Oceanis 495. N. Poros

Friday evening, with ferries disgorging seriously large numbers
of people every ten minutes - midsummer must be hysterical.

Meanwhile in the galley the Viking, to the sounds of
Mahler’s Fifth symphony, had been marinating, chopping,
grilling and frying with the best meat in the Peloponnese. We
ate on board that night and toasted the best butcher in the
Pelopennesus.

Monday 29 April. Radar, alone walked up the 178 steps to the
Clock Tower (conspic) as part of his daily workout. Having got
there he was astonished by the presence of a decrepit Fiat truck
of indeterminate age, which had presumably arrived by the
vertiginous track on the other side of the hill. The truck at the
time was being loaded with planks and various items of
scaffolding which had been used recently to paint the tower and
thereby render it more (conspic). The truck was pointing uphill,
its bald tyres wedged with numerous boulders. It became

A crowded inner harbour at Nisos Idrha.

apparent that the truck, now hopelessly and dangerously
overloaded was about to reverse down the precipitous track.
Radar took out his camera and followed it downhill at a discreet
distance, pretending to set up various photographic angles of
hibiscus blossom and the like. Nothing happened - otherwise
the photograph would have been here. You can never find a
policemen when you want one either.

The departure from Poros through the SE channel avoided
the deceptive shallows to starboard on which one of our
number had managed to run aground during a previous cruise.
Safely past Stavros point, sails were hoisted and we had a
leisurely beat southwards, to the most easterly tip of the
Peloponnesus, Cape Skillaion.

The Viking, ever true to his calling, had been slaving over a
hot galley and all was revealed by the time we dropped the
hook just to the NE of the false channel between Spathi Island

and the mainland. The lunch was
prodigious - our meals were
taking on Edwardian proportions -
and the anchorage secluded,
despite the numerous ferries and
hydrofoils screaming through the
deep-water channel between
Spathi and Skilli.

Around 1500 there appeared to
be a natural lull in this endless
traffic and being somewhat
reluctant to meet a hydrofoil doing
a reputed 30 knots in a narrow
channel, the less lethargic of the
crew irritated the merely comatose
by much exaggerated activity and
totally unnecessary nautical
badinage. A brisk SEly took us the
few miles to the island of Idhra or
Hydra depending on your
preference.

En route we read aloud isolated
and arcane facts concerning the
island. They prospered in the past
by paying no taxes to the Turks
(hurrah). Hydriot sailors angered
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the British by making a business of running the Royal Navy
blockade of French ports during the Napoleonic Wars (hurrah).
Radar entertained no one but himself by trying to learn to
pronounce fluently, the names of two of ldrha’s greatest heroes
in the War of Independence, Georgios Koundouriotis and
Admiral Andreas Miaoulis, and constructed hypothetical
conversations in which they might just trip off the tongue.

Idhra has a small harbour and we managed to get the last
berth - or so we thought. The local freighter was expected at
any time and much of the quay was cordoned off. We went for a
walk around the town. By now some of the crew had been
without sustenance for 4 hours and suggested eating yet again.
The restaurant To Krytb Limani is located underneath an
enormous lemon tree. Again we became bosom chums with the
owners and their extended family. A cryptic and illegible entry
in the log poses the question "Why are the trunks of trees
painted white in Greece" and recalls an animated discussion of
this phenomenon. The Lotophagi have a propensity to
conversations of such aimless circumspection.

We returned to the boat via a circuitous route i.e. we got lost,
to find that the freighter was alongside us. Now, also crowded
into the harbour was a fleet of some 30 12metre yachts flying
the battle flags from all the great engineering concerns of
Europe. It was their engineers’ annual regatta. We mused over
the collective term for so many engineers - a confusion, a
bungle, a pride or an arrogance? We turned in and dropped off
to sleep quickly, counting not sheep but the probable numbers
of fouled anchors in the morning. It was providential that we
had not planned an early departure.

Tuesday 30 April. Allow 30 minutes lor this question. Log
tables are provided:

Let x = a number of 12 metre yachts, let y = a number of
engineers, let x - _ = the number of fouled anchors. Derive a
formula for T, the time taken for a flotilla to depart and
establish K, a constant, the percentage of engineers with
contradictory ideas of how to solve the problem.

We were not going anywhere for several hours. We
entertained ourselves by watching the shambles of the
engineers unravelling themselves or the more directed
pandemonium, unloading the freighter. There is no motor
transport on Idhra (hurrah) and amidst the chaos on the quay,
diminutive donkeys were being loaded up with slabs of marble,
kitchen tables and in one instance a large deep freeze. Finally at
about 1230 the fleet had untangled itself and departed and we
prepared to do likewise.

Providentially we checked the galley and found the Viking
was not there. Hypothecating that in his comatose state he
might have been loaded onto a donkey and was at that very
moment being delivered to a building site at the other end of the
island. We sent out several search parties with the predictable
result that he returned before them, blissfully unaware he had
nearly been marooned. Muttering that he had only been
"dickering in the village" (don’t ask, we didn’t dare), he
returned to the serenity of his cupboards and pots. By general
consent it was agreed that too many fleshpots was Not A Good
Thing, and that our next overnight would be Nisos Dhokus, a
bluff barren island, with quietude in spades. Just the place to
stop wanton dickering before it took a serious hold.

We anchored at about 1800 in a small inlet, Derrick Cove to
the NW of Skindos Bay. It was not quite as uninhabited as
expected with several houses at the head of the cove. As we
prepared to anchor, a fisherman bellowed at us though an old
fashioned megaphone. He was either inviting us for a spot of
dickering or was not enamoured of our presence. Perhaps it was
only his original way of welcoming visitors. In the event he
bade us a cheery "kalispera" as he left the cove lbr his
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evening’s fishing. Ate a modest meal on board and slept
soundly in this tranquil anchorage.

Wednesday May 1. Having breakfasted at an untoward hour,
we motored across Skindos Bay for a swimming expedition,
the cove having been temporarily polluted by the morning
ablutions. Unfortunately the anchorage we chose on the east
side of the Bay seemed to be the natural tidal depository for
most of the plastic detritus in the Gulf of Hydra. Radar and
Germanicus splashed and frolicked; the remainder looked on
with resignation and pity.

By 1100 we were under a full main and genoa, with Cape
Milianos on the starboard beam. A hazy day and a lively sail
almost to the entrance of Porto Kheli.

The entrance channel is narrow, wooded almost to the
shoreline and full of promise. Porto Khali itself is a large
enclosed bay with good marine facilities and many boats
overwinter in safety. Maybe we saw it on a bad day. The
tavernas on the west side of the bay were the most indifferent
we had encountered and in consequence lunch was a much
muted if not totally strangulated affair. Rod Heikell was bang
on about the uncomfortable lop across the bay created by the
prevailing SEly during the day - so much so, that the Greek
owner of a large motor cruiser enquired of us "Sir, is it rough
outside? .... Not a patch on Loop Head" we replied, to his
obvious bewilderment.

The plan was to stop for the night on Nisos Spetsai, the pear
shaped island at the entrance to the Gulf of Kolpos. One of the
prime reasons was that the Admiralty pilot describes the
climate as "exceedingly healthy". Some of the crew were
developing less than healthy habits - not so much the
dickering, more a predisposition to have several restorative
Metaxa cognacs before breakfast.

Sadly it was not to be. Baltiza creek, the only tenable of the
three anchorages was full of half finished caiques, small ferries
and a scattering of yachts. We had been warned that the Spetsai
was a popular destination - the height of the summer defies
imagination.
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At 1630 we made a command decision to head for Ermioni,
some 7-8NM to the north, and we deduced, the site of the
world’s first sailing regatta. (According to Pausanius a festival
was held regularly in celebration of Poseidon - there had to be
boats involved - ergo, regatta.) Ermioni is situated on the south
side of a small bay on the eastem Peloponnesus and is a
pleasant, quiet sort of place, relatively untouched by mass
tourism and with little ferry traffic. Despite this it has a fine
choice of quayside tavemas - the Viking thought we ought to
stay here for a week.

We chose after considerable deliberation and discussion, the
tavema "Gnosis". A restaurant with such a humble name has to
be special.The log enthuses about the victuals but records that
the menu was prefixed in several languages with a history of
the tavema and the associated hotel, in the style of a Jeffrey
Archer novel. So much so, that the menu proper was something
of an anticlimax. But the food was memorable. After dinner we
strolled to Cape Kastri and back and terminated events with
several metaxas and Greek Coffees, (which as you all know is a
politically correct Turkish coffee).

Thursday May 2. We were all awakened early the next day by
the sounds of power saws, sanders and drills - a caique in the
neighbouring berth was being prettied up for the forthcoming
season. These evocative sounds triggered off a Pavlovian
response in Ahab who suddenly decided that the decks were a
disgrace and were going to be scrubbed down - so there. Away
went towels, paperbacks, bodies and Factor 25. Out came
hoses, buckets, brushes and the like. Once everyone was in a
state of upheaval, the decks were cursorily swabbed down
before we could return to our dozing, and reading and
dreaming. The Viking was seen to be intently studying the
Greek Pilot, a hitherto unobserved phenomenon.

"What’s that you’re reading" intoned Peter Mason languidly.
"The Pilot" replied the Viking.
PM, without looking up from his novel, "Why? - Is there

going to be a test?"
By 0950 we heading out from Ermioni back into the Gulf of

Idhra and by 1300 the Nisos Tselevinia group of islands was
due north. The forecast had promised a variable wind; to
plagiarise the Flood report, the sails were up and down with the
frequency one would normally associate with the bloomers of
members of the oldest profession. The wind finally died and we
motored NW leaving the uninhabited islands of Platia and
Petrokaravo to port. The former which is almost on the rhumb
line from Cape Skillaion to Aegina, is unlit, and moreover
surrounded by a reef. On a hazy day it was difficult to see. At
night one would be advised to give it a prudent berth although
both islands reputedly are covered by red sectors on two
lighthouses, to the north and to the SW.

We were bound for a Perdika, a small village on the SW
comer of Aegina. Despite arriving at 1730, berths were in short
supply on the north side of the bay. The Greek Easter holiday
was about to start which presumably accounted for the high
activity. There is however a derelict and dangerous jetty on the
south side which appears to have been part of a military
installation on the island, and which in more tempestuous days
had guarded the entrance to Athens and Piraeus. We anchored
with a long stern line to the jetty and were comfortable with the
added advantage of being removed from the clatter and noise of
so many tavemas.

Perdika has a good choice of eateries but with astronom-
ically expensive seafood on display. Musing that it had
probably been airfreighted from Killybegs that very morning
we ordered something which had walked on land. A
disagreeable confabulation with a waiter ensued - he, noticing
that we were from the biggest yacht in the bay, decided to try
and offioad his stock of expensive but indifferent bottled wines.
Our Purser tried to explain several times with increasing fury
that we didn’t really worry about the container in which the
stuff came or indeed the label, as long as it was red, drinkable
and in industrial quantities. No one messes with Ahab.

Our last meal of the cruise entailed the usual jollification,
awards and brickbats. We carefully negotiated in the dark, the
derelict jetty without impaling either a crewmember or more
importantly the inflatable on the numerous reinforcing rods
poking out from the concrete. The remains of the Jameson
beckoned; then one by one crept silently to rest.

Friday May 3. At the unaccustomed hour of 0800 we were
sailing up the east coast of Aegina - was it only a week ago we
were bound in the other direction?

An uncharacteristically quiet journey with everyone lost in
thoughts of returning to the real world. ROT, who is always
conscious of his responsibilities in regards the crew’s state of
mental health, observed that the set of worry beads he had
prudently left on the binnacle at the commencement of the
cruise appeared to be wom out and had lost their efficacy.
Apportioning most of the blame to Radar for excessive use, he
wondered whether it was possible to either recharge them or,
alternatively buy them in a heavy duty, industrial grade for
future cruises.

Notwithstanding the forspent worry beads we retumed to
Alimos without incident and recovered the not insubstantial
deposit. The cruise was over and was deemed, on the flight
back to have been a great success. Company - unparalleled;
ports visited - 9; distance about 250NM; meals - far too many;
litres consumed - ditto.

Gunkholing at its best.
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Swoosh to the Scillies, Cornwall and Brittany

Maire Breathnach

I had spent the last few summers cruising Irish and Scottish
waters and this year I had in mind to sail south and perhaps

visit and explore some new places. Mind you I didn’t get far in
June. On passage in Swoosh, a Moody 28’, from Roaring Water
Bay to Dungarvan I spent a few days exploring the rivers of
West Cork - the Ilen, the Argideen and the Bandon - in the
dinghy. Another weekend was spent in Ballycotton in company
with several other Dungarvan boats to see Fergal Walsh receive
a Silver Medal from the RNLI for an outstanding rescue.

Eventually the wind settled into the northeast and on
Monday 15 July, I left the Helvick buoy to starboard at noon
bound for the Scillies 138 miles to the southeast. The only
excitement that afternoon was when I passed close to the
Kathleen and May a schooner that was a frequent visitor to
Dungarvan and Youghal from the Bristol channel in her trading
days. I was pleased with my progress. Swoosh was making 5-6
knots and while I catnapped the autohelm did all the work
except when the proximity of fishing vessels necessitated an
alteration of course. I spied Round Island at 08.30 and in the

Douamenez Bay. Photo: Mdire Breathnach

morning haze it was difficult to pick up Cromwell’s Castle and
Hangman’s Island. The tide was running hard in New Grimsby
Sound as I approached a visitors’ mooring on the Tresco side of
the channel but as luck would have it a couple passing in a
dinghy offered to put my line through the eye of the buoy.
Having secured to the mooring I inflated the dinghy and
explored the Tresco Flats at low water. Back on board I had
dinner and turned in at 19.00.

Ashore on Tresco before 0800 the following morning I
admired the wild agapanthus as I walked around the island. I
had an enjoyable visit to the world famous Abbey gardens
delighting in the fact that I had the whole place to myself for
quite a while. At High Water I slipped the mooring and crossed
the Tresco flats to St. Mary’s Road and as I wanted to have a
swim, i decided to go round and anchor in Porthcressa. It had
been several years since my last visit which was in Romist, my
father’s Seamaster 23, and it was nice to explore St. Mary’s
again. Over the next few days I visited the little church and it’s
garden, attended a very entertaining talk/slideshow on
Shipwrecks in the Scillies in the Methodist Hall and watched
the local Pilot Gig races - some of these traditional working
boats are over 100 years old. One of the highlights was having
lunch on the ramparts of the Star Castle Hotel. The view over
the islands is stunning, but get there early as they stop serving
at 13.30. I had the good fortune to meet some Breton musicians
and we had a few good music sessions. They never tired of
playing "The Leaving Of Liverpool" but I really enjoyed
listening to Chants de Marine such as" Les Filles de La
Rochelle" and "Savez-vous danser la polka "

On Sunday 21st July in glorious sunshine and a light
northwest wind, I sailed along the southeastern shores of Gugh
and Agnes, tacked through Smiths Sound between St. Agnes
and Annet, continued through St. Mary’s Road, crossed Crow
Bar, goosewinged out through Crow Sound, and headed
southwest again to Peninnis Head before finally rounding up
for Portcressa. Just as well that I had not yet read Norm’s
description of Smith’s Sound "If you are feeling adventurous...
The channel is deep but just 900ft wide with rocks, ledges and
stuff alongside"(A Yachtsman’s Guide to Scilly). However I was
extremely glad to have the small craft folio - "Falmouth to
Padstow including Isles of Scilly on board". Pilotage is so
much easier when one has decent charts!

Back in Portcressa, I was delighted to see Lad)’ Kate (my
brother Donal’s boat) in the anchorage. There was no one on
board but on going ashore I was greeted by two eight year olds,
John Flynn and Tomfis Power from Dungarvan who had just
arrived on board Austin Flynn’s Alleco. Back on board Lady
Kate we were entertained by my nephew Brendan on guitar.

Next morning while preparing for my departure to Penzance
I inadvertently jammed Swoosh in astern gear while I was
stowing the dinghy outboard bracket in the cockpit locker.
Donal came by in the dinghy to give me a hand to weigh the
anchor and just as she broke out we realised that Swoosh was
actually going astern even though the gear lever was in neutral.
A few anxious moments ensued before I managed to re-anchor
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Lampau, Ouessant.

but before long Donal had sorted out the problem. Older
brothers do have their uses after all! I had a pleasant sail to
Penzance despite the constant din from the helicopters toing
and froing between the mainland and the islands.

I spent the next few days exploring the coastal path between
Penzance and Land’s End. I encountered very few people on
the pathway, and had become so accustomed to the peace and
quiet that when I eventually arrived at the First and Last house
at Land’s End and saw the hoards of tourists, I found it all too
much and left immediately!

On Thursday 25 July the forecast was southwest 2/3
increasing 4/5 with fog banks. I rounded the Lizard in poor
visibility and made my way into the Helford River, where I
picked up a visitor’s mooring, explored Port Navas, and visited
the friendly Helford River Sailing Club. Away again next
morning, I looked into Falmouth
before heading for Coverack, a
tiny drying harbour formed by an
18th century wall and situated to
the southwest of the infamous
Manacles. I anchored off the
beach and spent a very enjoyable
evening ashore as the "Summer
Festival" was in full swing. The
picturesque pier was the centre of
all the activity and the local brass
band played until the early hours.

The forecast was for west-
south-west 3-4 and next day at
1300 I set off for lie D’Ouessant
(in Breton, Enez Euza meaning
’Island of Terror’). There was very
little traffic at first but I welcomed
the dawn as I crossed the busy
shipping lane north of Ouessant.
On Sunday 28th July I picked up a
visitors ’mooring in Bai du Stiff at
0730. Later I walked to the village
of Lampaul and visited the Muste
des Phares et des Balises, a
lighthouse and beacon museum

beneath the Phare de Cr6ach
which is the world’s most
powerful lighthouse. I decided to
sail for Douarnenez when I heard
on the radio that only two more
days remained of the traditional
boat festival there. It was flat calm
but the visibility was poor as I
motored through the Passage du
Fromveur and west of lie de
Molene. The set to the east was
remarkable. By the time I had
cleared Cap de la Chdvre the fog
had lifted and there was even a
little sunshine. I had a great sail in
a northwest 3-4 across the bay to
Douarnenez. I have never seen so
many beautiful small traditional
boats and I found it a wonderful
experience.

There was a good music
session in the Pourquoi Pas bar
and whom should I meet here but

Photo: Mdire Breathnach Claude from Chenapan whom I
had previously met in Cornwall.
Next day I arranged with the

Capitanerie to leave Swoosh on a mooring(pas de problem!)
and really enjoyed being a guest on board Chenapan while on
passage to Concarneau. We carried the spinnaker through the
Raz de Seine and all the way to Pte De Penmarc’h and we even
managed a quick visit to les Glenans. Having returned to
Swoosh I crossed Douarnenez

Bay, looked into Morgat and wondered if the wind would
ever come out of the northwest. In Camaret I spent enjoyable
days cliff walking (Pen-Hir is really worth a visit) and
swimming in warm (for a change!) water. I attended a very
entertaining concert of Breton music in the little church that
one passes on the way into town.

Wednesday 4th August brought me along the steep-to
northern shore of Presqui’l at the entrance to the Rade de Brest,
a wide natural harbour which reminded me of Cork. I noted the

The Longships from Land’s End. Photo: Mdire Breathnach

119



Le Renard Cardinal to be a west mark not east as stated in the
South Biscay pilot. I had a gentle sail to Point du Bindy before
entering the buoyed channel of the Rivirre de L’Aulne. This is
a lovely river which meanders inland for 20 miles.

Near the entrance the river runs between steeply-wooded
hills, which gradually give way to undulating lowland and
birdlife abounds in the reed beds. Several power cables cross
the river but I knew these wouldn’t be a problem in a
Moody 28’.

As I approached the lock at Gully Glas l wondered how I
would get through it singlehandedly. I needn’t have worried.
The lock attendant couldn’t have been more friendly and
efficient I passed under the railway bridge carrying the
Chatealin-Brest line, motored through the peaceful village of
Port Lauray and berthed at the visitor’s pontoon in the centre of
Chateaulin which I was delighted to see was twinned with
Clonakilty. Here I met the Spierlings from Barryport in Wales
who had interesting tales about the Bristol Channel pilot boats.
Chateaulin is an excellent place to store up as there is a Leclerc
Supermarche 200 m from the pontoon.

Back in Camaret I picked up a visitor’s mooring and
prepared for my departure to Scilly. On August 15th I made my
way through the Chenal Du Four as far as the Platresse and
then continued through Chenal de la Helle. Reading the
passage notes beforehand gave rise to a certain amount of
apprehension but as it turned out I had no difficulty with the
pilotage (The French equivalent of the directions for the
entrance to Burtonport ?)

At 17.15 as I was about to enter the Ouessant shipping lane
the visibility reduced to about 20 yards and I decided to turn
back. l motored in thick fog to Bai du Stiff and finding all the
visitors’ moorings occupied | decided to pick up a Pen ar Bed
ferry buoy as I knew these were only used by day. I had no
regrets about turning back as I listened to Ushant traffic later
where the fog warnings continued throughout the night.

Ashore next day I hired a bicycle and toured the island
which serves as a beacon for more than 50,000 ships entering
the Channel every year. (At one point as I was crossing the
lanes there were 17 different ships in sight). On the eve of my
departure I attended a Mass in memory of the husbands who
never returned from the sea. Afterwards the parish priest led a
procession to the quayside at Lampaul where the lifeboat was
waiting to take the locals out into the harbour to cast wreaths
into the sea. Some of the older women carried lace crosses in
memory of their lost ones.

On the 17th August I left Stiff at 11.00, the plan being to
reach Penzance before the forecasted strong southeasterly
arrived. Again the Ouessant shipping lane was very busy but it
was much easier crossing in full broad daylight. I was making
good progress, but decided to put in a reef before dark as the
wind continued to freshen from the south east. At 22.00 I was
able to see the loom of the Lizard 38 miles to the north.

I had an excellent sail to Mount’s Bay and arriving off
Penzance at 04.45 I found to my dismay that the gate was
closed and realised that I had misread the tidetables - what i
had expected to be High Water was actually Low Water! I
dodged around for a little while as I knew it would be
inadvisable to pick up a waiting buoy in the ever freshening
conditions. By now the dawn was breaking and I decided it
would be best to make for Newlyn where I arrived without
further incident.I rafted up alongside a French yacht which had
just abandoned an attempt to reach the Scillies. I had a quick
walk ashore, returned aboard for breakfast before departing
once again for Penzance. I was delighted to see the Kathleen

An angle on Douarnenez Bay! Photo: Mdire Breathnach

and May in the basin. She had just returned from Dungarvan
where Donal had piloted her in to the town quay. I spent a
pleasant few days in Penzance during which I made excursions
by train to Falmouth and to St. Ives where I visited the Tate
Gallery.

Having topped up with diesel I said goodbye to the friendly
berthing officers Simon and Shane and sailed in style in a
NW3/4 towards Land’s End. I passed the Longships at 18.30
but it was 23.30 before I was clear of the usual traffic. It was a
magic night at sea. The full moon was like a pumpkin sitting on
the horizon, the moonlight shone on the stern and life was
good. The wind was variable and I motored in calm conditions
through the night. Next day in glorious sunshine and a grand
sea breeze I was accompanied by dolphins and even saw a
turtle at one stage. At 20.20 I had the Helvick Buoy abeam and
was delighted to see Donal and Mary who had come out in
Lady Kate to welcome me home.

Swoosh had been in cruising mode for six weeks and I was
feeling very pleased with myself that I had not experienced any
gear failure or any other major problems. Pride always comes
before a fall! Two days later I decided to sail in company with
other local boats to Waterford. Shortly after 1 left Dungarvan
Town Quay my autohelm failed, as did the VHF, and to crown
it all I suffered the embarrassment of going aground on a bank
in a harbour which I thought I knew like the back of my hand
since childhood! I was aground on the Dead Man Sands. There
I remained stuck hard for several hours. But all was not lost -
I discovered that a bank walk while not as spectacular as a cliff
walk can be very interesting and enjoyable in its own way!
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Down Italy and up to Croatia

Tony Clarke

Having wintered Velella (Oceanis 41) in Salerno (Bay of
Naples), Eileen and I made a 5-week spring cruise to the

Aeolian Islands, Sicily and Malta.
We flew to Rome and took a one-way hire car to Salerno to

find that the promised scrub and anti-fouling were not done.
Having stocked up we departed 10.00 hrs on 22nd May
motoring south making only 3kn. We hired a diver in Agropoli
who scrubbed the bottom. After a walk on the cliffs we
departed for the picture postcard town of Scario, a quiet place
with 2 small restaurants ashore; we shared the quay wall with
only one other yacht.

Wind at last, we reached down to Vibo Valentia marina
where we joined up with the Mediterranean Odyssey 2002
Regatta which had started in Spain and finishing somewhere in
the Adriatic. We shared their cocktail party on arrival and spoke
about the ICC. These people were on a commercial rally and
envied the "club" idea. This is one of the few ports on this coast
where you can get decent supplies. Well stocked, we made for
the Aeolian Islands

Stromboli was spitting her fire over our heads in our first
anchorage. The following night we were on Isola Di Panarea, a
charming island whose town of narrow, steep streets has
banned street lighting and cars, a haven of tranquillity lit by the
stars in the unpolluted night sky. After visits to Lipari and
Volcano we headed to Porto Rosa to await the arrival of my
brother Maurice from Palermo Airport

We put into Nettuna, where a new marina is now in the
comer of the old harbour. After stops in Messina and Acireole,
the highlight of the coast is Siracusa, a not to be missed
medieval town. Eating by candlelight in the paved square at the
top of the town is an unforgettable
experience

The next morning, we headed
for the Straits of Messina. We
were glad we had a southgoing
tide, as we sailed into the wind in
the narrow straits, we were hit by
a rain squall that almost blinded
our vision. We had a lively
afternoon avoiding the many
ferries bound for Messina. We
celebrated our new crew arrival in
Nettuna by joining an Italian
wedding party, they with no
English and us with no Italian. We
drank together for the night.

In the morning the Sirocco
wind was welcome as it drove us
south to finish our cruise in Malta.
We arrived at midnight to a
fireworks display. All hope of
finding red/green lights aban-
doned, we succeeded in putting
into the grand harbour at Valetta.
The floodlit fortifications are

splendid on a calm night, the customs said "Welcome to
Malta". It struck us that this English speaking was the way to
go in the Med! We enjoyed the quaint but developed islands of
Malta and Gozo. The old Bedford buses with bench seats kept
us awake as we bounced from Msida marina to town. "Velella
safely hauled out, we returned to Ireland and a wet July.

We returned to Malta for a 5-week cruise at the end of
August, we had a ’rotating crew’ with 3 crew changes, which
made it a sociable cruise.

The plan to re-visit Sicily and the foot of Italy was
abandoned, the long-range weather forecast was bad for
southern Italy but good for the Adriatic so we took advantage of
a few good days. With Bryan Scanlon and my brother Maurice
on board, we made a non-stop trip to Italy’s fight hand ’ankle’
where we re-fuelled in the soulless marina at Otranto, all 150L
brought in drums in the back of a taxi. We departed at 09.00hrs,
the plan being to spend 2 nights in Montenegro and then up to
Croatia. By nightfall the calm silent night was broken only by
the choir in the cockpit providing their own after dinner
entertainment. The ever watchful Eileen (bored by the singing
no doubt!) looked at the radar screen and saw an awesome
blackness 6 miles ahead, within 2 minutes it was 4 miles and
we were just in time with oilskins, lifejackets and harnesses, we
had motored into a violent lightning storm. Not knowing the
real dangers of lightning but remembering the scare stories we
battled to hold our course. When calm returned at dawn we
were beyond Montenegro, we happily tied onto the old quay in
Dubrovnik. We ate an enormous No. 1 breakfast and slept the
rest of the day.

On arrival we filled out a crew list and had it stamped by

Valella at anchor in Drvenik. Photo: Tony Clarke
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customs, we also had to pay fox" an annual permit which we
display on the mast. The system worked well in ports, you
simply hand over your papers on arrival, and they do all the
paperwork and hand back the papers when leaving.

We avoided the marinas where possible: the town quays are
the places to be. A little ~encouragement’ generally gets the
local man to find you a place. So it was in Dubrovnik, we
walked to the walled town the next day before setting out for
Sipan, the first of the thousands of anchorages in coves and
bays with green pine woods right down to deep water. We
quickly slipped into the idle habit of swimming at lunchtime
and spending two hours eating lunch and sipping the local
produce. In the heat, our crew decided to sleep in the cockpit
and this could have ended in tragedy. I was awoken by a splash
at 04.00 hrs to find that Maurice’s sleepwalking ended with him
swimming back to Velella, a much quieter man! The whole
episode not in the ’Bristol Fashion’.

In Polace we moored stern on to a restaurant whose
commercially minded owner waved us in. Had we anchored we
would have met up with Brian Hegarty and crew in Oleander of
Howth with whom we had a quick word on departure the
following morning. The weather had deteriorated and in a stiff
wind we moored stern-to in Vela Luka. While mooring I had
my first death threat, the skipper of a Swiss flagged yacht who
warned me that if I touched his boat "I will shoot you".
Excitement over, we ate in darkness in a shore-side restaurant
as another lightning storm raged.

We put into Split to leave Bryan and Maurice pick up a hire
car to take them to the airport; we had more ICC company. Bill
and Hilary Keatinge on Rafiki hailed us on arrival. We had
drinks on board and dinner ashore, it was great fun and
regretfully we waved goodbye the following morning, they
were waiting to meet up with Guy Johnston and others who
were due up from Dubrovnik. We had to move north to meet up
with our new crew.

Tony and Victoria Treacy drove down from Trieste. We
celebrated their arrival with a bottle of champagne, only one of
many consumed during our voyage. Saturday brought us a
beautiful morning, we had breakfast in the marina restaurant
and watched charter boat changeovers while deciding what to
do for the day. The wind pointed us in the direction of the
island of Solta. We stopped off for a swim followed by lunch.
The water was crystal clear and a magnificent temperature of
23 degrees C. We were all amazed at the strength of the current
even though there is very little tide movement. Anyone who
has been lucky enough to enjoy Eileen’s hospitality will know
that we never starve, so two hours later when we finished our
"light lunch" of various meats, cheeses, fresh fruit and breads,
we resumed our journey to Solta. A beautiful afternoon breeze
set us on our way.

We moored off Rogac, a shallow exposed harbour. The wind
picked up to a gale in less than an hour just prior to us going
out for dinner and we were forced to leave our mooring and
head out to sea as we ran the risk of being driven up the pier
with the swell and wind. We headed back for Split, a little over
an hour and a half away, but had to keep a constant eye out for
ferries, which pass up and down the coast on a very regular
basis. It was too windy to attempt to go back into the marina so
we anchored in the harbour.

Staff Grad is not visible until you are at the end of this l~jord-
like bay, where it is tucked away around the corner. It is a
beautiful little town with some grand old buildings along the
quay, which probably belonged to merchant princes of the past.
We moored at the quay wall, a two-minute walk from the Town
Square. One can imagine that Stari Grad has not changed much
over the centuries, small brightly coloured fishing boats were
moored along the quay, smooth stone streets and the old

churches brings one back in time. We visited the Catholic
church where Saturday evening Mass was being celebrated. A
small congregation of men sat at the front while the rest of the
church was filled by women and children. Mass was followed
by a candlelit procession around the outside of the church with
rice being sprinkled in front of the priest who had an honour
guard holding a gilded canopy over his head, Ireland of the 50s
came to mind.

On our journey through the narrow streets to find a suitable
restaurant we stopped at a bar which was as eclectic as you will
find anywhere in the world. It was adorned with all sorts of
military and other local memorabilia, some of which were
draped seductively over a female mannequin with a general’s
hat. On hearing we were Irish, our barman, suitably attired in a
white starched tunic with a red cravat and a straw boater,
offered us a complimentary ’house special’. This was a concoc-
tion made of local "strong stuff’ mixed with herbs and goodness
knows what else and was proudly labelled as ’Viagra’. I think
we fed the plants in the bar more of it than we drank! Dinner of
local freshly caught fish lbllowed in a starlit courtyard, it was
cooked on the open fire. The dining experience was similar
everywhere.

The next day we returned to spend a while lazing around the
markets of Split, a very charming old town, narrow streets
paved with beautiful smooth stone and numerous small shops
selling all sorts of goods. Shortly before noon we headed for
nearby Trogir. On entering this town, the marina is on one side
and the local harbour master allows boats to tie up along the
quay on the other side. These quayside berths are normally
booked up in advance but I managed to negotiate a prime spot
for Velella.

Tuesday, the wind brought us to another one of the

Eileen and Tony Clarke. Photo: Tony Treacy
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numerous islands. We entered the small port of Drvenik at
lunchtime and it seemed as if everyone had abandoned the
town. There is a small marina under construction in this tiny
spot whuch seems to run at its own pace. In the afternoon we
explored some more of the area and stopped off for a swim in
the large bay. While there we were approached by a monster of
a man with a big scraggy beard rowing in a tiny boat, he rowed
all this way to invite us to use his restaurant that night.
Unfortunately, we were not staying but would have used it if
we had been due to his spirit of enterprise and the long row he
had made.

We returned to Trogir where, needless to say, we were
welcome back with open arms by the Harbour Master as if we
were permanent residents and he cleared a spot for us instantly
on arrival. After dinner that night in the old town we sadly said
goodbye to Tony and Victoria and hello to Frank and Caroline
Larkin.

The following day our daughter Eva joined us and we set off
for a 12-day cruise to our winter berth in Pula.

We spent several days in the Kornati National Park with its
150 islands and 200 rocks; these islands are protected in
several ways, anchoring only in limited locations, no rubbish or
discharge allowed. Silence is promoted, not an easy task for our
crew when Frank Larkin is setting the world tight on many
occasions after several bottles of wine!

We laughed lots and enjoyed ourselves thoroughly, none
more so than the day we arrived at a daytime anchorage where
mooring buoys were provided. We being very observant soon
realised that all the crews were naked, a German motorboat
skipper did the final act when all attempts failed to catch the
mooting, he dived overboard with a mooting rope in hand, alas
too short, he scrambled back in his naked trim just in time to
motor his boat, which was drifting on to us. We uncovered the
ladies eyes and still laughing continued our wanderings in the
Kornati National Park.

A rain-soaked five days followed as we travelled from one
magnificent wooded island to the next. The shore drops away
very steeply so it is possible to sail close in and pick out the
individual abandoned ruins and speculate as to the reason for
their existence. The islands that are not wooded have miles of
dry stone walls enclosing what little soil there is to grow olive
trees. We put into Pula and put Velella in her winter berth. A
taxi took us for a scenic 2Vz hour drive through Slovenia into
Trieste. On our two five week cruises we had travelled almost
1,000 miles and it was time to get our Ryanair flight to
Shannon (via Stansted), to get back to work and family and
dream of next year’s madness.

Where Was I ?
We cross the bridge and follow a road that takes us eight miles towards the north coast and to a village, part of which was
referred to as "The Settlement" in 1834 by someone who issued a controversial newspaper.

Of course Ned wants to climb a mountain close by. Typical!

After much persuasion we travel south for three miles to a magnificent beach with a seemingly nautical name! After lunch
we travel west for six miles to another mountain. As usual Ned gets his way! A boring ascent but the summit provides a
spectacular panorama. To the south the hills of Clare are clearly visible and a bay much loved by Holmes and Watson we
hear!

M.B.
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Farr (56) away to Galicia-
Laragh to the Fingers of God

Raymond Fielding

Bruce Farr has designed many fast racing yachts. His
designs have translated into a current range of 50 to 65 foot

cruising boats. At least two 56 footers have been sold into
Ireland this year by H.M. Yachts. Sailing and motoring at at
least 9 knots is no problem. Most of the functional power on the
boats is hydraulic. The boats are built on the west coast of
Sweden near Marstrand, by a relatively new company, some of
whom previously worked with Najad Yachts. Laragh is owned
and skippered by Noel Smith (ICC) and based in Cork.

Capt. Ian Heffernan, who delivered her last spring from
Sweden through U.K. to Cork, sailed with us on the first leg of
the cruise, as did Noel’s wife Helen and Ronnie Dunphy, her
experienced "sailing master". I was lucky enough to be asked
to make the passage south, cruise in Galicia and fly home from
La Corufia in time for Cork Week. On this latter leg I was
ticketed by Lufthansa, which meant flying through Germany
and, being over 60, at around a third of the normal fare.

We departed R.C.Y.C. marina circa 16.00 on the first
Tuesday in July. In light airs we motored south in calm and
rain, making sail we had a fruitless tack to the west for some
hours before the promised N.W. Force 6 to 7 came in at around
midnight. For the next 24 hours or so Laragh romped her way
south before a quartering sea, with never a drop of sea in the
cockpit, under a reefed furling main and just the staysail of the
double headed rig. I was lucky enough to draw the 8 to 11
watches with little darkness until we got further south.

The next day, Wednesday, dawned and showed that the seas
had come up. I mused that if I was looking out from the deck of
an ocean liner on the scene I would have been thankful for the
deck under me. in the little traffic, we worked, ate and slept our
way south, 75 miles west of Scilly and into Biscay, slightly

Laragh. Overnight mooring at San Julian de Arosa. Photo: Noel Smith

heeled and no great motion, which spoke well for the boat and
her design. The engine was re-started by Thursday noon to keep
us on our way. It was to carry us to Bayona. That night we were
busy tracking and avoiding the many ships in the lanes
approaching Cape Finesterre. Such was our speed of transit that
we were only 50 hours from Roches Point, closing the land
around 0600 in diminishing visibility. Closing the land of Ria
de Corme y Lage in diminishing visibility, the first vessel that
we were to sight and pass close aboard of was the yacht
Carrigdoun (ICC) a Jeanneau 44 owned by Bill Walsh,
returning from another successful cruise in Spain and Portugal
and skippered by his son Nick. Coincidentally, she was owned
by Noel in the past. Rounding Cape Finesterre later in poor
visibility and fortunately very few inshore fishing boats, we
heard a lady officer on P&O’s Aurora inform Finesterre Radio
on the V.H.E in a fine Dublin 4 accent of their position, and
their plan to be in La Rochelle for breakfast the following
morning.

Carrying on south outside Illa de Ons and inside Illas Cies
the weather got hotter and the fog lifted. Anchored securely off
the latter, we saw a motor-sailer flying an oversize faded Irish
ensign. We were to learn later in Bayona Y.C. that she was
owned by an Irish couple who had her sailed out and back
professionally for them for the pleasure of living aboard in the
Rias, in the sun. And why not? In another ten years, with
further advances in electronic and satellite technology, it is
quite possible that owners will send their boats off unmanned,
cruising for a few weeks, get them to fax a daily position and
submit a log on disc for publication. A club trophy might be
earmarked for same. Enough!

Entering by the main channel, we tied up at the fuel berth of
Bayona Y.C. - 650 miles from home base in 2 days 20 hours,
average speed 9 knots. Later we dropped off to a moorings
(excellent ferry service), arranged dinner in the Club that night.
Most of the patrons arrived in great form around 22.00 on that
Friday night. This well known Club is well staffed with
security and boatmen. On Saturday morning we went ashore
for essentials and travel arrangements home, in a clean bustling
town before motoring over to anchor off Illas Cies for lunch in
this paradise: much shipping in the Ria De Vigo. Saturday
night was spent anchored in calm conditions in the Ria De
Pontevedra, anchored in shallow water north of Illa de Tambo -
the anchorage ponged a little and some mosquito bites that
night. A shore party later to Combarro by some of the crew was
unfruitful, we were told. Sunday lunchtime found us anchored
off the beach at the N.E. corner of Illa de Ons, ashore and
lunch. These offshore islands are now very busy in holiday
time and have the status of National Parks. Regular ferries
service them from the mainland. Many yachts anchor off Illas
Cies in good weather. There is good shelter there from the W.
and N.W. In the mid eighties there was but a solitary hermit on
Ons. The beach there appeared to be naturist in nature. A Bush
(no pun intended) Warden appeared every so often in a jeep to
encourage the visitors to re-robe. Maybe it was because it was a
Sunday in Spain!
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Mid afternoon we sailed in light airs across and into the Ria
de Arosa which has multiple anchorages but, like Pontevedra,
has become much built upon it’s shores. A friendly voice on the
V.H.F. tumed out to be John Godkin ICC cruising with friends
in his new Dufour in the Rias. Smaller cruise ships go up to the
head of this Ria to one Villa garcia, from where the punters
visit Santiago de Compostela by coach. In the latter shrine try
and coincide one’s visit with when the centrepiece crashes to
and fro across the nave, belching incense operated by a group
of men hauling a block and tackle arrangement

We brought up for a while off Chato, but since it looked
unpromising we left after an hour and, wending through many
moored mussel rafts, we brought up off Saint Julian, among
many moored fishing boats of varying sizes. Later we had a
sort of tapas dinner outside a pub, facing the windy drying
harbour

Monday a.m. we left Arosa via the Chenal del Norte and
made towards Muros, anchoring in a delightful place under Pta
Queixal in Ensenada de San Francisco. Foregoing the town of
Muros for the night, we pressed on for the town of Finesterre,
inside the headland of the same name. The fog signal boomed
as we took a walk ashore and found a restaurant.

Tuesday was another day in another port in this case
Camarinas, where we anchored off the marina in the sheltered
harbour, excellent meal and inexpensive in the yacht club with
other cruising yachtsmen who asked of Stuart Naim ICC
(joining them later) and Dermod Lovett ICC, recently met
along the coast on Wayfarer ICC a Halberg Rassy 36 owned by
David Whitaker ICC.

At this stage Ian had to return for Cork Week racing, so
Helen accompanied him to Santiago. The remainder of the
crew took Laragh around to La Corufia where we entered by
the big ship marks past Torte de Hercules and inside the
breakwater to pick a large moorings off the yacht club. There
are other possible berths in Darsena de la Marina alongside the
old yacht club, with the pilot boats and a few others, very
handy for town. Helen was back awaiting on the dock and I
took a taxi to the railway station to Vigo and onwards home as
arranged, after some 800 miles in 8 days and 10 anchorages

Subsequently Laragh cruised along the north Spanish coast,
which they found delightful, as far as Santander. This was
followed by an ovemight passage to lie de R6 just N. of La
Rochelle. They then, with visiting crews, cruised up to La
Trinit6 sur Mer for family cruising in company. They later
returned outside all land to Cork, thus completing a great
maiden cruise

Later in the season Laragh completed a round voyage to be
exhibited at the Southampton Boat Show.

View northwest towards Club Nautica La Coruna from Laragh’s mooring.

I had cruised this area of Galicia in my own boat Spellbound
of Skellig in 1984. How it has all changed. Seemingly around a
decade ago new roads went in around the Rias and the small
fishing ports were massively extended. There were many
fishing boats then, but now they are largely gone. The smaller
ports are dead. The larger Rias have been heavily built along
their shores. The sewage smell at L.W. makes one wonder
about the growing of bivalves. The smaller Rias are denuded of
locals who have to work abroad. Apart from the attractions of
Illas Ons and Cies and the yacht club in Bayona, the smaller

Photo: Noel Smith

Rias are relatively unspoilt and
certainly more attractive. Further
north there are many wind
powered generators on the head-
lands. The Irish planners should
have a good look at the area as a
portent of things to come.

Kenneth Grahame, the author
of ’The Wind in the Willows’ had
it right when he observed "Believe
me, my young friend, there is
nothing - absolutely nothing -
half so much worth doing as
simply messing about in boats" to
which I would add "Going on
Laragh to Galicia or up the
Creek".

As Nelson used write at the end
of his log, "In the name of God,
Amen".
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DUNN’S DITTIES

Peter and Susan Grey ~ ~]’e signed off our 2001 log at
Wthe lovely Indian Ocean

write of Waxwing in island of Reunion - a splendid and

South Africa interesting place to bide a while
with its majestic mountain scenery

and distinctly French style.
The ten day passage from there to Richards Bay (100nm

north of Durban and our chosen landfall) was uneventful
sailing with moderate free winds. But it was an anxious time
stemming from the distinct possibility of meeting southerly
gales and giant waves as we closed the coast to cross the Agulas
Current - a broad band of water flowing south like a river at as
much as seven knots in places at springs

In the event, advised by Fred, our daily shore based SSB
mentor, and with luck in our side we made it in safely behind
one coastal gale and ahead of the next. We were escorted by
comforting, playful and entertaining dolphins whose presence
we always regard as a good omen.

We set our course to go the more direct route south of
Madagascar and thus missed the attractive islands of the
Mozambique Channel and the Comoros and Mayotte but the
weather window was closing and the cyclone season in the
north Indian Ocean was opening so we thought we would like to
be safely tucked up in harbour as soon as we could get there.

We managed to secure a pontoon berth in the Zululand Yacht
Club marina and there Waxwing has rested except for a couple
of trips round the extensive natural Richards Bay harbour to
exercise the engine and prop.

We entertained ourselves by car explorations of South
Africa and its neighbours, Lesoto, Namibia, Botswana, Zambia
(to see Victoria Falls) and Swaziland. Magic places with an
amazing variety of scenery and things to do. Towering

Waxwing drying out at Zululand Yacht club.

mountain ranges gave way to green pasture and on to extensive
desert. Each country had its range of game parks and where one
could rent a chalet for a very modest cost and virtually live
among the animals. We were taken to see genuine native
villages (as well as recreations for us tourists of course) and
everywhere found a warm and friendly welcome from black,
coloured and white. Despite the reputation of the area, we saw
no violence but took care, as we would in Dublin for example.

We decided not to go ahead with the idea of a July and
August cruise on Waxwing up the Mozambique channel as the
weather and distance logistics were unattractive and came home
instead.

We aim to work Waxwing down to Cape Town by November
and prepare her there for the challenge of the Atlantic, setting
out early February and home by July - give or take a month or
two.

Leo Conway writes of The Royal St. George YC hit
ICroatia in strength this year,

chartering iu Croatia with eight charter boats and one

owned boat dashing around the
islands of southern Dalmatia in September. ICC members
involved included Brian MacManus, Guy Johnston and myself
in charter boats, and Bill and Hillary Keatinge in Rafiki. In
addition, Brian Hegarty in Oleander of Howth, no doubt
seeking lavender-scented tranquillity, found instead a
dysfunctional cabal from the wrong side of the Liffey.

Direct flights from Dublin to Dubrovnik, (where the
Komolac marina was our charterbase) made the travelling
fairly painless. Some charterers (e.g pick up at Dubrovnik and
end at split, Trogir or Murter) for little or no extra cost-
attractive for a short charter.

Our party comprised Brian and Heather MacManus,
Michael and Rosemary Buckley and Phil and Myself. Our ship
- a very happy one - was a 2002 Bavaria 44, which afforded
great comfort, and easy sailing with furling everythings. The
problem of having three skippers on board was resolved (?) by
rotating the office daily, which led to some interesting mind
games; when today’s cap’n Bligh is tomorrows pot boy, one
needs a subtle touch. At Vis, departing with despatch across the
bay for lunch at Rudolphs (Late of O’Sullivans Bar,
Westmoreland St. Dublin) beach bar, the skipper-of-the-day
was inexplicably, kept unaware by the lascars-of-the-day that
two of the crew were still ashore,shopping for necessities and
other artifacts. A lesser man, or one less conscious of his
transitory rank, might have expressed a measure of
disappointment at all this, as he struggled to pluck them off the
quay wall.

It is difficult to describe adequately the perfection of this
cruising ground of lovely limestone islands, sheltered waters
and majestic hills, not to mention fairy-tale towns such as
Troiger, Hvar, Kor~ula, KomiZa and Dubrovnik itself (happily
recovered from the 8 month bombardment of 1991/92). It also
offers superb seafood, excellent wines and good domestic
beers. We particularly liked, after in depth research, the wines
from the island of Hvar and Kor~ula. A striking feature is the
range of good restaurants in small coves and remote bays,
usually with their own jetties.

Croatia has little but tourism to sustain its economy and no
longer "undiscovered" is no longer very cheap either. Suffice it
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Heather MacManus takes on the Kolo~epski Channel.

to say that, among others, two crusty bankers were more than
happy to contribute a few bob to a place with surely deserves
some relief from centuries of Balkan mayhem. Notably, there
was no visible military presence, or even a sign of police
activity during our visit; nor were the scars of war apparent. We
found the people honest (even the bureaux-de-change!) and
were told that the crime rate is very low indeed.

We did not cruise in company, but sundry gatherings
happened, and in the circumstances the Croats showed
tolerance and forbearance, although while they recognised the
tricolour as faded green, white and red, they were puzzled that
they did not act or sound like each other, relatively restrained,
Italians they meet.

Our course took us as far north west as Trogir, for a total of
280 nm in twelve days, leaving us a free day to explore the old
walled town in Dubrovnik at the end. The night before our final
day’s sailing, we dined al fresco with the Keatinges and another
of our charters, the 72ft ketch Lady Nathalie, in the small bay
of Kobag, about 20nm west of Dubrovnik, tucked into an inlet
in the Peljesac Peninsula - a heavenly spot and memorable
evening, I think for all.

Finally, the Croat language is not all that much of a problem.
Start by saying Hrvising in Hrvatska (pron. Cruising in
Croatia) and on to Po~ip (a good white wine) and postup (good
red wine) and your half way there. Then just carry on in
English - it works fine.

in Wild Goose but now the need of renewed acquaintance was a
splendid excuse to revisit.

Illness in the family in 2002 put sailing time at a premium,
and two short trips were all that could be managed. Their
brevity made them all the more enjoyed. In June, with the
excellent company of Graham Kane and Lewis and Melanie
Purser, a week in Agivey took us only as far west from
Coleraine as Sheephaven. Unseasonable threats for two or
three days on end of force nine, with possible escalation to ten
or eleven, made rounding the really Bloody Foreland seem too,
too uncomfortable to contemplate.

We received great hospitality at Downies from old friends
like George McNutt and Joe Nash, the loan of a mooring and
help with dinghies from new ones Trevor Ryder and Samie
Scott. Monks Bay at the tip of the Ards Peninsula sheltered us
from the strong west winds in lovely surroundings.

July gave better conditions with a bunch of old Wild Goose
hands like Ricky Butler, Willie McIlvenna, Billy Patterson and
Ros the artist, Agivey tucked up her skirts and sped west. Terry
Magowan as ship’s doc kept us all in stitches and taught me
much about wild flowers and serendipity.

We had, as captain Marriot might have put it, a run ashore
and a brush with the natives in quick succession on Inishbofin,
Inisdooey, Tory (New pier an almost unbelievable reality), Gola
and Owey.

By kind permission of Frank Dinsmore, Uncrowned King of
The Rosses, we were allowed to land without visa’s in his
Island territory. Remember to dip your ensign as you pass his
house, the most northerly converted fsherman’s cottage on

Wallace Clarke Agivey is a 32 foot Colvic ketch
with a deep centre cockpit andwrites of Ten Days twin keels. The photo is of our old

for Ten Islands friend Wild Goose.
During the Autumn of 2001 an

agreeable literary project came my way when Cottage
Publications, Donaghadee decided to add to their series of
presentation books about bits of Ireland. The idea was an
illustrated volume about the Donegal Islands. My cousin Ross
Harvey RUA would do pastels of each and to me fell the role of
a facing page description.

There are about 24 islands on the glorious indented coast of
Donegal coast. You start with Inistrahull on the east, proceed
via the Garvans, Glashedy, Tory, the Inishbofins, a dozen or so
in the Rosses capped by Rutland and Arranmore, then Inishkeel
off Portnoo, and so to Rathlin O’Birue. Just over into Co
Leitrim, we will include, because of unique early Christian
remains and latterday expertise in the production of poteen, the
isle of Inishmurray.

June and I had just about visited all of the isles in past years WiM Goose
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Rutland. (White Ho. Conspic, in hydrographer speak). That
way you might qualify for a dram, something good from his
wife super cook Phil, and all the latest island gossip and things
you need to know about pilotage. From the windows of his
hospitable roundhouse maritime movements and peculiarities
of crew behaviour are carefully scrutinised. Watch itt Frank’s
skimmer can be identified by never travelling at less than 25
knots, often much more, and always having a pair of
Dachshunds keeping lookout over the bow. With his continued
kindness, that of his fine sailor son and fellow yachtsman Liam
when we reached Inishfree, Aranmore, Inishkeeragh, and Coo
Lahan, Cruit Eighter and others lbllowed.

That week our cup was full - in more senses than one.
Thank you Frank - Thank you Laird.

Funny things are happening up in those northern parts,
nearer than the rest of us to the land of Eskimo Nell. All the big
fishing boats owners have left Burtonport for even bigger boats
at Killybegs. The south side of the pier is becoming a marina.
We were often woken at dawn by violent explosions as big
rocks were liquidated and little ones came whizzing over our
heads. The island ringed lagoon just west of it will become a
superb area for dinghy sailing, canoeing and messing about in
boats.

Mains water as well as electricity is being piped out to
several of the outer islands. Piers are being rebuilt - for
example on Inishmeane, which hasn’t been full time inhabited
for yonks, and inshore of it at Magheragallon. So island
populations are rising, after years of decline. Land values on
islands are changing in line with the improvements, But
unchanged is the welcome accorded to visiting yachts and the
strong individual character of each island. The book about them
is well on its way but publishing takes time. It should be in the
shops well before Christmas 2003.

Tony Toher writes of Lorna is a Westerlegg Konsort 27.
On the market since April, Robert

Malahide to Cardiff John arrived on September 27,
liked her, surveyed her and bought
her on condition that I helped sail

her to Cardiff. His heart fell when he saw the ancient owner
limping down the ramp with a torn Achilles Tendon. However,
13,000 sea miles and five westerlies mollified him somewhat.

Departed Malahide marina 08.00 hrs 04.10.02 at HW-0240.
A desirable flying start to the voyage which gave us 45nm
before the tide turned. The Konsort is a heavy old tub, displ.
9200 lbs, bilge keel, roller furling main and jib but she trots
along at 5kts.

By 20.00 hrs it is dark. The Autohelm comes adrift but
Robert repairs it with a screw taken from his radio! The South
Bishop (F1.5s 44m 24M) is soon abeam and it is time to assess
the fiendish cocktail of dangers ahead. ’The Bishops and
Clerks’ defending St. Davids Head to port. Ahead the Smalls
(Fl(3) 15s) 36m 25M and FR 13M. ’Hats and Barrels’-foul
ground. Grassholm, Skomer and Stockholm Islands with the
Wildgoose Race nearby. Capt. Slocum tells us "know the sea
and know that you know it". But we do not belong to that stout
breed at all. With our GPS and Autohelm can we lay claim to a
real seamanship?

Very little shipping in sight, just a few huge container ships;
one showing two green to stb. puzzled us, but we pressed on.
Magnificent dawn 0700 hours as we rounded St. Anns Head for
the Bristol Channel. Careful watch needed here for Turbot
Bank and St. Gowan’s Shoals.

Saturday 06.10.02 glorious day. Wind most obliging, slowly
veering from south right round to NW. Lovely sailing now
along the beautiful Gower Peninsula to Mumbles Head, and

through the lock into Swansea marina where the old Coal
Docks have been superbly converted.

Mention of menus distresses our Hon. Editor but we must
mention the Pump Room (Beefeater Chain) of Swansea: a
superb 3-course meal for £13.91 stg.

Next morning locks open at 11.30am. An incredible crush of
craft crammed in. Then out across Swansea Bay skirting the
dangerous shoals and shallows of Scarweather Sands. Wind
NW4 and Robert whoops as the fair tide sweeps Lorna along at
10.5kts.

Through the lock at the controversial barrage in Cardiff Bay
and on to Penarth marina. Again a fearful melange of craft but
no need to worry: the skilful Welsh sailors have sailed these
waters for millennia.

A glorious autumn passage - 224nm 42 hrs. Goodbye Lorna
- you were a joy to sail.

Joan and David rT~his spring White Shadow
.IL travelled from Menorca, where

Nicholson write of she had wintered, to Corsica, the
White Shadow west coast of Italy, along the south

coast of France, southward towards
Barcelona and thence back to

Mahon. During the six-week cruise there were four changes of
crew, which included ICC members Eddie Sheehy, Jack Forde
and Leo Conway. Joan and I then had two lazy weeks cruising
around the island with our Norwegian friends Truls and
Kika.They were one of the first people to purchase an
apartment of the The World - the newly launched Norwegian
cruise liner which is the first of its kind to consist of apartments
and studio residences. They invited us, as their guests; to join
them for a two week cruise from Montreal to New York in
September. This invitation we accepted with alacrity and
enjoyed the superb luxury of visiting many places without
having to cope with winds and tides, customs, moorings or any
hazards that can befall the blue water yachtsman.

The WorM, built in Norway and launched in April this year
is 28,000 tones with 110 two-to-six bedroom privately owned
residences and 88 luxury studio residences. The latter are
designated for rental. The ship is like a world-class land based
resort, which cruises around the seven seas.

The itinerary in 2003 includes visits to New Zealand for the
America’s Cup and stops in Bangkok, Sydney, Tokyo,
Anchorage, Rio de Janeiro and Cape Town to name but a few.

Facilities include a small supermarket, two swimming pools,
jogging track, tennis court, two putting greens, a sand bunker,
full shot driving range and two golf simulators. It is also

The World in the harbour at Cornerbrook, Newfoundland.

128



possible in certain conditions to avail of boardsailing, water
skiing and canoeing from a marina lowered at the stem of the
ship.

We enjoyed all these activities and dined at the four different
restaurants on board. At other times we ate in the apartment or
ashore. The extent of the cooking was making toast each
morning and heating up the take away meals we purchased
while ashore. Our friends apartment - 1000 square feet - was
the epitome of elegant luxury, beautifully appointed and with a
jacuzzi just about beats anything.

Besides all this luxury there was a superb library, intemet
cafe, religious facility, cinema, theatre, gymnasium and all
kinds of beauty salons.

Our cruise took us from Montreal to Quebec and along St.
Laurence waterway to Newfoundland.

The only poor weather conditions occurred in the St.
Laurence, but we did see some beluga and orca whales.
Otherwise we had 25C most of the time and availed of the
outdoor swimming pool daily. On leaving Newfoundland we
visited Nova Scotia, traversed the Cape Cod Canal and spend a
day at Martha’s Vineyard.

Our final port of call was Manhattan,New York, where we
docked at dawn in time to see the City awakening. All details of
our travel and customs clearance were attended to by
exceptionally gracious staff. They were all very experienced
and came from 23 three different countries in Asia, America
and Europe. This was a cruise with a difference.

Full details of The World can be obtained on their website
www.residensea.com.

Brendan O’Callaghan
writes of Brandon
Rose’s Cruising
during 2002

(Kinsale Yacht Club’s

Brandon Rose commenced the
year with an intended late April
cruise to Padstow being aborted to
Kilmore Quay, due to strong
winds. Charlie Ryan (shipmate of
long standing), Billy Long

genial and ever smiling marina
manager), and John Godkin (ICC) and I made up the ship’s
company for the weeklong early season outing. We were in
company with Serifa (Pete Crowley ICC) for much of the time.
There were 4 low pressure centres all around us and a 5th
headed straight for us, Prudence suggested Padstow was not on
and instead we ventured from Kinsale to East Ferry in Cork
Harbour, and had a snug night, Literally! next morning
(Tuesday 30th of April) we put to sea bound for Kilmore
Quay.We covered the 78 miles in less than 11 hours helped by
the very strong SW winds which were gusting to gale, force 8.
There was just about enough room for us in Kilmore Quay, as
the harbour was chockablock full of fishing boats sheltering
from the extreme weather. A traditional Padstonian Mayday
Breakfast - rasher sandwiches, bucks fizz and singing - was
enjoyed next morning on board. The highlight was
unquestionably a unique rendition of Dare was a sol-jur, a
Scottish sol-jur from a very well known RCYC member.
Returning to Kinsale was less windy at sea and less riotous
ashore. We had pleasant interludes in Ardmore, Ballycotton and
Cork Harbour before a cockpit picnic in Kinsale’s outer
harbour at the end of a week that came in like a lion and went
out like a lamb.

On 1 st of June our main cruise kicked off. My son Hugh,
daughter Blaithin, John Crabtree and I left Kinsale, motor
sailing most of the way to the Isles of Scilly in light headwinds
and experiencing rain and electrical storms. Arriving on Scilly
by way of the North Channel, the two Buoys - a W Cardinal at
Steeple Rock and a S Cardinal at Spencers Ledge - make this
convenient approach much safer. A pleasant English Channel

Brendan O’Callaghan (Box) and Adrian Buckley (iddle) get in a bit of
practice at anchor in Roscoff.                  Photo: P. McAuliffe

crossing ended when we tied up in Camaret. Deteriorating
weather all over NW Europe caused caused us to scrap our
plans to sail on to S Brittany. Instead we entered Goulet de
Brest and sailed up the beautiful Aulne River. We locked into
Chateaulin an the afternoon HW opening. Stormbound for five
days, John left us for home. We eventually poked our way (in
mist, fog, big swell, strong wind and generally surely
conditions) up the Channel du Four and reached Roscoff and
Preeos Guirec on Wednesday 12th June. Hugh and Blaithfn
went home from here.

Mercifully the weather improved and I was joined for the
following fortnight by my wife, Majella, daughter Una, her
husband Mick and our grandson Paddy. Using Brandon Rose as
a holiday home we enjoyed a sunny fortnight in the congenial
resort of Perros Guirec, which hosted the ICC’s English
Channel Cruise-in-company a year earlier. Here we watched
Spain knock a gutsy Ireland out of the World Cup on penalties
after extra time. We also met Bernard Corbally (ICC) and crew
as Beowulf headed towards Spain and onwards.

When my family group went home I was joined by Philip
McAuliffe (ICC), my brother Tony and rookie sailor Adrian
Buckley. We endured a return to poor weather, with the three
newcomers being blamed by the skipper for bringing the bad
weather with them from Ireland. After four gale-bound days in
Treguier we reached Morlaix via long beat to Roscoff. Here we
spent a night in the pleasant anchorage just S of the ferry
terminal. This is a good anchorage in winds from SW through
west to NW Adrian is a talented violinist, Tony is about a 17
handicap Irish dancer and Philip disclosed a previously
undisclosed skill in playing the spoons. With the Skipper’s
accordion thrown in for good measure, it would be true to say
that we had craic, ceol,seol,and ol all the way home. In
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particular we had memorable sessions in Ty Coz bar in Morlaix
and later in the Mermaid in Scilly. A lively Channel crossing
with plenty of shipping close by as we roared along in force 7
SW to west winds, paved the way for a welcome rest in
Penzance and a visit to St. Michael’s Mount. A daylight beat in
pleasant weather to Scilly brought us to the wonderful
hospitality of friends, Camborne and Di Edwards. We arrived
back in Kinsale on Saturday 13th July, aftersix weeks away.
During the last week of August this time accompanied by Tony,
once more, Walter O’Byrne and Tom Kirby (ICC), I pointed
Brandon Rose’s bow west and we enjoyed mainly decent
weather as we visited many of the beautiful harbours along this
superb coastline as far as Sneem. We managed visits by dinghy
to Lough Hyne and Sneem village, and somehow found the
courage to swim at Barlogue and Heir Id. Bracing for sure!

Thankfully it was an enjoyable season, despite the poor
weather, with no drama other than the thrill of sighting a whale,
a sunfish and dolphins during some delightful sailing in the
very best of good company. Long may we live to enjoy it!

Roderick Monson
writes of One Off
from Marmaris
Turkey to Marina,
Croatia in November
2002

One Off" is a 1978 Moody 39. The
plan for this delivery trip was to
leave Marmaris and skirt the
southern fringe of the Cyclades,
thus maximising the anticipated
northerlies and north westerlies.
After a fuel and Port of Entry stop
at Mylos and with the forecast
wind moving to the north east, we

were to turn north west towards the corinthian Canal. We then
planned to sail directly and non-stop through the Gulf of
Corinth to Corfu where a final provisioning stop would enable
us to make the final and probably hardest leg, to Croatia. We
planned to arrive in Split two or three days early, in order to
relax, do some cruising, and winterise the Boat. Planned
distance was 915 Nautical Miles. We anticipated sailing for 11
days and the trip had to take place between the 22nd October
and 5th November when we were scheduled to fly home from
Trieste in Italy.

Wednesday 23rd October-Friday 25th October: 50 hours to
cross the Adriatic-not bad! Unfortunately most of the time was
spent motor sailing with a very light airs, mostly on the nose.
The wind fille din on the 24th, allowing a lovely fetch for
nearly eight hours from 9am. This allowed us to dispense with
our planned stop at Mylos and take a short cut through the
Islands. Otherwise pleasant motor sailing conditions with the
only excitement provided by the considerable traffic, much
with incorrect lights, off Nisos Ios and in particular in the
Straits immediately North of Ios Town. We cleared Ios at
midnight on 24th and sailed directly to the Island of Poros, just
off the Pelloponese.

Poros was lovely. We lay stern to on the North Quay, we
were not charged, the authorities had no interest in us, showers
were available in the local bars and both water and diesel were
quickly and efficiently delivered to the yacht. The town is very
pretty and very protected, but probably very busy in summer.
We were only slightly troubled by wash from passing ferries
but this could be a problem at busier times.

Saturday 26th October - Monday 28th October: A glorious
six hour motor sail found us at the Aegean end of the
Corinthian Canal. We completed formalities very quickly-less
than ten minutes - and in exchange /’or #70 (credit cards are
now accepted) we found the hydraulic road bridge sinking
below the canal surface and we were in the canal. What a sight!
Neither words or pictures can fully describe the scale of this
cut. We were through in less than 20 minutes, sadly, assisted by

a two knot current. No formalities are necessary at the corinth
end of the canal so we were soon out and into the Gulf. Once
again the wind was on the nose, it had eased though and we
chose to motor sail at five knots, tacking towards the little
Dardanelles.

The wind increased, gradually to 30 knots by dinnertime and
our marinated roast ham was enjoyed in rather uncomfortable
circumstances. The wind, and darkness, combined with a very
short choppy sea, and the approaching narrows made Jim think
seriously about taking shelter in one of the many bays on the
north coast of the gulf. The wind eased however and we
proceeded. We navigated through the Dardanelles with great
difficulty - a major bridge building project was not indicated
on our charts and unfortunately the lights of a construction site
do not equate to any nautical protocols! We spent considerable
time exploring how to get round these strange lights before
establishing that it was in fact a bridge that we should go
through! Everything was complicated further by significant
volumes of commercial traffic and a small ferry crisscrossing
the Straits throughout the night.

We found our way through eventually however and were
able to clear Oxia Island and enter the Ionian whilst enjoying a
splendid breakfast of scrambled egg, potatoes, bacon, and
smoked salmon prepared by Ross. Following this breakfast, we
immediately promoted Ross from cabin boy to assistant chef!
From Oxia we motor sailed northwards through the Ionian,
stopping at Atakos (one house bay) for lunch and our first swim
before proceeding to Nidri where we spend the night. Although
the off lying anchorages and Islands - particularly the private
Island of Scorpio owned by the Onassis family - were
delightful, Nidri was very disappoint. Most of it was shut,
streets were dirty, there were no showers ashore and we could
not obtain either diesel or water.

We left Nidri early the following morning with no regrets.
We motored through a very pretty Levkas canal (note a small
harbour now exists at the southern entrance, and a major
marina with fuel has been sited at Levkas Town) to clear the
canal at 9 am inexactly the manner described in the pilots! The
canal is a very good shortcut it is effective and efficient and
above all there is no charge.

From the canal we proceeded north north westwards, once
again with the wind on the nose requiring us to motor sail
towards Paxos. We stopped for a glorious swim in emerald Bay
on anti Paxos before proceeding to the main Island of Paxos
and its capital Port Giaos. What a place! This provided
probably the prettiest, the most protected, and the most
delightful overnight stop of our trip. A very shallow southern
entrance (2.2m at maximum) brought us to an absolutely
gorgeous and very traditional Greek village. We tied up stern to
and found it easy to obtain diesel and water. We had an
enjoyable dinner in the town square before walking through the
narrow streets of the village-streets which apparently become
rivers in winter judging by the l m bargeboards inserted across
most front doors! again neither the authorities, or the
harbourmaster showed any interest in us. we were able to fully
provision the yacht here and took the decision to depart from
here rather than Corfu town on the last leg of the journey, to
Croatia.

Tuesday 29th of October - Thursday 31st October: We
departed from the northern entrance to Port Gaois - a much
wider and deeper and well lit entrance than that to the south-
and motor sailed up the west coast of Corfu, clearing corfu in
the late evening. We encountered a full gale for between six and
eight hours overnight, during the height of which despite
steering 310 degrees we were only able to achieve a course
over the ground of 270 degrees - in part we feel due to a
significant south following current between Italy and the north
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One Offtied up in Trogir, Croatia.

end of Corfu. Happily the wind eased in the early hours and we
were able, while still eight miles off the Italian coast to revert to
our more northerly course.

One Off survived the gale rather well - the cooker was
slightly damaged when it jumped out of its gimbals, the windex
was lost, and the anchor winch handle swept overboard. Other
then this only cosmetic damage (most notably to the forward
navigation lights) which we repaired when motor sailing
northwards during the day. We cleared the coast of Italy, at the
heel, by 8am and proceeded to Hvar in Croatia. on our final
approach the wind freed and strengthened to 15 knots enable a
glorious six hour broad reach into the capital of Hvar Island
where we arrived at 5pm on the last day of October.

Hvar is a summer port of entry and we were not sure
whether formalities would be available to us. Today turned out
to be the very last day and the harbourmaster was out fishing !
He returned however and we cleared formalities with the police
and the harbourmaster very quickly. We had initially gone stern
to on the town key but found that this berth to be almost
untenable. We moved to the anchorage off the quay which we
found much more comfortable (this very uncomfortable swell
probably explains why the flotilla companies do not use Hvar
that much).

The limitations of the town quay should not, however, be
used as a reason not to come to Hvar. This limestone town is
lovely. The main square, for a quiet beer or a snack matches
anything in Italy - it feels cosmopolitan, elegant, and has great
charm without losing its small town appeal. We also found an
excellent restaurant where we enjoyed our first Croatian meal
which we all found to be a significant improvement on Greek
Fare. Hvar is not a place for either provisioning or repairing
boats - we were unable to get adequate fresh food supplies, and
diesel or water and when, the following morning, we got an air
lock in our diesel, ti took 3 hours to clear, using all my skills,
and had I not been able to resolve this we reckon it would have
taken three or four days to secure the services of a skilled fitter,
as it was a holiday weekend.

Friday 1st November - Tuesday 5th November: "There is
nothing, absolutely nothing as much fun as messing about in

boats". We spent the final few days of our trip cruising around
the Island to the north of Split. After leaving Hvar we motored
to Recogniza where the very splendid marina (with very
splendid prices) did not reflect the town which we found very
disappointing - little more than a rag bag collection of
waterfront cafes (albeit very pretty) we left early the next
morning, collected fuel in the superbly protected, but very
isolated marina of Kremic before proceeding to Primosten for
lunch. Here we went stern to the town quay, picking up a
provided bow line. This town was lovely. On an island and
surrounded by emerald coloured waters we enjoyed a walk on
the footpath right around the island town before enjoying a
couple of beers in the lovely surroundings of the town square
and waterfront. Primosten probably gets very busy in the
summer and I understand even the town quay charges the same
price as a marina, out of season however it is delightful.

From Primosten we proceeded southwards to Trogir where
we tied up to the town quay - in the middle of a glorious
medieval town - for our final overnight stay of the trip. Trogir
is lovely. It is very easy to get lost in the myriad of medieval
walking, shops selling, and cafe restaurants bustling with
locals. We found and enjoyed our last meal at a superb
traditional Croatian restaurant - a good meal with wine cost
less than £10 per head and the standard of food and service was
excellent.

The following morning we left Trogir early and motored
across the bay to the small village of Marina where our marina
and winter birth was to be found. Particular thanks at this point
must be made to Keith, one of the owners, who had spent
considerable time in England tracking down a Marina berth.
Croatian Marinas are oversubscribed and it is almost
impossible to get hard standing and even in some areas to get a
berth. Keith’s tenacity got both for One Off- but no one should
consider relocating a yacht in Croatia without first of all sorting
berthing arrangements out. Formalities completed we spent the
next two days winterising the yacht before taking a taxi
northwards along the coast road to Trieste where we caught our
flight home without incident. The coast road from Split to
Trieste is very striking and gives an excellent view of the many
Islands, currents, and anchorages along this part of the Croatian
coast. It really is a great sailing area and One Offcan certainly
look forward to great sailing in Croatia.

All members of the crew got on the plane at Trieste tired but
happy knowing the job they had set out to do had been achieved
completely and with a great deal of craic.

Crew
Jim Clarke
Roderick Monson
Neville Lindsay
Damien Kelly
Barry Todd
Ross Clarke

Part Rich Owner
Navigator - Engineer
Sailing Master
Chief - 5 Star
Chef Scribe
Cabin Boy
(promoted assistant chef)

Facts and Figures

Total Mileage covered
Total Hours underway
Total sailing hours
Total Motor sailing hours
Total motoring hours
Hours on the wind
Hours off the wind

874 miles
165 hours
21 hours
133 hours
12 hours
159 hours
6 hours
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Paddy Barry writes ~aint Patrick had two lives. Her

of the 10ss of the k.7 first was that for which she was
intended. Pat and Joe Casey built

Galway Hooker her on Mweenish Island, near

Saint Patrick Carna in Connemara in 1909-11, as
a 40 toot cargo carrier.

Most of her working life was spent in the ownership of
Conroy’s of Rosmuc. They had a shop. Saint Patrick did a
weekly run to Galway City to bring out goods, ironmongery,
paraffin, calico, and all that a rural area required. Her general
load was about 12 tons, carried in her open hold with a
tarpaulin cover: although I met a man who told me that he once
loaded 16 ton, measured, of potatoes into her.

In the 50’s, the roads and the lorries came into Connemara,
displacing the Hookers. For 10 or 15 years until about 1970
they carried tuff" out to the Aran Islands and north County
Clare. Bottled gas and electricity largely killed off that trade
and Saint Patrick like the other Hookers, was laid up.

Sold to Galway first and then Goleen in County Cork, I
bought her in September 1973, and her second life began.

After extensive repairs, and with new canvas and engine she
was sailed back from Dublin to Connemara in 1979. Happily
this coincided with the general revival of those boats. American
M6r, Morning Star, Saint John, Connacht and others were
being brought back into commission, to join Maigdean Mhara,
Capall. T6nai, The Hunter and a few others who had never
been left go.

In the following ten years Saint Patrick sailed progressively
further, to France, Spain, Canaries, and USA. In local waters,
for my youngsters she was a playground. In "87 she went to the
Faeroes - and then it was time for a proper rebuild.

Within sight of where she was first built, Colm Mulkerrins,

master shipwright, rebuilt her in her entirety - keeping only 2
ribs for continuity. She emerged 2It longer!

Decked out again, in 1990 she did a voyage to Spitsbergen
and in 1993 went to North-West Greenland, cruising all the
while in-between to Scotland and round Ireland.

This year began, as usual with a ’May Week’, this time to
Barmouth in Wales, ’In search of the Major’ - Tilman. There
we sailed where Bill Tilman had Mischief, visiting his house
and walked his Welsh mountains.

On Sunday May 19th, in Glandore, County Cork we put
Saint Patrick on a Department of Marine Visitors Mooring and
left her. These moorings are rated at 15 ton, and have a
substantial top eye.

An l lmm long link chain was threaded through this eye,
taken up to the starboard mullard, double shackled and moused.

Two days later a south-east gale sent a big sea into Glandore
Bay. At about mid-day, top of the tide, the boat was seen on the
rocks nearby, under the Rectory. Wind and sea did not allow
any other boat going to help.

By dusk I was there and conditions allowed the putting
aboard of a towline from a 600 HP vessel. The hull and spars
appeared intact, though Saint Patrick was awash and still
rolling and pounding. Her own mooring chain was seen to be
intact at the mullard, but to have parted lower down
(presumably where it had gone though the mooring eye).

No amount of pulling took her off the rocks, though in the
process her shore side was seen to have been stove-in.

By morning she was in bits, broken. On the following
Saturday her pieces were towed ashore to the beach at Glandore
pier. Using heavy excavating machinery and trucks she was
taken away, and buried.

Cabin of Saint Patrick, looking forward. Tom 0 ’Toole, Bunbeg. Co. Donegal

PS In June, l sailed southwards on Northabout. Mike Brogan kindly loaned us his hooker MacDuach for two weeks in July, sailing off
north Mayo and west Galway. In November, in the Adriatic, I bought an aluminium Frets 45, to be renamed Ar Seachrdn.
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James Nixon writes
of taking delivery of
Scilla Verna

crossing the Atlantic.

I sold Ardnagee last year and
bought Scilla Verna early this year
in Largs.

She is an Oyster 435 Ketch, 19
years old and had led an interesting
life in the Mediterranean and

Early in May with the help of Vice Commodore Peter
Ronaldson, patrick Knatchbull (ICC) and David Lindsay we
delivered her safely to Bangor, enjoying a rollicking run down
to Bangor. She impressed me enormously on this trip despite
my anxieties regarding a centre cockpit.

We had various works to do to her early in the season and
this included a new engine. I considered renaming her Volvo
Nova but eventually all was well. We had a very pleasant
shakedown family trip to portaferry, called up to the lightship
at Ballydorn (discovering that a 43 footer can be difficult
enough to turn in the tideway) and thence to Ardglass and
Carlingford and returning to Chapel Bay on the Great
Copeland Island and back to Bangor. We discovered many of
the good features about this boat including her sailing ability
and her comfort particularly in wet weather.

At the end of August we had another week away joining the
race from Royal Ulster Yacht Club to Portpatrick, enjoying a
fine broad reach across the North Channel. After passing a
quieter night than most of the participants we slipped away
early in the morning and carried the ebb tide on a grand day to
Sanda at the south end of Kintyre. We anchored and walked on
this lovely island with wonderful bird life including a colony of
storm petrels. There is a large seal colony on the island. The
owner, Dick Gannon was friendly and is establishing what he
hopes will be a public house in some of the stone buildings at
the farm. Sheep were being exported to Campbeltown and we
enjoyed the hospitality with Dick and a group of people
operating the Sanda Birdwatch. They had been ringing Manx
Shearwater. A fresh southerly caused some gusts to come down
off the Island into the anchorage and we found that the reefed
mizzen helped to hold Scilla Verna steady.

The next day in my birthday we enjoyed a grand sail around
Kintyre to Gigha for lunch, then a gentle spinnaker run in
sunshine to Tayvallich.

We continued the circumnavigation of kintyre with a
passage through the Crinan Canal (always a pleasure) and
berthed for the night in Tarbert on Loch Fyne. I had been there
during the Scottish Sailing early in June and it is a quieter place
when the racing is not taking place!

The following day in sunshine we motored and sailed down
Kilbrannan Sound to the new marina at Glenarm which is
excellent and beautifully finished though buildings have not yet
been completed, the stone work has been finished very

/

/
/

Katherine Nixon on board Scilla Verna.

tastefully and the local economy seems to be benefiting as well.
Carnlough will have to look to its laurel.

The following day Thursday 5th September was blowing
fresh from the Southwest with rain and we slipped along under
motor and eventually had a grand sail back to Bangor,
experiencing some excitement when a rubber glove was sucked
into the central heating unit. The crew on this very happy trip
was my wife Katherine, John Witchell and an irrepressible
American glassmaker Keith Seybert.

Scilla Verna’s first tentative season in my ownership was
very enjoyable and I hope there will be more to come.
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List of Past Officers of the
Irish Cruising Club

Commodores

1929

1942

1950

1953

1954

1958

1960

1963

1966

1969

1972

1975

1978

1981

1984

1987

1990

1993

1996

1998

2000

2002

H. M. Wright

A. W. Mooney

M. A. Sullivan

J. B. Hollwey

R. E Campbell

E Cudmore

H. W. S. Clark

E H. Greet

R. L. Berridge

J. D. Faulkner

R. H. O’Hanlon

D. N. Doyle

J. H. Guinness

P. J. Bunting

C. J. FitzGerald

J. Gore-Grimes

H. P. Kennedy

D. Nicholson

L. McGonagle

M. McKee

D.H. Fitzgerald

A.R. Baker

Vice-Commodores

1929

1941

1942

1947

1948

1950

1953

1954

1956

1958

1960

1963

1965

1967

1969

1971

1972

1974

1976

1977

1978

H. P. F. Donegan

A. W. Mooney

H. E. Donegan

E O’Keelfe

M. A. Sullivan

J. B. Hollwey

R. E Campbell

B. C. Maguire

F. Cudmore

H. W. S. Clark

E 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

1980 G. Kenefick

1982 C.J. FitzGerald

1984 L. McGonagle

1986 J. Gore-Grimes

1987 H. E 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

2002 Peter Ronaldson

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 E 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. E Kennedy

1987 M.R. Sullivan &
D. H. B. Fitzgerald

1988 B. Hassett & D. H. B
Fitzgerald

1989

1990

1992

1993

1994

1995

1996

1997

1999

2000

2001

2002

B. Hassett & A. S. E Orr

Clayton Love Jnr &
D. J. Ryan

Brian Hegarty &
David Nicholson

Michael O’Farrell & David
H.B. FitzGerald

Michael O’Farrell &
P. Walsh

L. McGonagle & E Walsh

Arthur Baker & Jarlath
Cunnane

J. Cunnane & P. Ronaldson

P. O’Sullivan & J.C. Bruen

J.C. Bruen & P. Ronaldson

P. Ronaldson & P. Killen

T. Clarke & 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

2002 B. McManus

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 E D. Morck

1965 A. Dunn

1977 P.J.D. Mullins

1981 B. Hegarty

1990 C. E McHenry

* NOTE: From time to time there were
acting Honorary Secretaries; the names
listed are where the incumbent has held
office tbr 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.P. Campbell Minx of Malham
1959 P.H. 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.P. 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.P. O’Flaherty Cuilaun of Kinsale
1980 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1981 J.F. Coffey Meg of Muglins
1982 E.P.E. 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 Stella Maris
1993 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1994 Michael Coleman Stella Maris
1995 Peter Killen Black Pepper
1996 Hugo du Plessis Samharcin an Lar
1997 Cormac McHenry Erquy
1998 John Waddell Heather of Mourne
1999 Brian Black Caelan
2000 John Gore-Grimes Arctic Fern

2001 Paddy Barry & Jarlath Cunnane Northabout
2002 John & Ann Clementson Faustina H

THE 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 Smart
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
2002 David Fitzgerald

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY

Winner
1978 R. Cudmore
1979 A. Doherty
1980 David Nicholson
1981 M.H. Snell

Yacht
Clarion
Kitugani
Ainmara
Dara
Sule Skerry
Wishbone
Wild Goose
Deerhound
Vinter

Shardana
Winifreda of Greenisland
Deerhound
Red Velvet
Velma
Deerhound
Shardana
Sung Foon
Saint Patrick
Boru
Samharcin an Lar
Black Shadow
Tir na hog
Peigin Eile
Ring of Ker~.

Witchcraft of Howth
Alys
Rionnag
Alys
Cuillin
Alys
Cuilaun
Greenheart
Lazy. Day
White Heather

Yacht
Morgana
Bali Hai
Black Shadow
Golden Harvest
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1982 David Nicholson Black Shadow
1983 J.E Coffey Meg of Muglins
1984 J.E Coffey Meg of Muglins
1985 J.E Coffey Meg of Muglins
1986 Hugo du Plessis Samharein 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 Cornaac 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
2002 Not awarded

1941
1951

THE ROUND IRELAND NAVIGATION CUP

Winner Yacht
E.J. Odlum
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 I.D. Beckett Dara
1969 R. Mollard Osina
1871 M. Tomlinson Pellegrina
1973 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1974 R.E 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 111

1990 Bernard Corbally L’Exocet
1991 Robert Barr Ar Men

1992 No Award
1993 G. Nairn & M. D. Whelan Lola
1994 Donal Walsh Lady Kate

1995 Cormac McHenry Erquy
1996 Michael McKee Isobel
1997 No Award
1998 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1999 Ed Wheeler Witchcraft

2000 Harry Byrne

2001 Donal Walsh
2002 Sean McCormack

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 E 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.E 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
2002 Andy McCarter

Alphida of Howth
Lady Kate
Marie Claire II

Yacht
Rainbow
Vanja IV
Diane
Ainmara
A inma ra
Ainmara
Wild Goose
Lamita

Huntress
Roane
Aisling
Vandara
Helen
Pellegrina
Gay Gannet
Shardana
Sung loon
Oberon
Sai See
Verve
Den Arent
Red Velvet
Ring of Ker~
Puffin
Joliba
Turtle
Sceolaing
Saki
Safari ~)f" Howth
William Tell of Uri
Midnight Marauder
Lindos
Midnight Marauder
Elusive
Hobo V
Lady Kate
Siamsa
Testa Rossa
Testa Rossa

Winefreda of Greenisland
Gwili 3

THE WYBRANT CUP

Winner Yacht
1933 J.B. Kearney Mavis
1934 Dr. L.G. Gunn Albatross
1935 J.B. Kearney Mavis
1936 Leslie Chance Britannia
1937 A.W. Mooney Aideen
1938 Dr. O.E Chance & R. Storey Saphire
1939 J.B. Kearney Mavis
1940 K.McFerran & Dr. O’Brien Hazure
1941 D. Keating & R. O’Hanlon Evora
1942 J.B. Cotterell & J.E McMullan Minx

1943/45 No Award
1946 J.B. Kearney Mavis
1947 H. Osterberg Marama
1948 Dr. R.H. O’Hanlon Evora
1949 R O’Keeffe John Dory
1950 A.W. Mooney Evora
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1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973/77

1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992
1993
1994
1995
1996
1997
1998
1999
2000
2001
2002

1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991
1992
1993
1994

R O’ Keeffe
H. Osterberg
No Award
T. Crosby
R.R Campbell
S.F. Thompson
Col. W.S. Knox-Gore
D.N. Doyle
G. Kimber
J.C. Butler
S. O’Mara
D.N. Doyle
Lt. Com. T. Sheppard
T.F. Doyle
S. O’Mara
D.N. Doyle
RH. Greer
D.N. Doyle
R.I. Morrison
Hugh Coveney
J.A. McKeown
J.C. Love
No Award

From 1978 onwards the Wybrant
best Scottish cruise.

Chris Green
D.J. Ryan
D.A. McMillan
W.M. Nixon
Ronan Beime
M.M.A. d’Alton
R. Barr
B. Hegarty
M.M.A. d’Alton
Paul Butler
Paul Butler
Roddy Monson
Roddy Monson
Dermod Ryan
Bemard Corbally
Sean McCormack
James Cahill
Paul Butler
Brian Black
James Nixon
Peter & Evie Ronaldson
No Award
Adrian & Maeve Bell
Sean McCormack
Paget McCormack

THE FINGAL CUP

Winner
Robert Barr
W. Walsh
J. Gore-Grimes
R.M. Slater
P. Barry
B. Corbally
Frank McCarthy
Robert Barr
Bernard Corbally
Michael d’Alton
W.M. Nixon
David Park
Stephen Malone
Wallace Clark

John Dory
Marama

if
Alata
Second Ethuriel
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
Arandora
Mazara
Mazara
Sceolaing
L’Exocet
Marie Claire H
Ricjak
Red Velvet
Cuillin
Ardnagee
Scotch Mist

Realta
Marie Claire H
Saki

Yacht
Condor
Carrigdown
Shardana
Tandara
Saint Patrick
L’Exocet
Scilly Goose
Joliba
L’Exocet
Siamsa
Witchcraft of Howth
Alys
Symphonie
Wild Goose of Moyle

1995 W.M. Nixon
1996 Richard Lovegrove
1997 Alan Rountree
1999 Peter Killen
1999 David Park
2000 Tony Clarke
2001 Michael Balmforth
2002 Dianne Andrews

Witchcraft
Shalini
Tallulah
Black Pepper
Alys
Velella
Greenheart
Great Escape

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
1943 Whit Marama
1945 Whit Mavis
1949 Whit Evora
1950 Whit John Dory
1951 Whit Alata
1952 Whit Setanta
1954 Whit Euphanzel
1955 Whit Suzette
1956 I.O.M. Zephyra
1957 Cork-Schull Severn H
1959 Cork-Schull Happy Morning
1960 I.O.M. Harmony
1961 Cork-Schull Severn H
1962 Howth-Port St. Mary Cu-na-Mara
1963 Cork-Fastnet-Schull Happy Morning
1964 Dun Laoghaire-H/head Twayblade
1965 Cork-Fasmet-Schull Moonduster
1966 Dun Laoghaire-H/head Fionnuala
1969 Cork-Fastnet-

Castletownshend
1972 Dun Laoghaire-Arklow
1973 Cork-Fastnet-Schull
1974 -
1976 I.C.C.
1977 Crosshaven-Fastnet-

Baltimore
Howth-Sla’angford

Recipient
H. Osterberg
J. B. Keamey
A.W. Mooney
R O’Keefe
R.E Campbell
E Cudmore
N. Falkiner
A.E. Pope
S. Cresswell
D.N. Doyle
J.C.Butler MC
R.H. O’Hanlon
D.N. Doyle
D. Barnes
J.C. Butler
E. Tweedy
D.N. Doyle
R. Courtney

Moonduster D.N. Doyle
Tryphena E Ryan
Cecille G. Radley
Korsar J.R Bourke

Querida of Howth I.R. Morrison

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. MuUard
1982 - Tritsch Tratsch IV Dr. O. Glaser
1983 - Deerhound J.H. Guinness
1984 - Beaver E.P.E. 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
2002 David Park Atlantic Islands

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 Mfiire Breathnach Romist
1998 Brendan Travers Sea Maiden
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1999 M~iire Breathnach SeaDance
2000 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
2001 No Award
2002 Brendan Travers Seodfn

JOHN B. KEARNEY CUP

Winners
1983 R Campbell: Compiler of ICC Directions
1984 J. Moore: Skipper of S.T.Y. Graine
1985 Jennifer Guinness: ICC Publications O]ficer
1986 Harold Cudmore Junior: Yachtsman
1987 Cap. G.E ’Eric’ Healy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard H
1988 Capt. Tom McCarthy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard 11
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 Ar/s’ 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
2002 Tom McSweeney. Services to Maritime Ireland

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 11 Islands Race
1957 S.F. Thompson lthuriel

1958 J. Ronan Wve Islands Race
1959 J. Butler Happy Morning Pollock Race
1960 R.I. Morrison Vanja IV
1961 D.N. Doyle Severn lI
1962 D.N. Doyle Severn I1
1964 A.E. Pope Susette
1965 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1966 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1967 S.F. Thompson Wye
1968 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1969 F. 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 0 ’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 Stella Maris

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
2002 Donal McClement

S. and W. Coast Aerial Photography
S.W. Coast Rally Organiser
Services to ICC as Hon. Treasurer
Ilen’s return from Falkland Islands
Fastnet Dancer
Services to sailing

Channel Cruise
Services to Irish sailing

ROCKABILL TROPHY

Winner Yacht

1959 RH. Green Ann Gail
1960 R.I. Morrison 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 Helen of Howth
1969 No Award
1970 J.P. Jameson Ganiamore
1971 R. Courtney Bandersnatch

1972/73 No Award
1974 J.P. Bourke Korsar
1975/78 No Award
1979 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1980 J. Wolfe Deerhound
1981 No Award
1983 K. & C. Martin Estrellita
1984 No Award

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
2002 J. Gore-Grimes Arctic Fern

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. & P.M. Purcell Clyde Race

1951 Minx of Malham B. Maguire Clyde Race

1952 Viking 0 Col Hollwey Clyde Race
1953 Flying Fox F.W. Brownlee Beaumaris-Week

1954 Flying Fox F.W. Brownlee Clyde Race
1955 Glance EC. Hopkirk Puffin Sound Race

1957 Severn H D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
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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 Cuna 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
1968 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1969 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
1970 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Cowes/Cork Race
1971 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
1972 Tritsch-Tratsch O. Glaser Irish Sea Race
1973 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
1974 Assidious C. Love (lst ICC Boat)
1975 Dictator D.M. Irwin Morecombe Bay
1976 Tam O’Shanter J.C. Butler Irish Sea Race
1977 Red Rock II1 O. Glaser Morecombe Bay
1978 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1979 Korsar R.E. Mollard Morecombe Bay
1980 Standfast H.B. Sisk Morecombe Bay
1981 Bandersnatch

of Howth R. Courtney Morecombe Bay
1982 Joggernaught D.J. Morrissey Irish Sea Race
1983 Imp H.B. Sisk Morecombe Bay
1984 Little Egypt R.B. Lovegrove Irish Sea Race
1985 Demelza N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
1986 Rob Roy N. Reilly Irish Sea Race
1987 Demelea N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
1988 Red Velvet M. O’Rahilly Irish Sea Race
1989 Comanche Raider N. Reilly Irish Sea Race
1990 Woodchester

Challenge        H.R. Gomes Round Ireland
1991 Findabar of Howth P. Jameson Round Ireland

From 1993 Awarded by the Eastern Area Committee

1993 P. Hogan Circumnavigation of the Globe
1994 Brendan Bradley    Brittany Rally Organiser
1995 Barbara Fox-Mills Distributor of Publications
1996 Evelyn O’Gallagher Sailing Directions
1998 Bruce Lyster Tall Ships Committee Chairman
1999 Susan & Peter Grey Pacific cruising
2000 Arthur Orr ICC Publications
2001 Mungo Park Sailing into his 80s
2002 Cormac McHenry Holland to Dun Laoghaire

TRANS OCEANIC PENNANT

Auchincloss, Les
Barnes, Sean
Barry, Paddy
Bradley, Brendan
Bramwell, Barry
Bunting, Peter
Cahill, Bernie
Cahill, James
Chapman, Colin
Coffey, Jack
Coleman, Michael
Corbally, Bernard
Cudmore, Ronald
Glaser, Otto
Gore-Grimes, John
Gray, Peter
Gray, Susan
Greer, Perry
Hogan, Peter

King, Heather
Leonard, Alan
McBride, Davy
McClement, Donal
McHenry, Cormac
Mullins, Peter
Nicholson, David
O’Farrell, Kevin
O’Flaherty, Michael
Osmundsvaag, Harry
du Plessis, Hugo
Smullen, Brian
Smyth, William
Snell, Michael
Virden, Jonathan
Whelan, Michael J.
Whelan, Pat
White, Lawrence

THE GULL SALVER

Awarded for the highest placed Irish boat in the Fastnet Race.
Year Winner Yacht
1995 Donal Morrisey Joggernaut
1998 No Award
1999 No Award
2000 No Award
2001 Denis Doyle Moonduster
2002 No Award

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
2002 No Award

THE WILD GOOSE CUP

Awarded at the adjudicators discretion for a log of literary merit
Year Winner Yacht
1995 Robert Ban" 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
2002 Peter Fernie

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
2002 Dave Fitzgerald

BEST DUNN’S DITTY AWARD

2001 Brendan Travers
2002 Wallace Clarke
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* Denotes an Honorary Member. The year in which the honorary membership was conferred is shown in brackets.

# Denotes a Senior Member.

t Denotes Committee and officers.

Corrected to 20th October 2002.

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

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Adair, Stanton S, 2002 (Patricia)
Adams, Peter J., 1970 (Gillian)
Ahem, Michael J., 1990 (Ronnie)
Anderson, Terry S., 1991 (Maureen)

Andrews, Dianne M H, 1988 (Tom)
Andrews, Tom M, 1988 (Dianne)
Aplin, Roger, 1972 (Jane)
Aston, Alan, 1997 (Irene)
Auchincloss, Leslie, 1992 (Marie)

T Baker+ Arthur R.,
Commodore 1CC, 1990 (Marjorie)

* Baker, Marjorie, (Arthur)
Ballagh, John B. 1998 (Rosemary)
Balmforth, Alison, 2000 (Michael)
Balmforth, Michael B., 1966 (Alison)
Barnes, Seam 1998 (Brioni)
Barnwell, Henry, 1990 (Ivy)

Barnwell, Ivy, 1990 (Henry)
Barr, Hazel, 1971 (Ronnie)

! Barr, R.G.M., 1973 (Hazel)
# Barr, Robert, 1969 (Mary)

Barrington, Desmond J., 1983 (Helen)
Barry, Frederick, 1990 (Elaine)

* Barry, Mary, 1986 (Paddy)
Barry, Paddy, (Mary)

Hon. Editor ICC Annual, 1984
Barry, Tim, 2001 (Judie)
Beach, John S., 1992 (Simone)
Beattie, David, 1999 (Mary)
Beck, Horace E, 1963 (-)
Beime, Ronan M., 1975 (Sheila)
Bell, Adrian, 1996 (Maeve)
Bell. J. Alan, 1994 (Gillian)
Bell, Maeve, 1996 (Adrian)
Black, Brian, 1981 (Lesley)

Bohane+ Liam A.. 1990 (-)
# Bourke, J. Roger, 1940 (Normal

Bourke, John R, 1965 (Margaret)
Bourke, Dr. Michael Paget, 1975 (-)
Bourke, Philip, 1983 (Ann)
Boyd, Kenneth M., 1987 (Hilary)
Boyle, Harold C. 2002 (Vivienne)

t Bradley, Brendan, 1980 (Pamela)

Brady, William, 1985 (-)
Branagan, Michael, 1989 (-)
Branigan, Brenda, 1990 (Pat/
Branigan, Patrick M.C., 1982 (Brenda)

* Brazil, Clare, (1993) (Donal)
T Brazil, Donal E, 1990 (Clare)

Breathnach, M~iire, 1997 (-)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Villa Le Bas, 62 Ballyhohne Road, Bangor, Co Down BT20 5LA. (028 912 70998/Office:
Elm House, Mannamead Avenue, Mannamead, Plymouth, Devon PL3 4SP. (01752 269705)
Belmont. Rochestown, Co Cork. 1021 4363092/Office: 021 4295011 )
37 Bayview Road, Killinchy, Newtownards. Co Down, BT23 6TW

(028 9754 1625/Office: 028 9045 1541)
Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co Down, BT23 5NP. (028 9187 2233)
Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co Down, BT23 5NP. (028 9187 2233)
Rnmanesca, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co Dublin. (280 0434/Office: 475 6426)
1 Marino Station Rd., Holywood, Co Down, BT18 OAH. (028 9042 6497)
Beau Manoir, Rue des Maindonnaux, St. Martin, Guernsey GY4 6AH. (1481 39840)

Shournagh Lodge, Carrigrohane, Co Cork. (021 487 0031)
Shournagb Lodge, Carrigrohane, Co Cork. (021 4870031 )
"Camelot", 19 Seafront Road, Cultra, Co Down BT18 0BB. f028 9042 8335)
Westgate, Toward by Dunoon, Argyll, Scotland PA23 7UA. (01369 87027 l/Office: 01369 870251)
Westgate, Toward, Dunoon, Argyll, PA23 7UA. (01369 87027 l/Office: 01369 870251)
Lynwood, Cunningham Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 8088)
Menapia, Sflchester Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 6254)
Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 6254)
60 Tnllynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 4TB. (028 9181 3369)
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 4TB. (028 9181 3369/Office: 028 9181 3369)
Heather Lodge, Kenymount Avenue. Foxrock, Dublin 18. (289 3269)
37 Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 5732)
59 Nutley Road, Donnybrook, Dublin 4.
21 Belgrave Road, Monkstowm Co Dublin. (280 0820)

21 Belgrave Road, Monkstown. Co Dublin. (280 0820)
lnnishannon House, Innishannon, Co Cork. (021 477 5333)
Ballydugan House, Downpatrick, Co Down BT30 8HA. (028 446 12048)
Woodstock, Marlborough Road, Glenageary, Co Dublin. ( 280 2050/Office: 662 5222)
Ripton Middlebury, Vermont, 0766, USA.
5 Doonanore Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (284 0759/Office: 867 1888)
1 The Drive, Richmond Park, Belfast BT9 5EG. (028 9066 8435/Office: 028 9066 7914)
The Coach House, 1A Carnathen Lane, Donaghadee, Co Down BT21 0EH. (028 9188 8949)
1 The Drive, Richmond Park, Belfast BT9 5EG. (028 9066 8435/Office: 028 9067 2488)
137 Shore Road, Strangford, Co Down BT30 7NE (028 4488 1678/Office: 028 9026 2000)
M C O’Sullivan & Co, Section 2 Site Office, Laughil, Craughwell, Co Galway.
Corbiere, Ashbourne Avenue, S. C. Road, Limerick. (061 300671 )
Parkwood, Carrickbrennan Rd., Monkstown, Co Dublin. (280 1657)
Linden, Brighton Rd, Foxrock, Dublin 18. (289 2133)
Avon Wood, Avoca Avenue, B lackrock, Co Dublin. (288 7491)
Coolbeg, 23 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co Down, BTI 8 0BB. (028 9042 4422)
59 Malone Heights, Belfast, BT9 5PG. (028 90 610896)
Blue Rock, Killough, Kilmacanogue, Co Wicklow. (286 9645)
Mahonville, Castle Road, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4357963/Office: 02I 4270917)
14 Blackberry Rise. Portmarnock, Co Dublin. (846 2554)
Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Dublin 18. (295 6273/Office: 896106)
Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Dublin 18. (295 6273)
Killard, John’s Hill, Watefford. (05I 875636)
Killard, John’s Hill, Watefford. (051 875636)
4 Gate Lodge, Castle Road, Blackrock, Cork. (021 435 7753)

NAME OF YACHT

Valhalla
Modus Vtvendi

Rosemarie of Cuan (PO)

High Jinx (PO)
High Jinx (PO)

Pass( Partout
Golden Nomad

Irish Mist I

Simon den Danseer
Greenheart (PO)

Greenheart
Cu Two

Hylasia (PO)
Hylasia (PO)

Maimoune
Maimoune

Aven

Ar Seachrdn

Daedalus
Celtic Rival (PO)

Schollevaer & Aeolus (PO)
J’ablesse
Swallow

Realm (PO)

Realm (PO)
Caelan of Strangford

Nina
lduna

Hobo Six (PO)

Fiacra
Nimrod of down (PO)

Gentle Spirit

Maximizar (PO)
Maximizar (PO)

Ruinette (PO)Kilpatrick (PO)
Swoosh

140



NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Brogan, Dr. Michael, 1997 (Laura)
* Brooke, David D,

Hon. Sec. RCC, 2000 (2000)
! Bruen, J. Chris,, 1990 (Maureen)

Bryce, Robert G., 1969 (-)
Bunting, Christopher J., 1986 (Claire)
Bunting, Peter J., 1962 (Elaine)
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, James J, 1978 (Katherine)
Casey, Noel, 2001 (Mary)
Cassidy, Brendan, 1982 (-)
Cassidy, Liana, 1978 (Vera)
Chapman, Colin A., 1989 (Jeanne)
Clapham, John E, 1965 (Rosie)

# Clark, Wallace, M.B.E., D.L.,
1951 (June)

Clarke, Deirdre, 2002 (-)
Clarke, Eileen, 2002 (Tony)
Clarke, Tony,

Rear Commodore, 1985 (Eileen)
Clementson, Ann, 1969 (John)
Clementson, John, 1997 (Ann)
Clifford, Thomas E, 1988 (-)
Clow, John W., 1991 (Joan)
Coad, Brian P., 1982 (Daphne)
Coad, Geoffrey, 1991 (Catherine)
Coleman, Michael C., 1988 (Eileen)
Colfer, Bill, 1999 (-)
Collins, Michael D., 1975 (-)
Condon, 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 Islandreagh, Lord,

O.B.E.,D.L., 19
Cooper, Paul D., 1983 (-)
Corbally, Bernard H. C., 1984 (Erica)
Costello, Walter E, 1980 (-)
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, "12 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, Dr. Harold, 1956 (Mary)
Cudmore, Harold Jnr, 1959 (Lauren)
Cudmore, Dr John, 1977 (Aideen)
Cudmore, Justin R, 1966 (Kate)
Cudmore, Mary, 1970 (Harry)
Cudmore, Peter E, 1966 (Claire)
Cudmore, Ronald, 1964 (Anne)
Cullen, Maurice, 1971 (Elizabeth)
Cullen, Peter C., 1999 (Kerri)
Cullen, Stephen, 2001 (Maryvonne)
Culleton, Peter, 1990 (-)
Cunnane, Jarlath J, 1988 (Madeline)
Cunningham, Dr John, 1998 (Patricia)
Currie, John D., 1985 (Wendy)
Curtain, Dr. W. Andrew, 1971 (Helen)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Doctor’s Road, Ballyhaunis, Co Mayo. (0907 30992/Office: 0907 30016)

Whitehouse Barn, Hangram Lane, Sheffield S 11 7TQ.
Calypso, Fairy Hill, Monkstown, Co Cork. (021 4863510)
St. Benedicts, Thormanby Road, Baily, Co Dublin. ( 832 2829)
27 Sheep Cottages, Amersham Road, Little Chalfont, Bucks. HP6 6SW. (01494 762907)
Keeper’s House, West Tytherley, Salisbury, SP5 1LY. (01794 341521)
274 Seacliff Rd, Bangor, Co Down BT20 5HS. (028 9146 5066/Office: 028 9032 6881)
32 Oakley Grove, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (288 4393)
Kingston Farm, Kilternan, Co Dublin. (295 5166/Office: 628 20238)
Sunnydale, 4 Nugent Road, Churchtown, Dublin 14. (298 1951)
Lismoyle, Coast Road, Malahide, Co Dublin. (845 0498)
Ellison St, Castlebar, Co Mayo. (094 25500)
19 Rostrevor Road, Rathgar, Dublin 6. (497 961 I/Office: 604 2977)
Dunluce, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13. ( 832 2254)
5 St. Helens North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co Dublin. (280 3717)
The Old Rectory, Comeragh, Kilmacthomas, Co Waterford. (051 291166/Office: 051 875855)
Mertoun, Cliffside Road, Torquay, Devon TQ1 3LB. (01803 324726/Office: 01803 297337)

Gorteade Cottage, 115 Kilrea Road, Upperlands, Co Derry, BT46 5SB. (028 7964 2737)
Friarstown, Ballyclough, Co Limerick. (061 229035/Office: 087 836 0775)
Friarstown, Ballyclough, Co Limerick. (061 229035)

Friarstown, Ballyclough, Co Limerick. (061 229035/Office: 061 414852)
Ballyreagh, Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 8SN. (028 9181 2310)
Ballyreagh, 84 Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 8SN. (028 9181 2310)
The Kerries, Tralee, Co Kerry.
Mid Linthills, Lochwinnoch, Renfrewshire, Scotland, PA 12 4DL. (01505 842881)
Noreville, Inistioge, Co Kilkenny. (056 58417)
Pine Cottage, Ballinakill, Dunmore Road, Waterford. (051 87565 I)
Mount Cannel, High Road, Rushbrooke, Cobh, Co Cork. (021 4811397)
Grangecon Demesne, Grangecon, Co Wicklow. (045 403212)
"Inniskeel", Quill Road, Kilmacanogue, Co Wicklow. (286 8109)
Montana, Crab Lane, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4294165/Office: 021 4543102)
11 Shrewsbury Lawn, Cabinteely, Dublin 18. (282 2042)
Unit 14, Kinsealy Business Park, Malahide, Co Dublin. (087 255 4013)
Windrnsh, Killiney Road, Co Dublin. (285 1870)
Salia, Dublin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 2348)
Fortal, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 5797/Office: 667 0685)

Islandreagh House, Dunadry, Co Antrim, BT41 2HE
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)
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)
47 Lindville, B lackrock Road, Cork. (021 4916747/Office: 021 432 2444)
Aghowle Upper, Ashford, Co Wicklow. (0404 49925)
"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)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 4293016)
4 Queen’s Road, Cowes, Isle of Wight, PO31 8BQ. (1983 280466)
6 The Garden Village, Talbots Inch, Kilkenny. (056 65838)
Southcourt, South Douglas Road, Cork. (021 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. (0404 49925)
"Grianblah", Palmerston Park, Dublin 6. (497 7002)
Tedburn, Claremont Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 2774/Office: 230 0711)
5 Montevella, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (285 6906/Office: 086 243 5450)
9 Lavista Avenue, Sutton, Dublin 13. (833 6586/Office: 087 205 4620)
"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)

NAME OF YACHT

Mac Duach

Somethin’ Brewin ’

Gauntlet (PO)
Leemara of Howth (PO)

Moonshine
Growltiger

Alphida of Howth
Ricjak

Sea Gull (PO)
Deerhound

Tresillian 1V

Agivey

Velella
Faustina H (PO)
Faustina H (PO)

Capercaillie
Blackjack

Touchstone
Stella Maris

Sirikit Ill (PO)

De~hm
Kuma~e

Sandy Ways

Misaja

Beowulf (PO)

Setanta
Oona

Buskateer
Alannah

Euphanzel

Excuse Me
La Lagune (PO)

Koala (PO)
Serifa of Cork

Ann Again
Kanga

Ann Again

Silver Slipper

Toirse

Oneiro

Koala (PO)
Feeric

Lir
Daydream (PO)

Carna
Pilgrim Soul
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Curtin, J. Leonard, 1993 (Mary)
# D’Alton, Michael M. A., 1956 (-)

d’Esterre Roberts, R. Grattan, 1989
(Maire

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, I. 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,
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., St, 19911

(Andrena)
Duggan, John P., 1986 (-)

# Dunn, Aidan, 1963 (-)
Dunphy, T. Austin, 1990 (-1
Dwyer, David M., 1993 (-)
Dwyer, Kevin F., 1966 (Fiona)
Dyke, Stanley W., 1965 (-)
England, Liz, 1967 (Fred)
Ennis, Francis, 2002 (Orla)
Escott, William P., 1980 (Pat)
Espey, Fred J. K., 1978 (-)
Eves, Alastair R. W., 1984 (Janet)
Eves, E Maitland, M.B.E., 1967 (Eva)
Eves, Jeremy R. E, 1975 (Heather)
Eves, Roland E., 1982 (Elizabeth)

* Fairley, Peter,
Commodore CCC, (2002) (Diana)

Fannin, Robert J., 1981 (-)
Fasenfeld, George, 1997 (-)
Faulkner, Sir Dennis J., CB.E.,D.L..

1960
Fergus, Sean G., 1985 (Karen)
Fernie, Peter J, 2002 (Louise)
Fielding, Christine M., 1971

(Raymond)
Fielding, Dr. Raymond J., 1956

(Christine)
Fisher, J.D.F., 1969 (Susan)
Fitzgerald, Aodhan, 2001 (-I

# FitzGerald, C. J., 1944 (-)
! FitzGerald, David H. B., 1966 (Jean)

FitzGerald, Grainne, 1993 (Chris)
Fitzgerald, Jack J., 1986 (-)
Fitzpatrick, Thomas I., 1985 (Mary)
Flanagan, Dr. Jack, 1980 (Eta)
Fletcher, Gillian, 1996 (-)
Flood, Sean, 1994 (Joan)
Flowers, Maurice H., 1983 (-)
Foote, Thomas S., 1996 (Hilary)
Forde, John B., 1990 (-)
Fowler, Robert J., 1969 (Tiggy)
Freeman, F. David, 1986 (Valerie)
Gallagher, Benignus N., 1980 (Mary)
Gallagher, Dr. Jack, 1992 (Meg)
Gallagher, Patrick, 2000 (Kathleen)
Garrard, Natascha, 1990 (Simon)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Springmount, Carrigrohane, Co Cork. (021 4871508/Office: 021 4545222)
Kilda Lodge, St. George’s Ave., Killiney, Co Dublin.

Riverwood, Currabinny, Co Cork. (021 4374444/Office: 021 4378383)

89 Rockport Shores, Rockporl, 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 Gtenmachan 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, Baily, Co Dublin. (839 3634)
lnwood, South Strand, Skerries, Co Dublin. (849 1326)
4 Vernon Park, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 4PH. ((/28 9146 1410)
Redboy, Blessington, Co Wicklow. (/)45 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, Dumas, Co Cork.
BoothilI, Durrus, Co Cork.
Greenstones Hall, Glandore, Co Cork. (028 3327 I/Office: 087 280 7186)
Drisoge, Baily, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 1709/Office: 830 9533)
C/o D.E 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, BTI9 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 842
Green Ivies, Thormanby Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 3287/Office: 817 1650)
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 8923)
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 1TS. (028 9185 3680)

Armdale, Rhu, Scotland G84 8NE. (01436 820398)
48 Lodore Road, Fishponds, Bristol BS 16 2DH
3 Elgin Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4. (660 9488/Office: 660 3255)

Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co Down, BT23 6TU. (028 9754 1114)
"Abbingdon", 56 Grosvenor Road, Rathgar, Dublin 6. (496 5653/Office: 685777)
Tawin Island, Maree, Oranmore, Galway. (091 794350/Office: 091 790693)

Skellig, Monkstown. Co Cork. (1)21 484 1428)

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, Dmmcondra, Dublin 9. (087 418 7190/Office: 490 409 7007)
27 Hyde Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin. (285 0490)
Kincora, Deerpark, Howth Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 5554/Office: 660 9566)
70ffington Avenue, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 5277)
I2 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)
"The Moorings", Tonabrocky, Bushy Park, Galway. (091 522833)
Ehrfford, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork. (02I 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)
Weir House, Woodstown, Co Waterford.
Seskin West, Bantry, Co Cork. (027 50128/Office: 028 28400)
The Shack, Baily, Co Dublin. (833 3670)

NAME OF YACHT

Karena
Siamsa (PO)

Hafod (PO)
Boru

Wave Dancer
Jacana

Jacana

Moonshadow

Tertia of Lymington
Coco

Mischief

Rambler
Moonstruck

Freya

Knight Hawke
Samharcin an lar

Rathlin

Eblana

Ewdution H (PO)
Medi-Mode (PO)

One Timee
Jokers Wild

Wheesht
Hibernia (PO)

Zamfa
Cephas

Lutanda

Wild Bird

Kariat
Estrellita

Nomad (PO)

Nomad (PO)

Mandalay
White Heather

Mountain Mist (PO)

Ooojum

Rockabill III (PO)

Rhapsody
No Sense

Picnic
Roaring Water

Trilogy
Twocan
Sparkle

Ruinette (PO) & Natian (PO)
Muirneog
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Geldof, Robert, 1968 (-)
Gibson, Richard Y., 1992 (Sue)
Gillespie, Dr. Peter J., 1993 (-)
Gilmore, Dr. W. R., 1985 (-)
Glaser, Dr. Otto E., 1972 (Patricia)
Gleadhill, Diana, 1996 (-)
Glentoran, Lord T. Robin V.,

C.B.E.,D.L., I
# 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

(Katharine)
* Gore-Grimes, John, 1973 (1990)

(Katie)
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, Nell, 1990 (Angela)
Hegarty, Paul M, 2002 (Nuala)

# 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 F., 1952 (-)
Hosford, W. K., 1974 (-)
Hughes, John W, 2002 (Helga)

# Hunt, C. K., 1963 (Poppy)
Hutcheson, Thomas C., 1990 (-)
Hutchinson, Alan, 1991 (Maureen)
Hutchinson, William R., 1969 (-)
Irvine, Terry, 2002 (Yvonne)
Irwin, John, 1982 (Diane)
Jameson, Kieran J, 1998 (Daire)
Johnson, Terence C., 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)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

18 Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 42633)
Kimberley, Camden Road, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831408/Office: 021 4831505)
4 Demesne Gate, Salntfield, Co Down, BT24 7BE. (028 9751 0779)
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/Office: 021 4274236)
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co Down. (028 4278 8365)
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co Down. (028 4278 8365)
Ardkilly House, Sandycove, Kinsale, Co Cork. (021 4772390/Office: 021 4772300)

Roxboro, Baily, Co Dublin. (832 2449/Office: 872 9299)

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)
The Cider House, Belmont Farm, Hatch Beauchamp, Taunton, Somerset TA3 6AA.

(Tel/Fax: 0183-480877)
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)
15 Carrick Manor, Carrickbrennan Road, Monkstown, Co Dublin.
Stone Cottage, Claremont Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 2258)
Caimgorm, Old Carrickbrack Road, Baily, Dublin 13. (832 3421)
Cairngorm, Old Carrickbrack Road, B ally, Dublin 13. (832 3421)
30 Offington Drive, Sutton, Dublin 13. (832 4080/Office: 649 2000)
6 North Mall, Cork. (021 4397191/Office: 021 4962027)
38 Henry Street, Cork. (021 425 4493/Office: 021 455 0322)

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 Falryfield, Parteen, Co Clare. (061 340831/Office: 061 361757)
Westwind, Raheen, Arldow, Co Wicldow. (0402 39804)
Rockcliff House, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4291009)
1 Rannoch Road, Holywood, Co Down BT18 0NA. (028 90 42 4640/Office: 028 90 79 9393)
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.
23 Seskin Avenue, Straid, Ballyclare, Co Antrim BT39 9LG. (028 93 352109)
Villa La Mesta, Impasse des Mesanges, Route Notre Dame, 06330 Roquefort les Pins, France

23 Harbour View, Howth, Co Dublin. (839 0649)
Frazerbank, Strathmore Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 1439)
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 Wicldow. (287 2476)
Kaduna, Maryborough Hill, Douglas, Cork. (021 4893560/Office: 021 4274461 )
Burren, Kilbrittan, Co Cork. (023 46891)
55 Wyvem, 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. (021 437 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 1426)
2 Brandon Lodge, Mount Ovel, Rochestown, Cork. (021 436 1860)
Caragh, Gordon Avenue, Foxrock, Co Dublin.
Littlefield, Glencullen Road, Kilteman, Co Dublin. (294 2053/Office: 618 2400)

NAME OF YACHT

Rockwell Salamander

Cara of Quoile

Tritsch- Tratsch IV

Wizard
Elixer

Ain Mara

Bonanza

Arctic Fern
Waxwing (PO)
Waxwing (PO)

Big Boots

Hera
Alakush

Papageno

Baily of Howth

Aeolus

Fidem I11
Saoirse of Cork

Harklow
Oleander of Howth (PO)
Oleander of Howth (PO)

Beagle

Juffra

Nancy

Doran Glas

Tieveara
Suaeda

Stealaway
Dundrum

Changeling (PO)
Nyabo

Trininga
Sirikit III

Voyageuse
Xanadu ( P O )
Elysium (PO)

Rafiki (PO)
Rafiki (PO)

Jura (PO)

Imagine
Icarus of Cuan

Tosca V

Tam O’Shanter
Flica

Merette
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Kilgrew, Cyril L., 1995 (Ann)
Kilkenny, Joseph A., 1971 (-)

* Killen, Beverley, 2001 (Peter)
! Killen, Peter R., 1994 (Beverly)

Rear Commodore, Kilroy,
Howard E., 1989 (-)

King, Heather R., 1989 (-)
* King, Cdr W., DSO*DSC. RN. Retd.,

(1987) (
Kirby, Tom, 1971 (Eileen)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Rushanes, Glandore, Co Cork. (028 33446)
The Hatch, Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 3442)
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, Clogheen, Clonakilty, Co Cork. (023 33553/Office: 023 33240)

Knatchbull, Michael W., 1986 (Rhona) Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 1420)
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 Uoann)
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)
Lovett, Raymond, 20(/2 (Mary)
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, Hon. Treasurer,

1999 (Hea
* MacManus, Heather, (2002) (Brian)

Magee, John R., 1990 (Mary Lou)
Magennis, Connla, 1975 (Geraldine)
Malcolm, John, 1991 (-)
Malone, Anne, 1990 (-)
Malone, John, 2000 (-)
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 (Susan)
Massey, Nicholas W., 1980 (-)
Maxwell, Cdr. RN J. David, 1982

(Carolyn)
McAnaney, Eugene, 1975 (-)
McAuley, E D., MCh. D.O.M.S.,

1961 (-)
McAuliffe, Philip, 2001 (Sheila)
McBride, Edward D., 1970 (-)
McCann, Jack, 1999 (Moya)
McCarter, Andy, 2000 (Paddy)
McCarthy, Francis, 1985 (Fionnuala)
McCleave, Derek, 1998 (Gillian)

! McClement, Donal J., 1983 (-)

McConnell, John H., 1965 (-)
# McConnell, Maimie T., 1959 (-)

McConnell, Stafford C., 197 I
(Mariana)

McCormack, Paget J., 1991 (Andrea)
McConnack, Sean, 1990 (-)
McElligott, Liam, 2002 (Anne)

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 Sutherland Avenue, Jacobs Well, Guildford, Surrey, GU4 7QX. (01483 539876)
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)
17 Wellington Place, 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)
Southcliffe, Lovers Walk, Montenotte, Cork. (021 450 0797/Office: 021 427 1971)
16 SIievemoyne 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)
Analore House, St. Nessans Road, Dooradoyle, Limerick. (061227778/Office: 061 400620)

Shelmalier, Victoria Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (284 7724/Office: 603 5360)
Shelmalier, Victoria Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin. (284 7724)
c/o James Cahill, Ellison Street, 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, CB11 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)
18 Harbour View, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2906/Office: 086 264 8251 )
237 Seapark, Malahide, Co Dublin. (845 2003/Office: 087 255 1345)
3, The Ticket, Hainault Road, 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: 822 0329)
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)
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)

Killaloe, Co Clare. (061 376908)
24 Booterstown Avenue, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (288 4382/Office: 872 5566)
15 The Avenue, Woodpark, Ballinteer, Dublin 16. (298 4120/Office: 836 4399)
6 Monaskeha, Clonlara, Co Clare. (061 354194/Office: 061 316833)

NAME OF YACHT

Juno
Moonshadow (PO)

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 & Jipp
Lady Avilon (PO)

Belladonna
Kittiwake IV

lonion
Melisande (PO)

Caprice

Eoin Rua

lnfini~

Sea Fox
Starfire

Chardonnay
Lindos

Final Fling
Jaded

New Moon

Virago of Strang(ord (PO)

Mary Lee
Gwili 3

Atlantic Islander
Kirmew

Kala

Marula
Saki

Marie Claire H
Zarinda
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

McFerran, Nell V, 1965 (-) 65 Marlborough Pk S, Belfast BT9 6HS. (02890 667208/Office: 02890 272115)
McGonagle, Barbara, 1981 (-) Carrigoona, Ceanchor Road, Baily, Co. Dublin. (832 2823)
McHenry, Barbara, (1993) (Cormac) 8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14. (288 4733)
McHenry, Corrnac P.,

Hon. Sec. ICC, 1980 (B 8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14. (288 4733)
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, F. Gerald, 1986 (-)
McMullen, Colin P., 1975 (Alison)
Meade, Eamon, 1992 (Olivia)
Meagher, Niall, 1992 (-)

# Mellon, D. E., M.D., 1947 (-)
Menton, James E, 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)
# Morehead, R., 1950 (-)

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, Corrbridge, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 4042)
Avenue Cottage, Old Court, Downpatrick, Co Down BT30 7NG. (028 4488 1356)
39 Victoria Road, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5ER. (028 9147 2826)
31 Oakdene, Ballinclea Road, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 2630/Office: 289 3941)
Fiddown, Piltown, Co Kilkenny. (051 64331 l/Office: 051 855034)
Gleann na Greine, Naas, Co Kildare. (045 897728)
Glaslaken, Bunclody, Co Wexford. (054 76103)
Tuskarville, Ballylucas, Ballymurn, Co Wexford. (053 38965/Office: 086 251 9066)
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)
2 Castlehill Road, Belfast, BT4 3GL. (028 90656051/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)
5 The Rookery, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co Down BT23 6SY. (028 9754 2433)
Stephen House, Stephen Street, Sligo. (071 42886)
Ballylug, Rathdrum, Co Wicklow. (0404 45164)
Leeward, Marina, Blackrock, Cork. (021 4357714)

NAME OF YACHT

Whitefire

Island Life
Siolta

Carragheen
Rapparee H

Zubenubi(PO)
Salar

Anolis

Mouflon
Zuben’ubi(PO)

Caranja

Family’s Pride

Narnia

P~it(PO)

Morrison, Hugh F., 1997 (Sue)
# Morrison, R. fan, 1957 (Sue)

Morrissy, Donal, 1982 (Brenda)
Morrow, Ian, 2002 (Helen)
Morton, Admiral Sir Anthony

G.B.E., K.C.
Mulhern, James, 1958 (-)
Mullins, Peter J. D., 1971 (-)
Nairn, George E., 1980 (Peggy)
Nairn, W Smart, 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’Carroll, Cormac, 2002 (Frances)
O’Connor, Daniel, 1971 (-)
O’Connor, Gilbert J., 1987 (Hilda)
O’Connor, Patrick, 1996 (Christine)
O’Donoghue, Dr. R. F., 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’Flaherty, Michael P., 1968 (-)
O’Flynn, Dominick, 1990 (Mary)
O’Gallagher, Malachi, 1968 (Evelyn)
O’Hanlon, Andrew, 1969 (-)

* O’Hanlon, Barbara, M.D.,
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)

"Ambleburn", Broom Rd., Newton Meams, 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 (PO) & Rebound (PO)

7 Killaire Close, Carnalea, Bangor, Co Down BT19 1FW. (028 914 68576) Magdaleyne

Flat 6, Amhurst, 90 St. Cross Road, Winchester, Hants SO23 9PX. (01962 56393)
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. (021 483 1859)
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. (028 91 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. (490 773 l/Office: 497 9423)
"Cashelbeg", Laurel Walk, Bandon, Co Cork. (023 43077)
Duncan, Holly Mount, Lee Road, Cork. (021 430 0189/Office: 021 428 4276)
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)
Leaves of Grass, Point Road, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 483 1052)
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)

LamoFna

Maximum ( P O )
White Shadow

Scilla Verna (PO)
Witchcraft of Howth (PO)

Live Wire
Brandon Rose

Phoenix
Leprechaun

Freycinet
Pegasus

Cuchu~in

Fastnet Dancer
Cuilaun (PO)

Cavatina
Tivoli

The Mews, 8 St. James Terrace, Clonskeagh Road, Dublin 6. (269 8560)
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)

Zux

Irish Mist

Clarebelle
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

O’Morchoe, The David N. C., 1981
(Madam Ma

O’Neill, J. Russell, 1964 (-)
O’Rahilly, Dr. Michael, 1979 (Frances)
O’Riain, Gearoid, 2001 (-)
O’Sullivan, Jeremiah, 1964 (-7
O’Sullivan, Patrick J. E, 1984 (Phyllis)
O’Tierney, Dr. Donal, 1986 (Win)
O’Toole, Dr. Ray, 1996 (Valerie)
Orr, Arthur S. E, VRD* DL FRIN,

1970 (Jan
Osborne, James R., 1974 (-7

# Osterberg, Paul, 1949 (Valerie)
! Park, Dr. David S., 1969 (Hilary)
# Park, J. Mungo, M.B.E., i955

(Amanda)
Park, Jonathon S., 1987 (Deborah)
Payne, J. Somers, 1969 (Eithne)
Pearson, Alan J., 1983 (Claire)

# Pearson, J. D., 1950 (-7
Pendleton, Robert, 2001 (Emily)
Petch, John A., 1987 (Libb)
Phelan, Joe, 2002 (Trish)

* Pilling, J. Ross Jnr., 1987 (1996) (-)
Prendeville, Neff J., 1990 (Felicity)
Pritchard, Maura G.M., 1966

(Marshall)
Pritchard, E Marshall, 1966 (Maura)
Ralston, George L. D., 1986 (Lynne)
Rea, Bill, 1977 (Eithne)
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, Vice Commodore.

1967 (Ev
Rountree, Alan H., 1995 (Bernie)
Russell, John E, 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 (Sbeila-May)
Sheehy, Edward J, 1998 (Eileen)
Sheil, David J., 1985 (Nell)
Sheil, Leonard Jnr., 1988 (-)
Sheil, Leonard, 1968 (Hazel)

# Sheppard, Lt. Comm. Thomas,
RN (Retd), 19

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 E, 1968 (-)
Smullen, John A., 1987 (-)

# Smullen, John D., 1961 (Helen)
Smyth, Douglas D, O.B.E., 2002

(Lillian)
Smyth, Francis G., 1979 (-)
Smyth, N. Louis, 1983 (-)

# Smyth, William A., 1960 (-)
Somerville, R. Andrew, 1980 (Susan)
Somerville, Sue M., 1989 (Andrew)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT

Ardgarry, Gorey, Co Wexford. (055 21803)
59 Warren Road, Donaghadee. Co Down, BT21 0PQ. (028 9188 8609/Office: 028 9188 8088)
38 Dornden Park, Blackrock, Co Dublin. (269 5285)
82 Glenageary Avenue, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (087 649 3719/Office: 609 9909)
Doire Loin, Clogherbrien, Tralee, Co Kerry. (066 718 1084)
Castle Demesne House, Ivy Terrace, Tralee, Co Kerry. (066 7121434/Office: 066 7121522)
41 Seaview, Warrenpoint, Co Down, BT34 3NJ. (028 4177 3630)
Corcullen, Galway. (091 555168/Office: 091 524222)

Miss Molly of Hamble
Mystery

Askari

Aoife (PO)

Evergreen, 11 Old Holywood Road, Belfast, BT4 2HJ. (028 9076 3601)
Glenbrook, Enniskerry, Co Wicklow. (286 3509)
The Old Manse, Hillsborough, Co Down, BT26 6HW. (028 9268 2226)
Yew Cottage, 34a Carrowdore Road, Greyabbey, Newtownards, BT22 2LX. (028 4278 8625)

Hibernia (PO)
Bibi
Alys

Carraig Breac Lodge, Baily, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2210)
8 Old Station Road, Holywood, Co Down, BTI8 0BX. (028 9042 1938)

4 Camden Terrace, Crosshaven, Co Cork. (021 4831128)
35 Offington Park, Sutton, Dublin 13. (/Office: 830 7727)
Craig Lodge, C1aremont Road, Howth, Co Dublin. (832 2276)
Winterwheat, Margaretstown, Skerries, Co Dublin. (849 4419/Office: 087 27157777
Seaview Farm, Kilbrittain, Co Cork. (023 49610)
33 Strand Road, Baldoyle, Dublin 13. (832 3876)
14(10 Waverley Road, Apt. A, Gladwyne, PA 19035, USA.
73 Clevedon, Lower Kilmoney Rd, Carrigaline, Co Cork. (021 4375219/Office: 021 43282

Twiga

Halloween

Seadrifter

Skua

The Coach House, 36 Craigdarragh Road, Helen’s Bay, Co Down, BT19 IUA. (028 9185 2237) Lady Jane (PO)
The Coach House, 36 Craigdarragh Road, Helen’s Bay, Co Down, BT19 IUA. (028 9185 2237) 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
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 BalIinclea Heights, Killiney, Co Dublin. (285 4352)
22 Dumyat Drive, Falkirk, Scotland FK1 5PD. (01324 624430) Jomora
l 13 Lakelands Close, Stillorgan, Co Dublin. (288 6437/Office: 6609155) Happy Return
The Shepherd’s House. 72 Whinney Hill, Holywood, Co. Down, BTI 8 0HG. (028 9042 6459) Seascape of Down (PO)

The Shepherd’s House, 72 Whinney Hill, Holywood, Co. Down, BT18 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, BTI8 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) Alchemist
24 Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin.
Portlet, 24 Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 1878/Office: 280 7838) Gay Gannet

Derrybawn, Military Road, Ballybrack, Co Dublin. (282 4413)
Swiss Cottage, Newtown, Watefford. (051 870847/Office: 051 334700)
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, BTI9 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)
122 Richmond Park, Herbert Road, Bray, Co. Wicklow.(Tel/Fax:274 5955)
11 Connolly Square, Bray, Co Wicklow. (286 2679)

Greylag of Arklow (PO)
MegaHertz

Ausoba
Moonstream

Cotton Blossom (PO)
Tandara

Laragh
Cuilaun (PO)

20ldstone close, Shore Road, Greenisland, Co Antrim. (028 90 854557)
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)
Sally’s Bridge House,, Sraghmore, Roundwood, Co Wicklow.
Sally’s Bridge House, Sraghmore, Roundwood, Co Wicklow. (281 8253/Office: 677 2941)

Jig Time

Flight of Fantasy
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

Spence, Ralph E., 1988 (-)
Spence, S. Adrian, 1991 (-)
Stevenson, Dr. I. J., 1991 (-)
Stevenson, John A., 1964 (Clodagh)
Stevenson, John C., 1984 (-)

# 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 I., 1999 (Gail)

Taplin, David M. R., 1986 (-)
Taylor, Alan J., Commodore OCC

(Jenny) (2002)
* Thomhill, Christopher J.H.,

Commodore RCC,
Tiemey, John, 1960 (Sally)
Tisdall, Patrick, 1992 (-)
Titterington, lan 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 (-)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

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)
22 Baring Road, Beaconsfield, Bucks, HP9 2NE.
Ardmore, 1 Seaforth Road, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5HV. (028 9147 2779)
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)

"Summerville", Summerhill North, Cork. (/Office: 021 4277622)
9 Ferry View Cottages, World’s End, KJ.nsale, 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.
Four Winds, Stoney Fields, Farnham, Surrey GU9 8DU. (01252 737007)

55 St. Charles Square, London W10 6EN. (020 8969 1736)
Aisling, Knapton Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin. (280 4391/Office: 676 7998)
Firlands, Glengarriff, Co Cork. (027 63106)
12 Marino Park, Cultra, Holywood, BT18 OAN. (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)

TyrreI1, 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 F, 1999 (Vivienne)

White, John N., 1974 (Sarah)
Whitehead, David, 1972 (Marie)
Whitehead, Duncan, 2001 (-)

Hillside, The Hill, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 0362)
Burnlaw, Whitfield, Hexham, NE47 8HF. (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. (028 28814)
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, Crawfordsburn, Bangor, Co Down, BT19 1JG. (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, F1 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)
8 Longford Terrace, Monkstown, Co Dublin. (230 5972)
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 1100)
Ashkirk, Douglas Road, Cork. (021 4292542/Office: 021 4281100)
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 3817)
12A Clitheroe Road, London SW9 9DZ. (7930 339034)

* Whitney, William E, Commodore CCA,
(2001) ( 1341 Whitney Road, Quilcene, Washington 98376, USA.

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 (Angela)
Woodward, Joseph B., 1990 (Mary)
Woodward, Mary, 1999 (Joe)
Woulfe-Flanagan, Ann, 1996 (-)
Wylie, Ian E., 1971 (-)

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)
Inglewood, Gilford Road, Sandymount, Dublin 4. (269 4316)
Rostynan, 1 Haddington Lawn, Glenageary, Co Dublin. (280 0471)
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)
Flat 1, 2 Clanbrassil Terrace, Holywood, Co Down, BTI8 0AP. (028 9042 1515)

NAME OF YACHT

Madcap
Ostra (PO)

Morene

Dora Perignon
Alpara
Dalua

Running Wild (PO)
Pascal

Bellamanda

Sai See (PO)

Speedbird of Shrone

Kioni

Seoidin

Ounavarra of Howth
Intrigue

Winefreda of Greenisland
Delphic

Twayblade

Lady Kate

Carrigdoun
Sundowner of Beaulieu

Strathspey (PO)

Ursltla

Strathspey (PO)
Moondrifter

Witchcraft of Howth (PO)
Evolution H (PO)

Maunie

Witchcraft of Howth (PO)
Rascal

Wayfarer
Ballyclaire

Joyster

Reiver (PO)
Reiver (PO)

Benbow

Misty
Moshulu 111
Moshulu 111

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)
Condom 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
Greet, Heather
Guinness, Jennifer
Harvie, Jim
Hayes, Colin
Hegarty, Brian
Horan, Paddy

arb@indigo.ie
SeanBarnes @iol.ie
sailorpaddy @ hotmail.com
j sbeach @ rapidial.co.uk
ronanmbeirne @eircom.net
adrian.bell @kmm.co.uk
bell.ja@virgin.net
maeve.bell@gccni.org.uk
bycomm@aol.com
liamb@corkmcos.ie

jpbourke @ iol.ie
phi lip.bourke @ ucd. ie
pal tserv @ 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
Mclarke@eircom.net
john.clem @bigfoot.com
ann.bunting @ bigfoot.com

kccondon @ ei rcom.net
tcooke @ i ndigo.ie
maeveco @ gofree.indigo.ie
crelect @ iol.ie
jfcrebbin @ eircom.net
martin@crottydesign.ie
cork@dyno-rod.ie
dcudmore @ lucent.com
Harol dCudmore @ c s.com
jcudmore@ go free.indigo.ie
cudmore@bmr.ie
scullen @ smc.ie
jcunnane@eircom.net
gynonc@iol.ie
bcdalton @ earth link. net
datec @ anu.ie
mm-tindooney @eircom.net
bdrew I 133 @aol.com
kd@kevindwyer.ie
adofi tz @ 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
Manow, John
McAuliffe, Philip
McCleave, Derek
McClement, Donal
McFenan, 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, Nell
Ralston, George
Robertson, Alan
Sheridan, Gency
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
Norman Kean @ 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 fie
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
j ames.nixon @ dnet.co.uk
gearoil @ireland.com
mof@ mail.coin
malachio @ gofree.indigo.ie
russelloneill@genie.co.uk
asporr @ evergreen 11 .fsnet.co.uk
winterwheat@eircom.net
neil.prendeville @ pfizer.com
theral stons @ talk2 l.com
robertson_alan @ compuserve.corn
gerryasheridan@tinet.ie
jimslevin@eircom.net
bsmullen@aol.com
adstokes @ stokesco.ie
det @ eircom.net
dopeydoc @ oceanfree.net
attyrrell @ iolfree.ie
jj virden @ aol.com
watknots @ aol.com
mark.whitaker @jpmg.ie
dwhitehead @ billiton.com
duncanwhitehead @ ukonline.co.uk
cwinkers @ i ol.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
Agivey W. Clarke
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
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
Ar Seachrdn P. Barry
Arctic Fern J Gore-Grimes
Aretd T. Toher 10.4
Ariadne A.G. Leonard
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
Belladonna R Lovett
Benbow J M Wolfe
Beowulf B Corbally/A Woulfe-Flanagan 17.7
Bibi P. Osterberg
Big Boots D. Greenhalgh 15
Blackjack B. Coad 15

Bonanza A. Gore-Grimes
Boo jura T Fitzpatrick
Boru B C Dalton
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

Cara of Quoile P Gillespie
Caranja J. Menton 22
Carna J. Currie 10
Carragheen M McKee
Carrigdoun W. Walsh 22
Cavatina D. O’Hynn 11
Celtic Rival J S Beach
Cenerea G. Coad 15

Cephas EM. Eves
Changeling K.J. Jameson 15
Chardonnay J. Marrow 10.36
Clarabelle P J & C O’Mahony 17
Clarebelle T h-vine
Coco A Doherty
Colla Voce P. Lavelle 6
Cotton Blossom H B Sisk
Cu Two S Barnes
Cuchulain M. O’Farrell 11
Cuilaun B. Smullen/M. O’Flaherty 28
Daedalus T Barry
Dalua A. Stott 16
Deerhound C.A. Chapman 28
Delphic J Villiers-Stuart
Delphin L. Conway 12.3
Deucalion G. McCann 15
Dorn Perignon A Stokes
Doran Glas P. Horan 11
Dundrum J. Irwin 15
Eblana A. Dunn 14
Elgin M O’Rahilly
Elixer
Elysium W.T. Rea/B Keane 7

Eoin Rua K.J. MacLaverty 5
Euphanzel G D Crisp
Evolution H T. Dunphy/G. Whelan 12

Rig / Built

Sloop F. 1974
Sloop F. 1971

Sloop E 1985
Ketch F. 1979
Sloop F. 1978
Sloop F.
Sloop F. 1986
Sloop F. 1984
Sloop W. 1962
G. Sloop W.
Sloop F. 2000
Ketch W. 1900

Sloop F. 1978
Sloop Alu. 1990
Sloop F. 1998
Sloop F. 1977
Sloop F. 2000
Sloop F. 2002
Ketch F. 1980
Sloop F. 1977
Ketch E 1978
Ketch E 1981
Sloop E 1976
Sloop F. 1978
Sloop F. 1999
Motor Sailer F. 1979
Sloop F. 2001
Sloop W. 1960
Sloop F. 1976
1980
Sloop E 1979
Sloop F. 1988
1985
Sloop F. 1988
Sloop F. 1988
Sloop F. 1990
Cutter/ketch E 1973
Bmu ketch F. 1978
Sloop E 1995
Sloop F. 1972
Sloop F. 1981
Sloop F. 1980
Sloop E 1980
Sloop E 1981
Ketch E 1990
Sloop F. 1977
Ketch W. 1973
Sloop F. 1985
Sloop E 1989
Sloop F. 1986
Sloop E 1999
Sloop S.
1985
Cutter E 1982
Sloop W W. 1964
Ketch E 1989
Sloop E 1971
Ketch W. 1970
Fractional E 2000
Sloop E 1988
Ketch F. 1970
Sloop E 1988
Sloop F. 1976
Sloop E 1983
Sloop E 1970
Sloop E 1980
Sloop W. 1967
Sloop E 1989
Lugger E 1999
Sloop F. 2001
Sloop F. 1988
Sloop W. 1964
Bermudan W. 1938
Sloop E 1987

Designer

Olle Enderlein
M Dufour

Rob Humphreys
A. Buchanan
L Giles
M Dufor
Jacques Fauroux
David Sadler
Johan Hanker
Howth 17 O.D.
J & J Designs
E.H. Hamilton

John Sharp
German Frers

Laurent Giles
Stephen Jones
J&J
Walter Raynor
Camper & Nicholson
Dufour
Holman & Pye
Finot
D. Thomas
Marc Lombard
Colin Mudie
German Frers
B. Bringsvaerd
D. Peterson
Mike Pocock
D. Thomas
D. Thomas
Sitbalia
Martin Sadler
Ed Dubois
J. Berret
Luders
Nicholson
German Frers
Van de Stadt
A. Primrose
Ed Dubois
Ed Dubois
D. Andrieo
J.A. Bennet
Peter Brett
R. Freeman
Ed Du Bois
D. Thomas
Fauroux
Groupe Finot
Van de stadt
Group First
R. Harris
Sparkman & Stevens
Sparkman & Stevens
P. Brett
G.T. McGruer
Van de Stadt
Holman & Pye
Ted Hood
Laurent Giles
R. Holland
D Thomas
L. Giles
Holman & Pye
McGruer
Bill Dixon
Nigel Irens
J&J
Olle Enderlein
Tord Sunden
A Milne
P Briand

Class

Shipman 28
Arpage

Soverign 400
Neptunian 33
Westerly Centaur
Dufor 35
Jeanneau Sunrise 34
Sadler 34
Dragon

Bavaria 42

Dolphin 31
Gennari 45
Najad 440
Westerly Berwick 31
Starlight 35
Dufour 30 Classic
Atlantic Power Ketch
Nicholson 35
Mirage 37
Oyster 46
Fastnet 34
Impala
Privilage 37 Cat
Hardy 20
Halberg Rassy 42
BBll
Contessa 35
One-off 38ft.
Impala
Sigma 33
Nauticat 36
Sadler 34
Westerly Falcon
Beneteau First 32s5

Nicholson 48
Hallberg-Rassy 39
Contest 33
Moody 40
Westerly Konsort
Westerly Griffen
Sun Fizz 40
Colvic 31
Rival 32
One off
Westerly Corsair
Sigma 38
Sunrise 36
Beneteau 40 C.C.

Jeanneau Sun Fizz
Vancouver 27
One off
Nauticat 42
Rival 32
One off
Dehler 41
Rustler 36
Hood 50
Vertue Mk II
Nicholson 345
Sigma 41
Salar 40
Oyster 35

Moody Eclipse 33
Romilly
Doufour 45 Classic
Shipman 28
Folkboat
Dublin Bay 24
First 345
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Yacht

Excuse Me
Family’s Pride
Fastnet Dancer
Faustina H
Fiacra
Fidem III
Final Fling
Finavarra
Flica
Flight of Fantasy
Freycinet
Gauntlet
Gay Gannet
Gentle Spirit
Golden Nomad
Greenheart
Greylag of Arklow
Growltiger
Gwili 3
Hal’od

Halloween
Happy Return
Harklow
Hera
High Jinx
Hibernia
Hobo Six
Hylasia
Icarus of Cuan
lduna
Imagine
Infinity
Insouciance
Intrigue
hmion
Irish Mist
Irish Mist 1
&land Life
J’ablesse
Jacana
Jaded
Jane Marie
Janey Mac H
Jig Time
Jipp
Joggernaut
Jokers Wild
Jomora
Joyster
Juffra
Juno
Jura
Kala
Karena
Kariat
Ki lpatrick
Kioni
Kirmew
Kittiwake IV
Knocknagrena
Koala
Kumaree
La Lagune
Lady Jane
Lady Kate
lxtmorna III
Leemara of Howth
Leigh Mao’
Leprechaun
Lindos
Lir
Lutanda
Mac Duach
Madcap
Magdaleyne
Maimoune
Mandalay
Marie Claire 11
Marula

Owner

E Crosbie
R G Monson
V. O’Farrell
A & J.Clementson
P. Bourke
G. Hawthorn
F D Martin
F. Sheridan
M. Kenworthy
N.L. Smyth
G J O’Connor
P Bunting
L. Sheil
H Boyle
A. Aston
M B & A Balmforth
T. Sheppard
E.P. Byrne
A McCarter
R. d’Esteire Roberts
A. Pearson
F J Rogerson
R. Heard
I.R. Guinness
T & D Andrews
F. Espey / J. Osborne
J P Bourke
H & I. Barnwell
B. Kennedy
J.R. Bourke
N Kenefick
B MacManus
G. Ralston
D E Tucker
B Lynch
A. O’Leary
A. Baker
C P McHenry
H. Beck
S. Davis
J.K. Martin
J B Ballagh
A. Lee
D Smyth
C Love Jnr
D. Morrissy
F Ennis
A A Robertson
D. Whitehead
M.J. Hill
C.L. Kilgrew
W & P Kellett
M.T. McConnell
J. Curtin
D. Faulkner
D P Brazil
A A Toher
D McCleave
Dr. R Lowry
Lord Hemphill
P Cullen/M Crotty
K.L. Cooke
D & J Cross
M. Pritchard/M. Pritchard
D. Walsh
A.S. Morton
M & M Butler
B. Layng
D.E. O’Connor
C.C. Martin
J. Cunnane
R. E. Eves
Dr. M. Brogan
S. Spence
I Morrow
R& H Barr
C.J. FitzGerald
S. McCormack
M McConnell

T.M.

2O

6
15

14

7

7
18
12
6

5
12

22

17
15
4

27
14

19
12

5

15
14

10

17.5

11

4
12

13

5
14

6

13
10
7
17
12
4
7
14

15

12.8
2.5

10
15

Rig / Built

Fractional E 1998
Ketch W. 1932
Cutter E 199 l
Cutter E 1991
Sloop E 1979
Sloop E
Sloop IF. 2000
Sloop E 1980
Cutter E 2001
Sloop E 1986
Sloop E 1995
Sloop F. 1988
Sloop W. 1963
Sloop E 1979
Ketch E 1981
Bermudan E 1999
Sloop W. 1961
Sloop E 1978
Sloop F. 1997
Sloop W. 1965
Sloop 1971
Sloop W. 1965
Motor W. 1963
G. Sloop W. 1899
Sloop F. 1991
YawI E 1976
Sloop E 1974
Sloop E 1985
Sloop E 1980
Sloop W. 1939
Sloop F.2000
Sloop F. 1997
Ketch A. 1983
Sloop F. 1984
Sloop F. 1990

Sloop E 1973
Cutter E 1998

Sloop F. 1965
Sloop F. 1982
Ketch E 1986
Sloop E 1992
Sloop E 1996
Gaff W. 1897
Sloop E 1993
Sloop E 1989
Sloop E 1996
Ketch E 1981
Sloop E 1966
3/4 F. 1986
Sloop F. 1984
Motor E 1974
Sloop W. 1976
Steam (!) W. 1897
Sloop F. 1986
Sloop F. 1981
Sloop W. 1947
Fractional E 1992
Ketch F. 1980
Sloop E 1983
Sloop E 1970
Sloop E 1989
Ketch E 1978
Sloop F. 1986
Sloop E
Sloop F. 1990
Ketch E 1980
Sloop W. 1962
Sloop E 1977
Sloop S. 1990
Ketch F. 1977
G. Cutter W. 1979
Cutter W. 1875
Sloop E 1972
Sloop W. 1902
Sloop E 1974
Sloop E 1980
M.Y.S. 1982

Designer

N. Jefferson
Fife Ring Netter
German Frers
Chuck Payne
L Giles
A. Primrose
Bruce Fair
R. Holand
Rob Humphries
B. Dixon
Bill Dixon
D Sadlier
C.R. Holman
Olle Enderlein
R. Dongrey
David Alan-Williams
Laurent Giles
L Giles/C. Hawkins
Stephen Jones
D Simmonds
Oliver Lee
Holman
J. Tyrrell
Howth 17 O.D.
N Jeppesen
Holman & Pye
Ollie Enderlein
German Frers
A. Primrose
L. Giles
B. Farr
Van De Stadt
Van Dam Nordia
David Thomas
Ed Dubois
TSDY
D. Carter
Bob Johnson

Nicholson
Johnson
Kaarina Yachts
R. Humphries
Stephen Jones
Fife Design
Ed. Dubois
Jean Berret
Stephen Jones
Holman& Pye
Nicholson
Ed. DuBois
Holman & Pye
Derek Stukins
Bruce Farr
LFE, Cowes
Holman & Pye
L Giles
Robert Clark
Van de Stadt
Laurent Giles
David Thomas
Dufor
Joubert Nivelt
Van de Stadt
Dixon
Holman & Pye
Stephen Jones
J. A. Bennet
Peterson Thuesen
Van De Stadt
Van De Stadt
Olle Enderlein
Colm Mulkerrins
Bristol Channel Pilot Cutt
Camper & Nicholson
Linton Hope
Saltalia Finland
A. Mauric
Bederbeke

Class

X 332

Hallberg Rassy 45
Bowman 40
Westerly Centaur
Moody 36
First 40.7
Nicholson 345
Oyster 54
Moody 34
Moody 44
Contessa 32
Sterling
Halberg Rassy
Pilot Trader
Dawn 39

GK 24
Sadler Starlight 35
Horizon 32
Squib
Stella
Motor Cruiser

X412
Bowman 46
Shipman 28
Hylas 42
Moody 36
Lymington L
Jeanneau 45.2
Dehler 37CWS
Nordia 58
Sigma 41
Westerly Seahawk 35
Nelson 40
Carter 37
Island Packet 40

Nicholson 32
J24
Seafinn 41
Sigma 400
Bowman Starlight 35
Cork Harbour One Design
33’ One Off
Beneteau First 32s5
Starlight 35
Oyster 35
Nicholson 32
Westerly Fulmar
Pretorian 35
Downcraft 2 I
Fair 37

Oyster Heritage
Westerly Konsort
YW 5 tonner
Dehler 36 CWS
Conway
Sigma 41
Safari
Gib Sea 372
Trintella Ill A
Moody 3 I
Twister
Sadler Starlight 39
Victor 34
Dragon O.D.
Prospect 900
Van De Stadt 34
Halberg Rassy 35
Galway Hooker

Nicholson 43
Fairy
Nauticat 33 Pilot House
First 30
Pedro 35
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Yacht

Mary Lee
Mary P
Maunie
Maximizar
Maximum
Medi-Mode
MegaHertz
Melisande
Merette
Misaja
Mischief
Miss Molly of Howth
Misty
Modus Vivendi
Moondrifler
MoonshadowMoonshadow

Moonshine
Moonstream
Moonstruck
Morene
Morning Calm 11
Moshulu II1
Mouflon
Mountain Mist
Muirneog
Murlough
Nancy
Narnia
New Moon
Nicu
Nimrod of Down
Nina
Nisha

No Sense
Nomad
Nyabo
Ocean Blue
Oleander of Howth
Olessa
One Timee
Oneiro
Oona
Ostra
Ounavarra of Howth
Papageno
Pascal
Pass~ Partout
Pegasus
Phoenix
Picnic
Pilgrim Soul
P "cab.n
Quaila
Raasay of Melfort
Rafiki
Rambler
Rapparee H
Rascal
Rathlin
Realta
Rebound
Red Velvet
Reiver
Rhapsody
Ricjak
Roaring Water
Rockabill III
Rockwell Salamander

Rosemarie of Cu
Royal Tara
Ruinette
Running Wild
Safari
Safari of Howth
Saki
Salar
Samharcin an lar
Sandy Ways

O~rner

J McCann
N.J. Prendeville
M J Whelan
P.M.C. Branigan
S & J Nairn
D.M. Dwyer
G Sheridan
D. Lynch
J Kidney
Lord & Lady Cooke
J Donegan
J.R. O’Neill
T.R.C. Wood
P & G Adams
M.J. Webb
E. K. Deveney
J. Kilkenny E Fitzgerald
P Butler
R. & N. Simms
J Doran
J A Stevenson
L. Auchincloss
J.B. & M Woodward
E. Meade
G FitzGerald
P Gallagher
P W Knatchbull
C E Hilliard
S Moore
J Massey
P. Ryan
K.M. & H. Boyd
L Bohane
F Sadlier
M H Flowers
R & C Fielding
T C Johnson
B Law
B. Hegarty/B. Hegarty
T Fitzpatrick
E.M. England
P F Cudmore
P. Courtney
I J Stevenson
Brian A Tucker
P D Haden
J I Taggart
R. Aplin
P. O’Connor
C O’Carroll
T. S. Foote
Dr. W. A. Curtain
G.E. McGuire
H.F. Morrison
B.P. Coad
W.D. & H. Keatinge
M M Dooney
D. McKenna
M Whitaker
N Duffin
A. Bell
D Morrissy
P. Butler
J.D. Williams/W.P. Williams
S. Flood
J. Cahill
J.B. Forde
J. Flanagan
R. Gibson, H. Kaiser,
D. McWilliam
T Anderson
C. Love
D.P. Brazil/J. Gallagher
R. Sullivan
H B Knott
R.I. Morrison
P.J. McCormack
B. McMahon
H. Du Plessis
T. Cooke

T.M.

9

10

7
21

26.9
17
7

9

16

15

11

21

18

12
11
15
11

1

14

12
12.5
10
22
14

50
11

12
17
11
6
16
15

Rig / Built

Cutter F. 1984
Sloop E 1990
Cutter E 1997
Sloop F. 2001
Sloop. E 1995
Sloop F. 1979
Sloop F. 2000
Sloop W. 1965
Sloop F. 1998
Sloop F. 1972
fractional E 1988
Sloop E 1979
Sloop E
Cutter E 1991
Ketch E 1978
Sloop E 1977
Sloop E 1984
Sloop E 1990
Ketch E 1982
Cutter E 1995
S. 1974
Sloop A. 1991
Sloop E 1976
Sloop E 1979
Sloop F. 1979
Sloop E 1985
Sloop E 1998
Etap 22i
Sloop E 1999
Cutter W. 1935
Sloop E 1976
Sloop E
Sloop E
Motor sailer W.
Sloop E 2000
E 1992
Sloop E 1994
Sloop E E
Ketch E 1981
Sloop E 1983
Sloop E 1980
Sloop E 2001
Sloop W. 1909
Sloop E
Ketch E 1974
Sloop E 1985
Sloop E 1983
Sloop E 2002
Sloop E 2002
Sloop E 1980
Cutter E 1983
Sloop 1991
Sloop E 1980
Sloop E 2000
Sloop E 1972
Ketch E 1987
Sloop E 1980
Sloop E 1981
EMotor 1991
Westerly Rivera
Sloop E 1992
Ketch E 1986
Sloop E 1971
Sloop S. 1988
Sloop E 1979
Cutter S. 1982
Sloop E 1978
Sloop E 1998

Fractional E 1996
Sloop E 1984
Ketch E 1979
Sloop E 1971
Sloop E 1980
Sloop E 1988
Ketch E 1982
Sloop E 1979
Sloop E 1970
Ketch E 1977
Ketch E 1979

151

Designer

Borealis Yachts
German Frers
T Taylor
Berret Racoupeau
Pelle Petterson
A. Primrose
J & J Designs
Johan Hanker
Johan Hanker
Camper & Nicholson
J Berret
David Sadler
Oceanis 411
Holman & Pye
J. Roy
W. E Brown
Moody 29
D Thomas
lan L. Anderson
Bruce Farr

Van der Stadt
Laurent Giles
Laurent Giles
Bruce Kirby
David Sadler
Dumas

Najadarvet
David Hillyard
Camper & Nicholson
David Thomas
Beneteau Oceanis
Fairy Fisherman
B. Farr
Arthur Mursell
Dick Zal
Sparkman & Stevens
L. Giles
Van der Stadt
Peter Boyce
Philippe Briand
Walter Boyd
Steven Jones
Laurent Giles
Ed Dubois
R Holland
Mortain & Mavritaius
J&J
Johan Anker
Harry Becker
J. Berret
Ed Dubois
W. Dixon
Peter Brett
Carl Beyer
German Frers
Yamaha Group
Hardy

Stephen Jones
Georg Stadelujr
Holman & Pye
A. Mylne
Ron Holland;
Cahill
A. Primrose
Berret/Racoupeau

Castro
Van Der Stadt
Camper & Nicbolson
Camper & Nicholson
David Thomas
Jean Berret
Olle Enderlein
Camper & Nicholson
White & Hill
L. Giles
Holman & Pye

Class

Reliance 44
Grand Soliel 42
Vancouver 38P
Oceanis Clipper 393
Maxi- 1000
Moody 39
Dufour 32 Classic
Dragon
Dragon
Nicholson 32 Mk X
First 32S5
Sadler 32

Oyster 55
Macwester Seaforth
Ruffian 23

Sigma 33 OOD
Seastream 43
Beneteau 44C

Trintella 57A
Salar 40
Westerly GK29
Trapper 300
Sadler 29
Jeaneau Sun Oddesey 42

Najad 441
6ton Hillyard
Nicholson 31
Hunter Pilot 27

Beneteau 40.7
Seaward/Nelson 23
Contest 46

Westerly Conway 36
Dehler DB2
O-Day 37
Sun Odyssey 32
Howth 17 Footer
Oyster 35
Moody 46
Westerly Seahawk
Swan 391
Dufour 36 Classic
Dufour 32 Classic
Dragon
Vagabond 31
Beneteau Oceanis 370
Westerly Fulmar
Moody 42
Rival 34
Aphrodite 42
Swan 53
Yamaha 36
Hardy 19

Starlight 35
Mayflower 48’
Hustler 35

Club Shamrock
One off
Moody 33
First 33.7

1720
E&A40
Nicholson 70
Nicholson 32
Impala 00D
Oceanis 350
Hallberg Rassy 42
Nicholson 31
Cutlass
Westerly Conway 36
Oyster Mariner 35



Yacht

Saoirse
Saoirse of Cork
Sceolaing
Schollevaer
Scilla Verna
Sea Fox
Sea Gull
Seadrifier
Seareign
Seascape of Down
Seoidin
Serifa of Cork
Setanta
Setanta
Siamsa
Silver Slipper
Siolta
Sirikit 111
Solo
Somethin’ Brewing
Sparkle
Speedbird of Shrone
Starfire

Stealaway
Stella Maris
Strathspey
Suaeda
Sundowner of Beaulieu

Sundream
Swallow
Swoosh
Taiscealai
Tallulah
Tam 0 ’Shanter
Tandara
Targeteer
Tertia of Lymington
Thalassa
The Lady Avilon
The Lady Beatrice
Tieveara
Toirse
Tosca V
Touchstone
Tresillian IV
Trilogy
Trininga
Tritsch- Tratsch
Tux
Twayblade
Twiga
Twocan
Ultimate
Ursula
Valhalla
Velella
Verve
Voyageuse
Wave Dancer
Waxwing
Wayfarer
Wheesht
White Heather
White Magic
White Shadow
Whitefire
Wild Bird
William Tell of Uri
Winefreda of Greenisland
Witchcraft of Howth

Wizard
Xanadu
Yarni- Yami
Zarafa
Zarinda

Zuben ’ubi

Owner

S Salmon
J. Colin Hayes
D. Ryan
D Beattie
J & K Nixon
J.R. Magee
L Cassidy
J. Perch
H.R. King
P & E Ronaldson
B Travers
P Crowley
M Cotter-Murphy
J Cudmore
M.M. D’Alton/L.D. Latham
H. Cudmore
W.W. McKean
G. Johnston & W. Colfer
G Coad
J C Bruen
B. Gallagher
P. Tisdall
C Magennis
T lrvine
M.C. Coleman
B.N. Watson/W.R Watson
A. Hutchinson
L R Waters
J.C. Bruen
R.M. Beirne
M. Breathnach
McConnell & others
A.H. Rountree
B. Kenny
R. Slater
G. M. Sargent
W. Dickinson
R. Sewell
R.V. Lovegrove
M. O’Connor
T.C. Hutcheson
J. R. Cudmore
H P Kennedy
G. Coad
J. Clapham
R. Fowler
D.B. & M.D. Johnston
Dr. O. Glaser
M. O’Keeffe
J. Virden
M. Park
ED. Freeman
R. Sharp
R. Watson
S Adair
A. Clarke
F.J.K. Espey/J. Osborne
L. Kavanagh
J.E. Daly
P. Gray/S. Gray
D. Whitaker
W.P. Escott
D.H.B. FitzGerald
B & P Killen
D. Nicholson
N V McFerran
G.J.J. Fasenfeld
S. Lantry
G. Villiers-Stuart
W.M. Nixon, E.M. Wheeler,
H.A. Whelehan
W. E. Glover
N. Kean
T. Kirby
A. Eves
L McElligott
W.J. Cotter, J. McKinney,
N. Meagher

T,M.

24
16

65

14
12

5
17

5
8
ll
9.8

II
7.9

29
18
12

I3
8
16
6.6
15
16
S. 1935
7
19

16
11
15
20

9

7

11

10
5.5

15

12
15

13

23
13

15

6

9

10

Rig / Built

Sloop F. 1985
Cutter E 1996
Sloop E 1969
Gaff cutter S. 1913
Ketch E 1983
Ketch W. 1940
Sloop E
Ketch E 1975
Sloop F. 1973
Ketch E 1981
G. Cutter 1978
Sloop E 1968
Sloop E 1996
Sloop F. 2000
Sloop E
1970
Cutter E 1998
Sloop F. 1968
Ketch E 1983

Sloop F. 1986
Sloop F. 1989
Sloop E 1998
Sloop S.
Sloop S. 1986
Sloop E 1980
Sloop F. 1973
Bmu ketch E 1980
Sloop F. 1993
Marconi W. 1956

Sloop F. 1977
Sloop E 1987
Sloop E 1972
Ketch E 1977
Fractional E 1980
Sloop E 1978
Yawl W. 1906
Canal Boat
Sloop E 1977
Ketch F. 1979
Sloop E 2001
Sloop E 1980

Ketch E 1981
Sloop E 1989
Ketch E 1979
Ketch E 1981
Fractional E 1997
Sloop W. 1961
Ketch E 1973
Sloop E 1973
Ketch E 1975
Sloop E 1985
Sloop E 1995
Sloop E 2000
Yawl W. 1963
Sloop E 1978
Sloop E 1989
Cutter E 1980
Sloop E 2000
Sloop E 1974
Sloop E 1988
Sloop E 1999
Sloop E 1988
Ketch E 1985
CuUer E 1997
Cutter E 1988
Cutter W.

Sloop E 1976
Sloop E 1983
Ketch S. 1982
Sloop E 1978
Sloop E 1980
Sloop E 1974

Sloop E 1973

Designer

J Berret
Carl Beyer
Raymond Wall
Lemsteraak
Holman & Pye
W. M. Hand
A Buchanan
Van de Stadt
Camper & Nicholson
Westerly Conway
Roger Dongray
Laurent Giles
Johan Hanker
J. Fauroux
W.P. Brown
Ray Hunt/Jon Bannenberg
Koopmans
Nicholson
Gary Hyot

Martin Sadler
Woods
Stephen Jones
Van de Stadt
Bruce Roberts
Bill Shaw
Camper & Nicholson
Holman & Pye
McGregor
J. B. Kearney

Ron Holland
Van de Stadt
Britton Chance
Camper & Nicholson
Rob Humphreys
Doug Peterson
C. Sibbick

Olle Enderlin
G.L. Watson
J. Faroux
Sparkman & Stevens
Nicholson
Holman & Pye
Bill Dixon
W.E Rayner
German Frers
Neils Jeppesen
A. Buchanan
Hohuan
Olle Enderlein
Laurent Giles
Halberg Rassy 312
J Berret
Groupe Finot
A.C. Robb
Angus Primrose
Bill Dixon
Peter Brett
German Frers
Camper & Nicholson
D. Tb,,mas
Norlin/O:;trt,,nn
Holman & Pye
Van de Stadt
Tony Taylor
Chuck Paine
Admiralty

Doug Peterson
J. Kaufman
German Frers
D Sadler
Don Pye
Evind Amble

Nicholson

Class

Beneteau First 37.5
Najad 52
Nicholson 43

Oyster 435
Motor Sailer
Halcyon 23
Victory 40
Nicholson 35

Cornish Crabber 24 Mk 1
Salar 40
Dragon
Jenneau Sun Odyssey 37
Ruffian 23
SSDY
Victoire
Nicholson 32
Freedom

Sadler 34
Banshee Catamaran
starlight 35

Roberts 45
Pearson 40
Nicholson 35
Oyster 39
McGregor 26
Mermaid
Moody 28
Club Shamrock
Legend 34
Chance 37
Nicholson 39
Target 30
Contessa 35

Shipman 28
Colvic Watson 35
Sun Oddyssey 37
She 36
Nicholson 32
Oyster 39
Moody 31
Atlantic 40
F&C44
X 332
Norman
Super Soverign
Shipman 29
Carbineer

Beneteau 381
Oceanis 411
Princess
Voyager 35
Moody 376
Rival 41
Halberg Ramsey 36
Nicholson 35
Sigma 362
Sweden 37
Oyster Heritage 37
Rebel 42
Vancouver 38
Bowman 40

Contessa 35
North Shore 33
Frers 48
Sadler 25
Gladiateur
Fjord ’33

Nicholson 32
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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 FORTNIGHT CUP

FOR THE BEST CRUISE UNDERTAKEN

IN A MAXIMUM OF 16 DAYS

THE ROUND IRELAND
NAVIGATION CUP

FOR THE BEST CIRCUMNAVIGATION
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 GLENGARRIFF TROPHY

FOR THE BEST CRUISE IN iRISH WATERS

THE FAULKNER CUP

THE CLUBS PREMIER AWARD

THE STRANGFORD CUP

FORAN ALTERNATIVE BEST CRUISE

~
THE WYBRANT CUP

FOR THE BEST CRUISE IN

SCOTTISH WATERS

THE ROCKABILL TROPHY

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

\

THE GULL SALVER

FOR THE HIGHEST PLACED RISH

YACHT IN THE FASTNET RACE

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY

FOR THE BEST OPEN SEA PASSAGE
WITH PORT TO PORT AT LEAST 1000
MILES

THE PERRY GREER BOWL

FOR THE BEST FIRST ICC LOG

,,..~ttr![!~l~.l

THE WILD GOOSE CUP

AT THE ADJUDICATOR’S DISCRETION

FOR A LOG OF LITERARY MERIT

THE WRIGHT SALVER

AWARDED BY THE

NORTHERN COM M rl-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 COMMITTEE

THE ARAN ISLANDS TROPHY

AWARDEDBY THE

WESTERNCOMMITTEE

BEST DUNNS DITTY WILL BE AWARDED A MINIATURE REPLICA OF THE WYBRANT CUP


