
Reiver 2009: Mylne Regatta Cruise

David Williams

Early this year we agreed to accompany any other Mylne
design yachts going from Strangford Lough to the first

Mylne Classic Regatta, which was being held in the Clyde and
starting on 12th July. The Regatta was an inaugural event open
to any boat designed or built by A Mylne & Co from 1896. This
curtailed our normal more adventurous cruising plans, so we
decided to leave a week early for a minor cruise and ’training’
before the event, h turned out that there were only two Glen-
class yachts intended to go by sea from Strangford, and they
also planned to leave a week early. We assembled on the
Saturday night in Portaferry, but unfortunately Glen Shiel had
damaged its rudder on a pladdy, and a diver confirmed that it
needed to be replaced. So we in Reiver (David Williams,
George Wylie and Terry Needham) set off escorting Glen EIg
(Patrick Storey, Nicky Bloch and Tim Trainor) very early on
Sunday in calm conditions. The motor-sailer Clara Rose (Julian
Marshall) was to accompany us but decided to stay behind with
Glen Shiel.

Before the South Rock Glen EIg was able to set her
spinnaker, and gradually pulled away from us and were about
three miles ahead by Donaghadee Sound. Over the radio
(channel 77 was used for both calling and traffic) Glen EIg
suggested stopping at the Copelands for lunch but we declined,
as the tide was now fair and not to be wasted, and we were just
starting our second lunch anyway. They carried on under
spinnaker on the same tack for over forty-five miles which
must be a record for a Glen. The wind picked up in the
afternoon so we arrived in Glenarrn in a strong breeze. Glen
EIg’s crew packed, and got a lift home. with the intention of
returning on Thursday to tackle the North Channel. We retired
to a not very pleasant pub with a paramilitary type barman.

Free of further escort duties for the moment, we set off" early,
on a leisurely sail across the North Channel to Sanda: declined
the £10 mooring and anchored in the bay in front of the pub.
After dinner we went ashore in the dinghy and were met by the
eccentric owner, Dick, who had bought the island twenty years
ago for £250K. We had some pickled eggs washed down with a
few not very nice real-ale pints, and left at nightfall with sore
heads: not from the alcohol but from the constant inane chatter
from Dick who didn’t stop talking from our arrival to our
departure. On leaving, his dog took over, barking us all the way
to the boat. We learned later that Dick was supposed to have
served a prison sentence for trying to buck the authorities, and
his wife had left him: can’t imagine why! The night was very
windy with heavy rain; Reiver was sheering much of the time.

Next morning we had a lively sail upwind with three slabs in
the main, for the short hop to Campbeltown, arriving at 12.30.
A huge pipeline is being put in around the bay, probably to the
NATO terminal. The pontoon was busy with boats coming and
going, but the town appeared dead and most of the buildings
seemed to be employment centres, but we were able to
replenish the stores at a large Tesco. The wind blew even more
strongly from the north and was very cool. Contrary to Dick of
Sanda’s warnings we had some real, but also not very nice, ale

in a hotel. We retired early to Reiver for the cruise’s first round
of Ballymena Whist.

Wednesday was still windy and cold, so we beat all the way
up to East Loch Tarbert in just over seven hours. On entering
Tarbert it was warm and sunny, with occasional cold northerly
gusts. The chef and I did a tour of the town looking for a
suitable place for ’the chef’s night off’, and we ended up in the
Victoria, which had horrendous d6cor, good food and was the
nearest. We met the ’town bore’ in the bar, spent the rest of the
evening avoiding him, and went back to the boat for some more
Ballymena Whist and a little whisky.

On Thursday, after breakfast, we set off on a walk to Robert
the Bruce’s Castle; found our way to it eventually and then
lbllowed the path to a view-point: about a four mile hill walk.
Near the end we came across an eighteen inch adder sunning
itself on the path. We desperately tried to get our cameras out,
but the snake disappeared into the undergrowth too quickly for
us. Back at the boat we had a late lunch of smoked mackerel,
bought from a fishmonger operating out of a shed in a
backstreet, then left and had a quiet run up Kilbrannan Sound.
It turned into a beat in the West Kyle, with a strengthening
northerly, and we passed Tighnabruaich over-canvassed despite
two slabs in the main. We eventually reached more shelter and
ended up motoring into a deserted Caladh Harbour, where we
anchored beside the island, with some very noisy herons in the
trees and oystercatchers on the beach.

We were now only 40 miles from Glasgow, and had two
days in hand before we were to assemble on Sunday, at Rhu
marina for the start of the Mylne Classic Regatta. So we
decided to go to Rothesay in Bute, although we would be going
there later with the Regatta. We had a lovely sail past the Burnt
Isles and down the East Kyle, with fluky winds at the south end
and across Kalms Bay. The Calmac ferries were constantly to-
ing and fro-ing, and we had to wait for three green lights before
we could enter the outer marina. We were recommended a pub
called the Argyll Arms, which turned out to be a rough joint
with even rougher toilets. We escaped to the Black Bull, a pub
with a no swearing policy, clean toilets and a genial manager,
Thomas who plied us with samples of Best Ale and Black
Bottle whisky. We came to the conclusion that the suggestion of
the Argyll Arms had been a joke!

On Saturday morning we caught the bus to visit Mount
Stewart, which was built by the obscenely rich Earl of Bute in
1880. The whole place is huge and completely "over the top’.
We returned on the bus to Rothesay and had a late lunch. While
Terry and I were spending our £3 in the superb Victorian toilets,
a couple of girls on a Waverly day trip brashly came in,
cameras in hand, were completely un-phased by our presence,
and chatted for a while. We managed to return to the Black Bull
that evening, where we met an English guy who had a concrete
boat which was the epitome of why such boats are not popular:
it is about forty feet long, rusty and weighs seventeen tonnes!

On Sunday morning we had a fabulous beat past Dunoon,
arrived in sewage-besieged Rhu Marina, and tied up alongside
Glen Elg and other Mylne boats. The stars of the show were the

72



gaffers Eileen II (91.2 feet) from
Norway, and Kelpie (65.5 feet), the
bermudan ketch Glenafion (60.0
feet), and Trefoil (27.7 feet), which
had been owned by the famous
Mrs Keppie for over fifty years.
One of the conditions of sale of
Trefoil to her current owner, Robin
Wishart, was that he would never
allow her to be sold to England!
We got a lift to the Royal Northern
and Clyde Yacht Club to register,
and received our Mylne ’battle
banner’. We all bought some
Mylne products, including tea-
towels with Reiver on them, and
George bought a hat to replace his
previous one that was floating
around in the Irish Sea. On return
to the marina we killed a bottle of
Glen Elg’s complementary Adelphi
whisky within about ten minutes.
Glen Moyle arrived by road from
Strangford. We returned in the
evening for an excellent hog-roast
at the yacht club, and met other
Mylne owners and staff. One of the
Tam a Shanter crew was a very
amusing doctor friend of Alan
Leonard.

Monday 13 July was the race to
Rothesay in extremely light winds,
which was shortened to finish at
Dunoon Bank, and we ended up in
a mediocre position mid-fleet.
Glen Shiel with a new rudder had
travelled through the night, launched by Silvers Marine yard
and just made it to the start. We motored the rest of the way to
Rothesay, and took up our reserved spaces in the inner marina.
The evening was spent at the Isle of Bute Sailing Club, with
mediocre food, good music and dancing for some. The
Norwegians were made to sing ’The bonny, bonny, banks of
Loch Lomond’ which was hilarious and we managed to procure
some more samples of Adelphi whisky, just to make sure that it
was ok! The Northern Ireland contingent had swelled with fleet
followers, to about twenty five people from SLYC which made
the night.

On Tuesday we were joined for the day by Mike (ICC) and
Alison (ICC) Balmforth, my brother Peter (ICC) and his wife
Anne. I offered Mike the task of doing the navigation for the
day but he declined: probably because it was the eve of his
inauguration as Fellow of the Royal Institute of Navigation by
Prince Philip, and he didn’t want to blot his copybook! First was
a sail-past and salute to the Bute Slip Dock at Ardmaleish Point,
taken by Alfred Mylne’s daughter Susan, accompanied by
pipers and drums. We heard it said that the bagpipes are the
marmite of music! One of the yachts ran aground right in front
of the crowd, to the delight of all. An ill-timed helicopter buzzed
us, taking film and photographs. We cruised from there through
the Kyles of Bute to Tighnabmaich, and after a leisurely lunch
raced back towards Ardmaleish Point in less and less wind, with
Mike ensuring that the sails were trimmed well. Again the race
was shortened, and this time we were the first on the water in
the smaller boats class. Back in Rothesay, the visiting crew left
shortly after we returned to the marina, and I was interviewed
later by the television crew. We now had an evening free of
organised events, and went to the Scruffy Lobster for dinner,
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Kelpie - flying "The Bastard".

accompanied by the crew of Glen Elg. One of our party took a
fancy to the Latvian waitress, who humoured him, so
encouraging more advances and earning herself a large tip, for
which she was openly very grateful. Later most of the other
SLYC hangers on arrived at a separate table.

Next day was the Great Cumbrae race, again with virtually
no wind. When the five-minute gun went we had no sails up,
and were a little behind for the start, but redeemed ourselves by
finding a zephyr amongst flat calm. Yet again the course was
shortened and alter some doubt about what mark was what, we
crossed the line first on the water in front of the big boats as
well. One needs to know where one is going, if one manages to
be in the lead! We were surrounded throughout by ’the
paparazzi" in large ribs, though Kelpie and Eileen H got most of
the attention. We found out later that we had managed second
place on handicap: a handicap that did not take into account our
cruising quantities of fuel, water and stores carried. For that
evening a tour of Mount Stuart, and a whisky tasting had been
organised, but we opted out, returned to the Black Bull instead,
and poked our heads into Lena’s cousin, Margaret Zavaroni’s
bar.

The final Regatta day was a race back to Rhu, where l
pledged that all sails would be up before the five-minute gun.
Early on, two submarines (one nuclear) escorted by a police
launch passed through the fleet, but we did not see them
because we were near the lead. The wind failed totally and
eventually the back markers found a breeze and rapidly caught
up, just before the shortened course finish, which disad-
vantaged us again but assisted Trefoil which had gone in
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Reiver.

completely the wrong direction,. The evening event was prize-
giving at the Royal Northern and Clyde Yacht Club. To the
pleasure of virtually everyone, Glen Elg won outright and was
presented with The Keepsake Trophy, a lovely half-model of a
Mylne yacht. Reiver was awarded a quaich for being second in

the Great Cumbrae race. The yacht that went aground got the
Wooden Spoon for their efforts! The Mylne staff had been
super throughout the event, especially Katrina and Margaret.

Early on Friday morning we left for home, escorting Glen
Elg and Glen Sheil in flat calm, to take the ebb down the Clyde
and carry on with the flood to Portpatrick. The hangers-on
seemed more interested in partying rather than accompanying
us. Another yacht (Scottish) very generously towed the two
Glens a long way to the end of Great Cumbrae before peeling
off for Bute. By that time a breeze had materialised, and the
Glens flew their spinnakers until they were past Ailsa Craig.
The wind increased considerably and they proceeded on a reach
under main and jib. By the time we reached Corsewall Point it
was too much, and the Glens dropped their mains and shortly
after that Reiver also dropped hers. In very strong wind, under
jibs alone, we approached Portpatrick and I talked the Glens
into the harbour by radio, /bllowing closely behind in case
anyone’s outboard did not start. With very great relief we
watched the Glens turn to port round the rocks. On arrival we
were shocked to learn that Kerry Boomer had gone overboard
from Glen Shiel and that Ian Gledhill and Henry Anstey had
recovered her on the second pass, under jib alone. We had
noticed Glen Sheil doing some odd manoeuvres but had been
unaware of what had happened. At the same time, possibly on
the same wave, Nicky Bloch on Glen Elg had hurt his ribs
against the coaming, which caused him to transmit a naughty
word over the VHF! Un-fazed by her experience Kerry retired
to a B&B to wash the salt off and then we all recovered in the
Crown Bar.

The wind was still howling next morning but had abated
quite a bit by 12.30, when we left for Strangford and had a
pleasant sail in a diminishing wind, which nearly left us after
the South Rock. We all arrived in Whiterock at dusk, to find my
brother Peter and crew waiting on the pontoon with supplies of
stores and fuel, ready to set off around Ireland, which they did
within the hour.

This was a very different trip from our usual jaunts, but it
was great fun and much more sociable than pure cruising, and
we were pleased to learn that A. Mylne & Co intend to hold
another regatta in four or five years time; venue not determined
yet but it could be Strangford Lough.

Shona and Reiver.
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A leisurely cruise around Ireland’s
islands

Paddy McG lade

I have cruised in Spain, France, England,
.Scotland and Ireland. However, in Ireland I

had never sailed the west coast from
Derrynane to Rathlin Island, so this year I
decided that it was time to put that right. A
leisurely cruise with minimal time constraint
was what was needed. I hoped to take five
weeks to circumnavigate the island
clockwise, something which of course could
be done in five days. In fact we were so
leisurely that we did not do a single night
passage, unless you consider leaving at 05.00
to catch a tide, a night passage. It was also
hoped to visit many of the islands along the
way.

We fuelled, watered, and provisioned,
Sabrone, our Moody 44 and Jim Lyons
(ICC), my daughter Kathy, and I were away
from RCYC Marina in Crosshaven on
Saturday 13th June at 10.05, headed for
Glandore, where we picked up Denis Horgan
and enjoyed a lovely meal in the Glandore
Inn with Denis and a few of his friends.

When we headed off on Sunday 14th
June, at a leisurely 11.00, our only plan was
to go as far west as as our spirits thought it
wise to go. We had mixed lbrtunes with the
wind, with some lovely, lively sailing, but

Paddy on Tory.

finished with an uncomfortable
light wind and lumpy sea, after
rounding Mizen Head for the
final leg of the passage to
Castletownbere. We did not
like the scend rolling into our
anchorage at Dunboy, and so
after a meal at anchor, opted to
move to a visitor’s mooring
east of Dinish Island, for a
more comfortable night’s
sleep.

The next morning started
calm, with very dark ugly
clouds, but things improved as
the day wore on. We sailed
through Dursey Sound and we
anchored close in, to the east of
Deenish Island, Ibr lunch in
brilliant sunshine, then had a
cracking good sail across
Ballinskelligs Bay, round

Crew relaxing in Connemara.
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Bolus Head with a tack out past Lemon Rock, before clearing
Puffin Island and sailing right up to the visitor’s mooring at
Portmagee. Too bad they are so far from the village. We ate a
good meal in the Moorings Restaurant and returned to the boat
on glassy-still waters.

Tuesday 16th started with brilliant sunshine and light airs,
and our original plan was to go around Valentia Island and
lunch in Knightstown, before going to Dingle in the afternoon.
However the morning tbrecast suggested that we should skip
Knightstown and head for Dingle directly, which is what we
did. The wind continued to strengthen as we went, and with a
fleeting glimpse of Fungie, we were alongside the marina with
the cockpit tent up, and not a minute to spare before the rain
arrived. Jim and Kathy parted company here, Kathy to return to
work, and Jim to go to his boat on the canals in Friesland, on his
way towards Berlin where Olga and 1 were to join him for a
week in late August. Denis and ! remained in Dingle, with
strong winds and frequent rain for a few days.

On Saturday 20th we finally got underway again with a
lovely sail to the Blasket Sound. The Sound was lumpy, with a
gentle head wind, but at least we had the tide in our favour. It is
a pity we were passing Great Blasket without a visit, but
perhaps on another day with luck. From Brandon Head to Fenit
we had a following wind and lovely sunshine, through the
Magharees. We enjoyed the sunshine and the scenery, but not
the result of the Lions match on the radio. We were joined on
Sunday evening by my wife Olga and Pat Harte (RCYC) who
was to be my able assistant tbr the rest of the trip.

Pat, Denis and I headed for Carrigaholt, while Olga left by
car, to meet us there later on Monday, with Catherine McAleer.
Overcast and no wind were the order of the day, but we were
greeted by dolphins in the Shannon, before we picked up
visitors’ moorings at Carrigaholt: a pleasant but quiet port of
call, with a good pub and restaurant on the main street.

Next morning the girls headed off by car, while the boys
headed by sea for Inishmore. The sea was flat cahn, so it was
diesel all the way to Kilronan. Inishmore was alive and buzzing.
The harbour is being extended by a significant new breakwater
which is under construction. We were again joined by Olga and
Catherine, by ferry from Doolin, and then by Catherine’s
husband John the next day, by ferry from Rossaveal. We visited
Dun Aengus and the rest of the island by bicycle in lovely
sunshine. The tourist is well catered for with planes and ferries
to the mainland, plenty of taxis and mini-buses as well as bike
hire in Kilronan. There are good pubs and restaurants and a fine
supermarket.

I used the visitor’s mooring closest to the south shore at
Kilronan, and found to our regret on the Wednesday night that
at low water (LAT) we grounded, and were heeled over about
30 degrees for about 2 hours - I should have checked the tides
and depths, but I assumed that there would be enough water on
a visitor’s mooring. Wrong! No harm was done.

We said goodbye to Denis, and dumped him on the quay wall
at an early hour on Thursday morning for the first terry to
Rossaveal. The rest of us then sailed to Rossaveal and later to
Roundstone, in pleasant wind and good sunshine. At the
moorings in Roundstone we again met fellow ICC member Ivan
Sutton and his wife Mary, whom we had met in Fenit and
Kilronan. The visitor’s moorings in Roundstone are a long way
f¥om the town pier, which could present a challenge in fresh
conditions.

We spent two nights in Roundstone before departing on
Saturday 27th at 08.00 for lnishbofin. The girls again went by
car and terry. The car is a long story, and transport logistics
merit a log in their own right. We had a pleasant sail around
Slyne Head but I was too cowardly to try Joyce’s Pass, even
with a good GPS, chart plotter and favourable weather. We

found anchoring space and good shelter in Bofin Harbour by
13.00. This was the first night on the anchor since the start of
our cruise. Inishbofin was enjoyable, and again has more new
piers. Showers were available at the Community Centre, for a
small charge. There is a good bar and restaurant at the local
hotel

The girls bade us farewell on Sunday morning, and headed
home by ferry and car. The lads took on fresh water at the inner
pier: there was plenty of depth here at high water. We realised
that we were spoiled for choice as to where to go next along this
coast. We skipped many places we would loved to have visited,
but even on a leisurely cruise one has to make choices. It ,just
means we will have to come back for more on another cruise.

We decided to head for Leenane. The breeze down Killary
was from the east and freshening, and we struggled to pick up a
mooring in the strong wind, even with one of those fancy
pickup poles. I find the visitors’ moorings around the coast a
great asset, but they need to be made more user-friendly or
someone will have an accident trying to secure to one of them.
It is also a shame that having made the investment in
establishing them, that the local authorities are not maintaining
them in a safe condition. If Ireland is to remain attractive to
sailing visitors we need more safe moorings and pontoons along
our coast. We eventually lassoed the mooring with a sinking
line, launched the dinghy and freed the shackle with a smack
from a hammer, before being able to attached a mooring line.
Clare Island was the only moorings on our cruise which looked
as if they were recently serviced, and which had a pick-up line
and buoy attached. I suspect the pick-up may have been fitted
by regular users rather than the local council, but bravo to
whoever was kind enough to have done so.

The wind in Killary blew 30 knots and lashed rain all
evening and well into the night, so no shore leave or refresh-
ments for us in Leenane. We motored gently down the fjord the
next morning in still air, a flat sea and sunshine, and were lucky
to spot a pair of sea otters near Rusheen Point. The visit to
Ireland’s only t~jord was a memorable experience.

We were really getting into the islands at this stage, and
Clare Island for our next destination. We walked the circuit of
the island in lovely sunshine, showered in the community
centre, dined ashore near the harbour and admired their new
pier.

Next morning we left about 09.00 in a bit of a blow and
heavy rain, and had a lively sail to north of Achill Head. The
weather became slacker as we sailed across Black Sod Bay,
inside the Inishkea Islands and into French Port in Mayo, where
we were at anchor by 15.20. As the Cruising Guide suggests,
this is a handy overnight anchorage but there is nothing ashore
for miles. However, we did go lbr a walk and were rewarded by
hearing the corncrake, something I had not heard tbr about 35
years. There is a wildlife sanctuary in the area, and apparently
about seven corncrakes in residence.

It was time for John to head for home, and to facilitate re-
uniting him with a car in Doolin, we headed for Killybegs on
1st July at 05.00. I called the harbour-master by mobile, to
request a berth, and he advised to call him on VHFI4 when we
arrived in the harbour and he would have something for us. This
I did and was rewarded with a berth on the town pier at 17.30,
in a very heavy downpour. We were made most welcome, and
one of his men arrived next morning to offer us freshwater. We
stayed two nights, at no charge.

It was many years since I had been in Killybegs, and I was
very concerned by the size and number of fishing vessels tied
up in the harbour. I believe they remain in harbour from April to
September each year, such is the state of our fishing industry. In
fact I was surprised at the lack of activity on our coastal waters.
Apart from the major ports of Lame, Belfast, Dublin and Cork,
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we only saw one small commercial vessel, less than ten small
commercial fishing boats engaged in the act of fishing, and very
few pleasure craft either motor or sail. We, of course, saw much
ferry traffic on the islands, which all seemed to be well served.
We found it amazing to see so little maritime activity for an
island nation.

On Friday 3rd July, Pat and I headed for Aranmore Island,
off Co. Donegal. We stayed two nights on the visitor’s
moorings, and walked the island and again heard two
corncrakes. Here there were more new piers and slipways in
evidence. The island was buzzing with weekend visitors. We
walked to the port at the south end of the island, which looked
sad and deserted with lots of old trucks, rotting hulks and
derelict buildings.

On Sunday we set sail northward to visit Tory Island. I went
to the little cove at the east end of the island and dropped the
hook for a short trip ashore, where the nesting oystercatchers
made unwelcome noise and gestures to keep us away. The
heavens opened just after we returned aboard, and we were
accompanied by thunder showers as far as Downings. We
visited a fine hotel in Downings for a refreshing pint and a good
meal, but the only store in the village had little to offer by way
of provisions.

Port Salon, in Lough Swilly, was our next port of call, where
we again had great fun snaring a visitor’s mooring. It did not
look as if it had been serviced in recent times, judging by the
significant amount of weed attached. We had our evening meal
in the local Golf Club where we were made welcome. When we
returned to Sabrone she was lying to the wind but taking an
unwelcome scend on the beam. By mid-morning the following
day we were almost seasick from the swell catching us on the
beam, so we went up the Lough to the pontoon at Rathmullen.
We were a few days early for Tony Mahon (RCYC). who was to
join us on the Thursday evening. We were also a week early for
the ICC Rally, but unfortunately I could not make the dates
work. We had a visit from Helen Morrow (ICC) who spotted
our ICC Flag and kindly came to say hello. Pat and I took the
ferry across from Rathmullen to Buncranna; re-loaded from the
cash machine; had an enjoyable inexpensive lunch in a local
pub and did some provisioning. We returned for a walk, and a
visit to Rathmullen House for a pint, and to check out what we
were going to miss at the ICC Rally the following week.

Tony arrived as planned, after an Aer Arann flight from Cork
to Dublin, the Bus Eireann Express to Derry, a taxi to
Buncranna and the last ferry to Rathmullen which arrived at
about 20.00 on Thursday 9th July.

We were now heading into an area of serious tides, where we
definitely needed to get our timing right. We were away at
06.35 on Friday 10th to catch the tide at Malin Head, but I
slightly underestimated the time for our trip to Malin Head
against the last of the flood into the Lough, and arrived to catch
some sizable over-falls, but once through those we were sluiced
through the sound between Malin and Inishtrahul at about 12
knots over the ground, in light airs. The original plan was to go
to Culdaff on the east side of the Inishowen Peninsula, but we
were advised in Rathmullen that the moorings were not
serviced, and with a storm coming in on Saturday we would be
better to go on to our next planned stop at Rathlin Island.

A fine day and excellent progress was made until close to
Rathlin, where we met an adverse tide just off the west end of
the island, which reduced speed over the ground to a mere three
knots for most of the way along the shore into Church Bay
Harbour. We were secured on the pontoon by 16.30. This is a
harbour with good shelter either on the pontoon or inside the
inner harbour, where a few yachts decided to take refuge. We
stayed on the pontoon and were well-sheltered from the storm
even though we were reading 29 knots of wind at the masthead.

The nightly charge is £12.50 for any boat. Clean toilets and
showers on shore are part of the service. We were made most
welcome by the islanders and indeed we were treated to a great
sing song with Frances Black, her brother and friends, in the
local on Saturday night, while we drank Guinness at £2.50 a
pint.

Sunday morning we were away about 08.30 to get a smooth
tidal-run south along the Antrim coast. It was still lively off the
various headlands as far south as Lame, where we met heavy
ferry traffic. We arrived in Bangor marina at 14.25 in lovely
sunshine.

Jim O’Meara, a long time friend, flew from Cork to Belfast
City Airport with Aer Arann, crossed the bridge for a train to
Bangor, and arrived a short walk from the marina, all in less
than four hours.

On Monday 13th July we sailed from Bangor to Ardglass,
where we found Guinness in the local pub at "£2.00 per pint
while stocks last", how bad is that? Next day we had a
headwind all the way from Ardglass to Howth, where we were
charged the most expensive marina fee I have ever paid for one
night - £42.89. The following morning Tony left for Cork. Jim,
Pat and I left Howth in nice sunshine, albeit at the wrong time
for the tide along the east coast, and had a mixed sail as far as
Arklow. I had not visited Arklow before and on arrival found
the pontoon along the fiver reserved and full of visitors from
Belgium and the Netherlands - good to see these visitors in our
waters. We failed to contact either the marina office or the
harbour-master, but were advised by two kind men working on
a boat on the quay wall. that there was plenty of room on the
marina in the basin. The entrance is very tight, and the ICC
Guide suggests that the basin is too tight for a boat in excess of
12 meters to turn, so I was reluctant to go in, but did and while
it was tight, it was manageable even with my tender on the
derricks at the stem. We were invited to join the evening racing
fleet in the local Club for a drink, when they returned to open
up at 21.00.

We were on the move at 05.30 to catch the tides on our way
to Dunmore East. It was another windless morning with a grey
sky. We rounded the comer at Carnsore Point close inshore, and
headed for Saint Patrick’s Bridge. I had not crossed the Bridge
before, and by the time we got to it the tide had turned against
us, which gave us something to ponder as we looked at the
strong current over the whole causeway. It was fine approach-
ing from the east but I would have had second thoughts about
using the Bridge if I was approaching from the west, as the flow
over the causeway made it look too shallow for a yacht.
However, on we went without a hitch, and arrived in Dunmore
East at 16.00. The harbour-master instructed us as to where to
take a berth, and with a bit of boat moving we had a snug berth
alongside a larger yacht on the pontoons.

A friend, Tommy Gately, travelled from Cork the following
morning to join us for the last leg home, but we were delayed a
day due to a strong northerly gale.

We set off at 07.00 on Friday 18th for what was to be a hard
slog against the wind to Crosshaven where we duly arrived at
our berth at 18.00.

We had completed our circumnavigation of Ireland visiting
seven islands in the process. We travelled 815 miles; spend, 19
nights on marinas or pontoons, 2 at anchor, 14 on visitors
moorings and no nights at sea. I had the company of 10 family
or friends during the cruise for various lengths of time, I
thoroughly enjoyed the experience, and I hope those who were
part of the experience enjoyed it also and will find time for
more cruising with us in the future. We are blessed with a
fantastic coastline which includes many beautiful islands for
cruising, and if you get reasonable weather, as we had, it is had
to beat.
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Catherine and Olga on Inishbofin.

Patrick Dorgan
writes of a Para
Handy tale

Messrs. Amazon

W hen 1 told Stuart Nairn that 1

was going cruising in
Scothmd, he enquired if 1 had
heard of Para Handy. I hadn’t, but
a quick few clicks of a mouse to

(whose European warehouse is by
coincidence situated on the Clyde) brought the complete
edition of this great (but imaginary) man’s wit and wisdom,
as originally published in the Glasgow Evening News
between 1900-1920. It is a collection of highly entertaining
stories, told from the perspective of the Master of a Clyde
puffer, the Vital Spark.

The following extract is from a story written for the Clyde
Cruising Club journal in 1911). A century later, it still
resonates, and hopefully will appeal, particularly to those
who are contemplating joining the Club’s centenary
celebrations next year.

"If I wass a man wi" a pickle of money by me there is no a
hobby I would sooner have than sailin’ a bit yat for my own
amusement," said Dougie, as the Vital Spark came puffing
out of Rothesay Bay through the fleet of the C.C.C.

"Sailin’ yats for yoursel’ iss no’ an amusement: it’s wall o’
them contagious diseases," said Para Handy. "You’re better
to get bye wi’t when you’re young, and spend the rest o" your
days in the bosom o’ your family listening to the mistress
playing the pianolio.-

"’It’s a great sport," insisted Dougie, looking with envy at
a young fellow out on the bobstay of a plunging little cutter
trying to clear a ton or so of deep-sea vegetation from the
flukes of her anchor.

"Chust that! And so is keeping white rabbits, but for a
man/hat’s up in years, a yat of his own is a telTible affliction.
It’s the ruination o" many a happy home. A chentleman that
bass it iss not much use to his wile and family; he’s away on
the heaving billow every Seturday efternoon, wi’ no address
where they can send a telegraph to tell him that his
warehoose is on tire...’"

"’You wouldna see aal them chaps gore" mond in yats o"
their own if there wassna some diversion in’t,’" said the Mate.

"’There’s some people will do anything; you’ll even see
them climbin’ mountains, and not a drop o" anything to be got
on the top when they get there. Mountains iss good enough to

look at, or for grazing sheep; if they were meant for men to
climb, they would be tier. My idea of a pleasant sail iss a
caibin ticket to Ardrishaig, and two or three cheery lads in the
fore-saloon. Where iss the fun of yattin’? You’ll take your
week-end bag wi’ your pynjamahs and a bottle of Fruit Saline
in’t, doon to Cardwell Bay on a Seturday, and you’ll likely
find your Jackeroo has dragged her moorins and done fifty
pounds of damage to a boat belonging to a Lloyd’s surveyor.
Before you get a dozen or two o" beer and some refreshments
put on board, and have gaithered thegither two or three handy
fellows that can haul a rope, it’s three o’clock in the
afternoon, and there’s only a flan o’ wind to take you doon the
length o’ Lunderston. There you are, my laad, and where,
then, are you? A deid fiat calm and nothing to do but open a
tin of Australian meat and make the best you can o’t wi’ the
wan knife and the two tumblers. Perhaps she’s a weel found
ship and bass a Primus stove; then wan’ o’ your friends will
say, TII make an omelette, sunny boys; chust you hold on a
meenute, and you’ll see a toppin’ omelette!’ The principal
ingredient of a Primus omelette is a taste of paraffine oil; and
it’s no" an omelette anyway, it’s either a piece of flannelette or
a thing like an embrocation. ’Put out your held, Johnnie, and
see if you see a sign o’ wind,’ says you to wan of the laads. ’It
is blowing an Irishman’s hurricane - up and doon the mast,’
says Johnnie; ’the next time I come oot for sport, I’ll take a
parasol’. ’Then we’ll anchor here and go to our beds,’ says
you; ’I like the way the sun’s going doom we’re sure to have a
nice bit of breeze in the mornin’.’ So you sleep on a plank,
and you waken every twenty meenutes wonderin’ whether it’s
the foghorn at the Cloch, or Johnnie snorin’. It’s chenerally
Johnnie. There’s only enough wind the next day to take you
tip the length o’ Gourock and the beer iss done. That’s the
worst of beer, when it’s finished, there’s none left. You take
the early train to Gleska on the Monday mornin’, and go back
wi" your face aal sun-burnt. ’Where have you been wi" that
face of yours’?" says the chentlemen in the Stock Exchange -
where you make your money. ’Oh, chust for a bit of a trip on
the Jackeroo" says you; "It’s a splendid, healthy life. The
crops iss looking beautiful oot in the Western Islands. Buy a
yat," says you, "it’s the sport of kings." ’Where can I get wan?’
says your frien’. ’I’ll sell you the Jackeroo,’ says you: ’I’m
thinking of starting a motor car - or a laundry.’ "
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Revisiting Northern Spain

Noel Casey

Dublin to La Rochelle

I n 2006, during the Irish Cruising Club’s rally to northern
Spain, which visited Hondabria, Zumia and Bilbao, circum-

stances dictated that I was unable to arrive in time to the first
two stops on that excellent rally, but having really enjoyed the
closing event in Bilbao, it seemed essential to revisit those
missed ports.

A trip to northern Spain via south Brittany by Kish, my
Tayana 37, commenced on June 14th 2009, leaving Dun
Laoghaire in a fresh southeasterly. We then made stopovers in
Wicklow and Kilmore Quay, where we waited two days for a
favorable slant in the fresh winds. A projected stopover in the
Scillies was abandoned, and after
some 50 hours at sea, John Dunlop
and I arrived in Concarneau,
having passed to the west of the
Chenal du Four and Raz de Sein in
the night, the inshore passage
being a difficult navigational
challenge at night with a south
going tide against a southerly
wind.

A couple of days in Concarneau
saw John depart for Dublin via
Nantes, and Vincent Espana join
me. We then commenced day-
sailing south to call at islands off
the coast, including Belle Ile
(Sauzon), Ile de Noirmoutier
(L’Herbaudiere), and then to the
mainland, first calling at Les
Sables-d’Olonne, then sailing east

of lie de Re to pass under the bridge to arrive at La Rochelle
(Minimes), mostly sailing some 60 miles each day in ideal
weather. At La Rochelle in late June the temperature was 35
degrees, the highest experienced in our time away. After a two-
day stopover, we headed south for Hondabria.

This journey generates several interesting navigational
conundrums, the first being that there is no shelter from the
prevailing northwesterlies, making ~k)r a very long, 150 mile
lee-shore on the French coast, with only a couple of small
harbours with harbour bars untenable in strong westerlies.
Secondly there is a military artillery exercise area stretching
from five miles to lbrty-five miles offshore for most of that

Zumia Harbour entrance

Passenger Pigeon.

distance, with harbours only at Cap Ferat and Arcachon, neither
of which is approachable in other than light winds, due to
strong streams at their entrances.

To avoid a fifty-mile slog to windward, and having had a
good forecast for the next two days, we reluctantly decided to
stay on the inner passage, five miles or less from the coast; but
circumstances changed. At dusk on July 2nd, some 20 miles
south of La Rochelle, there were loud booming noises to the
west, which, for about an hour, we thought were military
artillery exercises. After a while rational opinion suggested that
the French navy could not be so prolific with their shelling, and
we debated if it was thunder, but there was no lightning to be
seen, After a couple of hours of thunder with no lightning, a
very black cloud-bank to the west was seen to be darker than the
rest of the sky, but as it was dark, its significance was slow to
dawn upon us. This was to change rapidly; simultaneous with
our conclusion that thunderstorms were imminent, the wind
speed went from six to thirty knots and veered to the northwest.
No panic, some concern yes, putting in three reefs, but the
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presence of a lee shore forced us to sail west into the militarily
restricted zone. By lunchtime next day we were some fifty miles
off the coast nearly clear of the western edge of the exclusion
zone, when a helicopter circled above us and a French navy
patrol boat appeared. The helicopter called us up on VHF and
told us to speak to the patrol boat on channel 12, who told us in
perfect English to proceed to a designated position some 5 miles
northwest of where we were. This we did, escorted by the patrol
boat. We were hove-to for about an hour, before the navy told us
that their exercises were complete and we could continue south.
No diplomatic incident, no arrests!

A close call, don’t upset the military! We were almost clear
of the exclusion zone when contacted. I have since speculated
as to what could have happened if we were unable to clear the
zone promptly and had discommoded the military. The
thunderstorm caused flooding in Bordeaux, some 50 miles
from our position, and I was told that there was 50 mm of rain
in Dublin that night.

Previous Naval ’Battles’
This was my third naval encounter, having been warned-off
previously by the British and Irish navies in 1997 and 2005
respectively. In June 1997, while on Bandersnatch of Howth.
en-route to the Orkneys some twelve miles east of Stornaway,
we were warned on VHF by the Royal Navy in a very firm
Devonport accent, that, "’this is a submarine exercise area -
keep clear". It was northwest force 7 and I asked him what he
advised, to be told to "go north". Explaining to him that we
were going for shelter he asked us to stand-by. Some three
minutes later we were told to "carry on" and so we did. This
was a ’famous’ naval victory for Bandersnatch. There was a
downside, as a little while later there was extremely loud
bulkhead vibrating sonar sounding on board, not a gentle ping,
but a rattling grunt - obviously a submarine directly below us
using our wake to hide from the exercising warship for some
five minutes. Not very comforting, as we have all heard of
trawlers being sunk by contact with submarines.

Subsequently another naval encounter, in July 2006, while
some fifty miles south of Old Head of Kinsale; a message from
LE Aoife announced that they would be holding live gunnery
exercises from 15.00, for one hour. Their position was less than
ten miles from us and they were visible on the horizon. On
calling them up, I was told to change channels and standby, But
there was no response from LE Aoff’e despite being called back
several times. After some time without any response they
declared that the exercise was finished.

La Rochelle to Spain and onward to Crosshaven
On resuming our journey south, on the next night we were
some 10 miles off of Hondabria, and waiting hove-to for
daylight before entering. A blue beacon was seen approaching,
and a couple of minutes later a French customs boat circled us,
trained floodlights on us, and within a few minutes a RIB was
launched and five customs officers boarded and checked us out
politely for some thirty minutes.

Arrival in Hondabria was welcome having come from La
Rochelle, and two days were spent there, visiting Hendaye also.
Subsequently we sailed to Zumia where we were made most
welcome. Leaving to go to Bilbao in a westerly force 5, the
horrible sea on the nose persuaded us to return and await a
calmer sea.

Arrival in Bilbao completed the circuit of Atlantic Spain, as
in 2006 Kish had sailed from Bilbao to Vigo following the ICC
Rally that year. In Bilbao we stayed in the marina of the Real
Club Maritimo Del Abra, where the 2006 rally had concluded.
Here my French friends departed, and I waited for nay son Eoin

to arrive, to sail with me back to lreland. Another navigational
conundrum presented itself here, as with prevailing winds
being northwesterly, the correct approach would be to sail west
along the coast to Finisterre. and then head north. That would
have been the prudent approach, avoiding the lee shore that is
Biscay, and allowing us to sail north with a favourable slant on
the prevailing wind. This would require more time than my
son’s two-week leave would allow, and he wanted to see French
ports, not making too many long offshore passages. Accord-
ingly we sailed from Bilbao direct to Les Sables-d’Olonne, a
passage of some 40 hours, staying outside the military
exclusion zone, having set waypoints on its western extremities
and regularly checking that we were clear of it. This was Eoin’s
first offshore passage, and I explained that if we were to make a
long passage, it was important not to commence with short port
hops. From there it was very pleasant day-sailing in south
Brittany, back to Concarneau, with just one day of force 7 when
we did not sail. A gripe I had was arriving on a mooring at
Sauzon at 20.45 to be asked for �20 by the harbour-master’s
RIB, for the mooring for the night, when I had no intention of
going ashore. A receipt was given and the code for the showers,
so all was correct. It was galling to see an Amel 54 arrive a few
minutes later, after the harbour-master’s RIB had stopped
working, and take a free mooring for the night, as he left at
07.00 next morning. He was probably as pleased as 1 was
displeased; c’est la vie.

On arriving at Concarneau we prepared for a departure for
Ireland, and had intended to arrive in Kinsale, but a wind that
headed us somewhat made Crosshaven an easier option, taking
forty hours for the direct passage; I find that sailing via the
Scillies takes three days longer. At Crosshaven, Eoin took the
train from Cork to Dublin, and with Shane Dillon, who joined
me in Crosshaven, we sailed directly to Dublin. Some of the
worst following-seas of the trip were encountered between
Youghal and Dunmore East in winds of force 6. We arrived
back in Dun Laoghaire on July 30, after being away for six
weeks.

In summary Kish covered some 1600 miles, with a crew of
either two or three, in mostly pleasant weather when in France
and Spain.
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From Fjord to Ford
Sweden

sailing home from

Adrian & Maeve Bell

Prologue

’n September 2008 Adrian fell in love again. She was blonde,
_long-legged and Swedish. She was the new Arcona 430.

Infatuation persisted throughout the autumn. Following a test
sail in the Solent it could be contained no longer. Nothing for it
but a m~nage ~ trois.

Visits to Sweden followed: to Stockholm to talk to the MD
and twice to Kungshamn on the west coast to see her being
built. We decided to commission our boat in Sweden and
experience some sailing there and in Norway before heading
home. So the plan evolved: a week at the yard in early May to
commission, two weeks at the end of May for a shake down
cruise on the west coast of Sweden, returning at the end of June
for a three week cruise home hopefully arriving at Lough
Swilly for the Club rally.

In the meantime the Arcona 430 was named European
Performance Cruiser of the Year - an exciting accolade for a
small and relatively unknown company. Being a ’Performance’
cruiser came at the price of a fairly deep keel, 2.28 metres.
Having had a special 2 metre keel fitted to our Arcona 400
which per~brmed brilliantly, we asked if it would be possible to
have the same this time round. The MD said he would speak to
the designer but he thought it could be done.

The boat
The Arcona 430 is a modern, high performance cruiser
designed for fast sailing as opposed to rating well under a
particular handicapping rule. Very racy looking on deck, down
below you get all of the luxury of beautiful Swedish timber
construction. A Bermudan rig on a 21 metre high mast, a
modern hull shape, a 12 metre waterline length and a lot of
beam aft give the boat a sparking performance. She is very well
behaved and is easy to sail even with two people. There is a
largish mainsail, a 105% jib and everything is led back to the
cockpit; we have opted for single line reefing, a packaway with
lazy jacks and over-sized winches. With a draft of 2.3 metres
you have to pay attention in shallow or confined waters as
hazards approach surprisingly quickly! Arcona fit a rubber
bumper on the bottom of the keel tbr many of their Swedish
customers as apparently it reduces their insurance premiums!

Oisfn Bdn is hull number 7 and is fitted with the new
Raymarine widescreen C series with all the usual gadgets. We
have a second chart plotter screen in the cockpit which, for a
boat of this size, is almost essential when sailing in rock strewn
waters. Our previous boat had radar and a See Me, an active
radar enhancer, and this time we have added AIS. But we also
carry Adrian’s father’s hand-bearing compass which must be
more than 60 years old and his trumpet-style fog horn.

The shakedown

As all boat owners know, delivery dates tend to move back-
wards. The projected date got postponed by a fortnight so the
commissioning week never happened. Adrian and the UK
agent, Tony Bottomly, set off on Tuesday May 19th while
Maeve together with Ronnie and Pamela Browne followed on

Saturday 23rd. Dinner on arrival, with toasts to Ois{n BEn, was
followed by a hectic Sunday unpacking, stowing, shopping,
and generally getting things ready. Monday morning was even
busier with the yard finishing last minute tasks before we cast
off mid-afternoon, motored out of their dock in Kungshamn
fish harbour, and started to pick our way gingerly through the
rock-strewn channels.

Progress in a rather lumpy sea under engine was disappoint-
ing; the engine manufacturers Yanmar had insisted on no more
than an 18" prop for the 55hp engine, resulting in performance
like an egg whisk. Setting sail off the island of HhlI6 with a bit
of sea running, our windward ability was no better, and to cap it
all there was a loud bang as one of the mainsail cars shattered.
We limped into Sm6gen in a cloud of gloom, our bubble of
expectation dented. Had our fleet-tooted deer turned into a
dog? Life cheered up a bit when we received an invitation for
drinks aboard a brand new HR345 whose owner turned out to
have grown up in County Down; they were on their commis-
sioning cruise before heading back to England.

Despite the excellent shelter in the inlet [brming Sm6gen
harbour, we were recording force 7 the next morning so it was
easy to decide on a social day in port. The Hallberg crew paid a
return visit and later we entertained a Swedish couple who had
just taken delivery of the very first Regina 40. Despite Sm6gen,
with its traditional fishermen’s huts and boardwalk, being a
’honey pot’ destination in the season, it was virtually empty
(and facilities closed) apart from our three brand-new boats.
Following protracted telephone calls to the mast-makers, the
sailmakers and the agent, and in between the entertaining, we
managed to obtain replacement mainsail cars of a more
substantial size from the local loft of UK Sails, a short walk
away on the other side of the inlet.

Heavy rain pounded down during the night, the only rain we
were to experience in either Sweden or Norway, but the
following day the wind started to drop and, after pre-lunch
drinks in the beautifully finished deck saloon of the Regina, we
set off tbr FiskeNickskil some 13 miles to the south, and had an
exhilarating reach under genoa. The passage became less
fraught as we discovered that both the Bfitsportkort and the
chart plotter had black lines. Following these lines kept one in
the main navigable channels and off the rocks. Hats off to the
Vikings who had to find the way without their benefit!

Over the ensuing l0 days we visited a number of places both
north and south all of which we would recommend. From south
to north they were;

Fiskeb~ickskil: a bijou village on a north-facing inlet at the
westerly end of the Boken~s peninsula, consisting of
exceptionally pretty holiday homes, complete with a restored
windmill and a white painted wooden church with a beautifully
decorated interior, including a roof which, from the inside,
resembled an upturned boat. No shops however and the
restaurant at the small marina at that time of year opened only
at weekends.

Kungshamn: Sm6gen’s next-door neighbour on the
mainland side; much more utilitarian. However it had two
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Oisfn B<in at the Arcona dock.

supermarkets, an excellent hardware shop, post office and other
useful facilities including the all-important government bottle
shop.

Sm~gen: clearly well-known and much photographed. Once
an island but now linked by a road bridge to the rest of the
peninsula, it has been completely built over with holiday
homes, but early in the season one can enjoy the quaint
sheltered harbour surrounded by traditional crimson painted
fishermen’s huts, and the extensive boardwalk which runs the
length of the inlet. High summer is clearly a different
experience.

Hunnibostrand: on the north side of the
SotenS, s peninsula, this may well have been
our fawmrite. Well sheltered with a choice of
three restaurants, an excellent supermarket
and several attractive boutiques specialising
in interior ddcor, it was another perfect place
to view the sunset.

Bovalistrand: looked attractive from the
anchorage on the northern shore of the inlet
where we lunched m the sunshine serenaded
by cuckoos.

Fjallbiicka: a delightful small town

backed by a 76 metre rocky outcrop, the
Vettebergit, which we scaled one evening to
enjoy enchanting views of the sun setting in
the west over the chain of protective islands.

Grebbestad: our north most point. A
short walk from the G/,istharnn brings you to
a modern village centre with good shops.

As our fortnight drew to a close, decisions
were rnade. Following the discussions with
the designer and the MD, it had been decided
to replace the keel and rudder with the
standard ones as there was clearly insuffic-

tent lift from the shallower version. It was also agreed that,
despite the regulations of the engine manufacturer, a bigger
prop was clearly required. And of course there was the
snagging list of other less fundamental items. All in all it was a
big ask to get everything completed in the three weeks before
we were due to return for the trip home.

Northwest Sweden
This pan of the Swedish west coast is an excellent cruising
ground and uncrowded befl)re mid-summer. The entire
coastline is relatively low lying and is protected by the
skS.rgfird, the random archipelago of islands, skerries and rocks
which provide relatively sheltered water. It demands careful
navigation but there are of course the black lines! Some of the
islands and islets are bare rounded rock while others are green
and wooded. Small harbours and g:,isthamns are readily
available, often picturesque and lined with traditional wooden
fishermen’s huts: if you are brave enough in remoter places you
can throw out a stern anchor and moor the bow to a ring in the
rocks. We weren’t! Surprisingly there are no pilot books for this
section of coast. The excellent Norway Pilot by Judy Lomax
published in 2007 starts further north at the Swedish border
while The Baltic Sea starts further south at G/3teborg; both are
published by the RCC Pilotage Foundation.

Homeward bound - southern Norway
To give ourselves a sporting chance of being ready to leave on
Sunday 28th June we flew to Sweden on the Thursday in
advance of our crew - our niece Stephanie McKeown and Peter
Duffy, a hmg-standing friend from Bangor, who arrived on the
Saturday evening. Oisin Bcin was back in the water with her
new keel, rudder and prop, and the mast had been re-stepped.
Men were running up and down finishing bits and pieces;
worse however was when men were nowhere to be seen and
bits and pieces still had to be attended to! A final hitch was the
disappearance of the spare key tk)r the hatch lock, itself a
replacement because an earlier duplicate key had gone missing.
But at least we had one key and, having waited around for an
hour or so on the Sunday morning, we cast off at 09.30 without
it and headed west.

Once through the channels south and west of Sm6gen

Chilly winds offKungshamn Pamela, Maeve and Adrian.
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(following the black lines for the
final time) we cleared the sk~rg~rd
and headed west across the
Skaggerak under engine and full sail
towards Arandal. Sunny warm
conditions with a smooth sea
provided an excellent opportunity to
mug up on specific stopover points
described in the RCC Pilot.

Eighty-three miles and eleven
hours later we anchored in
Hovekilen, a delightful bay on an
island just east of Arendal. The only
downside was the jellyfish, dense
creamy yellow ones with long
tentacles like flowing flaxen hair
which put paid to swimming despite
a water temperature of 23°C. Yet
again the evening light was fantastic.
At 23.30 after dinner it was still
bright enough in the cockpit to write
a final entry in the log.

After an unscheduled MOB
practice with the bucket, shortly after raising the anchor next
morning, a further 60 miles were covered in gloriously warm
sunny conditions, again motor-sailing apart from two hours
when the wind increased sufficiently to stop the engine. Despite
Judy Lomax’s advice that to miss the Blindleia (the blind
channel) would be to forgo South Norway’s greatest gem, miss
it we did, in the interests of getting to Stavanger in time for
flight connections. The most eventful happening on the way to
Mandal was the loss of one of the vertical battens from the
genoa as it was unfurled. Adrian then discovered that when the
boat was re-rigged, they had been inserted in their pockets the
wrong way round. Fortunately we were quick enough to catch
the remaining two and replace them correctly.

The town quay in the centre of Mandal proved to be very
noisy, as the main street was just metres away. We received our
first taste of the cost of living in Norway when we indulged in
ice creams to celebrate the superb summer weather -
admittedly mega-sized, they came at the mega price of £3.50
each. After an hour or so, and following further perusal of the

Maeve and Adrian with Duart Castle, Mull, in the background.

Yet another stunning sunset - this one over Fjallb~cka.

Pilot, we motored a few miles to the west across the Banksf~jord
to a quiet inlet, much more to our liking for an overnight stop.

A forecast of a wind-shift to the northwest and the tyranny of
flight schedules meant passing a host of inviting sounding
villages and harbours, including Farsund which was strongly
recommended by Nigel and Heleen Lindsay-Flynn in their
charming 2007 log. There was some solace, as the light south-
easterly breeze allowed us to hoist the snuffer and break out our
beautiful new red genneker for the first time and fly it to good
purpose after we had rounded Lindesnes Point, the most
southerly tip of Norway, on our way to Egersund, one of the
few secure harbours on the exposed southwest coast. As we
dropped our sails off the entrance to the narrow sound, we were
taken aback to find a very large shrink-wrapped building
approaching us filling the entire channel. With two large tugs
ahead and one astern of the barge, we speculated that the load
might be the super structure for an oil-rig.

The southern approaches and Egersund itself were very
industrialised, with only a few traditional
wooden waterfront buildings remaining,
but the little marina in the inner harbour
was welcoming, at 150 Norwegian
kroner a night including shore power,
and the loos and showers were sparking
clean. Next morning we faced a
dilemma. A 22-metre bridge spanned the
exit by the north channel, the direct
route. Our mast was 21 metres. Maeve
steered without daring to look up, Adrian
held his nerve. All was well.

Heading north the coastline was
boring and offered no shelter for the best
part of 30 miles or more. The constant
sunshine gave way to overcast misty
conditions. As we approached Tananger
we started to see a lot more shipping, so
we activated both our radar and AIS. A
couple of hours later the mist started to
clear and the wind freed. Hoisting the
mainsail using the power winch there
was a sudden loud twanging noise; one
of the lazy jacks had hooked itself on the
end of a batten and parted under the
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pressure. The packaway on the starboard side was rendered
useless and the mainsail had to be dropped and bundled up as
best we could.

Entering the Byfjord, the last of the mist rolled away and the
sun sparkled on the sheltered water, the wooded islands and the
eclectic mix of terries, yachts, motorboats and even a rowing
boat. The topography was relatively low and benign but some
serious mountains rose in the distance. Having pressed on since
leaving Sweden covering between 60 and 80 miles a day, we
now had a day in hand for exploring.

Studying the Pilot for options for the overnight anchorage
we plumped for ]kdn~ay, an inspired choice as it turned out. We
were tucked away in a sunlit pool, fringed with colourfully
painted holiday homes nestling among the trees. There was
even a sufficient balance between water temperature (high) and
jellyfish (low) to allow Steph to swim. Later two more yachts
joined us, but it was still quiet enough for a couple of red-
breasted mergansers to paddle round undisturbed while yet
again we dined in the cockpit.

Straight after breakfast the next day we motored off in calm
conditions towards the Lyset~jord for some sight-seeing. The log
records ’holding tank hygiene performed en-route’; something
(we were not sure what) was not quite right with the forward
holding tank, which we had been punctilious about using when
in harbour, before opening and pumping out when in open
water clear of land.

Lysel]ord is the most southerly major 0ord in Norway,
extending eastwards inland for some 20 miles, with the ahnost
vertical walls of rock rising each side, sometimes only 200
metres apart. Craning our necks we admired the iconic Pulpit
Rock some 604 metres above us while we recorded 435 metres
under the keel!

Heading back up the H6gslTjord in a northwesterly direction
we dropped our hook for lunch in Ramsviga, yet another
sheltered sunlit pool. Vik in old Norse is the word for a
sheltered inlet or bay in which the men who wen! i-viking, or
raiding, could hide their boats. As a result there are lots of
names on the charts incorporating vik or vig. Then on to
Stavanger, where we first made a circuit of the Vfigen, only to
find it chock-a-block with an enormous cruise liner, numerous
motor boats, and a huge temporary arena erected on one side of
the quay. We retreated across the harbour to the sailing club’s
marina, where we were able to get a berth in front of the simple
little wooden clubhouse with its honesty-box for guests.
Although quite a long walk from the city and its sights, there
was a reasonably frequent bus service from the top of the
bridge.

Top priority on arrival was to fix the packaway and try and
replace the batten. And of course discover what was wrong
with the holding tank. Hans, of Ship Shape, a small chandlery
based beside the sailing club, lent Adrian his climbing harness
to go up the mast and then drove him to another chandlery for a
batten as he did not have one. Another club member kindly
spent quite some time sorting out a shore power connection for
us, and then drove Maeve and Steph to the nearest supermarket.
Supermarkets were the most disappointing aspect of our time in
Norway; not only were prices sky high but there was a very
limited selection, especially of fresh food such as meat and
vegetables. Good thing we had stocked up so plentifully in
Sweden.

Next morning we were all up early. Peter left for the airport
after breakfast, then we motored a short distance to the island
of Vass6y, where there was a convenient fuel berth. Following a
flurry of emails to the yard in Sweden, the holding tank
problem was finally identified. The in and out valves had been
connected the wrong way round, and as a result the tank was
full of six week old waste. What a bummer! Our first thought

was a pump-out facility. Our new friend Hans contacted the
harbour-master on our behalf, only to discover that there was
no such thing in Stavanger despite the symbol appearing on the
chart; ’aspirational’ apparently. Hans then arranged for a
portable facility to arrive during the afternoon. Meanwhile
Steph set off for a quick tour of Stavanger before heading for
the airport. The mobile pump-out was most efficient, and at
least we had a clean, empty tank, although it was now out of
commission until parts arrived from Sweden, and we could get
a repair done. Thank goodness for a second heads, or it would
have been bucket and chuck it for the rest of the trip.

The North Sea
Next up, the North Sea crossing. There was a reassuring
weather window, but the grib files showed strong northerlies
around the Orkneys for some days after our projected arrival.
Not an encouraging prospect for rounding Cape Wrath, so
somewhat reluctantly we decided to return via the Caledonian
Canal. Bjoern, a friend and work colleague, and a veteran of
several North Sea crossings including twice double-handed on
a Contessa 32, arrived in the early evening, via Aberdeen.
While we waited for John Taggart (ICC) who was not due to
arrive until almost midnight, final navigational details were
settled ready for a 04.30 departure, with a view to arriving in
Inverness before low water with, we hoped, a glimmer of dusk
still in the sky. Shuteye was very short by the time we had had a
welcome drink with John and caught up with each other’s
news.

Fortunately it was a beautiful dawn as we got under way at
04.30 CET on the morning of Saturday 4th July motoring in the
light airs. The day passed uneventfully; we waved vigorously at
a 50" Amel flying an Irish ensign and spotted our first oil-rig at
19.40. Mid-afternoon the wind had increased to west-

southwest, force 3, unhelpful, as that was approximately the
direction we were heading, although later it hacked and we
were able to get a slant and roll out the genoa. It was a clear
evening and night; the moon was almost full, the sky was full
of stars, and the flares of the oil and gas-rigs glowed in the
distance. Two of us were on watch at a time, Adrian staying up
until after 01.00 in order to change the cartridge on the chart
plotter. AIS, our new toy, was fascinating as we checked out the
various ships on the screen and discovered their destinations as
well as their CPA. It was about 03.30 and still dark when
Bjoern who has 20:20 vision said: "There’s a yacht ahead. Two
actually." Altering course, we were still fairly close as they
passed under full sail; we saw no-one in the cockpit of the first,
and although we waved at the second there was zero response
from the people on deck. It was a salutary reminder that
electronic aids of all descriptions are no substitute for a sharp
lookout.

The rest of the passage was delightfully routine, apart from
an episode with the electronics. We noticed that while we had
not altered course the little boat icon on the chart plotter was
crabbing along at about a 20° angle to the course, and some of
the numbers didn’t make sense. Then the auto-pilot jumped out,
lost the run of itself so to speak. Fortunately it was daylight and
we were now within sight of Scotland. Eventually we were able
to tie up in the small marina at the mouth of the river in
Inverness, at 01.30 BST, some 330 miles and 46 hours after our
departure, having had to motor or motor-sail for 44 of them.

Caledonian Canal and West Coast of Scotland

Although it operates out of portacabins, the marina provided
hot showers and the opportunity to top-up the fuel tank, before
we headed tk)r Clacknaharry sea lock, to start our journey
through the Canal. What a pleasant surprise to discover that all
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the staff had been to charm school since our previous visit,
some eleven years ago. Also very welcome was the well-
stocked Co-Op adjacent to the pontoons in Muirtown Basin, as
the larder was pretty bare. We just made the last locking of the
day in time to enter Loch Ness, which meant we could press on
to Fort Augustus that night. Rain arrived for the first time on
this homeward leg and all except the cook were dripping wet on
arrival.

By the end of following day, during which we perfected our
lock technique, we had arrived at the top of Neptune’s
Staircase. We were very pleased to be included in the first
locking in the morning, as we were keen to get a few days
sailing before John had to leave for the Swan Europeans in
Cowes. Even starting at 08.00 it was 11.00 before we cleared
Corpach Basin and exited into Loch Linnhe. To start with, the
wind was variable in strength and direction, but by the time we
reached the entrance to the Sound of Mull we were recording
north-northwest force 6. With two reefs in the main and full
genoa, we legged it up the Sound to Tobermory in a mere two
hours, with a bit of tidal assist. There we were entertained on
board by Graham and Dorothy Jefferson, now the proud owners
of our former Starlight 35.

The imperative of being somewhere for John to access
transport to Cowes on Saturday morning, ruled out any adven-
tures north of Ardnamurchan. So after a leisurely morning we
set off in the early afternoon for sea trials, as this was really the
first time that there was a favourable wind and no deadline
requiring use of the engine. We beat westward out of the Sound
almost as far as the Cairns of Coll, making over 8 knots in 18
knots of wind with one reef in the main. After an exhilarating
broad reach back down the Sound under genneker, when the
wind increased to 20 knots, we anchored in Loch Aline. At
some stage over dinner Bjoern owned up to having taken a
book on meteorology on his honeymoon, whereupon John
remarked that marriage is a love story where the hero dies in
the first chapter!

With a forecast of a deep low approaching, Ardfern was the
optimum destination for Friday. Motoring in the light southerly
winds, we diverted through Easdale Sound in a fit of bravado to
prove to ourselves that these things were still possible, even
with a 2.3 metre keel. It is worth noting that our chart plotter
gave a very misleading representation of the narrow southern
entrance; much better to rely on the CCC or Martin Lawrence’s
Pilot. We then whooshed through Cuan Sound, before beating
gently to the Dorus Mor, where the nostalgic sight of a Clyde
Puffer heading north across the mouth of Corryvreckan with a
huge plume of black smoke belching from its funnel, came into
view. John treated everyone to a celebratory dinner in the
Galley of Lorne, our first night eating ashore since leaving
Sweden.

A couple of days passed in the comfort of Ardfern’s
facilities, as the blow went through. Monday 13th July saw us
under way again, heading south down Loch Craignish, where
we spotted our first dolphins of the trip. A lunch stop in
Lowlandman’s Bay on Jura, our first ever visit, rewarded us
with the sight of a huge colony of seals with lots of creamy
coloured pups already in evidence. The weather was looking
much more settled than was forecast and, with the tide in our
favour up the Sound of Islay, we decided the omens were good
for West Loch Tarbert, Jura. There was a Dutch yacht in the
outer loch, two more boats in Cuan Mor Bay, but only
ourselves in the inner loch, ie the seaward side of the
exceptionally tricky Cuan Beg. Despite its shallow nature we
managed to anchor in 4 metres and spent the overcast evening
searching out fine views of red deer, including several stags,
through the binoculars.

By this stage it had been agreed that the replacement parts

for the holding tank should be sent to Belfast, and that we
would lift-out in Bangor. So the following day we retraced our
route to spend the night in Craighouse, where we saw several
Scottish boats on their way to the rally in Lough Swilly, before
heading south next day down the North Channel. Very light
conditions meant that the engine was in action again; every-
thing proceeded routinely until early afternoon when, just north
east of the Highlander Rock, we spotted a small rowing dinghy
floating close by. After a bit of debate we radioed the
Coastguards; it had apparently been reported lost off Bally-
walter four days earlier so we agreed with them to tow it to
Bangor.

Bjoern’s wife Anje and his three children, gave us a big
welcome on arrival, and the two boys aged seven and five
stayed on board for a sleepover. A very grateful owner of the
dinghy collected it the next morning and Oisln B6n was lifted
out in the afternoon. Adrian and Bjoern completed the
replumbing on the Friday, before Adrian and Maeve headed for
Rathmullan by car on the Saturday, for the rally dinner which
Ronnie and Pamela Browne also attended. The final leg to
Strangford was completed on Monday 20th July with John
Magowan Commodore of Quoile Yacht Club on board. It was a
bit of a slog into head winds but a wonderful feeling of
accomplishment when finally tied up to Quoile pontoon with
1161 miles on the log.

PS Oisin Bdn went to Southampton in September to be the
show boat on the Arcona stand, and to have final snags sorted
out, including the electronics. Raymarine replaced the course
computer and upgraded the equipment to a SPX30, promising
that this will prevent the autopilot from losing itself in future.

Navigation

Our Raymarine CW chart plotter is fitted with Navionics
Gold series charts. We found that the charts were accurate
but knowing that there are uncharted rocks on the Swedish
west coast we tended to play safe and follow the "black
lines". We used a C276 Garmin hand-held chart plotter with
Garmin blue charts as a backup to the Raymarine system.
Again they seemed to be accurate.

The electronics were backed up by some paper charts and
various B~itsportkort (Sweden) and B~itsportkart (Norway)
very kindly lent by Pat & Brenda Branigan, John
Clementson and Dessie McDowell (all ICC) and Bob
Harper (read his account of his five year round the world
cruise Letters to the Boatyard published by Dolmen Press).
However we tended to use them as back up as they are not
easy on the eye; this is because the water shoals very
quickly and there is very little tide so the charts tend to be
yellow and white with virtually no green or pale blue. If
relying on paper for the many intricate passages, a
magnifying glass would be essential together with a set of
self adhesive stickers to keep track of one’s position.

When sailing this summer we used the Grib US weather
charts www.grib.us which you can down load for free to a
laptop either by Wifi connection to the internet or by
G3/GPRS mobile phone technology using a G3 card. Even
at times when there was only GPRS service we were able to
down load the 5 day forecast charts which were a great help
in passage planning and particularly judging when to cross
the North Sea.
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Round Ireland in Reiver: Portaferry to
Strangford by just turning left

Peter Will iams

I have sailed to, or round, all parts of this island of heland over

.the last 45 yeaas, but 1 had never actually made a circum-
navigation in onee’TO" on nly own bottom. So this year I thought
that I would try.

Whiterock to Frenchport

My brother David arrived back at Whiterock in Reii,er from the
Mylne Regatta, with the two Glens which he had escorted back
from the Clyde (see his septlrate report) late on Saturday 18th
July. Many congratulations to those Glens who sailed to the
Clyde and back to Whiterock.

I and my crew Robert PercevaI-Price and Jock Workman,
were waiting on the pontoon with 35 separate boxes and bags to
make a quick changeover: we watered and fuelled ship as
darkness fell, and moved out to our mooring where it took until
after midnight to stow everything and prepare for sea.

We departed at 09.00 the next morning, and made it to
Lame, with the tide against us for the last hour, round Muck
Island, picking up a rnooring there at 20.00. Monday’s tide and
a pleasant breeze took us to Rathlin, The glens of Antrim
looked very well in the July sunshine, with only occasional
showers. There we saw Madcap and Golden Nomad returning
from the lCC rally.

The next morning we had an easterly breeze - unbeliewlble
- which caiTied us to lnishtrahull. It strengthened all day, and
on arrival at Inishtrahull at the end of the ebb, we decided
Portmore was not a safe anchorage in such a wind. We carried

on round Malin Head - bit of contrary tide there - into Lough
Swilly and anchored in Leman Bay. This is the first anchorage
in Lough Swilly and more sheltered than it appears on the
chart. There were violent thunderstorms that evening.

Next morning we sailed for Tory Island - it was so pleasant
that one member of the crew donned shorts off Fanad Head, for
all of ten minutes! We arrived at Tory at 17.00 and were
welcomed by the King. The island is a bit quiet as Duggie the
dolphin has departed, but the people are always very
welcoming, despite the fact that yachts in the small harbour
nmst be a great nuisance to them. There was the usual moving
about as the ferries came and went, until eventually we were
able to tie up off one of them for the night, and go up to the pub
in peace. It was a quiet " " evening.

Wind in the west next morning, so we were able to sail
quietly down to Gola where we had a lunch stop and a walk
ashore, before taking the inside passage east of both Gola and
Owey islands. And so down to Aran Roads, to anchor for the
night and go ashore to have a walk round and go for a drink in
one of the pubs. Aranmore very upmarket now with regular car
ferries positively suburban.

The forecast predicted big lows coming in from the Atlantic,
so we pressed on the next day, and decided to head across
Donegal Bay to get out to the west while it was still possible.
We made an gO-mile passage to Frenchport, where we bought
three lobsters, two pollack, and several mackerel from a local
fisherman, to help us wait out the bad weather in comfort.

/

/

/
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Reiver tied up on Tory.
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Dingle changeover.

Bad weather on the West Coast
I made a big mistake next day in taking heed of the weather
forecast. Despite the warnings, the bad weather did not come
till the evening, and we could have pressed on round Achill
Head.. Slowly it dawned on me that there is such a constant
stream of small-craft warnings at all times, that the only thing
to do is to ignore them completely! We ended up spending three
nights in Frenchport - not the social hub of the country, and
departed on Monday 27th July, on the tail end of the gale. We
headed about two miles out to sea - a very unpleasant sea it was
too, but it seemed easier when we tacked south - engine
running all the time - managed to weather Achill Head in
mountainous and very uneven seas, and laid Inishbofin where
we arrived, tired and wet after
twelve hours of fairly hard going.

Unfortunately someone had left
the lid open on the fairy-liquid
bottle. Half a pint of fairy-liquid
spread through four lockers, and
over various surfaces including
torch, binoculars, handheld radio
etc., makes a monumental mess;
bits of the galley still froth up if
water is applied.

I often find, on one of these
rough days, that I am the only
person who is prepared to go
below and struggle in the galley to
produce some food for those on
deck. A couple of times on this
voyage the only thing wanted was
dry biscuits; dried fruit is also
welcomed by those feeling a bit
thoughtful. I must admit that twice
on the west coast I was almost
seasick which is unusual for me.

A day spent partly ashore with
lunch in the new, very posh hotel
on lnishbofin- two crew members

even had showers. How prosperous
the islands are now, regular ferries
seem to be the answer -
presumably subsidised. It comes as
a slight surprise to be able to buy a
bottle of good Rioja in the
(portakabin) shop on Inishbofin, as
I remember the island when about
the only thing available was
Guinness.

Wednesday 29th July and a nice
day with the wind more west than
south, and a pleasant sail round
Slyne Head to Aran, even poled-
out the jib for a while. But there
was more bad weather brewing so
we decided to press on for Loop
Head and the Shannon. But first, as
my two crew had never been to
Aran, we rowed ashore and got a
taxi to Dun Aengus, had a quick
walk round, taxi back, three
minutes in sweater shop for quick
purchases, and under way at I 1.20.
An uncomfortable beat until we
rounded Loop Head at 19.00 and

ran up the ten miles to Carrigaholt and a wet, windy night.
But one more push was needed to get round to Dingle for

our scheduled crew change, so we rather reluctantly departed
Carrigaholt in sheeting rain at 07.00 with forecast southwest or
west force 6 to 8, to try to make it to Sybil Head. The seas
rolling into the shallow water in the mouth of the Shannon are
quite large in a strong westerly, so we were quite glad to get
into deeper water, and more so when the rain stopped. We made
Sybil Head at about 17.00, and thankfully bore off down the
Blasket Sound, which was very rough. Then, of course, coming
out into Dingle Bay it was almost fiat calm, and we got into
Dingle marina at 18.30. Coming ashore at Dingle was the first

time we had set foot on the mainland since leaving Whiterock!

White knuckle ride.
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Crew change in Dingle

My daughter Kate joined me on Sunday, via Ryanair and Tralee
airport, and on Monday my wife, Anne, and daughter, Rose,
arrived by car fiom Belfast. by way of Mallow to visit a cousin.
The next morning Jock and Robert went off taking the car back.
The journey from Dingle to Belfast by road is vastly improved
now, hours quicker than it used to be.

Tuesday 4th August and yet another strong southwest wind,
and a hard hack out to the west to get round Bray Head and into
Portmagee: six hours to cover 15 miles, 25 logged - not a good
introductory sail for the three girls! An evening and night of
violent squalls on a visitor’s mooring, very glad we rigged a
chain through the eye of the mooring.

Next day, one more push and two hours to get out round
Puffin Island. The Skelligs were dimly visible to windward, but
definitely not visitable this time, with big seas, and a still-
strong southwesterly. We tacked for Dursey Head, freeing off a
tiny bit from time to time. as the day wore on, with me
promising the girls that things could only get better. We
rounded Dursey Head at about 16.00, passing inside the Bull,
Cow and Calf rocks. The Calf gave us one final kick in the
shape of a semi knock-down, which had the effect of putting
the compass (a two year old Simrad with the sender above the
pushpit as Reiver is a steel boat) out of action as we headed off
across the mouth of Bantry Bay. With the weather improving
and the wind on the quarter, we rounded Mizen Head at 20.00
and went into C,’ookhaven for the night. It was a calm and
sunny evening. Someone said to me on the pontoon at Dingle.
"Sure when you get round Mizen Head you are in a different
ocean entirely’. How true! The big French boat Rara Avis
(Baltic Trader’?) was in Crookhaven on the way to Belfast for
the Tall Ships festival.

Most expensive marina

Next morning we sailed in light airs through Gascanane Sound
and on to Castletownshend where, after a walk round the town,
we had a delightful meal at Mary Anne’s. On next day to
Kinsale, a lovely quiet sunny sail. Anne and Rose left the
following morning by bus and train to Belfast.

Kate and [ set out to go round to Crosshaven, but as we
motored out towards the harbour mouth the engine, which had
behaved perfectly in the most adverse conditions, decided to

draw attention to itself by stopping. So it was back to the
marina berth under sail, and a start to checking fuel supplies,
filters etc., but all seemed in order and, with several phone calls
to my brother in Belfast to discuss the appropriate actions, I
eventually got it going again. Kate left by bus to Cork airport
and John Hughes (ICC) arrived by train from Belfast to join me
for the run home. The engine started perfectly and gave no
further trouble on the rest of the trip home, except that my
confidence in it was totally shattered. We think that all the
shaking about earlier in the cruise may have shaken up dirt in
the tanks so they will have to come out and be cleaned this
winter. The marina bill for two nights’ stay in Kinsale came to
1976 with no extras!

The last corner
On Sunday 9th August we departed from Kinsale in a light
southwesterly wind, and motored with very little help from the
sails all the way to Dunmore East, where we tied up to a fishing
boat at 20.00. At 05.15 next morning we set off to catch the tide
at Carnsore Point; and with a bit more breeze than the previous
day we made it to Arklow at 18.00, going up close inshore this
time, inside all the banks. Next day was a 07.15 departure to
take the tide round Wicklow Head and through to Howth.

In Howth Yacht Club that evening we met Philip Watson,
and took the opportunity to get him to measure us up for new
sails, as the old ones have now lasted almost 21 seasons and are
in need of ever more frequent repair.

The final day departure from Howth was at 07.00 and with
too little wind we made the very last of the tide into Strangford
Lough at 17.30, and were able to tie up at Whiterock and
unload at 19.45.

We had motored and sailed a logged total of 870 miles over
25 days, with far too much engine time ( 114 hours). It was hard
slogging down the west coast, into continuous southwesterly
winds and very uncomfortable seas. In so doing we missed out
Donegal Bay, Clew Bay, Derrynane, the Kenrnare River,
Bantry Bay, Roaring Water Bay, Baltimore, Cape Clear Island
and Glandore all of which i had hoped to visit.

But we managed to get round Ireland with little damage and
many thanks to all those who came with me. l think that next
year I will aim to cover shorter distances, to sail more, and
motor as little as possible.

David Park writes T...][ilary and I flew from Dublin to

of Alys in the Medll.Alghero, Sardinia on May 8th.
We launched Alys and sailed her
slowly south, 147 miles to Cagliari,

the capital of Sardinia. We tucked ourselves into a friendly
marina in the west of the large harbour, and each morning,
large skeins of flamingoes flew overhead, honking just like
geese.

On May 31st my son Michael (ICC) and two friends
joined us for the sail to Sicily. We had a grand sail, with a
northwesterly wind, 170 miles to Favignana; one of the three
Egadi Islands 10 miles to the west of Sicily. The only
problem on this trip was that all our electrics failed and our
only overnight source of light was a large torch for reading
the compass and steamer scaring, but fortunately the latter
was not required. I found a good "spark" in Favignana, and
he eventually diagnosed the problem as a small ammeter wire
shorting on a battery terminal. Liz, Michael’s wife, joined us
here, and after several days we sailed the 10 miles to Trapani

in the west of Sicily, from where they flew home to Dublin
with Ryanair. Aidan Tyrrell (ICC)joined us on June 10th and
we day-sailed along the north coast of Sicily to the island of
Lipari; a rather beautiful place. The passage between Lipari
and the smoking island of Vulcano was quite spectacular.
Mount Etna could be seen quite clearly in the distance. We
returned slowly to Trapani, having covered 296 miles, and
flew home at the end of June.

Hilary and I returned to Alys for September, and this time
sailed along the south coast of Sicily. We took a bus one day
to the Valley of the Temples at Agrigento; supposedly the best
preserved temples outside Greece. On another occasion we
took the cable-car from Trapani to the medieval town of
Erice, which is high in the hills; a most interesting place.

We had sailed 190 miles. Alys was lifted out at Trapani
Boat Services, a most efficient yard and we flew home at the
end of September. And so ended 2009, in mostly very good
weather.
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Making the case for a bout of harbour-
fever in the ionian Islands of Greece

John Edi Keating

I f there is one conclusion to be drawn from my three weeks’
cruise exploring the Ionian Islands on Len and Mary Curtin’s

Moody 376, Chain, it is that I am re-defining what I believe
cruising for me in the future will be all about, whether it is on
my boat, or on that of a friend with similar beliefs. Having done
my share of long-distance cruising over the years, as long-time
crew on another person’s boat, in all sorts of weather and sea
conditions, sailing hundreds of miles, visiting a number of
different countries with half-day stop-overs in the ports visited,
I now aspire to a more nuanced view, of shorter trips and longer
stays, with an occasional bout of harbour fever. Shorter trips,
allow one to visit, stay and explore, soak in the ambience of the
places visited by getting to know the local people, sample their
food, and fall into occasional bouts of harbour fever. Whether
this leisurely approach to cruising sounds admirable to some of
you reading this, or plain inconsistent to those of you who
enjoy long trips at sea, I leave it to you to decide. However, for
me, from now on, I make the case for the leisurely approach to
cruising, and arriving home tanned, refreshed and ready for the
road again. The following is an account of one such trip around
the Ionian Islands.

Ann and I had the pleasure this year of an invitation from
Len and Mary to join them on ’Chain’. On Tuesday May 5th,
Len, Ray Lovett and 1 flew into Athens at 20.30. The following
morning at 07.30 we caught the early morning bus from
Fississou Street Bus Station to Prevezia and the Aktio
Boatyard, where Len winters his boat. Ahead of us was a six-
hour journey; this is not as bad as it sounds as the buses are air-
conditioned tour buses, very comfortable, stop half way for
refreshments, and arrive on time.

Arriving in Prevezia at 14.00, we organised a taxi to take us
to the boatyard, and set about scrubbing decks, preparing the
hull for anti-fouling, checking the engine and rigging, in time
for the 15.00 launch on the following Friday. The exact time
given us by the yard, and at two minutes to 15.00 sure enough
the ’cradle’ was next to us ready for the big lift. As Chain was
the second-last boat to be launched that day, the yard invited us
to stay on the slipway overnight and use the yard facilities
ashore. As it was late afternoon we duly accepted their kind
offer, and on completion of our boat check, dined out that
evening in one of the very good and cheap restaurants adjoining
the yard.

On the following morning at 10.00 we left the Actio slipway,
and headed down the Preveza channel, sailing past the gable
end of the Zika Hotel to port and heading for the Gulf of
Amvracikos and the town of Vonista. I refer to the Zika hotel as
there are five unmarked rocks just below the water level which
we were warned about by an English sailor, who had
unfortunately collided with the outer one the previous week,
doing a lot of damage to the keel of his boat. This was our first
day at sea and the weather was absolutely beautiful, clear blue
skies, a gentle breeze and a slight ripple on the water, as we
rounded Akri Point heading in an easterly direction for the
channel between Panyia Point and the islet of Kefalor. Sailing
by a magnificent spectacle of pelicans diving for fish between

the numerous multi-coloured fishing boats, the first yacht we
encountered was an Irish motor-cruiser flying a large tricolour,
as we headed into the Gulf and shortly afterwards the pictur-
esque town of Vonista.

Vonista is a typical Greek harbour inlet town of traditional
architecture, and is steeped in classical history, like most towns
in Greece. It boasts an impressive 17th century Venetian fort on
a hill overlooking the town, and a recently renovated,
beautifully proportioned, Venetian footbridge connecting the
mainland with the chapel on the islet of Koukouvista, within
five minutes walk from the town centre. Access to this bridge is
over a cobble beach framed by a backdrop of tamarisk trees,
with the town on one side, the hazy lush green hills on the other
and a turquoise mirror-like blue sea with what seemed like
’floating’ islands forming the final boundary to this wonderful
sheltered anchorage.

Vonista

We arrived in Vonista at 13.00 and tied stern-on to the quay
wall behind a breakwater accessible from both sides. The quay
has water, is three minutes walk from the centre of town, and
best of all, berthing is ’free’. That afternoon we headed for the
very well-stocked supermarket, and later that evening to the
’Pharos’ restaurant. As we were sitting in this harbour-side
restaurant watching the fishermen cast their nets in the setting
sun, 1 was invited by the chef into the spotless kitchen to
choose our food for that evening’s splendid meal, which came
to � 12 each. We passed away the evening in this tranquil setting
before coming to our first decision to stay in this picturesque
town the next day, and after one short day of cruising we got
our first bout of ’harbour fever’.

Having decided to stay, we rose bright and early on the
Sunday morning and headed up the steep cobbled steps to
explore the Venetian tort on the hill. Unfortunately as it was
Sunday the fort was closed, so after walking around the
perimeter, we headed back down the winding streets of the
town and succumbed to breakfast in one of the many local
cafes. After breakfast we walked leisurely towards the Venetian
bridge and crossed over to the islet of Koukouvista and sat
outside the chapel, in the tranquil woodland setting, watching
the fishermen mend their nets and the yachts at anchor in the
clear mirror-like water. That evening we paid a return visit to
the ’Pharos’ restaurant, to end a very pleasant couple of days in
this friendly and unspoilt harbour village.

At 11.00 on Monday May 1 lth we slipped from the quayside
and headed in a northerly direction to our lunchtime anchorage,
in the lagoon of the 5 islets of Vouvalosi. This beautiful
anchorage was a wonderful place to swim, watch turtles
feeding on jellyfish, and pelicans feeding on the plentiful
surface-swimming fish. The peace and tranquillity of the place
suddenly changed at around 17.30 when a southerly wind
picked up out of nowhere, rising to around force 6 or 7,
interrupting our relaxing afternoon, and changing our plans for
that evening. Rather than risk the shallow, windward, harbour
of Koronisia, we set sail in a westerly direction for the town of
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Preveza and arrived there at 19.30,
tying starboard side-on to the quay
wall, just as the wind began to
moderate. We headed for our
favourite restaurant, the
"Mermaid’, where we had lunched
when we first arrived in Preveza.

Tuesday May 12th was the day
Mary and Ann were flying into
Preveza on the evening flight. We
had a most interesting day meeting
Irish sailors of charter boats, as
well as the crew of a boat out of
Howth Yacht Club which tied
alongside us, and whom Len had
met previously. I took the
opportunity to tour the town,
heading for the back streets away
from the commercial seafront,
where there is the opportunity to
meet the fliendly locals, and the
chance to explore the traditional
architecture of the town.

Friendly Preveza

Preveza, like a lot of Greek towns,
has a modern and commercial
quayside which has recently been given a face-lift, but when
one explores behind this fagade the architecture is very
traditional, and some areas are a bit run down. However what it
lacks in quality architecture, it makes up for in the atmosphere
and friendliness of the people. Part of nay brief this particular
morning, was to find something for lunch, so I headed for the
town centre and discovered a fresh fish shop and a vegetable
shop, practically next door to each other. I returned to the boat
and set about preparing a lunch of bream, potatoes and roast
vegetables, from a recipe I learned at one of Martin Shanahan’s
open nights, in the Fishy Fishy restaurant in Kinsale, and after a

Port Spiilia from Spartahori.

Part view of Nidri town centre.

leisurely afternoon Mary and Ann duly arrived that evening at
around 20.30. We rounded off a very pleasant day with a mini-
tour of the town with our wives, and a return visit to the
’Mermaid’ restaurant for dinner.

We awoke bright and early the next morning, and after
breakfast left Preveza heading under sail in a southwesterly
direction towards the entrance gate of the Levkas canal. Like
previous days the weather was beautiful, clear blue skies, a
gentle northerly wind, and a fiat calm sea. We headed for the

canal gate which opens on the
hour, and arrived there at 10.35 to
join the other boats and yachts
gilling about waiting for the 11.00
opening. Passing through the gate,
we headed for the town centre of
Levkas, and tied stern-to the town
quayside, just as an Italian boat
owner was leaving and creating
chaos, snagging the anchor chains
of a number of adjoining yachts.
The quayside adjoins the town
centre and is adjacent to the very
busy and noisy main traffic route
out of Levkas. The town itself has
a couple of museums, ample shops
if one wants to spend time
shopping, and very interesting and
unique 19th century house
architecture, the design of which
was developed after the 1825
earthquake which practically
levelled the town. We headed off to
explore a town we have visited on
two previous occasions, and on our
return we all agreed to leave this
noisy quayside. As the wind had
picked up to around 12 knots, we
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Kioni, Island of Ithaca.

hoisted sails and tacked down the Levkas canal to the island of
Meganissi and a berth in Porto Spillia, the port area under the
hilltop town of Spartahori.

The island of Meganissi is very picturesque, and according
to Homer’s Odessey, it seems that Ulysses confined his fleet
there when he left for Troy. At around 18.30 we entered Porto
Spillia and tied stern-to the marina of the restaurant with the
same name. We were met by the owner of the restaurant, who
took our lines and recognising the Irish tricolour proceeded to
tell us of some of the Irish sailors who had visited his marina
over many years. In fact, we knew a number of those he
mentioned. At 20.00 that night we went ashore to his restaurant
and with the customary visit to the kitchen we sat down to an
excellent meal.

Lost on Meganissi
Early next morning I headed oft" on my own up the winding
steep road, to the hilltop village of Spartahori, with its winding
narrow cobbled streets, its traditional architecture of blue and
white houses and spectacular views of the harbour, to meet
some of the friendly inhabitants. They cannot speak any form
of English nor I any Greek. This I found out to my cost when
getting lost in the maze of look-alike streets, and having walked
the feet off myself eventually finding my way back, by a
process of elimination and a circuitous route, to the marina in
Porto Spillia. Meanwhile, Len and the others had set off on
their visit to the hilltop town, as I settled down, exhausted, to
breakfast in the marina restaurant.

At 12.00 we slipped from the marina and headed the short
distance around a couple of headlands to the main town of the
island, the picturesque village of Vathi. Arriving alongside the
quay wall we set off to explore this beautiful seaport village.
Like all towns and villages we visited, it boasts relatively good
facilities for boats, such as well-stocked supermarkets, water,
diesel and excellent tavernas serving fresh fish and local
delicacies. As this was Ray’s second last day with us, Len
suggested that we head for Nidri, as this was to be Ray’s point

of departure. We set off at around
15.30 under sail, in beautiful
weather, a gentle breeze on a calm
azure blue sea, passing the island
of Scorpios still owned by the
Onassis family, and the colourful
boathouse made famous by Jackie
Kennedy Onassis. In late afternoon
we rounded the headland at the
entrance to the seaport of Nidri and
anchored in the lush green
horseshoe setting of Tranquil Bay
directly opposite the marina of the
town, now full of charter yachts.

Nidri Village is one of the most
cosmopolitan towns on the island
of Levkas, and is very popular with
tourists and overseas residents. It
has everything a sailor needs, such
as a couple of good chandleries
with repair facilities, laundries,
water and fuel, ferries to the
islands, supermarkets, many
tavernas, and an excellent and
cheap bus service to the main town
Levkas, a service Ray intended
using early the next morning.

Tranquil Bay anchorage is a popular place for friends to meet,
and on this occasion we anchored near another Cork boat who
happened to be a friend of Len’s. Later on that evening, after
on-board chores were done, we headed for the Nidri restaurants
and joined in the festivities taking place along the sea front.
Next morning, Friday May 16th, Ray left the boat at 08.15 to

Len Curtin, John Keating and Ray Lovett at the Mermaid.
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catch the bus to Levkas and connect with the noon bus service
to Athens, whilst the rest of us spent the morning exploring
Nidri and shopping. Although Nidri has almost everything one
needs, there are few places of interest to see, unless you hire a
car to take you to the surrounding countryside.

As is normal in the lonian, the day was absolutely beautiful,
and in a light breeze, with a stock of freshly baked croissants,

we weighed anchor and headed under sail for the picturesc~ue
town of Syvota on the south coast of the island. Sailing down
the east coast of the island we passed the town of Poros to
starboard and arrived at our destination, the town of Syvota at
15.00. We tied stern-on to the quayside approx 4 metres from

the nearest restaurant, in the centre of town, a superb location
we had previously stayed on, when cruising the same area a
couple of years before.

Syvota, is another picturesque "horse-shoe’ harbour village,
set into the surrounding lush green hills. It offers good mooring
facilities, water on the quayside, and a delivery service of fresh
bread, fish, vegetables and fuel to the visiting yachts. There are
clean showers and a laundry located nearby, and some of the
best fish restaurants in these islands, located within 50 metres
of our mooring position.

This was the first evening that the sky had clouded over, our
first light shower of rain, and a forecast of high winds for the
following morning. We joined a trot of around 20 yachts and
boats all along the quayside, with a Scottish yacht on one side
and an Austrian yacht on the other. At approx 03.00 the next
morning Syvota was hit by a freak whirlwind of over force 9,
causing some boats to leave, others to put extra lines ashore and
in general all crews on standby into the night. Well, that is, all
crews except us; we were the only boat that didn’t respond to
the furore as we slept solidly through what was happening
outside. Next morning when we surfaced, all of the adjoining
crews wanted to know what sleeping pills we had taken, and for
the rest of the morning the friendly banter didn’t cease.

Although the wind had died down at this stage, the forecast
for the rest of the day and next morning was for high winds and
rain to continue, thus giving us the opportunity to enjoy another
bout of harbour fever, and the chance to explore the rest of the
town, which has some really good modern domestic archi-
tecture, or watch the net makers weaving their nets in the
traditional way, and visiting some of the fantastic yachts for
sale along the quayside.

On Sunday May 18th, at 09.45 we slipped our lines, raised
our anchor, and moved out of the trot to head for our next
destination, the small fishing village of Frikes, on the island of
Ithaca. This village is so busy in the summer season that on
three previous occasions Len had tailed to get a berth on the
quayside, so this visit was also a first visit for him.

Arriving alongside at noon, a couple of very helpful and
friendly English sailors took our lines, and warned us of a high
wind which sweeps down from the surrounding mountains
most days from 17.30 to 20.00. Sure enough it arrived on time
that evening. Berthing in this harbour is on the port side on
entering the harbour, as the anchor-holding in the harbour area
is suspect. There is a pontoon on the starboard side as you
enter; we were warned not to tie up to this, as the wash from the
many ferries passing outside makes it the most uncomfortable
berthing place in this small harbour.

Again, this town has all the facilities one requires to stock or
service a yacht. It is a really pleasant harbour to visit, however
like most small harbour towns, it gets very crowded in summer.
That evening a magnificent 50ft plus Welsh yacht tied
alongside us with a ’for sale’ sign prominently displayed on it.
Having just arrived from wintering in Turkey, it was being

returned to the UK for selling - a sad reflection to the economic
times we now live in.

Next morning we slipped the quayside and the adjoining
boats at 11.00 and headed the short distance to the very
picturesque town of Kioni. This town has recently undergone a
facelift, and is one of the most popular towns for charter-yachts
to visit. Arriving at the quayside stern-to, a sailor from an
adjoining charter-yacht took our lines and introduced himself
and his companion as coming from Cobh - he had recognised
the tricolour as we entered the harbour. This is a really beautiful
village with many cafes and tavernas located all along the
quayside overlooking the many brightly coloured fishing boats
tied alongside. This traditional whitewashed town is again
sleepily set into mist-clad, lush, green mountains, and the
rhythm of the bells from the Greek Orthodox Church that
greeted our arrival only added to the atmosphere of the place.

Having spent a most relaxing evening in Kioni, we decide
late next morning to set sail in an easterly direction for a lunch-
time anchorage in one of Len’s favourite spots on the island of
Arkoudhion. The day was spent swimming and watching a
fishernmn tend his nets, in idyllic surroundings: another of the
many beautiful days we’ve had on this cruise. Later that day we
had planned to sail to Fiscardo on the Island of Ithaca, an
uplnarket resort we had visited on a previous cruise, however
the general view was that we should pay a return visit to Porto
Spillia on Meganissi, and the friendly innkeeper with his
excellent marina facilities and exceptional food.

Passing by the huge cave of Papanicolis, where the Greeks
hid their only submarine Papanicoli in the last Great War, we
sailed up the eastern side of the island, past many new modern
villas, white sandy beaches fading into an azure blue sea, and
lush green hills, to round the northern tip of the island and sail
into the harbour of Porto Spillia. We tied stern-to with a pick-up
line to the marina, and as we berthed we were joined by a
London-registered yacht, one of the biggest yachts I have ever
seen, which took up all of one whole leg of the marina.

After a leisurely breakfast, we slipped from the marina to
head under full sail in a northerly direction, past the Skorpios
Island group, back to Nidri. As for Ray previously, this was to
be Ann’s and my last destination of our cruise. We spent the
afternoon in beautiful sunshine, swimming around the boat at
anchor in Tranquil Bay, before heading back later that evening
for the tavernas and festivities in this lively town. After our
excellent meal and a few farewell ’scoops’ we retired to prepare
for our early departure next morning.

On Thursday May 22nd we left Chain for our bus ride to
Levkas and our connecting service to Athens. Arriving at
Athens we had a panoramic view of the Acropolis and the
wonderful architecture of the Parthenon. Unfortunately, the
newly constructed modern museum housing the treasures of the
Acropolis, was not open to the public until mid-June.

The Ionian Islands are a paradise of colour, picturesque
towns and seaport villages, azure blue clear water seas, white
sandy beaches and best of all very friendly people. Most of the
towns visited have good facilities for yachts, free berthing, an
excellent island rnobile economy providing fresh food, diesel
and water to the quayside on a daily basis and have an
abundance of good tavernas and cheap fish restaurants. We
dined out almost every night as we found most of the
supermarkets visited, with the exception of Vonista, were

nearly as expensive as are those in Ireland. The weather was
exceptional through our three week cruise, and returning home
to the wind and rain didn’t seem to matter too much as we
contemplated our next cruise along the south coast of Ireland to
Glengariff.
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Objective achieved! Canaries and
Azores

Cormac P McHenry

008 saw Island Life sate in Marina San Sebastian, La
Gomera, Canary Islands, a marina perfectly situated for

cruising north, south, east or west. North to the Azores and the
ICC/RCC Rally, south to the Cabo Verdes and further afield,
west direct to Cuba, the Panama Canal and east, back to the
European mainland.

I visited La Gomera several times over the winter. The
marina could not be more convenient with Aer Lingus/Ryanair
flying direct to Tenerife Sur, taxi (20 minutes) to Los
Christianos, ferry (40 minutes) to La Gomera then a five
minute walk to Island Life in the marina. There is 24-hour
security with not a single incident there that I ever heard of. San
Sebastian is a quiet town five minutes from the marina, no
yobos, not a single joint for bangers and burgers, but plenty of
very good, very reasonable restaurants. The only problem was
the music (?) which started each night of the many festivals at
23.00 and continued non-stop at extraordinary volume until
05.00 or so the following morning

As the cruising season approached I focussed more and more
on the Azores Rally but with some trepidation. Prevailing
winds are from northwest/northeast, and the Azores current
runs south all the time. Cormac felt he should at long last
pretend to be a gentleman and therefore not sail with wind
forward of the beam, so poor David Whitehead, our Rally
organiser, kept hearing from me as a "probable" participant, l
considered sailing northeast to Madeira before turning
northwest for the Azores, but waited and in the end was
rewarded with a forecast of light west-northwest winds for a
week or so. This is the huge advantage of being a single-handed
sailor. You can choose your departure time without pressure
from crew, who have to be back at work or need to avail of their
low-cost air ticket.

On Tuesday 24th June 2009 I cast off from my berth in La
Gomera at 08.15 with the barometer on 1019mb on a course of
324° towards the westernmost island of the Canaries archi-
pelago, La Palma, just 50 miles away. There was little wind, not
much sea running, and I entered the harbour of Santa Cruz de
La Palma at about 18.00. The new marina is at the top of the
harbour, with a very narrow entrance obviously intended to
protect it from the swell which runs the whole way up the
harbour and even gets through the very narrow entrance. The
pontoons are wide, well-cleated and I had the place almost to
myself, as there were only four other boats there. The facilities
are basic, in portacabins, but quite adequate with so few
around.

I had not noticed that the marina is owned by Senor Calero
who owns the superb marina on Lanzarote. Foundations were
being dug while I was there for the new Administration and
Sanitary blocks which looked as if they would be up to the high
standard already set by PuertoCalero. There is a Clube Nautico,
open to visitors, with a good restaurant and facilities including
indoor and outdoor swimming pools. The town is only five
minutes away but I felt that Anne Hammick’s description of it
as the most attractive town in the Canaries was pushing it a bit
far. The island is quite small and I was able to go by bus to the

western side where there is another, much smaller marina
which, from my land inspection, I would not recommend.

I filled with diesel (green) at (~0.62 per litre (no option, no
other diesel available) and fitted a deck container, just in case,
because all the forecasts showed little or no wind for the
following five days, with west the prominent direction. I also
fitted a new gas cylinder to avoid having to go on deck to make
a change-over at sea. I left on Saturday 27th with the barometer
still at 1019mb for the 700 mile leg to Santa Maria, the most
southerly island of the Azorian archipelago. I felt much more
relaxed than I had on leaving La Gomera. By the afternoon I
had just enough wind to set the Monitor wind-vane self-
steering and finish with the engine, important because the
electric autohelm uses a lot of power, and when it is on I run the
engine to avoid running the battery bank down. By 04.30 the
wind had dropped and I had the engine on in neutral, to keep
the batteries up. By noon I had made a first day’s run of 119
miles, not bad, but it could have been better. That evening’s
dinner was my standard, spaghetti bolognese. I always set off
with at least three evening meals prepared in advance in case
the wind is not conforming to my gentlemanly standards.

"Probable" participant

Next day the barograph had dropped a little and the wind, still
from the west, was about 12-14 knots. I was sailing a course of
307° and could not get the Monitor to steer a more northerly
course. By 05.00 I was getting frustrated (I have no patience!)
and was considering diverting to Madeira and then going on to
Lagos. After all, I had always said I was a "probable"
participant in the Azores Rally! But by next morning I was half
way, the wind had dropped to 9 knots or so, not enough for
heavy, long-keeled boats like Island Life, so the engine was on
again, the sea was calm with some swell, enabling some
progress to be made. Now the wind was from the southwest,
thus on the quarter. I had slowed down but that was ok, as I was
now definitely going to get to Santa Maria, and I did not want
to arrive in the dark. In fact my log note was that I wanted to
get in midday Friday, so to do that I needed to be no more than
100 miles away at noon Thursday.

In the evening the wind increased and I saw just over 20
knots (!). I started reefing the genoa and finally took most of it
in, to slow down. Midnight Wednesday I had 118 miles to go
and byl8.00 I was 60 miles out and could just see the island.
Down came the Spanish courtesy flag and up went the
Portuguese with the Azores flag below. This was the flag I had
bought on my first visit to the Azores, exactly twenty years
previously, on my first long single-handed voyage from
Baltimore in Cork, in my 27’ Ring of Kerr3~.

Visibility was very poor. I never saw the lighthouse on the
southeast corner of the island which has a range of 25 miles. I
made landfall with radar and saw the breakwater when I was
200 metres off. From there I was led/escorted in by a small
fishing boat, a foretaste of the extremely warm welcome I was
to receive on the island. The Marina at present has no VHF (or
WiFi), no fuelling berth or sanitary block, but visitors are
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Barbara presents a house flag (from Peter Killen) to a sailing bar
in Porta Delgoa, Sao Miguel.

welcome to use the facilities of the Clube Nautico just 300
metres from the pontoons.

I had arrived in the Azores after what turned out to be the
easiest cruise of any of the participants. While 1 was drilling up
from the Canaries others were slogging it down from Ireland,
with sixs and sevens and occasional eights on the nose, which
goes to show that one must not take routing charts as gospel.

I met the Harbour/Marina Manager, and over the next few
days he told me of the preparations made for our Rally. The
whole centre pontoon, the biggest, was being cleared for us and
all participants were to have berths pre-allocated. A full
programme of events had been arranged tbr our visit. It was to
be the Marina’s first Rally so they really were pulling out all the
stops.

I spent most of a week there exploring the island, and doing
the normal jobs on Ls’land Life. I noticed some wear on the main
halyard, and instead of leaving
well-enough alone, decided to end-
for-end it. It jammed at the top of
the mast so for twenty-four hours I
sweated, before I got it clear.

Barbara was flying in to Ponta
Delgada on Sao Miguel, so on
Friday 10th July l left Vila do
Portoto to cover the 54 miles north,
and to be settled in when she
arrived. It was raining when 1 left
but as I got west of the island the
sun came out and it was a lovely
morning. There was no wind, and
with clear visibility l could see Sao
Miguel 45 miles away. I had
installed AIS over the winter, and
was very pleased when its alarm
went off, having picked up a ship
at 4 miles distant which I had not
spotted. My only excuse is that
with the lovely weather and little
wind l was so relaxed!

I checked in, and was allocated
a berth in the area reserved for our

rally boats, and started to meet some of those who had already
arrived. The whole Rally which lasted over the next ten days or
so went extremely well. We were delighted when Paddy
O’Sullivan and Anne Kenny, who had chartered and sailed
from Lagos to Ponta Delgada, flew down to join us on Santa
Maria for the event there, before flying home.

Barbara and I sailed between the islands to the various
events so well-organised by David Whitehead. A great pity that
he could not be there to enjoy the fruits of his labours. I am sure
the Rally will be written about in detail elsewhere, so all I will
mention is that we put L~’land Life at the disposal of the
Commodore, for his "sink the pontoon" party on Terceira
similar to the one we had had in Hondarribia on our Basque
Cruise in 2006. Looks like a "sink the pontoon" party will
become a feature of future rallies! For Island Lo~e’s return to
Ponta Delgada, in 14 hours sailing we were honoured to have
Commodore Peter Ronaldson and Evie on board.

Barbara and I spent a few more days in Ponta Delgada
before she flew home. I waited for westerly winds, decided
they were not coming and set off on Monday 10th August in
very light easterlies, bound for a winter berth in Lagos.
Barometer was very high, 1027rob, and it was late on Tuesday
night before l got some wind, with squalls and some rain. On
Wednesday I noted my best morning’s sail so far, except for
upsetting my tea. (Just to remind me that the sea is not always
flat!). Over the next few days the barometer dropped, wind
increased a little, and I started to make noon-to-noon runs of
just over 130 miles.

New AIS alarm

As I got to 200 miles from the Portuguese coast, ships started to
appear going north or south, and the AIS alarm activated. Over
the winter months I had been looking at this new development
and decided that it would add greatly to my safety as a single-
handed sailor. Various types are available; I decided on the
simpler version which receives transmissions from ships of
over 300 tonnes which are now required by law to carry it. A
more complicated version would also transmit my details,
name, course etc. I also decided to go for the "stand-alone"
version which shows targets on a screen independent of either
your chart plotter or radar. I am now steering away from

The Drumming Display, Vila do Porto, Santa Maria.
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multifunction units which, if they fail, could deprive me of a
number of sources of information.

At 02.20 a ship appeared to be heading towards my port
bow. His name was on the AIS so I called him. He responded
immediately and said he would pass ahead of me, which he did,
but only 0.7 miles ahead. I felt that was too close but other
ships passed with the same clearance, ahead or astern. I was
very pleased that he answered my call. On previous occasions
without AIS, called ships have not responded, so I think that
knowing that they are identified is an incentive for them to
reply. At one stage during the night I had up to ten ships
showing on the AIS within an eight-mile range, so little or no
sleep! By early on Monday 17th I had about 40 miles to go.
Visibility along the coast was not good, I did not see Cabo San
Vicente light (range 30 miles) until I was less than 5 miles off.

There I picked up mobile phone coverage and rang Barbara to
say I had decided to go straight to Lagos, my ultimate
destination, rather that anchoring for a night in Sagres as I had
originally planned.

The wind dropped completely, it got very hot, and I motored
to Lagos, where after fuelling I was allocated a berth in the
marina. There I spent three nights before having Island Life
lifted out in the Sopromar yard, where I have had work done in
previous years, and where she will stay for the winter. I
remained on board, on the hard, for nearly a week before flying
home direct from Faro.

Objective achieved! A great ICC/RCC Rally which I am so
glad I was able to participate in, with cruises to and from, in
gentlemanly winds!

Neil Prenderville writes of there and back again
in 2 Years: 2 Atlantic Crossings, 10,000 Miles,
15 countries and 10 brands of beer on Mary P.

M ary P arrived back in Kinsale at about 21.00 hours on
Wednesday June 17th 2009, passing the Bulman Buoy

and sailing through the Cruiser Class finish line, flying the
flags of the 15 Nations and territories that Mary P had
visited, since departing Kinsale 21 months earlier.

I have been sailing Mary P in various incarnations at
every regatta and festival on the Irish south coast, I have
raced Round Ireland, raced the Fastnet, cruised Ireland,
Scotland, Wales, a bit of England, Brittany, Spain and the
Mediterranean. I thought that after I retired I’d like to give
up that sort of thing and do a proper Atlantic crossing!

I did retire, gave up yacht racing ,and departed Kinsale in
August 2007 on the first leg of Mary P’s (now MP3 a Grand
Soleil 42) outward journey, which took me to Lagos for a
stopover before arriving at Las Palmas, via Madeira and a
few weeks in La Gomera, for the start of the ARC.
Preparation was a huge task, decisions had to be made, bigger
engine alternator versus wind generator; sat-phone versus
SSB; fresh water drums versus water maker, convert the aft
heads into a pantry etc. Happily there were plenty of
former Mary P sailors who were interested in making
part of the passage with me. That being said, filling
each section with complimentary minds and adequate
experience, proved to be difficult at times for me, and
indeed also for the crew. Napoleon reportedly said
that an army marches on its stomach, as I see it, boats
are also sailed on their stomach, so paying attention to
food and house supplies was a priority. During the
cruise, once the fresh meat had been exhausted, we
were amazed at the quality of lasagnes and bolog-
naises we made using spam, corned beef or textured
vegetable proteins. We were useless at fishing, the
only thing we caught were flying fish and we all know
they are not good for frying!

Mary P arrived in Las Palmas on the Monday prior
to the start of the ARC, for a frantic week of
registration and last minute preparations, parties,
seminars, all part of the lead up to the big start on the
following Sunday November 25th. Coincidentally it
was the same safety officer who checked the boat in
Wicklow for the Round-Ireland. The communications
technology now available is wonderful. I set off able
to download and send emails on the sat phone, a
process that was reliable for the whole trip.

Mary P arrived in Rodney Bay, St Lucia on December
14th after a 19 day crossing that was hairy at times. I had an
unusual Christmas on the marina at Rodney Bay, the next day
my wife Felicity arrived for a New Year holiday. Early
February Mary P made the journey down the Islands taking
in St Vincents, Bequia, Carriacou in the Grenadines and
Grenada and then onto Chaguaramus for the Trinidad
Festival & the "hurricane" lay up. I went home to Kinsale
and Felicity (and the Irish summer!) in mid April 2008,
feeling that Mary P was safe for the season in Trinidad.

Late February 2009 I relaunched Mary P, and set off for
inter-island odyssey through the Caribbean, finishing by
meeting friends working in Puerto Rico, and I planned to
meet my crew for the Atlantic there. Mary P had made it to
Bermuda nine days out of San Juan, and we had just two
more legs to go. We were behind schedule. One of the key
pitfalls of cruise planning these days is that everyone is pretty
well tied into the "fly in, go sailing, fly home" mentality, so
there is little flexibility to lay over and wait for the right
wind. I changed crew at Bermuda and continued to Horta in
14 days. Tuesday 9th June Mary P departed Horta (after
painting the tricolour on the pier) for Kinsale, arriving June
17th - the rest is history!
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Rupert in Scotland: The Cruise of a
Gentleman’s Cruiser-Racer!

Richard Lovegrove
THE WYBRANTS CUP

FOR THE BEST CRUISE IN

SCOTrlSH WATERS

One of the more amiable ways of passing an evening around
the saloon table, with a couple of friends and a ball or two

of malt, is discussing the concept of "the gentleman’s yacht".
Of course the expression means different things to different
folk. For some, "’a gentleman’s yacht" would have to be
wooden, while for the even more traditionalist yachtie, she
would have to have at least two masts. Personally, 1 wouldn’t
fall in to either of these camps, but I certainly find it hard to
think of some modern yachts in these terms. High-volume hulls
have revolutionised accommodation, but with so many boats
built with an eye to the charter and marina markets, genuine
sea-going berths are becoming a rarity. And what about modern
finishes’? Bright, airy and easy to clean, certainly, but are they
cosy, warm and conducive to mellow conversation? Of course,
all these thoughts were far from our minds, when Paddy Varian
and I decided to buy our Sigma 33, Rupert, in 2002. We simply
wanted to race in the Dun Laoghaire One-Design fleet, but I did
have the words of William "Winkle’" Nixon from 1979 ringing
in my ears. In that year, l met him shortly after his return from
the London Boat Show and some months before the fateful
Fastnet and asked him if he had seen anything special. "Well, I
did actually" Winkle said. "There’s a new thirty-three footer by
David Thomas, and she looks like a genuine cruiser-racer".
Time, and over four hundred boats, have certainly proved him
right. And since we bought her, Paddy and I have had seven
years of great fun, and even some success on the race course,
but my cruising has been done on other people’s yachts. With
the exception of the odd delivery trip to and from places like
Cork or Bangor for championships, those lovely comfortable
sea-berths have mostly been used for storing sails.

The first hint that something might change in 2009 came
when I heard that the UK Sigma National Championships were
to be held in East Loch Tarbert, Scotland at the end of May, and
were to be closely followed by the Irish National Champion-
ships in Bangor. Surely we could squeeze in a few days
cruising in Rupert between these’? And then the RStGYC
announced that it was going to organise a cruise in company to
Scotland, departing Dun Laoghaire on Friday 12th June and
calling at the Royal Ulster Yacht Club for dinner the following
night, just six days after the end of our championships there. In
the event, Paddy and I decided not to do either of the cham-
pionships, (Heaven lbrfend that we are getting old!), but the
seed of a cruise had been sown. Paddy gave me his blessing and
said that he was prepared to forego racing for a couple of
weeks, but he declined to come with me and said that if this
cruising thing caught on, he might chance it another year!

The class rules insist that a lot of sensible cruising/offshore
gear, such as a permanent saloon table, (which it takes two men
to lift), is kept on board, but even so there was a lot of work to
be done to prepare Rupert for living on board. For example, we
don’t use the heads much while racing around Dublin Bay, and
on the rare occasions when they were pressed into use,
although working, they were very stiff and obviously needed a

service. Also gentlemen’s cruiser/racers from the 1970s may
have nice wooden panelling, and serviceable lee-cloths, but
they don’t have a fridge, a pressurised hot and cold water
system, an autohelm, or a sprayhood large enough to shelter
geraniums! They do have tour individual headsails which have
to be stowed somewhere, and Rupert had tweed-covered saloon
and bunk cushions, which we are obliged to carry while racing,
and which had become saturated with salt water as the
inevitable result of hundreds of racing sail changes and
spinnaker drops.

Obviously it didn’t make sense to tackle all these problems
in one go, but some fairly fundamental work had to be done in
order to give cruising Rupert a fair trial. If it was a success, we
could consider some luxuries for subsequent years. I decided
that dry cushions and a working heads were essential and
before long the saloon was resplendent in red leatherette which
not only gave a cosy feel and was comfortable to sit on, but also
could be wiped dry after each wet spinnaker came down the
companion way. However the heads proved a more enduring
problem. The first person to tackle it, bought and fitted a set of
gaskets and a plunger, and pronounced the problem solved.
Wrong. Chap number two, checked the gaskets and found them
in order but then pronounced the outlet pipe blocked with
calcified matter. He disconnected the pipe from the seacock and
cleared the last foot or so, but he said that to gain access to the
entire pipe he would have to smash the panelling behind the
bowl, and as this was a major job it should be deferred until
next winter. In the meantime he assured me that all was well
now and should work all right for the duration of the cruise.
Also wrong. And in addition to these two major issues and the
hundreds of small tasks, which everyone planning a cruise must
undertake, there were also a large number of jobs which related
purely to converting Rupert from racing mode. Jobs like
finding the kettle and some anchor chain, and sorting through
the shed full of old sails to find a suit deemed old enough to
have no possible future racing use. New gas cylinders had to be
acquired and a liferaft had to be hired. Compass lights had to be
checked and the handheld GPS which previously only had the
DBSC racing marks programmed as waypoints, had to have
exotic places such as Rockabill and South Rock downloaded!
When the departure day finally arrived, I was a wreck. It was a

long time since I had cruised my own yacht and taken
responsibility not only [’or her preparation but also for the
welfare of the crew, but, to my satisfaction, I had succeeded in
transforming Rupert and I thought that she looked every inch
the part of this particular gentleman’s cruising yacht.

We won our race in Dublin Bay on the evening of Thursday
1 I th June and the racing crew helped with the removal of the
racing sails, the substitution of the cruising sails and the
stowing of a bimini, a very small spray-hood and another
anchor. Our planned departure time was 18.00 on Friday and I
considered it a success when we were only two hours late
slipping our lines. The cruising crew lbr the first week
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consisted of David Freeman (ICC), my son Philip and his girl
friend Mary Bowen, who was to cut her sailing teeth with the
passage as far as Bangor, where we were to meet the rest of the
RStGYC fleet for the dinner in the Royal Ulster. The
conditions, while not ideal, could have been much worse. There
was a southerly breeze, which was too light to sail by, but just
strong enough to produce a rolly, following sea, to which Mary
succumbed after a short while. By 08.30 on Saturday we were
where the iconic South Rock light vessel used to be, Mary was
much better after a good night’s rest, and the crew were relaxed
in the knowledge that we should make the rendezvous in
Bangor comfortably. But it is never quite that easy, and a visit
forward, about a mile out from Bangor, confirmed my worst
fears. The heads had packed up again!

Some of you may know Davy Taylor. He is a successful J24
sailor, a very likeable young man, and one of the foremost
marine engineers in the country. He has recently set up his own
company "Boatmec". It was my good fortune, and his
misfortune, that he had stopped off in the Bangor Marina office
for a chat on his way home when I burst in, looking for
someone to finally fix a recalcitrant heads on a Saturday
afternoon. Davy is a friend of my daughter, who crewed with
him for many years, so, with a good-natured sigh, he phoned
his wife to tell her he would be late, picked up his tool bag and
followed me down the marina to Rupert. After a quick
inspection he asked me if it was still possible to get parts for
Sigma 33s. Almost before I had time to respond he drove his
knee through the panelling behind the bowl of the head, and
was soon on the marina pontoon wrestling with a ten-foot
length of yellow reinforced pipe which resembled nothing more
than a giant anaconda. And when I say wrestling, I mean
wrestling. He was holding it down, while beating the daylights
out of it with a large mallet. Half an hour later saw several
buckets full of concrete-like material, on the marina waiting for
disposal, and a refitted outlet pipe, which had been restored to
its full working diameter. Problem solved? Well, actually, no!

The Dinner at the RUYC. was great fun and with all the
crews of the assembled RStGYC fleet present, there was a real
sense that the cruise had now started in earnest. Efficiently
marshalled by Michael Knatchbull (ICC), one of the functions
of the night was to place our orders for the second cruise
dinner, which was to be held one week later in Oban. The menu
was circulated and included, as a starter, "A Waterfront Trio".
Of course the wags present assumed that this was Seymour
Cresswell, Sally Crawford and Norman Long (ICC), but in fact
it turned out to be salmon, sea bass and prawns. Quite an
anticlimax, really! As the night progressed, the merriment even
included joined-up dancing in the bar to a very lively one-man
band, and such was the fun that, to the best of my knowledge,
only one or two of the fleet caught the 03.00 northbound tide as
had been planned. Certainly, our crew was barely in their bunks
by that time and we decided that the 15.00 tide would be more
befitting a gentleman bear of Rupert’s age and sensibility. It
also gave an opportunity to have a decent breakfast and to say
farewell to Mary, who we hope will join us for longer on future
cruises.

Our departure on Sunday afternoon coincided with thunder,
lightning, a torrential downpour and the announcement by
David that the heads was playing up again. After a pow-wow
we agreed that, in the past, we had both achieved good results
by flushing a lubricant down the system and thereafter two
tablespoons of extra virgin olive oil, applied every two or three
days, kept everything working smoothly. The log records that
this goes to show that the balm of Olive Oil is sometimes more
efficacious than the strength of Popeye! I will pursue a
permanent solution over the winter.

Our passage northwards was easy, with the prevailing light

southerly winds again obliging us to motor. Visibility came and
went, but there was a clearance later, and Fair Head looked
magnificent in the evening sunlight with a fine rainbow over it.
Due to an error by the navigator (he thought he was in Islay!),
we ran gently aground as we entered the harbour at Rathlin, but
we came off quickly and were welcomed alongside by the
friendly owner of a Rival 38. We had a great meal on board (I
do like eating around a saloon table) prepared by Phil, and then
headed ashore for a quiet pint. We had covered quite a few
miles since we left Dun Laoghaire, forty-eight hours ago, and
there was a relaxed feeling that the cruise had got off to a pretty
good start. True the weather had been far from perfect, but too
little wind is always better than too much and we had only had
one serious rainstorm.

Before our departure from Dun Laoghaire, I had decided to
buy myself a decent pair of "trainers" for walking in.
Unfortunately, the only ones, which fitted me and were really
comfortable, were white and silver and looked unbelievably
garish. When the decision was made to go for a walk after
breakfast next day and I emerged wearing my new shoes, I was
immediately subjected to all sorts of ribald comments,
including (from David) that they looked like the sort of thing
you might see tied together and hanging from the overhead
wires! Anyhow, they are very comfortable and we had a lovely
walk out to Altnagarry Head in increasing sunshine, rounded
off with good coffee and fresh scones at a little car6 by the
harbour. We left Church Bay at about 13.00 and with Philip
doing the navigating this time, we headed westabout for Port
Ellen on lslay where we tied up at 17.30 after a lovely passage
and the first decent sail of the holiday.

We had supper at the White Hart Inn, which was cosy with a
real fire. The food was fairly standard pub fare, but at £10 for a
venison pie or a steak pie it wasn’t overpriced, and they had a
great selection of Islay malt whiskies. And so began one of the
many pleasures of this cruise. Philip bought three different
whiskies, each costing about £4 and we drank them each in turn
and then voted on them. The fascinating thing to us non-experts
was the extraordinary variation in taste, but after much re-
checking and consideration we voted the Laphroaig 15 y.o. as
the most subtle with lovely variations in taste and after taste,
the Bunnahabhann 12 y.o. as the one you would be happiest
drinking all evening and the Bowmore 15 y.o. as the least
distinctive.

Plan A
Back on board, tired but happy, we discussed the plans for
Tuesday. Plan A was to go up the Sound of Islay to Colonsay
and thence to Iona, but some of the enthusiasm for this plan
evaporated when we discovered that, to catch the tide, it
involved a 06.00 start! The final nail in its coffin was driven
home when Clyde Coastguard started talking about southerly
winds veering and increasing to force 7 later. As often happens,
Plan B came to me in the middle of the night. We should make
the best of the southerly winds and the fair weather promised
for early on Tuesday, and put in a good run northwards to
Ardfern Marina on Loch Craignish. This had the added
advantage that, if the weather did close in for a couple of days,
we would still be well-placed to make our next rendezvous with
the R.St.G. fleet in Oban.

I woke the crew early on Tuesday and we cast off in dense
fog right in to the path of an incoming ferry. Fortunately, the
waiting cars on the pier had given us a clue that a ferry might be
imminent and we were on the look-out. In the event, we had
spotted the bow of the ferry coming out of the mist and had just
started a 180° turn when the harbourmaster called on VHF to
warn us. At the second attempt we made it out with no
problems and very shortly afterwards the mist lifted to reveal a
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After the Fog. The harbour at Scalasaig, Colonsay.

glorious day with bright sunshine, blue sea, white "Tnoutons’"
and a fresh fl’ee wind. As we sailed past the Paps of Jura,
elements of the crew were moved to verse which, fortunately,
will never see print, anti you will have heard enough when I tell
you that a connection was made between these outstanding
landmarks and +’Big Doris" to the north! We tied up at Ardfern
at 17.45, well pleased with our passage, and our decision was
further vindicated when Clyde Coastguard upgraded its
forecast to a full gale with rough or very rough seas.

For those of you who have not visited Ardfern Marina, I can
heartily recommend it as a place to sit out a spell of bad
weather. It has excellent facilities including a particularly good
chandlery and there is a small but well-stocked shop and a pub,
which serves good food, within easy walking distance. We also
found the stall friendly, and an extra bonus is the wildlife.
Buzzards soared over the trees, oystercatchers cheeped from
the tide line and sea otters swam right up to the pontoons. We

Rupert in cruising mode.

ate another fine meal prepared by
Phil and listened rather smugly to
the wind in the rigging.

On Wednesday 17th June we
treated ourselves to a "’lie-in" and a
leisurely breakfast, and by so doing
we missed the north-going tide
through the Dorus Mor and the
Sound of Luing. The forecast was
still force 6-8 and we spent the day
pleasantly using the various
facilities of the marina. As the day
wore on, the forecasts seem to
suggest that there might be a
weather window that evening
before a further deterioration on
Thursday. The combined crew
brains-trust determined that the
tide would turn again in our favour
at about 17.00 and it would take us
about an hour to retrace our steps
down Lough Craignish. We left at
16.05! In fact when we actually

Photo:Dick Love~4ove reached her, Big Doris was in
particularly benign mood, much to

the disappointment of those on board who hadn’t seen her when
she’s roused. We put a slab in the main and hoisted the no. 3 jib
and we flew northwards, hitting 9.5 knots ,just north of Fladda.
It is certainly at times like these that I appreciate Rupert’s
marvellous sailing qualities, and the experience gained from
campaigning her hard on the race track. Mostly it was a bright
evening, but ,just as we approached the south end of the Sound
of Kerrera, we were blitzed by one of those squalls, which you
can see as it comes towards you, flattening the sea and with the
raindrops hopping off the water. It was gone as quickly as it
came and by 20.15, when we were tying up at Oban Marine
marina on the north east corner of Ken’era, the sun was out
again.

Oban marina, is not quite up to the standard of Ardfern, but
it is still a very useful facility. It is not manned after 17.00 and
we had to find a berth for ourselves. We selected one marked
"Reserved" and assumed that they had known that we were

coming! That night we ate at the
excellent and very informal sea-
lk~od restaurant, which some
enterprising individuals have set
up in a marquee just above the
shoreline. They served magnifi-
cently tasty and wonderfully fresh
oysters, langoustines and scallops,
with salads and home made chips
and what’s more it is unbelievably
cheap. This is a little gem and it
also boasts a tiny bar, which sells a
small selection of wines as well as
bottled and canned beer, but I don’t
imagine that there would be any
objection if you decided to bring
your own. Back on board, it was
chilly and windy so we had a little
hot whisky before getting in to the
scratcher. It had been another great
day, with good decisions taken and
a wonderful rollicking sail, which
included some interesting naviga-
tion. Before falling asleep, I bored

Photo: Dick Love~gove the others with my recollections of
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the last time I had sailed through the Dorus Mor and The
Fladda, forty years ago, with Eric Hill (ICC) in the DB 24
looter Fenestra as part of West Highland Week. There were no
GPSs, handheld or otherwise, in them days!

Next morning, it was obvious that the window, which we
had come through, had closed. It was blowing much harder and
again the forecast included full gale warnings for Rockall,
Malin and Hebrides. From our point of view it was good to be
in Oban in time for the second cruise dinner, but the problem
was that we were there three days early! Excellent showers
took up some of the morning and I was delighted to resume an
acquaintance with Robert Beckett, who some members may
know from the time when he worked for Billy and Dickie
Brown at Weatherly Yachts, the builders of Ruffian yachts. But,
by lunchtime, the crew was getting restless, and notwith-
standing the forecast and the prospect of more great seafood,
the decision was made to head for Dunstaffnage in search of a
change of view. As soon as we got clear of shelter, we realised

Dick shows off his new trainers on Rathlin Island.

£4 each and the jury of three deliberated again. This time, the
Balvenie 12 y.o. double wood was declared the winner, with the
Lagavulin 16 y.o. and the Ardbeg l0 y.o. tied for second place.
The Ardbeg was definitely the most "peaty" of all the whiskies
we sampled and might not be to everybody’s taste.

Again, we slept well and were grateful to be tied to a marina.
In the morning, any improvement in the weather was very slow

Dick Lovegrove, Derek Osmond and Gillian Fletcher, north of
Ardnamurchan.                               Photo: John Daly

that this was a much greater challenge than yesterday. The
apparent wind was between 27 and 29 knots and that was while
we were running at over 7 knots under no. 3 jib alone. On a
couple of occasions, we actually hit 8.5 knots and out in the
Firth of Lorn there was a big sea running. Once again the
marvellous sailing qualities of the Sigma came to the fore and
we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves as we swooped and swerved
our way up the Firth and around the corner in to Loch Etive.
Nevertheless, I was relieved when the engine started, as I
would not have liked to attempt to come alongside or even pick
up a mooring under sail in those conditions!

Ashore, we ate at the "Wide Mouth Frog" restaurant, which
is attached to the marina. We had quite a wait for food and we
heard some grumbles from other customers, but there is a
pleasant bar to wait in and an interesting real ale called
"Highlander" to help while away the time. When we were
called to table, the food was worth waiting for with particularly
nice seafood starters and also very good smoked haddock and
home-made chips tbr main course. Afterwards, as was becom-
ing customary, Philip ordered whiskies costing approximately David Freeman tackles the haggis. Photo Dick Love?,rove
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coming and, although the wind had veered to the west, it was
still blowing a "hooly" with big squalls and almost continuous
drizzle, interspersed with heavy downpours. The forecast from
the marina office did show the wind veering further to west-
northwest in the afternoon, which would at least give us a tree
wind for the passage back to Oban. For something to do, and a
bit of exercise, we decided to walk in to Oban, which is quite a
bustling town without a whole lot to recommend it. They were
very helpful in the tourist office and the times of buses and
trains for the crew change on Sunday were all confirmed. Once
back in Dunstaffnage, we headed out immediately. The wind
had moderated somewhat but it was still a cold and miserable
day and we opted to take it easy under reefed main alone. Back
on the marina at Oban, we joined Trevor Wood (ICC) and the
crew of Misty and we had another excellent, if parky, seafood
meal.

Taking it easy

Weatherwise, Saturday 20th June wasn’t much better than the
couple of days which had preceded it, but the crew of Rupert
was quite happy to take things easy and enjoyed a mighty
breakfast including haggis and local sausages. The sausages
had been purchased in Ardfern and it may have been the local
ingredients, or possibly the absence of a fridge on Rupert which
gave them their distinctive flavour. Anyhow, feeling no ill
effects, we crossed by ferry to Oban, and took the tour of Oban
Distillery which, at £6 including a taste of the whisky from the
barrel and a glass of the 14 y.o., was good value and interesting.
The whisky itself, also rated well and I bought a bottle to give
to Paddy to encourage him to come with us next time.

Oban was also to be the location of a change of crew for
Rupert and at the dinner that night we were joined by Gillian
Fletcher (ICC), John Daly and Derek Osmond. John and Derek
are regulars in the racing crew and Gillian is the first substitute
main-sheet trimmer, when we can prise her away from sailing
Squibs. The dinner itself was held in the Waterfront Bar and
Restaurant and was another very jolly affair. All the fleet made
it despite the weather and of course there were many mighty
tales to be told. None more so than by lan French and his crew
on Teal who were enjoying a wonderful cruise and who were so
determined to go to Iona that, when prevented by the conditions
from sailing there, they hired a Ford Transit van from the
garage in Tobermory and drove there instead.

The following day saw a couple of changes. Not only did 1
have to say goodbye to David and Philip, who had been
marvellous company and whose sailing skills and experience
had made light of the conditions, but also it was the start of a
change in the weather with wind and rain being slowly replaced
by rising pressure, a succession of weak fronts, and mist. We
left Oban in drizzle, but as we headed up the Sound of Mull this
gave way to a dull but dry day, with a nice sailing breeze. With
the sun, metaphorically speaking, appearing over the yardarm
at 13.30, we enjoyed our passage to Tobermory and we were in
time to find a comfortable berth on the marina where there were
already three other Sigma 33s in full cruising mode. As most of
you will know, Tobermory is an attractive town with good
facilities and the legendary "Mishnish Hotel". Unfortunately,
the "facilities" proved a tad contrary and shortly after we tied
up, I began a personal battle with the washing and drying
machines in the launderette at the head of the marina. I won’t
bore you with all the details. Suffice it to say that to wash and
dry my "smalls" took me nearly 24 hours and cost me about
£12 which is about six times their replacement value. Needless
to say, no-one else appeared to have any problem at all, and it
was the consensus on board Rupert that my difficulties
stemmed from being domestically challenged, and over
indulged at home by the present (or should I say "the only")

Mrs. Lovegrove! We didn’t have much luck with the Mishnish
either, and it being Sunday evening, we managed to arrive just
after they had finished serving food for the day, but we had a
pleasant pint there and then ate well enough at MacGochan’s
pub at the other end of the town.

Monday also dawned miserable and misty, and while I
continued with the battle of the boxers, which culminated in a
bag of still wet laundry being brought on board, the crew
attended to more important matters such as taking on diesel and
water. Monday was also to be the day of our biggest adventure.
As we left Tobermory there was a loose plan to visit Iona and
perhaps spend the night in Tinker’s Hole. However, a pow-wow
quickly revealed that the crew had decided that it would be
wrong to travel this far north without rounding the famous
headland of Ardnamurchan and qualifying to wear the heather
on our bow. With this mission accomplished, the photos taken,
and visibility of about a mile, we turned south again and picked
up Caliach Point on the nose at about 13.00. This proved to be
the last land we would see for more than eight hours. The
visibility closed in totally, and for the rest of the passage we
had about 100 yards, occasionally lifting to perhaps half a mile.

On Rupert, we carry two handheld GPSs but we do not have
a chart-plotter, radar, or A1S. With strong support from Derek
Osmond, who is a very experienced sailor with several trans-
Atlantic trips under his belt and his own yacht laid up in the
Caribbean, I plotted a succession of waypoints bringing us
down between the Treshnish Isles, Rubh’a Chaoil on Mull, and
Gometra. Needless to say, we didn’t see any of them. Derek and
l fixed our position every 15 minutes or so, so that any error in
inputting data would show up quickly, and we abandoned any
plans that we had to visit Staffa. I plotted a waypoint just north
of lona in the hope that if the fog lifted, we would still have the
option of sailing down the Sound of lona. But it didn’t, so we
plotted a new course to the west, and although I think that at
times we were less than half a mile from the shore, which,
fortunately, is relatively clean, we again saw nothing. With no
clearance, Tinker’s Hole was out of the question, so we decided
to head for Scalasaig on Colonsay, which involved a long
detour to avoid the Torran Rocks. We had been motoring, but at
18.00 we set a course just south of east for the north end of
Colonsay, and this enabled us to hoist the main and make about
6 knots motor-sailing. For most of this time, John was on the
helm, Gillian produced a steady stream of food, tea, and coffee,
while Derek and I continued to plot our progress. Briefly the
visibility lifted to about a mile, but as we closed to within this
range of the land, the fog rolled in again. At 20.00 there were
euphoric cheers as the fog lifted to reveal a beach, which we
guessed was either Rubh’a Geadha on the north end of
Colonsay, or Newfoundland! In the belief that our troubles
were over we relaxed as we followed the coast southwards
towards Scalasaig, but we had cheered too soon and a couple of
miles out, another bank encircled us in a total blanket.

Luckily we had kept the GPS plot going, but we now had
another problem in that we were being carried south at quite a
speed by a strong ebb tide, so that there was a risk of being
swept past the entrance to the harbour without seeing it. At the
waypoint off the harbour we put the helm down and headed for
the shore, still without seeing anything. After a few minutes,
two bright white lights appeared high up and side by side. 1 was
aware from the chart that there are leading lights on the pier at
Scalasaig, but if these were they and they were side by side we
had a serious problem! We held our course, and our nerve, until
a very large bow appeared immediately above us and under the
lights, which turned out to be on the bridge of the island ferry
tied up at Scalasaig pier. Gin was broken out at 21.15, thirty
seconds after we tied up! We ate on board and the mood of
exhilaration, and dare I say it, self-satisfaction, continued, but
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of course, all the plaudits are really due to the modern miracle
of navigation which is GPS, even in the handheld form.

The gods must have approved our adventure, because it is
hard to imagine a day more different than the one that followed.
We were woken at 06.00 by glorious sunshine flooding in to the
saloon from a clear blue sky. Plans were laid over another
leisurely breakfast. Having covered more than 60 miles the
previous day, we now found ourselves ahead of schedule again,
and we could afford some time out. Exercise was called for and
we spent the morning walking around the island, enjoying the
sunshine, the scenery and the wildlife, including another sea
otter, which crossed the road in front of us. We ended up in the
hotel, where we rewarded ourselves with a couple of beers,
brewed at the island’s micro brewery, and some really good
smoked salmon sandwiches made with home-baked bread. We
were faced with the choice of staying put and dining in the
hotel again that night (very tempting) or heading on, and in the
event the "headers on" won the day. We cast off at 16.45 and
with John on the helm, and a fair tide we shot through the
Sound of Islay hitting 11 knots over the ground at one point.
Once through the Sound, we headed north and picked up a
mooring in the attractive anchorage at Craighouse on Jura. We
inflated the dinghy, but after a good meal around the saloon
table and a couple of tongue loosening libations, going ashore
seemed surplus to requirements.(This is what I mean by a cosy
saloon being conducive to mellow conversation). In the course
of our chat, we were visited by six swans, which caused John to
observe that if the young ones formed a circle it would make a
signet ring and Derek to ask if throwing maize on the male
would give you corn on the cob. Oh dear. Perhaps we should
have gone ashore!

Wednesday 24th June was another wonderful day. We all
went ashore and I pottered around this pretty village while the
rest of the crew toured the Jura Distillery and sampled its
product. When we met up again, we had lunch and visited the
restored Puffer VIC 32 which was berthed at the jetty and
which is available for charter and was much enjoyed by a party
from the RStGYC earlier in the season. In the afternoon
sunshine, we drifted back to Rupert and decided to head for
Gigha. To my surprise, Ardminish Bay was crowded and all the
mooring buoys were taken, so, for the first time on this cruise,
we would have to lie to and anchor. Anchoring, of course, is
another of cruising’s dark arts which I needed to relearn, but we
worked out the depth (4.4 metres), buoyed and laid out our
251b. CQR, and paid out 12 metres of stout chain and 10 metres
of warp. (Notice the facility with which I mix metric and
imperial!). It was another beautiful evening, with hardly a
zephyr of breeze, and of course at that time of year there is
virtually no darkness, so after a pleasant meal at the restaurant
at the head of the slip, we went for a gentle stroll. Back on
board, by way of a nightcap, we put the Old Pulteney whisky,
which Derek had purchased, to the test and it stood up well!

An hour later, I woke up smartly in the certain knowledge
that all was not well. Derek was already in the companionway
and he confirmed that it was now blowing quite hard from the
east, kicking up a lumpy short sea and leaving us on a lee shore.
Our anchor was at full stretch and while we were not danger-
ously close to anyone else, we had fallen back towards two
yachts which were on moorings and, of course, had not fallen
back to the same degree. There was no immediate problem, but
I decided to set an anchor watch and as I settled down to take
the first shift, Derek drew my attention to the fact that the
dinghy and the engine, which had been attached to a cleat on
the stern, were gone. Later, at about 04.00, while on his own
watch, Derek spotted them high and dry on the rocky foreshore.
By then, the wind had got up to more than 20 knots and the sea
had increased proportionately. It was broad daylight and nor-

mally, I would have lifted the anchor and headed out, but I was
reluctant to abandon the dinghy, even though I didn’t have
much hope of retrieving it in working order. Around 06.00 a
gentleman (who we now know as Blessed St Andrew!)
appeared in sleeping attire on the bow of a neighbouring Clyde
Cruising Club yacht called Sarabanda. When he had finished
adjusting his anchor chain, I gave him a call on the VHF and
rather tentatively asked him if he would bring us ashore to
collect the dinghy. To my relief, he was very pleasant, but said
that he was on his own and that he hadn’t had much sleep
because of the conditions. He said that if I could give him a
couple of hours to have a nap, he would be pleased to help. In
fact, no more than an hour later, he climbed in to his dinghy and
ferried John and Derek ashore from where they collected both
dinghy and engine completely unharmed. The moral of the
story is that a bowline is a very fine knot but it needs to be kept
under tension!

And that really ends the adventures of Rupert and his (or
should it be her) friends in Scotland. With order restored and a
good breakfast under our belts, we raised the anchor, the
mainsail and the no.3 jib and with more than 20 knots of wind
on the beam, a fair tide and bright sunshine we had a sparkling
sail to Glenarm. John, at the helm, was whooping with the
exhilaration of it all and even when the wind fell light as we
closed the Antrim coast, we continued to sail for the sheer
pleasure of it. I hadn’t visited the marina at Glenarm before, but
it is a fine facility, very conveniently located and we received a
warm welcome, so I would definitely use it again as a stepping
stone to Scotland. The following day, Friday 26th June, we had
an easy sail as far as Ardglass, setting the no. 2jib, (on the basis
that it was the only sail in the locker, which we hadn’t used thus
far!). On Saturday the weather returned to dull and misty and
we returned to Dun Laoghaire. We never saw Lambay Island
although we passed very close to it, but after our earlier
adventures this seemed like small beer. We did pass through a
pod of Minke whales, which caused much more excitement,
and we also had dolphins surfing from side to side on our bow
wave.

Overall, it was a highly successful, challenging, and
thoroughly entertaining cruise, which definitely whetted my
appetite to do more of the same in my own boat. In the second
week, as in the first, I was blessed with an experienced, talented
and compatible crew, and having people on board who know
what to do and do it, when the challenges come, removes all the
stress. My thanks to all of them. And what of Rupert? Well, she
is back in racing mode and we have had a most enjoyable and
reasonably successful season. But sometimes after racing, over
a pint, those of the crew who were in Scotland remember some
of the adventures, some of the places which we particularly
liked, or some of the things which made us laugh, and the
unspoken question is "Where will we go next year?" We will
have to see. But one thing is certain, Rupert is up for it. It is a
particular pleasure (and a safety factor) to cruise a boat that
performs so well and is so easy to sail. She is cosy and
comfortable for three or four people, and her Scottish cruise
proved beyond doubt that with minimal upgrading she is very
close to this sailor’s (perhaps "gentleman’s" is a bit
presumptuous) ideal cruising yacht.

But while I am on the subject of gentlemen’s yachts, at the
ICC East Coast "Get Together" at Malahide later in the
summer, I watched "Sceolaing" the Nicholson 43 now owned
by John Delap (ICC) and formerly owned by Leslie Dacus,
Sam Dix and of course Dermod Ryan, coming in. Now there’s a
boat! Hmmm.

P.S. "And the winner of the 2009 "Rupert" for Scotch
whisky is ............ the Balvenie!"
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Easter in the Inner Hebrides

Patrick Dorgan

DI ) you remember Charles Darwin’s "’On the Ori,~in o[

~pecies" and the "Intelligent Design or Evolution?" debate
fomented by Sarah Palin? Well, the topic was on our minds
because a lack of intelligent desion. ~ had meant that we had                              ~tot-
not just the day, or the week, of the Clyde Cruising Club
centenary cruise wrong. We had brought Verdi 111 to the Clyde a
year early. Accordingly, we focused our minds on having an
Intelligent Design for our traditional Easter cruise, rather than
,just letting it evolve in the usual way by drifting off the marina
at closing time and seeing where we ended up. Hence, the trip
can be said to have started on Friday 3rd April 2009, when
Maria dragged a bag. and 1 dragged a gouty foot (which was in
that condition notwithstanding a period during Lent of what
Winston Churchill once described as "intemperate abstinence"
- a state that was to cause us trouble again on this trip, as will
be seen), out ahmg the ridiculous Pier D in Dublin Airport, and
onto the flight to Prestwick. The plan was to service, clean and
provision the boat, which was lying in the marina in Troon, to
facilitate a rapid departure the following Wednesday. We spent
a pleasant weekend cleaning, shopping, airing and generally
getting everything organized, before heading home again.
Thank goodness for Ryanair - I reckon that they have done
more for cruising than GPS.

The crew - Big John, Louis, Kevin, Billy and me, met in
Cork airport on the following Wednesday but the Doctor was
on the missing list. We need not have worried - all was
revealed when we got to Dublin airport. Not for this son of
Dunfanaghy the reckless extravagance of flying, even with
Ryanair, when free travel was available to him on the train. We
departed for Prestwick, and on arrival at 19.30, took a taxi to

The crew Liam (the Doc), Big John, Patrick, Louis, Billyand Kevin.

THEFORTNIGHT CUP

FOR THE BEST CRUISE UNDERTAKEN

IN A MAXIMUM OF 16 DAYS

the Anchorage Hotel in Troon for dinner. Steaks or lamb cutlets
satisfied everyone except Big John, who opted tk~r a "Big

Bertha" - this consisted of steaks, cutlets, sausages, haggis and
other anonymous bits, surrounded by fortifications of potatoes
and other vegetables, floating in a moatful of gravy. Like an
advertisement lk~r Dyson, he hoovered the lot up in no time at
all. Slightly revolted, we headed to the boat, where all was in
readiness thanks to our efforts of the previous weekend. We
cast off immediately and laid a course across the Firth of Clyde
to the tip of Bute. From Bute, we entered lower Loch Fyne, our
objective being to reach the Crinan Canal at Ardrishaig by
opening time in the morning (the canal, not the pubs). We duly
arrived at 07.01) the following morning, 42 miles later, and
anchored to wait for the canal to come to life - a bumpy
experience, as Ardrishaig was open to the southeasterly that
had wafted us to here. Having "’done" the Clyde over several
weeks the previous year, we were anxious to go and have a look
outside the Firth.

The canal is 9 miles long, has 15 manual locks, and takes
most of a day to traverse. At the beginning, the locks come
thick and fast, but in the middle section, there is time to look
around and appreciate the scenery. A towpath parallels the canal
for a good stretch and is used by walkers, joggers and cyclists.
We saw a large deer on the path, munching grass. He watched
us pass. Seeing our large ensign, he insolently turned his
backside to it - we reckoned we had stumbled on our first
Rangers supporter. We entered the Sound of Jura at Crinan, and
flew up Lough Craignish betk)re the rising southeasterly wind,
and were tied up in Ardfern Marina by 17.30. A night of
dreadful excess followed - to celebrate the start of what was

probably the tenth or more Easter
outing we have had as a crew
together - which left us incapable
of cooking the following morning.
We trooped ashore accordingly,
and had breakfast in the little caf6
near the marina, which we had
visited last year, and where we had
the usual problem of explaining to
Big John that the items on the
menu are meant to be alternative
choices, not a description of his
ideal breakfast ...

We departed at midday with the
tide. It is remarkable, to people like
me from Cork, (where the tide is a
consideration, not a prerequisite in
deciding when to depart) how
much one has to watch the tides
here. Their importance was
emphasised as we swept through
the Dorus Mhor at 12 knots over
the ground, flying into the Firth of
Lorne, past Fladda, and pausing
only to call into Lough Aline, a
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Aid to navigation, Arisaig.

pretty little inlet, for a look, as we were swept up through the
Sound of Mull.

Exhausted by pilotage, I took to the bunk, but my siesta was
interrupted shortly afterwards by a sudden total silence - no
water swishing past the hull, and no-one talking on deck. The
off-watch and I leaped on deck, where it emerged that we had
managed, despite it having more yellow things decorating it
than a field of daffodils, to snag a fish farm. The farm
manifested itself in a huge rope - about the size of the Loch
Ness monster - which had inserted itself between the skeg and
the keel. Fortunately, we were able to detach ourselves without
damage either to the farm or the boat. This incident led to a
furious lecture on the evils of abstinence to the pair on "watch"
who, being the boat’s total abstainers, had been drinking tea, of
all things. We carried on, greatly relieved to have escaped so
lightly, and ended an eventful day tied to the little marina in
Tobermory.

Tobermory is a most picturesque place, and for those of you
with young children, or grandchildren, is the setting for the
children’s TV programme, Balamory. After another good night
aboard, we decided to have breakfast up town the next day,
which was Easter Saturday. Astonishingly, for what is
essentially a touristy place, there was nowhere serving break-

Inducement to prayer off Iona...

fast. In desperation, we went into the only hotel, where the
manager, in answer to our pleas, looked at us as if we had
crawled out from a flying saucer, saying: "Breakfast? - we’re
not set up for that kind of thing here!" We asked a lady in a Bed
and Breakfast and she told us it was cleaning time, not break-
fast time. Capitalism may be in its death throes worldwide, but
it has not reached Tobermory yet. The town was otherwise
remarkable for a magnificent chapel, which had just been
turned into a supermarket. The staff seemed a bit embarrassed
by this, as they wouldn’t let us take any photographs when we
went in to admire the drink piled on the choir stalls.

The previous evening, there had been much discussion about
a rugby match which was to take place between Munster and
the Ospreys. This was apparently of some importance, and
some of the crew were disinterested, but more of them were
anxious to see it. A search of chart and pilot for a suitable venue
i.e. somewhere with a television and drink in close proximity,
was undertaken. Finding such a place without derailing the
cruise plan sounded much easier than it actually was, as the

Provisioning at Bunnahabhain!

number of places of any size along
this part of the coast that were
likely to have Sky TV were few in
number. The indications were that
Mallaig might be suitable, so we
left Tobermory at 13.30, with a
favourable tide and a strong
southerly, rounded Ardnamurchan
Point at 16.00, and headed north-
east towards Mallaig. However, as
we flew northeastwards, we
decided on impulse to do a hand-
brake turn, and to go into Arisaig.
This appeared, from reading the
literature, to be a worthwhile
detour, and so it proved to be. Even
in the few minutes it took to make
the decision to go in there, we had
been swept north past the entrance,
and had to harden up from a run to
a fetch, heading towards the rocks
and reet~ through which, with
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VERDI III

TI R E~

some hair-raising pilotage aided by some useful signs, we
entered, and anchored off the little village.

Easter Sunday dawned, and after the traditional exchange of
Easter eggs, we put the boat alongside the little pier, and went
up for a walk around the pretty little village, buying the usual
groceries and bits and pieces, and getting our photo taken by a
slightly bewildered local, whom we had mistaken for the
harbourmaster, before threading our way out through the rocks
again, and heading north to Mallaig, which we reached in the
early afternoon. Verdi HI settled herself happily among the
fishing boats on the pier, and we went ashore to explore. The
rugby heads went in search of a flat screen, which was found in
the lounge bar of the Marine Hotel, a rather grim spot despite
its name, with bare concrete walls, a bar, and benches around
the walls. It was a fisherman’s pub, and we met one from
Belfast who had done his training in Greencastle. We broached
the question of watching the match. "Is it thon wee game wi’
the funny shaped ball?" was the general query before the "wee
lass" behind the bar was authorised to flick the remote and
transport us to Thomond Park. As Munster clinically destroyed
the Ospreys, pints were ordered, and then more pints, and even
more pints. The fishermen, no mean drinkers themselves, gazed
in awe and conceded defeat, and we eventually left, having
made friends of all in the pub.

We departed Mallaig, and headed up the Sound of Sleat for
Isle Ornsay, a really beautiful horseshoe anchorage on the
southeast tip of the Isle of Skye. At 57° 09’ North 05° 57’ West,
this was going to be the most northerly point of the cruise, so
we celebrated with excellent roast beef which was cooked and
served as the sobriety of the cook (and most of his customers)
diminished rapidly. The combination of this excellent and
liquid dinner, coupled with the euphoria of victory led to an
enhanced state of aesthetic appreciation in the crew, who were
awed into silence as they sat on the after-deck after dinner, and
absorbed the beauty of the surroundings, and, in particular, the

blaze of stars in a sky of a clarity rarely seen further south, and
particularly in any built-up area.

The following morning, at 06.30, on an already bright and
sunny day, we started to make our way south again. Our
Destination of the Day was Iona, about 60 miles away, the
intention being to reconnect with our Christian past and make
amends /’or the sins of the last few days. We headed south
through the Sound of Sleat, initially in an easterly force 3,
which rose to a southeasterly force 6/7 as the day wore on. The
tide tables had been studied as carefully as chicken’s entrails so
as to have the tide with us. We forgot to add the hour to GMT,
which explained why the tide was against us initially. Three
hours later it was still against us. In fact until we passed Rum,
Eigg and Muck we had the tide against us. Why? We had no
idea. The Doctor, always a keen observer of such things, noted
that Muck looks like Ben Bulben, Eigg like a submarine.

There is no anchorage off lona that is tenable in anything
other than calm, settled weather, and we had neither, so we
decided to head for Tinker’s Hole on the southwestern tip of
Mull. The entrance to this little anchorage from the west, is
about 10 feet wide, and with plenty of tide under us, and a
choppy sea, it was quite difficult to line it up and decide when
to turn in. This led to a frank exchange of views between the
skipper at the plotter below, and the helmsman, leading
eventually to the realisation that it seems to be the case that a
number of the rocks and islets are not where they should be,
according to the electronic chart, and may have been moved
since the last survey. If you chance to go there next year,
particularly at night, or in poor visibility, take great care. At all
events, we finally got in to this remarkable place - a clearing in
a virtual forest of rocks. We picked a spot and anchored. As the
rocky shore on each side seemed quite close, we decided to put
out a stern anchor with the dinghy so that we were moored fore
and aft. The dinghy being afloat, we explored the place in some
detail. It was magical, with assorted wildlife everywhere, and
clean, clear water. St. Columba would see little, if any, change
were he to return. Seals, large and quite tame, lay on the various
rocks, and, remarkably, seemed to lie where their particular
mottling best merged with the rocks they were lying on.

Later, after dinner, we went on deck to check how we were
lying, before turning in. We noticed a standing wave about a
metre high at the side of the boat. We deduced that the tide had
changed direction and we were lying across both it and the
wind, like a giant floating breakwater. We buoyed the end of the
kedge warp with a large fender, and threw it over - we had been
pushed so far away from our original position that the fender
shot away about 50 metres from the boat, as if from a catapult.
We went to bed, but later, were awoken by the sound of the keel
touching shingle, so that we had to raise the anchor and move
the boat into deeper water, in pitch blackness with no reference
points whatsoever to help us. This was slightly hair-raising, and
we set anchor watches for the rest of the night. However, we
now think that the crunching, rasping sound we heard may have
just been Big John or the Doctor snoring.

The next morning we retrieved our kedge and line, not
without difficulty, as even the large fender we had attached was
occasionally pulled below the surface by the tide, and prepared
to exit the sound. This was a truly spectacular passage, with
waves, large waves, breaking to port and starboard, and also
breaking on the nearby reefs, with a large swell going one way,
and a separate wave train the other. We steered through the
middle of all this violent water, which was a spiritual enough
experience for one day, and all thoughts of visiting Iona were
quietly dropped - it would have been much too bumpy to
anchor to go ashore there anyway.

We turned our bow south, through the rocks and reefs off the
Ross of Mull, and headed for the northern tip of Colonsay, to
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pass to the east of it, heading for the Sound of Islay. Our plan
was to anchor at Lagavullen, off the southern tip of Islay, and
then take the tide around the Mull of Kintyre. When, 30 miles
later, we reached the Sound, the tide was against us, so we
anchored off the Bunnahabhain distillery. Some of the crew
went ashore, but reported the place as resembling a penal
colony, very empty and gloomy, and were happy to come
aboard again. We had the anchorage entirely to ourselves, and
had dinner while we waited for the tide. We left when we
should have, according to the tide tables, but it was only as we
were approaching the southern end of the Sound that we got the
tide under us. The weather was good, but the forecasts were
not, so the argument for continuing was overwhelming and we
did just that, and made great speed to the Mull, which we
rounded at 01.00. An hour later, we were southwest of Sanda
Island, (probably quite an unnecessary precaution, but it was
late and we were tired) and at 05.05 dropped anchor in 8 metres
in Campbeltown.

We turned in. I was awoken from a deep sleep by Kevin,
who thought we were aground, (Verdi II1 traditionally goes
aground at Easter at least once) I initially dismissed the
crunching as the Doctor’s snoring again, but Kevin turned out
to be correct - we had dragged back from where we had
anchored in the middle of the anchorage, which was exposed to
the stiff easterly, and had gone aground on a ledge which you
will find just off the pier to the east of the yacht anchorage. We
sat lopsided for a couple of hours, to the amusement of the
Campbeltonians on their way to work, before floating off
without difficulty. We headed into the little pontoon beside the
town, making sure to exude an elaborate air of having planned
to go aground, just to calibrate the depth sounder, or some such
thing. Having tied up at the pontoon, we decided that a pint or
two would not go amiss, and headed ashore to explore
Campbeltown. The place has its merits, the chief one being its
location close to the tip of the Mull. Its other merits, opined the
Doctor, are more difficult to find. The highlights he had found
were a statue of Sir William MacKinnon, who founded the
British East Africa Company, and one of Linda McCartney,
who didn’t, but who apparently hailed from Campbeltown.

As the day wore on, it started to blow very hard, and we had
to hang out extra fenders, and also borrow a few from a trawler,
on the suggestion of the very pleasant fellow in charge of the
pontoon. A small fleet of cruisers went racing, showing more
bravado than sense, and returned very rapidly indeed. We
remained on the boat for dinner, not having found anywhere
particularly promising ashore. It is very pleasant to eat on board
in a near gale, particularly when you are tied up safely. The

following day, the wind had increased to a northeasterly gale.
This presented a slight problem, as we wished to get back to
Troon. We decided to make a run across the Kilbrannan Sound
and into the lee of the Isle of Arran, and then take the tide north.
We hoped that by the time we rounded the north of Arran, we
should catch the south-going tide to Troon. The alternative was
to go south of Arran, which we thought would not be a good
idea, as the wind would be on the nose completely once we
cleared Arran. There was a big sea running and we pounded our
way through it. Apparent wind speed varied between 42 and 48
knots with one gust of 50 knots, but our tactics paid off, and the
sea flattened down when eventually we managed to get into the
lee of Arran. When we reached Loughranza on the north of
Arran, the wind dropped to 30-35 knots and it felt like a
complete calm. Everything is relative. Another yacht, Ariadne,
a 30-footer, had also left Campbeltown for the eastern shore of
the Clyde. She went straight across, south of Arran. Later, we
heard a Mayday from her - one of her skin fittings had
dislodged after she fell off a wave, and she was filling with
water, and also had somebody injured. The lifeboat from Troon
got alongside and put some of her crew aboard with a large
pump. They got her safely into Troon, with the air sea rescue
helicopter standing by. We saw her in the travelift in the
boatyard the next day, looking a bit battered where the lifeboat
had been alongside. We reached the marina in Troon ourselves
at about 22.30 after a rugged day’s sailing. The takeaway and
nearby restaurants were shut, so we had dinner out of tins on
board before departing for the airport early the next morning.

All in all, this was a most satisfactory short cruise - 360
miles and 11 different ports or anchorages in just over 10 days.
The weather was cold, but generally dry. However, with central
heating on the boat, and the igloo that is the cockpit with the
cover up, we hardly notice the cold, and we sit there quite
happily in T-shirts, and eat and drink comfortably, even when
punching our way through rough seas. Perhaps it’s not the army
way, but it’s a very pleasant way of going sailing, especially in
northern waters at the start of the year.

The scenery, of course, is the thing in this part of Scotland. It
is at times wild and can be quite bleak, but there is a solitude
there that simply does not exist elsewhere, even in the remotest
parts in Ireland. The light has incredible clarity in these
northern latitudes, giving panoramas of light and shade, of
greens and browns in contrast with the water, the whole
peppered with romantic castles - vistas that are so stunningly
beautiful that the effort of getting there, and sailing in what can
be challenging conditions, is richly repaid.

Jimmy aarkoy       "~rancis Ennis decided to bring
writes about sailing J" Rock Star his Jeanneau 42i to

Spain again this year. The crew
to Spain consisted of Francis Ennis, Robert

Michael, myself and somebody
known to everyone as Winsor.

We left Howth on Friday 24th May with a plan to sail non-
stop to Spain. Light headwinds however, forced us to motor
all the way to the Tusker. There was an unfavourable forecast
for a non-stop Biscay crossing, so the skipper decided to keep
going due south, and pick up some diesel in the Scilly Isles.
We were too late to get diesel in the Scillies on Saturday, so
we kept going and arrived in Camaret mid-afternoon on
Sunday.

There was a self-service pump on the walkway on the
marina. We just put in a credit card, filled up with diesel, and

then went ashore to stretch our legs. We had a quick glass of
wine and we were on our away within an hour.

After a short time we were able to sail across the Bay of
Biscay, arriving in Camarinas just in time for a late-night
drink on Tuesday night. We had a rest day on Wednesday.
Thursday 28th we had a short drive to San Vicente do Mar, a
small marina with a good clubhouse, but a long walk uphill to
the town.

We had a nice meal in the clubhouse that evening.
Next day we had a lovely sail to Bayona. We met up with

Colin Hayes’ Saoirse of Cork and his crew, on their way to
the ICC-RCC Rally in the Azores. After a few nice days in
Bayona, we motored to Vigo, where Robert and I left by train
for Santiago de Compostela, to fly home. We had a very
pleasant ten-day holiday, with good weather and great
company.
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The Azores- a touch of Heaven

N ick Musgrave

Saoirse of Cork, a Najad 520 that has been continually
updated ’and equipped for Blue Water cruising, with Colin

Hayes (ICC) the Owner, Stuart Brownlow (ICC), Leslie Payne
and me on board, left Cork for Spain on Saturday 23rd May and
arrived in La Corufia the following Tuesday. The boat
remained in Galicia lbr the next 5 weeks cruising the Rias prior
to our departure Ik)r the Azores.

On 7th July Donal McClement (ICC), Stuart Brownlow
(ICC) and 1 joined the boat in Caraminal fi)r the Azorean Rally.
Colin had positioned her there to enable us to have dinner
at Restaurant O’Lagar, one of our favourite eateries. Pablo
and Javier did not disappoint us with a most interesting and
delicious tasting menu and top quality wines.    The
next morning we did a big pre-voyage shop and then sailed
down the coast to Bayona. We refuelled at MRCY and made
final preparations for the 850 mile trip to the Island of Sao
Miguel.

The Yacht Club in Bayona was like the Royal Cork on a
busy summer Saturday with the Rohans and Woodwards (both
ICC), who are almost permanent residents joined by a pod
of Cudmores, the Hydes and us. After bucket-sized aperitifs at
the Club we were forced to check out another of our faw)urite
restaurants, Los Abetos, in nearby Negran.

We left Bayona mid afternoon the next day in light
conditions and a difficult to read weather pattern. By early
evening the wind had freshened to force 6 from the north. A
confused sea meant that food was not a priority but a
reasonable wind angle meant we made good progress. The
fk)llowing morning saw some fabulous sailing with real
sunshine and a beam wind. By mid afternoon we entered the

The Intrepid Crew.

Our Skipper.

high pressure zone and the wind
dropped off as expected. We
motor-sailed for the next fifteen
hours.

The wind began to fill in from a
mainly southwesterly direction
early on the third morning, and
once again we had some
lovely sailing. By late that evening
the seas had become quite
confused and due to the wind
veering to the west-northwest,
laying the course had become
almost impossible.

Tracked by U.S. Coast
Guard
At about 03.00 on the morning of
the 12th we were disturbed by the
appearance of an unidentified ship
that seemed to be following us. At
this stage we were 400 miles from
the nearest land. The vessel called
us on Channel 16 and asked us to
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identify ourselves. We pointed out
that we were in International
waters and requested that he
identify himself before we did. He
told us that he was a U.S. Coast
Guard vessel and we then gave him
our call sign. He was obviously
able to verify our bona tides on the
computer and was happy to let us
on our way. Before we signed off
we got an up-to-date forecast and
he departed to the north. The wind
remained light and we motor-sailed
in light and sunny conditions
throughout the rest of the day.

The gourmet eating continued
and kept the crew morale very
high. By early next morning the
wind had freshened and the
Atlantic swell was short and
irregular.    The seas, although
small, were coming at us from
every direction imaginable and this
meant uncomfortable sailing with a
fair amount of rocking and rolling.
The next day and a half saw either
too much or too little wind but slow progress was being made
despite the very confused seas.

We sighted Sao Miguel on the afternoon of day 5, in dull and
pretty miserable conditions. Later that evening we sheltered in
the lee of the island so we could dine in comfort and at the same
time some very heavy showers washed the salt off the boat. In
the gathering darkness we motored along the southern shore
and made fast in the Marina at Ponta Delgado in the early hours
of 15th July. The crew of Yoshi (Dan Cross ICC) who had
arrived a day earlier were able to give us some very helpful port
information and this allowed us to enter the harbour in
darkness. We had 850 miles on the log and close to 100 engine
hours.

Caldera on Sao Miguel.

The harbour development at Ponta Delgada. with a popula-
tion of about 50,000 puts our facilities in Ireland to shame. Two
hundred-plus top-quality berths, shore facilities that included
laundry, spotlessly clean showers and toilets, shops, bars and
restaurants and an underground car park. All of this within 200
yards of the centre of the city.

Meet up with Yoshi

My brother Stuart (ICC) who was on Yoshi had arranged to
meet with his Azorean friend he had got to know on the Blue
Water Rally in 2002. We joined him and Carlos for lunch at

We think we had it rough! Artistic Achievement.
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Restaurant Alcides and the rood was superb. Azorean beef has a
great reputation for outstanding quality and after our lunch we
decided to recommend our local butcher, Tom Durcan, to
import it to the English Market in Cork.

The next morning, much the worse for wear, I joined Stuart
for a flight to Flores the most westerly island of the group.
Having taken off, some technical problems necessitated an
immediate return to the airport and this certainly did not
improve my hangover. The route took us over some of the other
islands, and Flores itself proved to be enchanting and well
worth a visit. On the return, that evening, we stopped briefly at
Faial and this enabled us to get some close up, spectacular,
views of both the famous volcanic eruption on this island and
the magnificent 8500 feet high volcano on nearby Pico.

Early the next day we said farewell to Stuart Brownlow, who
flew back to Cork via Lisbon. Later on we boarded coaches for
an Island Tour organised by the Royal Cruising Club. This was
most interesting taking in extinct volcanoes, hot springs,
calderas, botanic gardens, and most impressively, the amazing
landscape of a fantastic island. Both Clubs joined together for
dinner that evening in a little restaurant on the far side of the
Island. Other places we can recommend are Delicias do Mar a
most unpretentious establishment in the centre of Ponta
Delgado that served magnificent local fish and of course the
Chinese near the Marina.

On Monday 20th July we left for Santa Maria and the
exhilarating sail with a force 5 on the beam made up for the
lack of sunshine. 60 miles in 7 hours allowed us to initially visit
the eastern side of the island, which proved to be most
interesting. In particular, the terracing of the almost vertical
landscape and steep hillsides has to be seen to be believed. The
new marina at Villa Do Porto, although as yet incomplete, will
undoubtedly become a very good facility for such a small
island. The shelter could hardly be better and the reception and
hospitality that we received from the local people was second
to none. Santa Maria is the only non-volcanic island in the
Azores, owing its origins to tectonic activity, and hence it has
beautiful white sandy beaches. It is very green and fertile in the
higher eastern end compared to the dry plain on the western
side. Remarkably the airport has a 3.5 kilometre long runway
on an island that is little more than 90 square kilometres in size.

Our next destination was the island of Faial some 190 miles
to the north west. A visit to Horta, and Peters Cafe Sport, is on
every Mid-Atlantic sailor’s agenda. Once again we found the
island enchanting and the atmosphere welcoming. The
Capelinhos volcanic eruption in 1957 has left an area that can
only be described as moonscape and the lighthouse that was
originally on the coast is now almost one mile inland. The
interpretive centre is a must for a visit.

By now we had come to the conclusion that the local hotels
proved to be as good, if not better than many of the restaurants.
We can recommend the Pousada da Horta Hotel overlooking
the marina and the hot-plate restaurant, Canto da Doca, 200
metres from Peters Cafe Sport, for excellent food. Again we
found marina staff and facilities to be on a par with anything
available on mainland Europe. A further marina development
has just started in Horta and will add 100 to 150 additional
berths in the next year or so.

Three days later a flat calm day spoilt what should have been
a lovely sail from Horta to Terceira. The route took us between
the islands of Pico and San Jorge, and once again the
spectactular geology and lush vegetation was really beautiful.
Numerous small waterfalls of up to 150 feet high, litter the

south coast of San Jorge, and are quite exciting to look at from
seaward. They also suggest an abundance of rainfall on the
island. We were really disappointed that we encountered no
whale activity although Genesis Of Drumbuoy (Ian Morrow
ICC) had an amazing half-hour of close encounters with a pod
of adult and baby sperm whales.

The final gathering took place in the old town of Angra do
Heroismo, on the island of Terceira. This town experienced a
serious earthquake in 1980 when nearly 80% of the buildings
were damaged or destroyed. Historically Angra was the capital
of the Azores, and the crossroads of shipping and trade between
the Old and New World. It was seen as a safe haven for
merchant ships carrying gold, silver, and spices to the Iberian
Peninsula. The fortifications constructed in the 15th and 16th
centuries, for the protection of the ships and the town are now
preserved, and the major fort on Monte Brazil is a National
Park. The town was declared a Historic World Heritage Site by
UNESCO in 1983.

Terceira has several unique points, which include a 15 km-
wide crater that is now extremely flat and fertile farmland, a US
air force base at Lajes (originally constructed for RAF use in
1943), and a culture that includes bullfighting as a major part of
the social activity. Portuguese bullfighting is different from
Spanish in that the bulls are not killed at the end of the contest.
In their annual bull run the animals are loosely controlled at the
end of a long rope, and although few spectators are injured it is
a very entertaining weekend.

The final dinner, hosted by our Commodore, was preceded
by a drinks reception and some wonderful local folk entertain-
ment. A Special Award was made to former Rear Commodore
Paddy O’Sullivan (ICC) and Anne Kenny (ICC) (widow of
recently deceased Rear Commodore, Brian) for their excep-
tional effort in getting to the Rally. A typical convivial ICC
evening was very much enjoyed by all. It was however tinged
with a deal of sadness because an unforgettable two weeks
cruising in the Azores was coming to an end.

Like a broken record I can continue to praise the facilities,
reception, hospitality and scenery ad nauseum. Once again
Terceira exceeded all our expectations, and Azorean tourist
board pulled out all stops to make us feel at home. A special
thanks must go to their representative, the lovely Carla, who
looked after us with great care on every island.

On 30th July we left Angra, with Val Moran (ICC), who had
joined us a few days previously, for the return trip to Cork.
Other than for the first 24 hours the wind was aft of the beam
for the entire trip and we had some fantastic sailing with winds
up to force 7 at times. We are now fully paid up members of the
Downwind Sailing Club! The only problem we had in over a
total of 3,400 miles sailed, was the loss of power to our
domestic system, some 100 miles southwest of the Fastnet.
This was due to the alternator bracket breaking, combined with
a faulty switch on the battery charger, which meant we could
not use the generator to charge. Nevertheless we had engine
power and were able to motor-sail along the southwest coast
towards Cork harbour under a full moon and cloudless sky. We
tied up at the marina in RCYC at 06.00 some 6 days and 15
hours out. We had 1170 miles on the log and less than 40 hours
motoring.

The Azores are indeed a very well kept secret, and the local
people, whose pride in their homeland was so very visible,
greeted us like long lost friends and treated us as one of
their own.
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Barbara McHenry

writes of a Season of
Contrasts - Azores
and Turkey

Five weeks sailing in two very

contrasting locations - mid-
Atlantic and the Eastern
Mediterranean! I can’t believe it
of myself, and 500 miles into the
bargain! I joined Cormac on

Island Life in the Azores in mid-July, to take part in the joint
ICC/RCC Rally, and was delighted finally to have sight of
these islands of which I had heard so much for over 20 years.
They very much lived up to my expectations of an unspoilt
oasis, miles from anywhere. It was a wonderful experience
and I enjoyed almost every minute of the sailing, the
welcome from the Azoreans and the fun we had as part of
the group.

Having spent 3 weeks there I flew home, but 4 weeks
later I was off again with Cormac to join Bernard and Erica
Corbally on Beowulf in the Eastern Mediterranean. Having
visited the Lycian coast of Southern Turkey 10 years ago, I
was looking forward to seeing it from the sea, and my
expectations were not disappointed. As with the Azores, the
area is very unspoilt, with lots of dramatic scenery and
deserted bays and inlets.

The contrasts between the two areas are legion, starting
with the weather, which in the Azores was warmer than I had
expected, with temperatures in the low twenties, while in
Turkey we encountered many days with temperatures over
30° (fortunately for me Beowulf is equipped with very
powerful fans). While some of the participants on the Rally
took every opportunity to swim in the Atlantic, Cormac
decided it was not warm enough for him, but in contrast
he was tempted by the warmth of the water in the
Mediterranean. In Turkey on several occasions we experi-
enced strong winds (gusting force 7) but the sea never
reacted, unlike in the Azores when force 4 immediately gave
uncomfortable, lumpy seas. All my sailing was motor-
sailing, as in both locations the wind was either on the nose
(Azores) and a sail was used to steady the boat, or there was
not enough wind (Turkey) so the engine had to assist
progress. Either way I never had to experience the boat
being heeled over. Distances in Turkey were of the order of
20 miles between anchorages/berths, while in the Azores I
experienced trips of up to 120 miles. In the Mediterranean
we were never out of sight of land, while the Atlantic is the
Atlantic !

Having joined Island Life with the firm intention of not
doing any "adventurous" sailing, the skipper was so pleased
to have me as a nominal crew that I steeled myself for an
overnight sail, to cover the 120 miles between Sao Miguel
and Terceira. We started in the late afternoon in idyllic
conditions as we motored the length of the island, dining in
the cockpit admiring the scenery and the sunset. 1 dosed
myself with strong coffee as I was afraid of falling asleep on
my watch and letting the skipper down. I need not have
worried as some time after midnight the wind got up to 20-
25 knots, with a lumpy sea, and there it stayed until our
arrival in Terceira the following day. In deference to me the
skipper slowed the boat which obviously made the trip a

good deal longer but less bumpy. My second watch was
from 02.00 - 05.00, and after the first hour I was confident
enough to leave the skipper in peace, having learnt that any
lights were very distant and of no concern, and to rely on his
new toy - AIS - to alert me (and him) of any vessels in the
vicinity. My highlights of this night were of watching the
depth sounder as we passed over an area of comparatively
recent seismic activity with a depth of 12 metres in mid-
Atlantic, and of seeing the dawn come up.

My excitements in Turkey were more mundane, but for
the first few days, as we approached a marina my pulse
raced at the prospect of mooring stern-to, into a space which
seemed to my untutored eyes to be less than a foot wide. The
skipper, Bernard Corbally always executed the manoeuvre to
perfection, and Erica and I became expert at judging where
the fenders should be placed and at throwing the lines to the
ever helpful marina staff, with Cormac pulling in the bow
line and letting out the anchor. However on our last day in
Kas, due to problems with a gulet badly moored alongside,
our two anchors became entangled and I watched with
trepidation as the gulet untangled them, departed and we
then re-anchored.

The Azores remind me of Ireland 20-30 years ago, and
having experienced the Canaries, I was very surprised at
how Portuguese the islands are. The Lycian coast was by
contrast very exotic, less developed, and one had a real sense
of being on the verge of the Orient. In two places there we
spent the night in bays, deserted apart from other cruising
boats and restaurants, which provided free mooring in return
for our custom. In one there was no electricity, apart from
that provided by a very complex installation of solar power.
While the Azores was only settled some time in the 15th
century, the Lycian coast is one of the cradles of civilisation
and there are ruins more than 2,500 years old: tombs,
temples, towns, and silted-up ports of Lycian, Greek, and
Roman origin, everywhere one goes. They just seem to pop
up from nowhere. Wildlife was also a highlight of both my
trips, with a rare turtle on view on our way to the ancient city
of Caunos. While in the Azores we saw a large killer-whale
close to Santa Maria, and on our trips to and from Terceira
we were surrounded by large groups of gambolling dolphins,
jumping high into the air. As part of the Rally we enjoyed
socialising every night we were not at sea. In contrast in
Turkey we were tour, and what is more natural for a
foursome than bridge! The McHenrys’ standard is far below
that of the Corballys’ but they very generously spent the two
weeks instructing us and putting up with our play. We
had never played so much bridge before but feel the benefit
of their advice and patience as we vow to become more
involved.

From opposite ends of Europe we experienced wonderful,
helpful, friendly people who did so much to make our stays
enjoyable. It was for me truly a summer of contrasts and
experiences, and I can now cleat a rope, tie on a fender, do
night watches and feel more comfortable on a boat - a rag
bag of achievements.
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North Channel shuttle
2009

Witchcraft

Ed Wheeler

As time goes on, ! increasingly feel the need for some kind

of theme or objective for a cruise. Otherwise one tends to
try to cover as much ground as possible, driven always by time,
tide and a leading wind. With this in mind, James Nixon and I
set off" lk)r a week in June. with the intention of exploring fly-
fishing opportunities in the nearer Scottish islands. Leaving
Bangor on 8th June, we beat round Black Head and ahmg the
Gobbins, in a moderate northerly, finding that we made better
progress under sail than various other yachts motoring to
windward. We made Rathlin our first port of call, and the
pontoon was already fairly crowded. After an uneventful
crossing to Port Ellen, we looked into the angling possibilities.
Altogether, we spent three days fishing on lslay, hiring a car to
get to the various lochs. On previous visits to Hay, I had never
got outside the immediate environs of Port Ellen. Driving
round the island, we were impressed by the variety and beauty
of the landscape, the bird life, and the quality of fishing
available. As well as upland peaty lochs, Islay also has areas of
limestone supporting more prolific aquatic life, and hence
larger trout.

\

\

Pearly light in the North Channel.

We visited Loch Tarbert in Jura, where we passed through
the first narrows and anchored off the burn, without troubling
Mr. Yanmar below. Here we tramped up through the heather,
putting up a group of noble stags, to the nearest of a series of
lochs, full of voracious little trout. We reduced the numbers
somewhat, contributing in our small way no doubt to an
increase in the average size of the fish, and later providing an
excellent dinner. I think this day may have confirmed James in
his intention to get his hip joint done sooner rather than later.
After a couple of days in Loch Tarbert, we sailed over to
Colonsay. The weather being generally easterly, Scalasaig was
untenable, so we tried Kiloran Bay on the northwest side of the
island. This is a glorious anchorage in settled weather, with a
lovely sandy beach, good holding and excellent walks ashore.
The fishing wasn’t much good though, the loch requiring a boat
because of the high banks. This short cruise ended with a
passage to Glenarm in thick log. We didn’t even see the fish
farm. There I left Witchcraft for a week.

On my birthday, 1st July, I rejoined the boat. I hadn’t
managed to organise any crew, so was on my own. David and
Judy Lomax in Cloudwalker arrived that night en-route to the
Clyde, so I persuaded them to go to Sanda and sailed in
company with them. It was strange weather, the cloud base
below mast height and a pearly quality to the light. There was
very little wind. It may have been our last pint in the pub there,
as ’Sanda’ Dick says he is packing his bags and leaving. My
creel caught a small lobster, but 1 returned him to grow a bit
bigger. On 4th July, 1 sailed round the Mull of Kintyre with a
fresh following wind and full sail and genoa boomed out. As
the wind freshened, the steering became rather difficult and I
thought there must be something wrong with the rudder. I
decided to make for the Ardmore Islands, on the southeast
corner of lslay. I handed the sails and motored cautiously into
the inner creek, Plod Sgeirean (does that mean Little Rock of
the Policeman’?). The wind by now was south-southeast force 5
and gusty, so I wanted the anchor to be well dug-in. Unfor-
tunately, there was no reverse gear. All now became clear: I
normally put the engine in reverse when sailing, to stop the
large Brunton Autoprop from auto-rotating. It hadn’t gone into
gear, hence the prop was causing all kinds of turbulence over
the rudder, which affected the steering. The problem was a
simple one, just a fault in the Morse control, but I couldn’t fix it
on board.

1 had a good sail next day up to Loch Keills (Loch na Cille).
Cruiskeen (Michael Park) anchored nearby. Ultimate, Ronnie
Sharp’s Laurent Giles 46’ ketch, has a mooring there and we
had coffee next morning on Cruiskeen. I had wondered where
Loch Sheill was, where the RCC Meet was billed to take place.
Ronnie told me that I was anchored in it! Later that day, I sailed
up to Ardfern, where I made a gingerly approach to the berth -
no reverse - and the very efficient yard made short work of
fixing my Morse control gear. I found pleasant and sheltered
anchorage next day in Bagh Dun Muilig, only three or four
miles down Loch Craignish from Ardfern. Next day brought
increasing northerly winds, which entailed a bracing beat
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Tight fit in Crinan Cana Iockl.

through the Dorus Mhor and the Sound of Luing. By the time I
got past Pladda light, with wind over tide and a very fresh
north-northwest wind, I was well-reefed down and glad to find
a kind of shelter in Loch Spelve. I was also exhausted, having
tacked about twenty times. The rock on the starboard hand
entering Loch Spelve is now marked with a perch. The
recommended anchorages in Loch Spelve were shrieking with
catabatic winds, so I anchored in deep water under the shelter
of some rare trees, just to the east of Rubha Riabnach, over a
rocky, weedy bottom. Eventually no fewer than seventeen boats
congregated there, anchoring and re-anchoring in up to 18
metres of water.

After a day of R&R in L.Spelve, I made my way up to
Tobermory and took one of the visitors’ moorings. Later that
night,    Cloudwalker    arrived,
occasioning high wassail. In
common with the rest of this
"Summer", there was a succession
of gale warnings which kept me
pent up in Tobermory. No gales
blew, which was frustrating.
Conscious of time passing, I
headed out of Tobermory, west-
ward round the north of Mull and
down through the Sound of Iona.
There was very little wind at this
stage, and I went in to Staffa to
look at Fingal’s Cave. It was too
swelly to go ashore, but I did see a
large basking shark close
alongside. After I passed inside the
Torran Rocks, a breeze filled in
from the southeast and I had a beat
along the east side of Colonsay.
The anchorage south of Oronsay is
not recommended in southeast
winds, but I was able to tuck in
behind the reef at the north end of
the anchorage, in about 4 metres A perfect day in Inishtrahull.

water and had a good night. Next
day, the southerly winds continued
and I beat down the west side of
Islay, heading for Pornahaven in
Orsay Sound. The flow-rate round
the Rhinns of Islay is up to 8 knots
and I should have had another hour
and a half of favourable tide when
I got to Orsay; however, it had
already changed and with full sail
and full throttle on the engine, I
barely made it round the corner
and into the sound. Once inside,
the anchorage, although tide-rode,
was tranquil. Unmentioned in the
CCC Directions are a shop and a
pub, which served a very good crab
salad.

The next day produced fair
weather and light winds; an early
start and the iron topsail took us to
Inishtrahull island by 10.30, where
I loitered to catch a large pollack
and a saithe. A glorious sunny day
ensued. I met the local Parks &
Wildlife ranger ashore, doing a

survey of basking sharks, from the old lighthouse. He was
watching three of them lazing around the rocks and asked that
yachtsmen record sightings from around the Irish coast. That
night I was a bit worried about the weedy bottom, and laid out a
fisherman anchor as a kedge. Next morning, the creel disgorged
a large crab. Gathering up this and the dinghy, I set off for
Rathmullan, meeting Ballyclaire leaving, and Alakush and
Leemara of Howth just coming into the anchorage. A wind
filled in as I entered Lough Swilly and I carried it all the way to
the pontoon at Rathmullan, pausing only to catch a string of
mackerel off Saldanha Point. The ICC Rally weekend followed,
as reported elsewhere. On Sunday, after valedictory pink gins
on Carragheen, I set off down the Lough, again in a stiff west-
northwest breeze. It was a vigorous beat as far as Port Salon,
where I anchored in a bit of a roll. Next day, with a poor
forecast, I set off eastward, having a romping reach round
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Malin Head and making the River Bann entrance in a rain
squall. I took a fore-and-aft mooring at Seaton’s marina, in
front of Wild Goose of historic memory, and left Witchcr~
there for two weeks.

On Monday 27th July ! rejoined Witchcraft, accompanied
this time by old chums Geordie Lynas and Clinton Parker and
we went up to Portrush the same evening. Next day we sailed
over to the Ardmore Islands again, in mixed weather, which
included a torrential downpour and lots of thunder and
lightning. We must have received an inch of rain in half an
hour. We went back into Plod Sgeirean, using the anchorage on
the port side as you enter this time, because the wind by now
was fresh southerly. Holding was poor in weed and we dragged
to within half a boat-length of the whitewashed marker-rock
be tore I could stop her. This would have been bad news if I’d
still been single-handed. Once more, the fisherman kedge
proved its worth. Next day, we carried a fair wind up to
Craighouse, picking up a visitor’s mooring after a bit of fishing
on the way in. On Thursday we had a good sail up to Ardfern,
the wind being fresh west-northwest most of the day. For the
weekend of the RCC Meet, the weather forecast was foul, so
everyone stayed in Ardfern while the wind roared and the rain
drove down. It wasn’t forecast to improve much the following
week, so we made a decision to go through the Crinan Canal.
This was my first transit since 1965, when, in extremely bad
company, I went through in the old Ain Mara, mostly stern-
first, owing to gearbox grernlins. This time, all went relatively

smoothly and we had the pleasure of Alakush for company.
Clinton’s learning curve on lock management elicited
unfavourable comment from Michael Branagan. We took our
time and spent two nights in the canal, soothed by gentle rain,
the whistle of the wind in the trees and the thought of poor
devils out at sea in weather like that.

Emerging at Ardrishaig, we immediately had to beat the
length of Loch Fyne and across Inchmarnock Water, arriving in
Lamlash with another string of mackerel at 21.00. We anchored
at the south end of the harbour comfortably enough. It is
relatively shallow compared to the rest of Lamlash Harbour.
Another bad weather forecast kept us there for an extra night,
which we spent on a visitor’s mooring off the village. The
moorings are far too close together and it was too rough to go
ashore, but this didn’t prevent the local official from levying
£10 tribute. Thursday 6th August gave us another beat out of
the Clyde, round Corsewall Point and into Portpatrick, which
has become a haunt of the shaven-headed and tattooed ones,
some of whom took exception to our Irish ensign. Next day was
calm and we had to motor, crossing the North Channel for the
sixth time this season and making James Nixon’s mooring at
Ballydorn in Strangford Lough by early afternoon.

So ended a mishmash cruising summer, slightly marred by
bad weather, but great to get back to the West Coast of Scotland
and even find some new (to me) anchorages so near to home.
Total distance covered was a surprising 800-odd miles.

Trevor Lusty ~aturday afternoon, and I thought,

writes that old ~.Ja couple of gin and tonics ce soir
and the last DVD of ’Rome" would

habits die hard make for a rather pleasant evening.
But alas, no gin left; that is because, I

think, that I have been drinking far too much of it - and
everything else - of late (past twelve months!) hence Trevor
Tubby. So off to the liquor store I did go, waddle, waddle,
waddle. Gin is the least popular of all spirit drinks in Brazil,
and not so much hard, as often, impossible to find. However
fortified by the sound of ’isssst’ as the can of tonic opens, the
smell of the entire fl’esh lime, one half squeezed, the other
whole in my half pint blue plastic tumbler, and the delicious,
salacious, sound of the ice cracking in my glass. I ardently
stuck to my task.

Despite the 85% humidity and the 34°C temperature, these
were as nothing to me as I sought to win my self-awarded
prize. I reached the liquor store and there through the large
display window on the third shelf to the left was my prize,
encapsulated in a clear glass bottle; the nectar I sought, with
that jasmine-coloured paper emboldened in subtle shades of
red font ’GORDONS for export only’. Had the window been
open I could have reached out and touched it. The liquor
store seemed empty, so the transaction would be seamless
and fast. The sign on the store door said "aberto" (open). I
manfully turned the black filigree doorknob to open and
gently pushed the door inwards only to find that the bloody
place was closed! Some deep breathing helped forestall the
oncoming panic attack, the film of perspiration that had
instantly covered my skull was swiftly wiped away on the
sleeve of my shirt.

As I marshalled my thoughts, reeling only slightly from
being thwarted, nay mind turned to the DVD of ’Rome’:
"’what would Caesar have done?" I thought. "’Press onwards",

after all was 1 not a man of resource? could I not unite
Maggie’s pension and my own and luxuriate, nay bathe, in
gallons of gin should I so choose. Was this not the point of a
full and rewarding commercial life, that finally, the hand-
some pensions (well mine anyway) would provide variety of
choice in the latter stages of our lives, the cost irrelevant, the
value being the core?

Strengthened by my new-found awareness of financial
resource, l realised all I simply had to do was find another
store and if necessary buy the entire shop to satisfy my
desire. Find such a shop I did and post-haste. The proprietor
eyed me much as a gold fish, through a circular styled eye
piece, hewn through the acrylic bandit screen he resided
behind. There behold, just sticking up at the back of his head,
majestically poised on yet another shelf, sat my holy grail,
’GORDONS for export only.’ The ransom for the Queen of
Sheba would not have matched my intended purchasing
power such was my desire. "Pot favor Senhor, uno botello
Gordons obrigado". "Si Senhor’" he says. A small greasy man
appeared from my left putting another GORDONS bottle into
a black plastic bag then passing it to the proprietor behind the
counter, who then proceed to try and push both bag and bottle
through the plastic aperture in the bandit screen. "68 Rias por
favor" (25 quid). I opened my mouth (a common occurrence
I am told) to extol the virtues of my good fortune and success
in my quest. To my surprise, a voice I recognised as similar to
my own, yet beyond my control, was heard to utter my
lifetime favourite of all "Norn Iron" expressions, ’catch
yourself on, I only wanted to buy a bottle of gin not the whole
bloody shop."

’Rome’ accompanied by a litre bottle of chilled mineral
water enlivened with ice and fresh limes proved adequate,
and so ’OLD HABITS DIE HARD’.
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Elysium returns from Brittany

Bill Rea

I n 2005 Elysium (a Shipman 28) went to Brittany for a
.splendid dinner with some members of the Royal St George

Y.C.(which they have been talking about ever since) and did
not return until this year, when she just made it back before the
weather closed in, at the end of the sailing season.

During her time in Brittany Elysium was based at Kernrvel
on the estuary of the river Blavet, better known as the Port of
Lorient, and we have come to know (and like) the place a lot
more than would be the case on a normal cruising visit. Lorient
is a great natural harbour that got its present day name when
ships for the Oriental trade were first built there. The history of
Lorient is notable for the way it has suffered from events that
had their origins far from the river Blavet, and for the way the
city fathers have overcome each successive set-back.

The latest initiative designates Lorient, as ’The City of Sail’
and this must be exciting for all sailors. The development is not
complete, and already there are more than 1,500 people
employed in the area, in about 70 separate enterprises that serve
the leisure boating industry. I have an old pilot-book, that was
published thirty years ago, which shows a yacht basin in the
centre of the town and recommends a number of anchorages
elsewhere in the harbour. Today there are five separate marinas
in the harbour, and extra berths are being added to them every
year.

During the Second World War the Germans established a
submarine base at Lorient, and this resulted in the total
destruction of the city by the RAF and the USAAE Admiral
Drnitz remarked of the horrific destruction that ’not a dog is
left and nothing remains but the U-boat bunkers’. The entire
town was rebuilt after the war but the indestructible U-boat
base remains today, as ugly as ever. The town planners have
accepted the challenge these satanic buildings present, and
have incorporated them into the ’City of Sail’ project. A new
marina has been built in front of the submarine bunkers, and an
exhibition centre has been built nearby to house a permanent
exhibition celebrating sailing, the history of sailing, and the life
of Eric Tabarly, including a collection of his famous boats that
were all named Pen Duick. The exhibition attracts 100,000
visitors per year and can include a trip around the harbour in a
sailing boat specifically designed to take passengers.

The latest marina in front of the submarine base seems to
specialise in berths for ocean-going racing yachts, including
huge catamarans that must be difficult to berth anywhere else.
Some of the cavernous submarine-base buildings are now being
used to build these enormous craft, and there is certainly space
to build them there, although they must be dark and depressing
buildings to work in,

The submarine bunkers were indestructible, but Germans
were afraid that the British might learn to direct a torpedo or a
bouncing bomb directly into the submarine pens, so they sunk a
series of ships across the estuary in front of the submarine base.
One of the benefits of the new development has been the
removal of most of these wrecks, which have been an eyesore
for almost seventy years.

Not that the French have any objection to wrecks; they

THE MARIE TROPHY

FOR THE BEST CRUISE FOR A

YACHT UNDER 30’ LOA

?

appear to love them and can often be seen taking pictures of
them, while on holiday. The French way of dealing with boats
and ships that are no longer required, is to take them to a
convenient creek, or a quiet reach in a river, and leave them
there. This habit appears to include all types of vessels
including small boats, fishing craft and naval ships with the
result that wrecks of every description are a feature of almost
every fiver and port in Brittany.

Many things had to be attended to at home this summer,
before a fax could be sent to Mme Nelly Dubois asking her to
prepare Elysium, and to suggest a suitable date for launching
from the boatyard owned by her and her husband. The boatyard,
Kernrvel Nautic, has been built on reclaimed land at the side of
the estuary, which dries out, and may only be accessed by
keelboats for two or three days during the spring tides. This
could be an aggravation for an impatient owner, but sailing is all
about the weather and the tide, and it is just a matter of getting
into the rhythm before the cruise actually starts. The service at
the yard was very satisfactory and a lot of work was done to
Elysium during her stay, at very reasonable prices.

Mme Dubois is very relaxed and friendly, but has one rule
that must be strictly obeyed, with no exceptions accepted. The
yard closes for lunch at 12.00 (prrcis) and everyone, including
boat owners, are locked out until 14.00 when the gates are
opened again. There is nothing for a customer to do other than
forget the work that must be done, go native, and enjoy a long
and leisurely lunch.

The boat was finally launched as the spring tide reached
high water (after lunch) on July 22nd, and my wife Eithne and I
were there to clamber aboard, while she was still in the
launching cradle. Mme Dubois operated the winch and allowed
Elysium to slide into deep water while M. Dubois rode on the
cradle to release the ropes. Thankfully the engine started on
schedule and, with a wave to the boatyard staff, we motored
gingerly towards the deeper water and found a vacant visitor’s
berth in the nearby Kernrvel Marina.

During the next few days Eithne cleaned, polished and
supervised until Elysium had been made ’ship-shape’ to a
standard that only she can achieve. I bent on the sails, bought
fuel, and accompanied Eithne to the supermarket where we
purchased stores and marvelled at the prices, why on earth is
everything so expensive in Ireland?

In the evenings we had our last looks at the village of
Kernrvel that we had come to know so well. On the waterfront
beside the marina there are two 19th century chateaux. The
council owns the first, which is a bit scruffy (although painted
this year), with the ground floor rented as Margaret’s Bar. The
second is in pristine condition with a smart French ensign
flying from a flagstaff facing out to sea. The French Navy now
occupy this building but a swastika once flew from the same
flagstaff, and Admiral Drnitz used to stay there while he was at
Lorient, to be near his men. He would, perhaps, look across the
harbour entrance towards the Citadel fort at Port-Louis (built
by the Spanish in a previous conflict) and watch his U-boats
return from wolf-pack raids in the Atlantic. Musing over a late
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night drink in Margaret’s Bar, it is easy to imagine the presence
of men in uniform, laughing and joking in the guttural tones of
the occupation force. The garden of Margaret’s Bar is still filled
with impenetrable air-raid shelters, but the iron gates and doors
now hang open and, if you are not afraid of ghosts, it is possible
to see what it might have been like to shelter from the relentless
Allied bombing. At the gate of the chateau, now overgrown
with grass, there is a grey sentry-box where a German soldier
once stood guard.

28th July was a beautiful day. The sun was shining and the
wind was gentle as we cast off from our berth at Kern6val
Marina, and put to sea on the first stage of our trip to Ireland.
We passed close to the Port-Louis Citadel, as all vessels must
do when entering or leaving the Port of Lorient, and we
wondered if the shadowy figures working behind tinted
windows in the modern control tower, which sits on top of the
17th century walls, noted our departure.

It was a great start, and we were both tanned and relaxed as
we entered the River Odet from the Anse de Bdnodet that
evening. When we reached Sainte Marine, a friendly and
helpful girl fi’om the Capitainerie approached us in a rubber
dinghy, and escorted us to a vacant riverside pontoon berth.
Eithne then cooked us a meal, and we went for a stroll in the
village. After a good night’s sleep, we were off again in a light
southwesterly wind of no more than force 4 knots.

All went well until we reached Pointe de Penmarch, where
we lost the shelter of the land and the wind increased. An
almighty swell came up, the boat started to pitch and roll with

Brendan replaces the halyards on Elysium.

Stan Conroy off the Lizard.

spray flying in all directions and the GPS decided that this
would be a good time to cease working. Unfortunately, I did not
notice that we were getting false readings until a rock appeared
where no rock should be and we were forced to alter course out
to sea, unsure of our position.

"Hanging on for dear life"
I asked Eithne if she would like to steer while 1 went below to
check the chart but she replied that she was too busy "hanging
on for dear life". I put some batteries in the emergency hand
held GPS, but it was on strike as well and refused to give a
position until we arrived in port, when it worked perfectly.

Eventually the marks fell into place, our position became
clear again and we were able to set a rough course for
Audierne, leaving the Eckmtthl lighthouse on the Pointe de
Penmarch well away to starboard. According to one of my pilot
books this is the bleakest stretch of coast in Brittany, and the
other says that ’the whole scene is grim and progress often
seems slow, with the Eckmtihl lighthouse in sight for a long
time’. I did not confide these observations to Eithne but I can
attest to their accuracy.

As the afternoon wore on the wind increased to force 5 and I

estimated that the swell was at least three metres (it seemed a
lot more). On the tops of the waves we could see for miles and
in the troughs steep banks of slate grey water surrounded us.
But there was one happy event: the GPS started working again.

1 set an accurate course for the Gamelle Ouest IALA buoy,
which marks a nasty group of rocks in the approach to Audierne
and, as soon we were beginning to settle down, the visibility
closed in and the GPS stopped working again. I held the course
and eventually an IALA buoy appeared ahead. When we got
past the Gamelle rocks I thought that we would be home and
dry and I was not prepared for the scene that greeted us at the
mouth of the river Goyen. The entire area inside the breakwater
was a seething mass of white foam.

I now worried if there would be enough water to get us in
safely, but we had to take a chance. I took a last look at the
sodden pilot book, to refresh myself as to where the channel
might be, and in we went. As soon as we got up into the port all
went quiet and still and it was hard to imagine what it had been
like outside.

The marina was full and we were lucky to find a vacant
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Eithne and Elysium. Under orders to leave town by 16.00.

mooring in a deep part of the harbour. "There is one thing I
notice about the boat", Eithne remarked: "What’s that? .... No
matter how bad the trip, you recover very quickly as soon as
you get into port".

It was only 16.00 so I inflated
the dinghy ready for an evening
ashore.

After breakfast the next
morning I kept a watch on the
pontoons and as soon as the first
visitor left, we made a beeline for
the vacant space, only to be met by
the harbour-master. "Are you here
for the festival?" He asked. "What
festival? I enquired. "If you are not
booked in for the festival you will
have to leave the port immediately.
We are full"

"I had hoped to pass through the
Raz de Sein today and go north" I
told him "But the weather is not
suitable. I have only got my wife
with me and there is no way that I
am taking her out into that huge
swell, surely you have room for
one small boat seeking asylum" I
pleaded. "We are full." He
repeated, "You will have to leave."
"Could we not stay on the mooring
that we were on last night?" I
suggested. "No! There is a
fireworks display and your boat

might catch fire from a falling firework; all moorings must be
cleared. You will have to go and pick up a mooring at Sainte
Evette" (an anchorage half a mile southwest of the fiver
entrance). "You will be safe there." He insisted. "Sate perhaps"
I said "but very uncomfortable"

Eventually he relented and allowed us to stay on the
mooring until the following day, the day of the festival. We
agreed that we would leave before high water, which was at
about 16.00. His final shot was: "If you do not leave under your
own power, as agreed, my men will tow your boat to Sainte
Evette and put her on a mooring there". He was making himself
clear in spite of any language difficulties that we might be
experiencing.

The weather was bad, and Ireland was calling, so we decided
to leave the boat at Sainte Evette for a few weeks, and take
advantage of the weekly Aer Lingus flight from Rennes to
Dublin on I st August.

My old pal Stan Conroy has been sailing with me for more
years than either of us cares to remember, and once again he
loyally agreed to accompany me to France and help me to get
the boat home.

"What our crew lacks," I told Stan when planning the trip;
"is youth", and I was particularly pleased when my son
Brendan agreed to join us and bring with him the missing
ingredient. I had hoped that the trip would take place earlier in
the season, but events conspired against us and the time left
before Brendan had to return to college was now limited.

A few weeks later, the three of us took the ferry from
Rosslare to Roscoff, where we were delighted to meet Henry
and Ivy Barnwell (ICC). Henry was on watch in the for’d
lounge, with Ivy beside him, keeping a lookout for crossing
vessels on the wide horizon ahead of the ship. We knew that we
would be safe from collision!

A hired car was waiting for us at Roscoff and we had time to
visit a number of villages and towns in Brittany, before arriving
at Sainte Evette to join Elysium during the afternoon of 22nd
August. Brendan rowed out to the mooring and Stan and I
accepted a lift from the very helpful young lady from the
Capitainerie who had settled our account with us. The mooring

Audierne at low water springs.
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was £6 per night, and I paid £12 tbr the use of a dinghy rack
(which may have been an annual fee). We immediately cast off,
and proceeded to Audierne where we found a vacant visitor’s
berth on the pontoon.

The next morning we met Alain Bossennec, the harbour-
master, again and, now that the festival was over and forgotten,
he was a reformed character. His sense of humour was restored
and he could not do enough Ior us.

Brendan was soon pressed into service, to go up the mast to
restore the flag halyards, and his energy for this and other
heavy-duty tasks was greatly appreciated. He also worked on
the navigation lights, and many other tasks including getting
the compass light working, which as it turned out, proved to be
vital for our safety.

The Raz de Sein has a fearsome reputation but, like all
similar gates, it is safe enough fbr those who pay attention to
the tidal information and are prepared to wait for suitable
weather.

The most recent sad case of note happened while we were on
the French coast in May 2006. l~douard Michelin went fishing
with Guillaume Normant, who was head of the fishermen’s
organisation at Audierne, in the 7.3 metre boat, Libert& that
had every possible piece of safety equipment. The weather was
said to be reasonable but Libert6 turned over in the Raz de Sein
and both men were drowned, l~douard Michelin was wearing a
survival suit when a helicopter picked him out of the water but
it did not save him. He was 43, had six young children and a
brilliant career ahead of him. Several months before the
accident he had been called home from America to be
appointed Chief Executive of Michelin, and was making a
success of the job.

We were greatly helped in planning the next stage of our trip
by our meeting with Michael and Roisfn Walsh, who had been
to northern Spain in their Westerly J24 Swift. This was a major
cruise, for which they had both taken leave of absence from
work, and now, like us, they were anxious to get home to
Ireland. They are a young couple and I must say that it was a
tonic to meet such a positive pair so committed to pure cruising
at such a young age. With more like them the future of the sport
is assured.

Meeting the experts

That evening we brought our laptops ashore, and met them in a
bar which they had noticed had a ’Wi-Fi’ sign on the door.
When we were served our drinks the barman also gave us a
code that allowed us to connect to the Internet within the
premises. The Walshs were experts and showed us lots of web-
sites, with weather maps and forecasts for the area. Some of
them were commercial computer-generated forecasts that you
would have to be careful about, but it was good to be able to
access the French M6teo and the British Met Office sites. We
were also introduced to ’netAabord.fr’, an lnternet service that
allows wireless connection to the Internet, for a reasonable fee,
in many French ports. I am sure that all this is old hat to most
members but I am behind in such matters.

On Tuesday 25th August everything fell into place, and we
set sail from Audierne for the Raz de Sein in a light south-
westerly breeze. As soon as we got to sea it became apparent
that we would not be alone. The Swift was also at sea, together
with several other boats all planning to pass La Vieille
Lighthouse at about the same time (5V2 after HW Brest), when
everything would be slack betbre the tide started to set north.
We all passed through safely and as we went north the swell
dissipated and everything combined to make the trip a pleasant
one.

The GPS went on the blink again and navigation was largely
by chartwork and compass. All went well until we approached

a rock with a mark that I could not identify. It had no topmark
or recognisable paint and I was unable to decide whether it
should be left to port or to starboard. First we hove-to, which
was not very helpful because the strong tidal current continued
to sweep us along. Then I headed off in another direction and
very soon the picture became clear and we resumed our course.
My crew were not very sympathetic. They maintained that
anyone could see that that rock should be left to port, and could
not understand what the problem was. Everything becomes
clear in hindsight.

Late in the afternoon we rounded the Pointe du Toulinguet
and entered Camaret-sur-Mer, which would be the starting
point for our first overnight passage.

Camaret is a useful harbour because of its location at the
southern end of the Chenal du Four and it has everything that a
yachtsman might need, including shops, showers and more than
one chandler. The problem is that the visitor’s berths are at the
end of the north breakwater, close to La Tour Dor6e, and the
chandler is at the fisherman’s wharf on the south breakwater,
with all the other facilities in between. The serious cruising
man would definitely make use of his bicycle but Elysium’s
crew did a lot of walking.

At Camaret we started to study the weather again, and we
were not consoled by forecasts of force 6-8 in the Plymouth sea
area, with west to southwesterly force 9 at the Scilly Isles. I was
beginning to despair, and even made enquiries about leaving
Elysium there tbr the winter. I found to my surprise that it
would not be a problem, and the crane driver showed me the
spot, in a public compound at the fish harbour, where I could be
accommodated at very reasonable rates. He even offered to rent
me a cradle, which really impressed me.

On Wednesday 28th August the crews of the Swift and the
Elysium gathered in the cabin of Elysium to listen to the
shipping forecast from the BBC, on Stan’s long-wave radio. We
had all been waiting for a little ’high’ to come up into the
Plymouth sea area, but now the high pressure was expected to
dissipate and strong winds were forecast for the area. We all
went to bed that evening expecting to be stranded again, but I
set the clock for the BBC forecast at 05.20 BST and found that
everything had changed. The little high did come up, after all,
and there was a window of opportunity with west to northwest
force 3-4 going southwest 5-6 later, which should blow us into
Falmouth.

I roused the crew and went around to the Swift to tell them
our plans. They were of course sleeping, so I had to leave a note
for them (They eventually did get home to Ireland, calling at
Penzance). We put the clocks back one hour and at 08.45 BST
we sailed from Camaret. By mid-morning we were on our way
up the Chenal du Four and in the afternoon went out into the
English Channel: the wind was northwest 2-3. In the afternoon
we set watches. Two hours on watch, two hours on stand-by
and two hours in the bunk. At sunset, the watch keepers
attached themselves to the boat by harness and settled down for
a long night at sea. Autumn was fast approaching and the nights
were becoming noticeably longer. At 02.00 the wind increased
to force 5 and went westerly, almost exactly as forecast, and it
was all hands on deck to reef the mainsail. It was very dark
indeed and I particularly appreciated Brendan’s presence
during this dangerous operation. I remembered the old sailor’s
adage to always reef at sunset, which would have been sensible
advice on this occasion.

As we approached the English coast we saw more traffic,
including a number of fishermen with working-lights blazing,
and no indication of their course or direction. One came very
close and then changed direction and went away again which
seemed weird on such a black dark night; we wondered if he
had even seen us, or was he too busy working away behind his
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screen of light. It was a long night but dawn did eventually
break and we were soon weaving our way between the large
number of empty ships anchored at Falmouth awaiting orders; a
clear sign that we are in recession.

At 08.45 we had found a berth, and were all-fast in Falmouth
Marina, just 24 hours after leaving Camaret. We had just
completed the fastest trip of the cruise (average speed over 5
knots), thanks to the tide in the Chenal du Four and a largely
favourable wind. It was raining and already the weather was
beginning to break. We were probably all asleep by 08.30 but at
10.00 there was a knock on the cabin top and we had to get up
and move berth immediately. Who needs sleep anyway?

The facilities at Falmouth Marina are very good and include
free access to the Internet, great showers and washing facilities
and an excellent restaurant, where we celebrated our arrival
that evening. The staff were particularly helpful in providing
travel information and, as an extra bonus, they all speak
English!

The weather forecast was a disaster; Brendan had to go back
to college and I had commitments in Ireland that I was
neglecting so, the next day we caught a flight from Newquay to
Dublin with Air Southwest, and much to the surprise of our
families, we were home for dinner.

A big anticyclone came in over Ireland, and on 12th
September Stan Conroy and I took an Air Southwest flight to
Newquay for a final try at getting the boat home before the
winter. I am very grateful to him for his loyalty as I would not
have been able to undertake the trip without his help.

The following morning we were up early and, after
bunkering and taking on fresh water, we sailed with the tide. It
was a lovely day and by 17.30 we were all fast in a visitor’s
berth on the pontoon at Newlyn where we went ashore to top-
up with groceries and fuel in preparation for the next trip,
which would be the longest of the cruise.

At 07.48 we cast off from the pontoon at Newlyn, in a light
breeze from the northeast, and by 10.24 the Longships was
bearing 090°(T) and we set a course for Kilmore Quay. As soon
as we got clear of the land, the northeasterly wind increased to
force five and remained like that for the rest of the day. The
decks were awash with the choppy sea and we were taking a
little water below from a leaking hatch in the stern, but we were
able to keep matters under control with the electric bilge pump.
At 16.45 the Autohelm started to make strange noises and
refused to work thereafter. It would be almost 27 hours before
we reached port and between us we had to steer by hand for the
rest of the way.

Stan wears glasses to see the compass at night, and the
continual flying spray made things difficult for him. I found
that in order to see the compass on the bulkhead, I had to sit
forward and steer with a hand behind my back. Also, in all my
years of sailing I have never been happy steering with a
bulkhead compass, or a backwards compass as I call it. I
continually have to tell myself to bring the compass card to the
lubber line, as my mind has been programmed to bring the
lubber line to the course on the compass card, which is the
correct way if you can see the forward end of the compass card.
With all these septuagenarian difficulties we decided that we
could only steer efficiently for one hour at a time and the
watches were reduced accordingly.

About midnight the wind increased to force 7, then for most
of the ’graveyard’ and morning watches it remained north-
easterly force 6 but we could no longer hold a course for
Kilmore Quay. We continued close-hauled for Ireland and I was
glad that I had not written the port of destination in the
logbook, as this is considered to be bad luck by some sailors.

The wind that we were experiencing was the result of high
pressure from a large anticyclone and, in my view, this is much
easier to deal with than the same wind force in a depression. At
least the wind was steady, with no sudden gusts, and you had
the feeling that although we were experiencing a strong breeze
it was not going to develop into a gale.

There was no moon, at first, and at one of the watch changes
Stan remarked on the huge number of stars that were visible,
and on how beautifully clear the Milky Way was, like a banner
across the sky. At this stage I really missed the Autohelm and
the time to look at the stars that was being robbed from us. A
clear sky is something special on a moonless night in a dark
boat. In the end everything became so wet that nothing
electrical was reliable, but the magnetic compass kept working,
and the patent log, which we had streamed from the stern, kept
clocking up the miles as reliably as it did when it was
purchased about forty years ago.

The electric bilge pump stopped working, as expected, and
the fancy through-the-bulkhead bilge pump, in an inaccessible
locker with a handle in the cockpit, also refused to work. Who
ever heard of a bilge pump that will only pump clean water? I
should have got rid of it years ago. The next line of defence
(before the plastic bucket), was a double-action high-volume
portable pump, rarely used, and buried at the bottom of the
deepest locker on the boat. This was now pressed into service,
and in spite of an initial problem with a kinking hose, emptied
the bilge after a few minutes pumping.

We expected that the wind would drop, and that the sea
would go flat as we approached the land but, about ten miles
offshore we were still crashing into the waves. Eventually the
sea did go flat as we approached Hook Head. I asked Stan if we
should tack and plough on for another 14 miles to Kilmore
Quay or if we should go into Dunmore East, which was just in
front of us. To my surprise he said that he did not mind, but I
certainly had had enough, and we picked up a mooring in
Dunmore East at 18.18 after 34~/z hours at sea.

I asked Stan how he was, and he said that he was a little
tired, but he cooked a nice meal for us and we went to bed
early. The next day we went to Kilmore Quay.

Kilmore quay is only a small village but they have one of the
finest (if not the finest) chandlery in Ireland, and I had no
difficulty in ordering a new Autohelm. We only had to wait 24
hours for delivery, which was no chore.

Ivan Sutton (ICC) brought Muscadet to France in 2005, for
the cruise that Elysium was only now completing, and it was
particularly nice to meet him again on this occasion in his home
port of Kilmore Quay. Ivan was kind enough to invite us to his
house where he enjoys breathtaking views of the Saltee Islands,
which looked particularly beautiful on the sunny day that we
were there.

The days were now getting short and the tides were awk-
ward, but the Harbourmaster advised us not to sail at night from
Kilmore Quay, due to the real danger of fouling one of the
hundreds of lobster pots in the area. You would think that the
fishermen could agree to keep the basic channels free of pots in
the interest of safe navigation for everyone. We left Kilmore
Quay with the afternoon tide on 18th September and tied up to
the Fisherman’s Wharf at Rosslare that evening.

We left Rosslare at 07.30 the following morning in light airs,
and the Autohelm, the GPS, the engine, and everything else,
worked perfectly as we sped up through the Wexford banks and
then, because everything was going so well, on to Dun
Laoghaire, where we arrived that evening and made fast to the
pontoon in front of the Royal St George Yacht Club, where our
adventure began over four years ago.
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Charles Darwin

Peter Fernie

It will not have passed un-noticed that this year is the
bicentenary of the birth of Charles Darwin - the great

naturalist and author of "The Origin of Species" who
made a voyage around the world in HMS Beagle which
was even longer than that of most of our members.

Charles Darwin was born two hundred years ago on 9
February 1809. He joined HMS Beagle when he was 22
as a gentleman companion to Captain Robert Fitzroy.

The following extracts are from his journal published in
1839 as "A Journal of Researches into the Natural History
and Geology of the Countries visited during the voyage of
HMS Beagle round the world 1832-36".

"After having twice been driven back by heavy south-
western gales, Her Majesty’s ship Beagle, a ten-gun brig
under the command of Captain Fitzroy R.N., sailed from
Devonport on the 27th December 1831. The object of the
expedition was to complete the survey of Patagonia and
Tierra del Fuego, commenced under Captain King in
1826 to 1830 - to survey the shores of Chile, Peru and
some islands in the Pacific - and to carry a chain of
chronological measurements around the world.

On the 2nd of October 1836 we made the shores of
England and at Falmouth I left the Beagle, having lived on
board the good little vessel nearly five years.

Our voyage having come to an end, I will take a short
retrospect of the advantages and disadvantages, the pains
and the pleasures of our circumnavigation of the world. If a
person asked my advice, before undertaking a long
voyage, my answer would depend upon his possessing a
decided taste for some branch of knowledge, which could
by this means, be advanced. No doubt it is a high
satisfaction to behold various countries and the very many
races of mankind, but the pleasures at the time do not
counterbalance the evils. It is necessary to look forward to
a harvest, however distant that may be, when some fruit
will be reaped, some good effected ...

If people suffer much from sea-sickness, let him weigh
it heavily in the balance. I speak from experience: it is no
trifling evil, cured in a week. But it must be borne in mind,
how large a proportion of the time, during a long voyage,
is spent on the water, as compared with the days in
harbour. And what are the boasted glories of the illimitable
ocean? A moonlit night, with the clear heavens and the
dark glittering sea, and the white sails filled by the soft air
of a gently blowing trade wind ...

It is well once to behold a squall with its rising arch and
coming fury or the heavy gale of wind and mountainous
waves. I confess however my imagination had painted
something more grand, more terrific in the full-grown
storm. It is an incomparably finer spectacle when beheld
on shore ... At sea the albatross and little petrel fly as if
the storm were their proper sphere, the water sinks and
rises as if fulfilling its usual, task, the ship alone and its
inhabitants seem the objects of wrath. On a forlorn and
weather-beaten coast, the scene is indeed different but
the feelings partake more of horror than of wild delight.

The pleasure derived from beholding the scenery and
general aspect of the various countries we have visited,
has decidedly been the most constant and highest source
of enjoyment ... Hence a traveller should be a botanist, for
in all views plants form the chief embellishment.

There are several other sources of enjoyment in a long
voyage. The map of the world ceases to be a blank; it
becomes a picture full of the most varied and animated
figures. Each part assumes its proper dimensions.
Continents are not looked at in the light of islands, or
islands considered as mere specks, which are in truth
larger than many kingdoms of Europe.

The traveller ... may feel assured, he will meet with no
difficulties or dangers, excepting in rare cases, nearly so
bad as he beforehand anticipates. In a moral point of view,
the effect ought to be, to teach him good-humoured
patience, freedom from selfishness, the habit of acting for
himself, and of making the best of every occurrence. In
short, he ought to partake of the characteristic qualities of
most sailors.

Travelling ought also teach him distrust; but at the same
time he will discover, how many truly kind-hearted people
there are, with whom he never before had, or ever again
will have any further communication, who yet are ready to
offer him the most disinterested assistance."
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Twayblade in Brittany and Ireland

Jonathan Virden

Twavblade made two cruises in 2009 with her crew of two,
my wife Joy and myself.

The first was to South Brittany in early June, one night’s sail
from Plymouth our home port. We took 34 hours to reach St
Evette with 22 hours using the engine. The anchorage at St
Evette was rather crowded, and we were a little uncomfortable
during the first night as the wind was from south-southwest.
This place was untenable next evening and we took one of the
moorings just out of the swell. The day between was spent on
foot exploring Audierne, a holiday town with a marina in the
centre. After lunch in a small car6 we found the main
supermarket close by the marina next to "Les Halles".

From St Evette we set out towards Concarneau. The wind
allowed the spinnaker to be hoisted, but at constant risk of
gybing; the semi-controlled gybe at Pte de Penmarche was
hazardous because the spinnaker is really too big for the two of
us to handle safely. As the wind seemed favourable we changed
the plan, and set off towards Ile de Groix. The spinnaker did
good pulling until the wind rose to 18 knots, at which point its
retrieval was alarming. A little later we replaced the mainsail by
the middle genoa and sailed in gradually moderating wind and
sea until we had to motor to Port Tudy. This harbour is small,
with compressed moorings for up to 120 yachts. We crept into
the melee of a crowded festival of some sort and found a place
to moor alongside a local but deserted yacht.

We explored quite thoroughly and found a big supermarket
up the hill beyond the church. In early June the weekends are
very busy, but by Sunday evening we were almost alone in the
harbour. We had to retire into the inner harbour because the
swell from the northeast made the moorings untenable. Having
paid our dues earlier, the extra fees for more shelter were not
demanded by a sympathetic capitainerie.

Our next port was Vannes, via the Chenal de Teignouse, and
entered the Morbihan with the usual splendid tide. The wind
was highly uncooperative; too little at sea and rather too much
in the enclosed waters. We waited at anchor just east of Holavre
Ile for the tide to rise for the approach to Vannes. The Morbihan
has changed since I first saw it in 1974. In those days I could
anchor in any convenient place. Now the shore is barely visible,
in long stretches beyond the forest of masts and boats on
moorings. The approach to Vannes was fraught. We followed a
bevy of larger yachts that all knew the timing of the swing
bridge. That did not matter because we tagged along behind
them until, in the middle of the bridge, a "French situation"
took place. Two yachts with negotiating committees of at least
seven each had to work out how to arrange a tow. Eventually
we were past that hazard and had to find a place to moor. The
approach did have notices about visitors’ pontoons, but did not
give a clue about where they were. While the milling crowds
were finding places for the night we were lucky to come
alongside a helpful local boat and we watched the disorder.

Rain. There must have been 50-70 mm of rain during the
next 24 hours. I took the chance to adjust the clearance on one
of the valves in the engine; it had not been closing properly.
Once the rain had cleared we discovered that Vannes is a most

interesting place. It is a tourist trap but there are treasures. The
archaeological museum absorbed far more time than we
expected, and a navy blue leather belt was found after months
of searching in other countries.

We took the tide from Vannes on llth June. With little
assistance from wind we went to Hoedic. This is a rocky granite
island reminiscent of Scilly or Inishkea. The two communal
mooring buoys in the harbour at Argol seemed to have about 2
metres depth at LAT, and were nearly filled with boats in the
evening. We walked round the island on a well-worn track.
There was some modest guidance to separate the visitors from
sensitive coastal places. We saw a small hotel and found two
supermarkets, one of them remarkably well-stocked for a small
island. We joined the participants at an apparently popular pub.
In the evening our French neighbours came to drink our apple
wine and talk for a long time.

From Hoedic we had a light breeze which took us nearly all
the way to Sauzon, Belle Ile. Having looked inside the harbour,
we took the mooring nearest to the pier head outside the
harbour. It was wholly exposed to north and east but all was

Twayblade at anchor.
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still that night. There was no sign of harbour staB!, so no way to
get information or a shower. Also the big village seemed to
have little but dozens of bars and restaurants. The only shop we
found was a comprehensive greengrocer.

Next day we were underway to Concarneau for eleven
hours, of which six were under motor. The visitors" part of the
marina at Concarneau is just in the flow of a cross-tide. This
made both mooring alongside the head of a pontoon and the
departure quite difficult. Here we did find the office open next
morning, and had much-needed showers. After a search we
found a Carrefour (walk round to starboard, keeping both
harbours close to starboard on three sides, and look for it some
100 metres from the water on the port hand). We made

provisioning for the return to Plymouth. In the afternoon we
beat, rather gently and slowly, to Arise du Trez at B6nodet. The
anchorage is away from most of the tidal flow. It was deserted
and very peaceful, so we stayed on board for very quiet night.

We sailed almost all the way from Bdnodet to St Evette. We
had to beat round Pte de Penmarche in 15-20 knots wind, and
made a very long tack to the south of the peninsular. By a
combination of a well-judged tide and a fluke tack, we just
avoided scraping the rocks west of the Menhir tower without
having to tack again, and had a lovely fast close reach to St
Evette.

Rather unexpectedly when we left St Evette the anchor
became stuck on an unmarked, unyielding obstruction. It is
about 150 metres due west of the Petite Gamelle mark in the
centre of the bay. Half an hour of hard motoring in different
directions finally broke it free. That obstruction might have
been a remnant of the communal mooring buoys I remember
from 1974. From there the engine took us through the Raz de
Sein and Chenal Toulinguel to a mooring at Camaret sur Met.

Camaret has changed. Now there is a marina but no
accessible staff in early June. So we had no way to pay our dues
and no showers because the office was shut during "open"
hours. More pertinent was the notice in the door of the office to
indicate that the fuel supply had been permanently closed (with
advice to go to Brest for fuel). It was not really critical but I
wanted to have a bit more in the tank before going on. Alter a
good long walk round the harbour past many emporia for
tourists and watering holes, I found that the supermarket 200
metres back from the beach did have a fuel station. But it was
going to close in less than an hour, at 19.00. I had a fast-paced
walk back to the dinghy, last sculling to the boat, and fifteen
minutes serious rowing to get to the beach and then run with
cans (empty) to be in time to fill the cans. I just reached it in
time, with much sweat!

The other face of Camaret was better. We had an extremely
good dinner at Le Goeland Forceur ("Farcical Seagull Stuffer"?
Well, Maybe! But the dictionary says so). The food was very
good and the service was excellent because the waitress,
perhaps the chef’s girlfriend, had too much to do. Because we
did not hurry her, she did our service particularly well.

Crossing the channel was a "’mixed bag". The forecast was
for wind from due west, which would suit us well for the
crossing but required a beat to the south end of the Chenal du
Four. It happened that the wind was more favourable from
Camaret to Pte St. Matthieu so we only had a close reach at the
beginning. The wind remained from southwest for five hours
with poor visibility. Then came a classic passing of a cold front:
the wind veered to north and the sky cleared to infinite
visibility. Curiously the temperature did not change much.
During the night the wind was light and then gradually backed
so we could sail directly again. The rest of the crossing was
with a helpful wind from west-northwest, and under the biggest
genoa only, we reached the calm of Cawsand in the evening
after a boisterous passage.

On 18th June we took the tide up the Tamar fiver to our
mooring at Cargreen.

Summao’: Distance sailed: 526 miles; Hours at sea: 122; Hours
under engine: 43 (35%).

Second cruise

The second cruise was less typical. After normal
recommissioning we went down fiver on 2nd August to the

pontoon beside the yard where we lay-up. At 05.45 we went
alongside the wall and made ready for pressure washing when
the tide had receded. During the day we walked to the city and
to Queen Anne Battery for supplies and charts of Ireland.
Twavblade floated off about 2 hours before I had expected and
we went to anchor at Barn Pool, near the Edgecumbe Arms at
Cremyll (an excellent pub).

The following day was wet, drizzly and miserable. So we
had second visit to the pub. At 09.00 on 5th Aug we sailed,
mostly, to St Mawes, and anchored for one night. The next day
we partly sailed and partly motored round the Lizard to the wet
dock in Penzance.

During repositioning in the dock next morning, the oil
pressure in the engine did not rise enough to put off the warning
light. After much investigation I could find no reason for this.
But it meant that we were stuck until it was resolved. The next
six days were spent fixing the engine. It took three days over
the weekend to find an engineer, one day while he checked,
eventually found reasons for the problem, made enough repair
to allow us to go on, and two days waiting for an essential spare
to arrive. During this enforced stop we had a splendid dinner
with my sister who lives at Porthleven. We walked to and from
an amazing National Trust garden at Trengwainton. We walked
to and round the castle at St Michael’s Mount. We celebrated
Joy’s birthday at the Admiral Benbow restaurant. And we
fretted more than was seemly.

On 12th August we left the dock and spent a night on the
mooring outside, to wait to take the tide westwards. Next day
we motored in near calm and clear visibility almost all the way
to St Martins in Scilly, with only two hours of sailing. We
nearly did not get so far as Mousehole, because a fishing vessel
did its best to run us down near the Low Lee ECM. It was very
close encounter because it was only at the last possible moment
that I lost my belief that another vessel would finally obey the
rules, even though the crew could see us from the bow. The
incident is now part of a marine accident investigation. Lesson:
NEVER trust the other vessel to obey the Rules for Prevention
of Collision at Sea, especially if it is a beam-trawler going at 8
knots with beams spread.

After we had identified the sate approach between the rocks
at St Martins and anchored, all was tranquil. With hindsight we
should never have left that anchorage or Scilly for the
remaining part of the cruise. The rest of the tale is almost all of
cruising at its most tiresome.

The original plan had been to sail as far beyond Mizen Head
as would be conveniently wise. Then we would return via
Sandycove near Kinsale in time for a brief sighting of Bill and
Elizabeth Masser and return to Plymouth at leisure. The loss of
so much time in Penzance meant that we could only sail to
Ireland and stay for a short time missing all places west of
Kinsale. So we set off for Kinsale in light wind and had fast
passage to Sandycove. The wind was all on the beam mostly
20-25 knots and sometimes up to 30 knots, all in boisterous
seas. We were very tired by the time we reached the shelter of
the Old Head of Kinsale and the peace of Sandycove.

On 16th August we motored to the hospitable Kinsale Yacht
Club, had showers and a couple of pints. We did some
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shopping, and met Alix Boyd who was to sail back to Plymouth
with us. She kindly bought a very good dinner for us ashore. In
the late evening several herons invaded the marina and, wonder
of wonders, a fully-grown otter trotted along the pontoon and
came within a few feet of us in the cockpit.

The following day was devoted to shopping and return to
Sandycove where Bill Masser rowed out to invite us all to a
splendid dinner in their house. At this point we were hoping
that the wind would allow us to set off for Scilly or Cornwall
during the next two days, with some time to enjoy each place.
The wind decided otherwise.

Clearly we could not depart on 18th August, so we all went
with Bill and Elizabeth to the splendid farmers’ market in
Kinsale, and returned for a prolonged lunch with them. The
wind was south-southwest 24 knots next day, so Alix went to
visit her house in Tipperary and return in the evening. We
stayed in Sandycove.

On 20th August the direction of the wind was more
favourable for the passage to Scilly. We set off boldly under
medium genoa only, on a beam reach with 22-25 knots wind in
a big but fairly easy sea. Once clear of the shelter the sea
became more aggressive. When the wind reached 32 knots
from time to time we turned back and reached the calm of
Sandycove after five hours at sea which was quite enough.

Alix had to be back home by 22 August, so she went home
by air. On 23rd August the forecast was for east-southeast wind,
which makes Sandycove untenable, so we went back to Kinsale
Yacht Club. The only slot in the weather we could possibly use,
for a week either side, occurred on 24th August and we took it.

We had relatively favourable wind for much of the passage.
By using the big genoa only, Twayblade sails very comfortably;
the crew is the weak link. The first two hours were fluky, but
the next twelve hours were very vigorous, in residual swells

and wind 20 to 25 knots; this was fast sailing. Thereafter the
wind moderated and veered slowly during the night. We
rounded Lands End just after dawn and ran the engine to charge
the main battery. The wind almost died by the time we needed it
to stem the tide south of the Lizard, and we motored for some
hours during the afternoon. Finally we anchored at Cawsand at
01.10 on 26th August. The whole passage, two days and a night
and half a night, seemed more like an endurance test than
cruising for pleasure. We were moving very slowly as we fell
into our bunks.

During the night the chain ground against some obstruction
and I wondered whether it would become stuck, typical of our
luck of the year. In fact it came up without any delay. The other
hitch had been that, when I tried to start the engine to go up
river to Cargreen, nothing happened, just nothing. Both
batteries had good voltage. The engine had started and run
normally before. In this way the engine signed its death
warrant. By partial chance I put a hand to where the main
connections live, and found the relay had fallen off the starter
motor. That was a new problem until I just held the relay almost
in its proper position, whereupon the engine started and ran
normally. Later inspection showed that the two bolts, which
normally hold the relay in position, were absent, presumably in
the bilge, and the main connection to the starter had chafed
apart.

We took the flood tide to our own mooring at Cargreen, and
after a further night went home. Even that trip was adjusted by
fate. The M25 was blocked, and we had to divert a long way
through new territory to get round the growing area of traffic
jams south of London.

Summary: Distance sailed: 474 miles; Hours at sea: 101; Hours
under engine: 30 (30%)

Eleanor Cudmore f’~ur annual trip on Beowulf this

writes of buying a U3/ear brought us to Turkey.
On our first night in Marmaris,

carpet in Turkey wandering around the waterfront
looking at all the gulets and

yachts, I kept getting distracted by all the beautiful carpets
and rugs artistically displayed on the walls, the ground, and
tables in front of shops, enticing you in. I left Brian to stroll
the quayside and I wandered into several shops for a look.
One doesn’t just "look" in Turkey so persistent are the sales-
men. It is quite a daunting experience going into one of these
carpet emporia. The first thing that happens when you enter is
they close the door, and put a couple of rugs down on the
ground to stop it opening, making you feel trapped. Then
they bring you apple tea, you feel more trapped. Then they
skilfully throw big heavy rug after rug on the floor, and when
admired, skilfully with a flick of the wrist, turn them so you
can see the difference when the light is on them from another
side. As the pile on the floor gets bigger you get hotter and
hotter, until you cannot really see the rugs any longer, as you
are concentrating more on how to get out of the shop than on
the rugs. Eventually with promises to bring the husband back,
you escape. Whew! You would think one would learn, oh no.
I had no intention of buying a rug but kept being drawn to
look at these beautiful handmade works, made in the homes
of peasants and the tents of nomadic tribes. They sell to a
buyer, who drives around the country collecting the rugs
from different regions, each with its own distinctive design.

The salesmen have photographic memories. "Lady, I
remember you. You said you would bring your husband"
Even when we got back to Marmaris after two weeks of

cruising, they remembered. "Look Lady, I have the rug you
liked". I had decided I would buy one, so on our return to
Marmaris where we were leaving Beowulf for her next crew,
I dragged Brian and Peter to help me. Brian because he
would have to live with it, and Peter because he knew all
about thread counts and dyes etc. We went into the first shop,
the door closed; the rugs were piled against it and out came
the apple tea! Seeing how uneasy I got when they closed the
door, the sales-man explained they do it because they turn on
the air-conditioning when a customer goes into the shop. 1
saw the rug that I liked and haggled the price, but the sales-
man told me the real boss could maybe give me a better price
and he would be back in a half hour. Peter was very tempted
by a camel hair Kilm rug, but decided to look further because
he had seen one he thought he liked better in another shop,
which he did purchase. Back to ’my’ shop and real boss was
there. We haggled a bit more and finally shook hands on a
deal. Then there was a problem, he would not take a credit
card. I could not take the whole amount out of an ATM in one
go so we were stuck. "You take the carpet home and wire me
the money" he said, to which I heard Brian reply "You can’t
do that"!! But he was very insistent, saying that that is how
he does a lot of his business. Brian argued a bit more about it,
and then asked what would happen if I didn’t pay. He
explained he had a lot of solicitors and lawyers in England
who would track us down. We are Irish Brian told him but he
said he had a lot of Irish customers and never had a problem.
But Brian insisted, "What would happen if my wife doesn’t
pay?" Shrugging his shoulders he said "I will kill her"!

I got 30 days to pay. I wired the money the day I got home!
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Kilrush to the Azores and back

Frank Ranalow THE ATLANTIC TROPHY

FOR THE BEST OPEN SEA PASSAGE

WITH PORT TO PORT AT LEAST

1,000 MILES

I have always wanted to go to the Azores, since I was a boy

reading stories of pirates and bulls chasing invading
Spaniards off the beaches, with lighted torches tied to their

tails, l put my name down as a participant in the ICC rally with
David Whitehead, and prepared my boat for the voyage. Shad),

Maid is an Oyster 39, an elderly lady, which made her debut as

Morningtown, the radio-relay ship in the Fastnet Race of 1979.
l renewed the sails, rigging, electronics, and installed a bow-

thruster and Brunton folding propeller for the trip.
Getting a crew together was very easy. My wife Yvonne, son

Peter, friend Eddie McCourt and a friend of my daughters, All
Kelly. All in all a very experienced crew. Eddie is a retired

aircraft mechanic and All a nurse so we were prepared for most

problems.
Saturday, June 27th, the day had finally come. We fuelled up

at the fuel dock in Kilrush and were waved off by cheering

friends and family. A few hours into the w)yage, and just off the

Maharees, the new Raymarine pilot stopped working. This was
a bad start but Eddie had the gyro-compass stripped m no time

and soon had it as good as new.
We spent the first night in Knightstown. The forecast was for

6 or 7 on the nose so we decided to run up to Caherciveen,
where we met Brian Scanlon, ICC, who had just taken delivery

of his new yacht.

Next day, Monday 29th, we had a ten-hour run to Baltimore

Shady Maid in Baiona.

where we tied up at the floating pontoon. Ed and l promptly

abandoned ship for Bushes Bar. Cabin lever had already set in!
We took a taxi to Skibereen the following day, as Thursday was
Yvonne’s birthday and it was fast approaching. Thirty-three

years later and I still haven’t got the hang of it. Brian and
Eleanor Cudmore ICC, invited us for a bon-voyage drink on

their boat, Ann Again. They also braved the rain the following
morning to see us off. We were leaving Irish shores at last with

nothing but the Atlantic ahead of us for the coming days.

Routine quickly set in and we had an easy run south. Our
plan was to go to Baiona, but the wind kept us to the east.

Therefore we decided to make La Corona our landfall.
Yvonne’s birthday was celebrated, and as a special treat she

was given a day off galley duty.

Old lady makes good time!

We arrived in La Corufia on Sunday: it took just under four

days. Not bad for an old lady. When I had last been in La

Corufia, we had berthed opposite the old castle. This time we
went to the new marina, where - who took the ropes but a man

from Mayo - a brother of Peter’s college friend. It always

amazes me what a small world it is! We had a lovely couple of
days in La Corufia. The girls restocked the boat, while Eddie
and I did a bit of maintenance. A full survey of bars and

restaurants was also carried out successfully and to the full

satisfaction of all crew members.

I was getting concerned about
getting out to the Azores on time

for the Rally so we got going and
had an overnighter to Baiona. The

wind was from the north and we

had a gentle sail around Finisterre.
In Baiona there were two Irish

boats heading our way to the
Azores: Richard Cudmore, ICC, on

Toirse 11 and Stephen Hyde ICC on
A Lady. We were very taken with

Baiona and I would have been

quiet happy to have stayed in the
area for the rest of the trip. We will
make it our destination next year

and explore it in detail.

We left Baiona on Friday, July

10th at 11.00 in perfect weather.
Wind was northerly 15 knots and

we romped along under the genoa
and the mizen staysail. We were

going through the shipping lanes
and the AIS made it very easy in

identifying the direction and speed
of the ships. We had a good run that
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Crew enjoying a night out in Angra.

day, but unfortunately the next day the wind went south and we
only made 88 miles. On day three, our new boom decided it had
had enough, and jack knifed at the in-board end at the goose-
neck. The cast aluminium fitting had fractured and broken into
pieces. This was potentially a serious problem and we did
consider returning to Baiona, as we were still 600 miles off the
Azores. We were fortunate that conditions were good, so we
decided to do major surgery. We detached the boom from the
mainsail, stripped it of the fittings and reversed it so that the
outboard end became the inboard end. We put in plenty of
rivets to be sure, which did not
look pretty but ensured that it was
stronger than ever.

Peter and All had a mid-Atlantic
christening to test the temperature
of the water. The unanimous
verdict was very refreshing but
cold! There was no more talk of
swimming until we reached the
Azores.

The rest of the voyage to Ponta
Delgada was uneventful. We
avoided head-winds by going
south with the help of Grib Files,
which we received daily through
the sat-phone. This leg of the trip
took us a bit longer than expected,
and we arrived at Ponta Delgada at
7.00 on Saturday 18th July, our
eighth day from Baiona. After our
celebratory landfall fry-up with
champagne we were ready to
explore the town.

Rally Dinner
That Saturday night there was a

rally dinner organised by the RCC
on the north coast of the island,
where we had a traditional Azorean
meal. It was great to meet up with
other crews, and to compare exper-
iences of the journey over. On
leaving the restaurant we thought
we had discovered a little pub,
however everyone else was in
there before us, and a good but
brief session ensued which was
continued on the coach home.

The next day we hired a car on a
mileage-charge to travel around
Sao Miguel. This turned out to be
very expensive as the distances are
much longer than they appeared on
the map. However it was worth it,
as we managed to do all the sights
even though it was very misty.
Apparently it rains here every day
on some part of the island. We
visited two tea plantations and
bought home enough tea to keep us

going for a year!
On Tuesday I had the boat lifted out. Coming over to the

Azores, there was a persistent knock coming from the bottom
of the rudder, as if there was a lot of play between the skeg and
the rudder. I was unhappy about this and wanted to be sure
nothing was wrong. Everything appeared to be in order, the
knock is still there, so I will have to investigate further over the
winter.

Next day our crew increased from five to nine. Eddie’s wife
Ann, daughter Tanya, son Keith and friend Katie arrived via
Lisbon. A big night out followed! Richard Cudmore was in-
between crew changes so he joined us. After dinner we ended

Celebration breakfast in the Azores; Peter, Eddy, Frank, Yvonne.
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up in a bar where Richard and I were given engraved glasses.
The bar was for sailors, and every skipper gets a glass with his
name and the boat’s name on it.

Sao Jorge cheese
The next island we decided to go to was Sao Jorge. I’m a big
fan for cheese and this island is famous for its cheddar-type
cheese which keeps forever. It was a must for me to go there.
Velas was about 140 miles away from Ponta Delgada. We had a
pleasant overnight motor-sail with our new compliment of nine.
Velas is a small marina with few berths for visitors. On arrival
it looked full but I decided to go in and have a look. I was able
to squeeze in on the inside with the help of my new bow-
thruster. I had resisted for years putting one into the boat, but
Yvonne is not able to jump gaps with ropes like she used to, so
she put the toot down and said we had to have one.

We spent three days on the island. We did great walks and
hired a mini-bus to see the sights. One evening I was sitting in a
bar and got chatting to one of the locals, John Soires, who had
come back to the island from Canada. His grandfather had been
a whaler and when I told him of my interest in whaling, he
invited me back to his house which was full of whaling
artefacts. Like him, most people from the island had emigrated
to the States or Canada to earn a living and then many come
back to the islands to retire.

Night time in Velas is very noisy. There are sheer cliffs rising
hundreds of feet above the marina. At dusk hundreds of Corys
shearwaters come into roost, and make an incredible racket.
They keep it up for hours flying around and we had a number of
near misses when sitting out in the cockpit.

On to Terceira, and we had no wind until we were approach-
ing Angra de Heroismo. This is the place where the Spaniards
were driven oft" the beaches by the bulls. They call it the first
city in the New World. We had arrived just in time for a drinks
party organised by the commodore, Peter Ronaldson, so well
attended that at one stage the pontoon between the two boats,
Island L(fe and Faustino H started to sink and had to be hastily
evacuated. On our second night in Angra all rally boats then
attended a cocktail party arranged by the marina, for an annual
inter-island race. Once finished there, it was on to an ICC
dinner in the restaurant Aquamotion, where the RCC and ICC
joined together for a great evening. Life on Angra was proving
hard!

Two days on and our crew was reduced to four, Eddie,
Yvonne, Pete and myself. The others had work commitments
etc, and had to get back to the UK and Ireland.

That evening I had my debut in a bull run with John and Ann
Clementson ICC. The bulls were restrained by eight men at the
end of a long rope. The only danger was not from the bull but
from being trampled underfoot by running people. The greatest
excitement came when one of the homemade rockets hit a
building instead of shooting straight up. The effect being that it
ricocheted all around the street. No one was hurt. These rockets
are fired at intervals to let people know whether the bull is in or
out of his holding crate.

There was by now a big clear-out of rally yachts in the
marina. Most headed to Ireland and Portugal. Our next call was
to Horta on Faial; we left at 06.15, motor-sailed, and arrived
just before 20.00, as the opening ceremony of a week-long

maritime festival was taking place. Horta was alive with the
sound of brass bands, and the atmosphere was electric. We
headed for the famous Peter’s Bar. Having heard so much about
it, I was a little disappointed as it turned out to be a tourist hot-
spot rather than a whaler’s den. I suppose in hindsight this
makes sense, with the demise of the whaling industry. Next day
we visited the whaling factory at Porto Pim, which was very
interesting. We also visited the lighthouse at Capelinhos, and
the scrimshaw museum above Peter’s Bar. Some of the
scrimshaw pieces were absolutely amazing.

The journey home was now on my mind. Peter spent the
following day painting Shady Maid on the harbour wall below
the fort, in the pouring rain. This, according to tradition, is good
luck for departing sailors. Eddie and I bought six fuel cans
which we lashed to the rails, giving us 150 extra litres. Before
we left, Yvonne and I met John Van Upstal at his house where
he scrimshaws whales’ teeth. John had arrived in Horta thirty-
five years ago, on his way to live in Fiji, and decided to stay. He
is a great artist and one of the last few left in his craft.

Thursday, 6th August was day one of our journey home to
Ireland. We had plenty of fuel on board, and as it turned out we
needed it, as with no wind we motored north for three days. The
Grib Files kept telling us to keep to the north where we were
now almost equidistant from Newfoundland, Spain and Ireland.
Birds and dolphins were in abundance so I expected plenty of
fish were there too.

The wind came from the southwest on day five, gently at
first and then picking up slowly. We sped along under poled-out
genoa and mizen. Days six, seven, and eight, were much the
same and we averaged 140 miles per day. The folding propeller
was a great success; I reckon it gave us an extra knot. This, over
the twenty-four hours, made a huge difference. However it was
nice not to hear it whirring away while we were sailing. Day
nine saw winds increasing to 25 knots, and we surfed along
with wind on our port quarter. We narrowly avoided hitting a
sleeping whale. I spotted him 150 feet down-wind from us, I
quickly cut the auto pilot and turned upwind, he passed by our
stern, clearly not bothered by the experience.

Day ten and we saw our first gannet. We were all now
getting ’a dose of the channels’ as explained to me by Mick
Ahem ICC, and looking forward to making land. Finally we
saw land on day eleven. It was the Great Blasket and it was
indeed a great sight to behold. We had an easy run up the
Shannon with the tide, and that evening, after eleven days, we
were back in our berth at Kilrush Marina.

This had been the first time I had gone on a trip without ever
looking at a paper chart. I had brought them all, in case they
were needed. Eddie has also brought a sextant with him, just in
case. Neither charts nor sextant were ever used. Times are
certainly changing.

Shady Maid behaved herself
Looking back on this trip, it still seems surreal that after a year
of planning and organising it came and went so quickly. The
islands lived up to all my expectations. It amazed me how
diverse they were, each one had its own individual charm and
character. All in all, everything went well from start to finish.
Shady Maid had behaved herself as did the crew. They were the
best I could have wished for.
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Biscay Revisited

Declan Connolly
THE PERRY GREER BOWL

FOR THE BEST FIRST ICC LOG

The winter/spring of 08/09 sees Khepri up on the quay in
Kinvara. The "to do" list is not in fact that big, but Khepri’s

underside has had numerous blisters develop over the past 18
months or so, and this needs attention. This is no surprise really,
as Khepri, our Laurent Giles 38, is now 39 years old, and had
been in the water continuously for the previous 4 years. But
with plenty of grinding, filling, sanding, filling again, sanding
again, primer, antifoul and elbow grease, Khepri is all ready for
relaunching at the end of April.

As is usual over the winter months, at some stage or other
talk turns to the "summer cruise". We had spent a month in
summer ’08 on the west coast of Ireland, around some of our
favourite haunts, but unfortunately the weather was terrible,
and talk turned to heading "south" for ’09. We had previously
enjoyed a couple of months cruising the north coast of Spain,
and thought that it would be nice to visit again, and so started
the initial planning. The big one is how to fit in or "fit out"
work for a six week cruise, although we are getting pretty good
at it! Next is the children - our daughter Saoirse, aged 16, is a
very competent sailor, but at 16 doesn’t really want to spend six
weeks in the company of her parents, so she’s off to the
Gaeltacht for a few weeks, and family and friends will keep an
eye on her for the rest. Our son Donnacha aged 13 is keen to
come with us, so that’s great.

Our first spin of the year is into Galway for the Volvo Ocean
Race, where we have managed to secure a mooring for the
duration. What can I, or anybody else say - but the fond
memories and experience will last a lifetime! The spin to
Galway and back gives us a chance to test all the gear etc. and
everything seems to be in good working order.

On Sunday, June 28th we have Khepri all loaded and are
ready to go. But guess what, there’s a gale warning, so we delay
our departure by a day, and spend a day on holiday in our home
town of Kinvara. On board are Debbie, our son Donnacha, and
myself. We do leave the following morning in beautiful
sunshine and light winds and motor the 28 miles to Kilronan on
Inish Mor. On tying up to a mooring, it’s togs on and a jump
over the side for a swim in the crystal clear if somewhat cold
water. The forecast for the following day is for moderate to
fresh southwesterly winds, not great for heading south, so we
spend the following day doing jobs that had been put on the
long finger. Wednesday is looking better and we depart
Kilronan at 05.00. There is virtually no wind all day, and we
end up motoring the 75-odd miles to Dingle. It is a pleasant
trip, with loads of dolphins and bird life on the way. We end up
spending a few days in the Dingle marina; the weather has
turned again, with strong to gale-force winds at times, so we are
a bit "stuck". Having said that, if one is to be held up by
weather, it’s hard to match Dingle. Our friends Mark & Trish
from Giovanna, a Nicholson 32, arrive and the days fly by.
Before we know it, we have been six days in Dingle. We had
originally set July 7th as our D-day, i.e. if we hadn’t left for
Spain by that date, we would go to plan B, even though plan B
hadn’t actually been drafted yet. However, luck seems to be
with us - there’s a good forecast. It looks as if we are going to

get a break in the weather which will allow us make Spain,
before the wind goes southwesterly again.

We depart Dingle on Tuesday, July 7th at 12.00 in a north-
west force 5, touching force 6 at first. We are joined by my
cousin Paul Monahan for the trip down, which hopefully
should make life onboard somewhat easier with one more
competent crew to take a watch.

Once we clear Lemon Rock near the Skelligs, we are able to
free off and do so with full main and genoa. The wind is ideal,
we are broad reaching and making good speed. There is still a
reasonable swell running from the 3 previous days of strong
northwesterlies and it takes a while for Khepri’s crew to get
their sea legs. Our first noon to noon run is 157 miles, beating
our previous record of two years standing by 7 miles. On day 2
the wind backs some more so we pole out the genoa, and are
sailing goose-winged. Still making good progress, our second
noon-to-noon gives us another 145 miles. What’s better, after 2
days sailing, the temperature has increased a couple of degrees,
plus the swell has moderated considerably, and life onboard is
actually very comfortable. The other big bonus is having Paul
onboard, which means that we have 3 people doing 4-hour
watches. I don’t think I ever before had a whole 8 hour period
off-watch. As things work out, we don’t need a whole 8 hours
off-watch, but it does mean that we are all well rested and fed.
On day 3 the wind dies off more, and before long the wind is
gone all together, and we are motoring in flat calm conditions
and it’s getting warmer. The shorts are on now! Khepri has a 36
hp Bukh engine, but although reliable, we may be a little
underpowered - under engine in calm conditions we can just
make 5 knots. On the plus side, we burn very little diesel at this,
and have enough diesel in our main tank to cover almost 800
miles under engine if necessary. On the night of day 3 a light
southerly wind develops and we continue under engine. Before
dawn breaks we can make out some lighthouses on the north
coast of Spain, and as the sun begins to rise the mountains north
of La Corufia come into view. It’s a beautiful morning, with lots
of pleasure- and fishing-boats out on this Saturday morning.
We continue into Ria Coruna and tie up in the newly
refurbished and extended Marina La Corufia at 10.55 local
time. Thus we make the trip from Dingle to La Corufia, a
distance of 536 miles in just under 4 days.

There are lots of new pontoons, new wave breakers, and a
brand new marina office and facilities including free wifi at
Marina La Corufia. The marina itself is only about a 20 minute
walk from La Corufia centre. Marina staff are all very friendly,
and as they are keen for new business, various deals were on
offer. When in Dingle, we had met up with an English boat,
Spruce, an Ohlson 38, owned by Andy & Sue Warman, who
also left Dingle bound for La Corufia the same day as
ourselves, although they left about 6 hours earlier than us. We
thought we might see them when we arrived, but they had gone
into the inner marina - we did however meet them the
following day. and found that time-wise we beat them by about
5 minutes, so it would have been interesting if we had left at the
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exact same time - it could have almost have been like a match
race the whole way down.

Favourite city

La Corufia is one of our fawmrite cities. The city centre is
beautiful, with the old Maria Pita Platz square, old buildings,
narrow streets, and there always seems to be a wonderful
festive atmosphere. Last time we were there, we only stayed for
2 days, but this time round we weren’t in such a rush. We did
lots of the touristy things, including a visit to Hercules tower,
the aquarium, the body museum, local trams and of course, not
forgetting all the tapas and wine. Paul left us on the Monday, as
he had a flight booked fl’om Santiago de Compostela via
Stansted to Cork, and was able to take one of the regular trains
from La Corufia to Santiago. We met up with Andy & Sue a
good bit and spent a few evenings swapping various stories.
They are taking a year off, and were to continue exploring
Galicia and Portugal before heading off to Madeira and further.

We find ourselves in a little bit of a conundrum. We
reckoned we would have maybe two and a half weeks in Spain
before we would need to start thinking about heading back for
Ireland - so do we head south some more, then push back
against the prevailing northerlies, or perhaps head out west
from some point in Galicia and try to pick up westerlies or
south westerlies. This second option would normally be my
preferred choice, but the weather back in Ireland was very
unsettled, and if this pattern was to continue, we could be
waiting a long time to get a "window". So rather than port
hopping every day or so, we came up with plan C, which was
that we would move over to Sada (next Ria to the east), and
base ourselves there for a week. The distance from La Corufia
is only 10 miles, but I can tell you that we were glad it was only
10 miles, as when we left La Corufia, there was a big swell

outside, and neither of us would have fancied a long trip in that.
Sada is not a particularly pretty town - it is almost like a small
holiday resort for the city of La Corufia. There are however
lovely walks along the promenade, and the atmosphere is
definitely more relaxed than the hustle and bustle of La Corufia.
The ma.ina has its own version of Fungi, a very playful

Banque Populaire Trinraran, to make a new Trans-Atlantic record.

bottlenose dolphin named Casper, who literally hangs out in the
marina, providing much entertainment.

Sad farewells

On Sunday we took a bus over to Betanzos, a town of
Romanesque origin and certainly worth a visit. One thing I
should mention about Sada marina, is that there is a really good
Carrefour right beside the marina, so easy to lug the wine down
to the boat! We decided to hire a car while in Sada, but the
online prices were really prohibitive. We did however receive
local advice - try and get a travel-agent in the town to organise
it, and this we did in Sada. The price of car-hire through the
travel agent was almost a third of what we could get online,
although we had to collect the car from La Corufia airport, but
that wasn’t too much trouble. Having the car allowed us to
explore the mountains and some inland towns and villages. We
also took a trip down to Rianjo to meet up with our good
friends Fergus Quinlan and Kay Cronin (ICC) on Pylades.
Fergus and Kay, whom we have both sailed with on many
occasions, had left Kinvara in early June, on the start of a
3-year world cruise. We spent the night on Pylades, and stayed
up late into the night sorting out the problems of the world. It
was hard saying goodbye the following day, knowing that we
would probably not see each other for 3 years.

Our week in Sada flew by, and we now had to start thinking
about making back for Ireland. We decide to head back to La
Corufia and to make our way from there. Although the weather
in Spain for the past 2 weeks have been generally very good,
looking at weather charts and forecasts etc. [’or the north
Atlantic doesn’t make for pleasant watching. If these depres-
sions keep coming through we are not going to get enough of a
window to make Ireland. There are some discussions about
possibly leaving Khepri in Spain, but we don’t really want to do
that - it would be different if that was the original plan. So back
in La Corufia, we keep checking the forecast on a daily basis
waiting for a break. On the plus side, there is the "Crusades"
festival on in La Corufia, and the buzz around the old part of the
city is fantastic, with the most wonderful markets, serving up
anything and everything from that era, live music on the streets,

pigs roasting, ()lives, teas, kebabs,
pancakes, herbs, crafts and much
much more.

On July 27th, having studied the
latest medium and long-range
forecasts, we still cannot see a gap
for making for home. In fact texts
and emails from friends at home
tell us to stay put, and that this has
been the worst summer in Ireland
in years. That’s saying a lot, as the
previous 2 years were rubbish too.
However, what the latest forecast
does give us, is the option to m’,,tke
a bit of a dog-leg on the way home.
The decision is made to head for
Brittany, the reasoning being that
at least from there, all we need is a
couple of 24 hour breaks or so, to
make our way to, maybe, the Scilly
Isles and from there back to
Ireland. So at 13.00 on Tuesday
July 28 we depart La Corufia, our
destination being Camaret-sur-Mer
in Brittany. The wind is northwest
force 2 or 3, with a moderate to
rough swell running, this swell
being caused by the latest
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Debbie and Declan at Finisterre.

depression that has passed over Ireland. Although there’s not
much wind and we are motoring, life onboard isn’t the most
comfortable because of the swell. On this trip, we are back to
Debbie, myself and Donnacha, so we no longer have the luxury
of the watch-system we had on the way down. The wind backs
more westerly and strengthens to force 3 to 4 during the night,
so at least we can start sailing. The
forecast I had been looking at the
previous day was for the wind to
increase to force 6, possibly 7 for a
time, on the Wednesday. Force 6
on the beam, although somewhat
uncomfortable with choppy seas,
hasn’t previously caused any
difficulty for Khepri, so we were
prepared for half a day or so of
bouncing around. By 10.00 the
wind was force 6, and by 12.00
had reached force 7 to 8. This
wasn’t supposed to be! With the
increase in wind, but more due to
the increase in sea state, we altered
course to more of a broad reach,
with the main double-reeled and
only a few rolls of the jib out. Not
only were white horses streaming
off the top of every wave, but we
were also regularly looking up at
green water. The thing is though -
we have been out in wind as strong
and stronger than this before, and
we have also been out in a lot
bigger swell, but these waves were

different, like a never-ending fleet of double-decker buses
crashing into us the whole time. Very steep seas, and I guess
this is what gives Biscay such a reputation. We put the wash
boards in, as I really did think we would take one of these into
the cockpit and possibly into the cabin, but we didn’t in fact
take any green water onboard. The GPS was giving over 9
knots and more at times, as we went surfing down these waves.
Having said all that, Khepri and Moni (our Monitor self
steering) handled all this in their stride, as if they did this every
day. So this is Biscay!! Donnacha our son, thought it was great
and had the video camera going, trying to capture the power
and beauty of such seas. His commentary on the video states
something along the lines of "now, this is what I call sailing ...’"
I’m not so sure either Debbie or myself agree?

"Nothing is permanent"

A friend of mine once said in a very lucid moment that "nothing
is permanent", and this is the philosophy I try to use, when at
times I wish I was anywhere else but on a sailing boat, and sure
enough, by nightfall the wind had eased somewhat, although
the sea was taking its time in following suit. With the weather
we had for the previous 12 hours or so, we have been pushed
off-track to starboard, so we are now fairly close-hauled, trying
to make good our course to a waypoint west of Ile de Sein.
Having said that we manage to keep sailing until about midday
on Thursday, when the wind dies off and we start motor-sailing,
keeping at that until we reach Camaret-sur-Mer at 08.00 on
Friday. There are many lights to be identified when approach-
ing both Ile de Sein and the entrance to Brest, as there are many
many rocks and other dangers, not forgetting other maritime
traffic including yachts, fishing boats, commercial and navy
ships. As a result there wasn’t much sleep to be had that night,
which meant that we were fairly tired after getting ourselves
sorted and tied up to a visitor’s mooring in Camaret.

When we are away, it is normally I who do the pigeon
Spanish, but in France, Debbie takes on the responsibility for
French. As we are having a leisurely breakfast, one of the guys
comes over from the harbour office in the rib looking for the
mooring fees. Debbie in her excellent French says something

Donnacha, Debbie, Kay and Fergus in Rianjo.
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along the lines, of "Pardon, mais mon Francais ~’est tres mal"
to which he replied in French, "Yes, your French is indeed very
bad!" Whether he was saying this tongue in cheek or not we
don’t know? Anyhow after, breakfast we had a long sleep,
while Donnacha, who was well rested, went fishing. After a
good long sleep, we headed into Camaret later that evening for
some moules frites. Really good they were too, and there was
plenty of street entertainment to boot. However, now that we
are the best part of 300 miles further north, we are getting the
end of fronts that are travelling over Ireland and UK, so it’s
back to raincoats and extra layers of clothing. On Saturday, we
get another medium to long range forecast, and there really is
no let up in the weather with more gales lbrecast, so it looks as
if we’ll be spending some more time in Brittany. Although
Camaret-sur-Mer is a really nice spot, and we did spend a week
here 3 years ago, we decide that we should try and see some-
where different, and on the Sunday we take the short trip to
Brest, a distance of 10 miles approximately, through the Goulet
de Brest, where the tide can run quite strong, and so it is
important to get the tide right, particularly so in spring tides.
We find our way to the newly opened Marina du Chateau, and
receive a very friendly welcome from our Celtic cousins. This
new marina is closer to the city centre than the other big
marina, and additionally, is very well sheltered.

When we arrive, we are told that our timing is great, as later
that day a trimaran is due to arrive, having just smashed the
transatlantic record t%r a sailing boat. The 40 metre Banque
Populaire, sailed from New York to the Lizard in 3 days, 15
hours and 25 minutes, and in one 24-hour period sailed an
amazing 908 miles! After a long long wait the trimaran
eventually arrives, in the early hours of the morning, at which
stage all the crowds, television crews and other media have
gone home. The weather in Brest is poor enough for the few
days we are there, and we are really just biding our time until
we can make a break for the UK or Ireland.

Again after much studying of various weather forecasts, it
look as if there is another gap, if we leave on the Wednesday.
The forecast is not ideal; it looks as if we will be close-hauled
for the first 24 hours or so, and we are not quite sure how far we
will be able to go before weather might get the better of us, as
the wind is due to go northwesterly. Despite this we leave Brest
at 09.00 on Wednesday, August 5th. It is a pleasant morning,
and we motor into a light head wind. As the day progresses, the
wind increases to moderate, and as we make our way towards
Ushant, the swell also increases. The British Met Office has
forecast the sea state as rough, and although there is indeed a
big swell running, it is regular with a good long period of 12
seconds or more between swells, making for reasonably
comfortable going. Having said that, our speed is right down,
and we are content if we are making 4 knots. As we approach
Ushant, the shipping increases considerably, and there seem to
be ships coming from all angles, so a close lookout and some
avoiding action is required. This is not helped by the fact, that
there is a big swell, and even these big ships and their lights are
disappearing between the waves. So it comes as a relief when
we do finally get out of the way of the shipping in the early
hours. Progress continues slow on the Thursday, our noon-to-
noon run giving us 96 miles, another new (low) record, and we

are still motor-sailing into a moderate westerly breeze - oh, if it
would only back another 20° or so, we could start making good
progress. The Navtex fbrecast is predicting the wind to go
southwest, but it is taking its time, so we continue on "uphill".
The wind finally does back in our favour, and we then set sail
properly, turn off the engine and free off a bit. We get almost 24
hours of this which is great but as we approach Ireland, Met
Eireann is issuing a small-craft warning, as a front approaches
from the west. We have the option to head for somewhere on
the south coast, but the small-craft warning is not forecasting
anything more than force 6, and the wind is from the fight
direction, southwest, which should give us good speed to get up
and around the Bull, the Skelligs and the Blaskets, before we
can then make good our course home to Galway.

As we make out the Bull light at around 23.00 on the Friday
night, the front also approaches. The rain starts to come down,
and the wind does increase to force 6, but we are making good
speed, and are headed in the right direction. A few hours of this,
and by morning it should be nice day! Dawn sees us passing
close to Skellig Michael and by late morning we have rounded
the Blaskets - the first time we have gone outside them. The
rain has cleared to showers, and the wind has died off so much
that we are back under engine. It turns out to be a beautiful
sunny day. We have a light following breeze of about 5 knots,
not enough for us to sail at any rate downwind, so the engine is
still on and the main is pulled in tight to prevent us rolling too
much. As mentioned many times in this log, there is yet again a
fair swell running, and although our main is pulled in tight, it
does bang over and back regularly. I have previously thought
that this type of flogging/banging of a mainsail can’t be good
for it, and today I was proved right, because all of a sudden,
after the mainsail going bang ... bang ... bang ... bang for a
few hours, it then goes ... bang ... rip! We have burst the
mainsail almost the total length of a seam in a force 1 to 2!.
There’s nothing for it, but to take the main down, and continue
solely under engine. The rolling motion does get worse, but
conditions are fine. We had planned to make Kilronan our
landfall, but given that there’s more wind promised for
tomorrow and we now have no mainsail, we decide to make the
most of the light air conditions and make for Kinvara. When we
bought Khepri five years ago, I reckoned we’d get a year or two
out of the mainsail, so can’t complain really. The visibility
today is fabulous, and when we are west of Milltown Malbay
that evening we can still see as far south as the Blaskets, and
north to the Aran Islands and Connemara, something we’ve
never managed in all the years going up and down this stretch
of water. We round Black Head at 02.00, Sunday morning into
the sheltered waters of Galway Bay, and reduce engine revs, as
we want to have enough depth of water when arriving into
Kinvara pier. We duly arrive in Kinvara at 06.00 in the mist and
rain, the trip from Brest having taken us 3 days and 19 hours.
Not bad considering the uphill nature of the trip home.

All in all, we have had a great 6 weeks away, even if much
of it was spent looking for breaks in the weather. But we took
the breaks when they came, and considering what our friends
and family had put up with, weather wise, for the previous 6
weeks, we have to consider ourselves very lucky indeed.

Total Distance: 1480 miles
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And the first flautist wore flip flops
The wanderings of Intrigue in 2009

000

David Tucker

I ntrigue spent 2008 on the Algarve soaking up the sun,
pleasant off-shore breezes and flat seas for lots of wonderful

sailing, but by laying-up time, it was time to move on. The
Mediterranean was considered, and rejected, as was the West
Coast of Morocco. So over the winter the plans were hatched to
return to the Rias of Galicia.

Early May 2009 saw a quick 4-day boys-trip to Lagos to do
the ’winter-list’ of jobs: re-sealing some windows; adaptations
to the bow-roller fitting to allow us to carry a bigger Delta in
situ, and not to chip the fibreglass when launching/retrieving;
antifouling etc. Even in May, hot and some would say, thirsty
weather. We had asked the yard to re-make the pipework
connections to the hot water calorifier, so were surprised to find
a new calorifier under the aft cabin bunk. This necessitated
’discussion’ with the yard.

At the end of May I returned, with two long-time sailing
friends, to Lagos to re-launch and head north to Galicia. And, of
course, within hours before departure found the new shiny
calorifier wasn’t working on shore-power. Tinkering got it
going, but there was the deafening sound of hand washing when
we found that the thermostat wasn’t working and we were
getting scalding water! We eventually learned that Volvo have a
European Emergency Service Centre based in Belgium
(yascentral@volvo.com.) and they were excellent. Within 6
hours of speaking to them, they had an engineer on board in
Baiona (at 20.30) who confirmed the thermostat problem, and
promised to return in the morning with the necessary
replacement. And he did. And he fixed it...

Leaving Lagos on Saturday morning in glorious sunshine,
with a 15 knots wind from the northeast, we had a great sail to
Cap St Vincent. However, living up to its name, as we rounded,
the wind backed to north-northwest and freshened a bit. So as it
was in effect a delivery trip, it was a case of battening down and
getting on with it - straight into it. We decided to give Sines a
pass and by 03.00 were starting to see the lights of Cascais
rising and dipping as we worked our way through the fishing
boats and scatter of unlit markers buoys and poles.

We were alongside the reception pontoon at 05.30, and
enjoyed a couple of hours sleep before a late breakfast. Being
Sunday we decided on the tourist ’thing’ and got the local train
to Lisbon, where we had a poorish lunch off the main square
where the pigeons seemed to have held total sway and were not
averse to dive-bombing across the tables!! We did, as we usually
do when arriving in a new place, and took a local city bus tour to
give us our bearings, and then back-tracking to points of
interest. Lisbon is an interesting city and would be a nice winter
weekend break (if the airlines are still flying...)

We decided to stay on Monday, and took the local bus to
Sintra - a very interesting old hill town to the north-northwest
of Cascais. It has a number of palaces, museums, castles etc. but
we found a less obvious place which is certainly a must -
Quinta da Regaleira - which is a World Heritage site and, for us
fascinating. We took the tour of the gardens - a full 2 hours -
and when we were finished, the very knowledgeable guide
thanked us and disappeared without looking for a tip. The

house, albeit undergoing some restoration, is also well worth
seeing.

All this time the wind blew steadily from the north-
northwest.

05.30 Tuesday saw us depart for Figuera da Foz, with the
same wind and direction so once more a day of motor-sailing.

At 21.00 we had Figuera da Foz in ’our sights’ - with
tummies rumbling. As we approached the ever growing - size
and intensity - lights, we had the stern-lights of a trawler
making for the entrance too, but after a while he just
’disappeared’ into the general morass of light, not least an area
of very bright white light shining at us where the harbour
entrance should be. Slowing our approach a little, we eventually
made out the port and starboard lights on the breakwaters and
the source of the blinding white lights. They were extending the
breakwaters and were using big bucket-diggers equipped with at
least 3 major floodlights on each, to place the rocks !!

By 22.30 we were alongside the reception pontoon, staffed at
that hour by the Brigada Fiscal and Customs. It was too much to
expect lines to be taken.

Having filled up the forms (yet again) they decided that our
passports should be examined in detail. Something like one
would see in an old movie - each page being thumbed. The guy
seemed to take an interest in mine putting it face down and open
on his desk. Having examined the other two with the same
deliberations he started to write some details on his pad, but
saying that there was ’no problem’ as he handed it back. I had
taken a note of the page which had interested him, and it was a
visa to Kenya many years ago. Odd. Anyway we were
dismissed and told to find ourselves a berth, which we did.

For those who have been to Figuera, you will know that there
is a keypad lock on the gate exiting the marina (and not practical
to swing a leg over if on the wrong side !!). So while one stayed
behind to release the gate, two went to talk to the cleaning lady
in the restaurant, now closed. She kindly wrote down the gate
code (!!) and gave us directions to a semi-basement restaurant
about 500 yards away, where the party was only getting going at
midnight.

With nothing to keep us in Figuera we decided to push on.
But we needed fuel (pump beside the Brigada Fiscal) and
having previously read Anne Hamick’s comments in the Pilot
about possible fuel difficulties, we checked with the marina
manager who assured us that the tanks were full. It was one of
these self-service pumps which did actually accept credit cards
(and not just a local one) and having gone through putting in the
card; choosing fuel type; dragging out the hose; then putting in
my PIN; nothing happened! Marina manager swearing that the
tank was full and Brigada Fiscal saying ’empty’; it was time to
call the credit card company to explain the situation and request
a ’stop’ on any claim from these pumps. Twenty minutes (and at
least 4 different people) later I gave up. You can just imagine -
"... did any transaction take place ?" "No, but it might, because
the pump has my card and PIN number .... ...but did any
transaction take place...?"

Anyway, for anybody passing that way, we got fuel easily in
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the fishing harbour - directly across from the marina entrance,
first basin on your starboard and pumps slightly to port of your
bow as you enter.

So, now refuelled it was off to the north again, directly into
the same wind direction and strength, aiming for Leixeos where,
without incident we approached at 22.00. Coming from
downwind of the refinery it was a bit like the Bisto Kids
following our nose.

The pilot says that if the Marina office is closed (which it is
at about 18.00 at that time of year) arriving boats should anchor
for the night off the beach. Having been there before and
knowing where the visitors" berths were we eratered and had our
choice.

Once more, late dinner was very much on our minds, and
knowing that there really wasn’t much in the immediate
vicinity, a ’scout around’ was the order of the day. Having found
our way in and out of the marina gate, we noticed some dark,
somewhat rundown wooden buildings - a bit like some of the
lrish school classrooms - from which noises emanated. Closer
inspection revealed that these were the local sailing club
premises where an ’afters" of a wedding (Flag Officer’s
daughter) were winding up. We were welcomed with open arms
and given a very fine dinner. Some ungrateful member of the
ship’s company suggested that we were probably eating what
had been put aside for the staff. No matter, it was excellent.

A day’s respite was called for and Oporto (or more accurately
Vila Nova da Gala) were on the visiting list. Alter an excellent
lunch on a balcony overlooking the swift and somewhat turbid
waters of the Douro, the afternoon was spent checking the
various Port Wines.

Note of interest for Leixoes
Stocking up - the marina issues a scruffy A4 page with local
details but it fails to show a large supermarket. Exit the marina
onto the main road, turn left towards the refinery (beach on your
left). It is located about 1/2 mile, under one of the blocks of
apartments (and behind some caf6 bars) - if you get as far as the
lighthouse, you’ve missed it. The fuel berth is not where marked
in the pilot. It is now at the other side of the basin and cannot be
accessed at all states of the tide.

The forecast for the following day was wind from the
southwest! so up and away early, to get a break from the

Intrig~ue off the beach at Barra, Ria de Vigo.

Watching the world go by - David, Harvey, Meta and Sally-Ann
Tucker.

pounding to weather we had had so far. But, while it was indeed
fi’ol-n the southwest, it never got above 4 knots so not much help.

And so we arrived into the welcoming Monte Real Club de
Yates de Baiona, in time tk)r a real shower and pre-dinner drinks.

What a difference in check-in versus Portugal (where every
official imaginable wanted to see all the papers each time -
despite our membership of the EU it would appear that old
habits die hard). Also one wonders why the airlines demand to
have all your details before you fly to Spain while by boat you
can come and go and nobody is too fussed.

So after a few days of relaxation, swimming, enjoying the
culinary delights (and wines) we locked up and left the boat in
Vigo, to return home via Santiago-Dublin-Cork.

Over a number of weeks, broken by the need to return to
keep the business wheels turning, Meta and I enioyed pottering
around all of the Rias and Islands on our own, and with friends
and family. We couldn’t work out the propensity for the
Spaniards to take off all the clothes, display their sculpted (but
not in all cases) bodies, and then continuously march up and

down the beach - reckoned it
probably had something to do with
the sand ...

And of course enjoyed meeting

so many ICC boats and Members -
Neff Hegarty; Richard and Kate
Cudmore; Dan and Jill Cross:
Stuart Musgrave all of whom were
en-route to the Azores. Then there
were Ron and Anne Cudmore,
Mandy Stokes and Pat McCarthy,
Joe and Mary Woodward, Peter and
Moira Haden, Brendan and Pamela
Bradley, Eleanor and Brian
Cudmore, Bill Brady, John and Mai
Ronan, Ray Lovett, and so the list
goes on.

And so, early September
arrived, and the date for laying up
the boat in Vigo approached.

A full day plus went into the
’sorting’, and then we were lifted
and placed beside MoshuIu H in the
yard. Our winter over-cover was

13O



coming down from Ireland and as luck would have it, it arrived
on the very day that we were ready to put it on. Better still it had
been shipped in a refrigerated truck so it was well chilled and a
god-send in those temperatures.

As we didn’t particularly want to live on the mezzanine floor
in the boatyard, we booked a little, newly renovated, hotel at the
edge of the old fishing quarter in Vigo, which was magic - run
by parents and son, who spoke a little English. When father
heard we were Irish, there were great hugs etc. - he had fished
at one stage out of Castletownbere !!

Changing for ’the last supper’ we heard the wafting sounds of
the most wonderful classical music and song, so it had to be

tracked down. We followed our ears up and down little narrow
streets, until we arrived outside an old building with door open
into the hallway. On entering, the sounds were flowing out of a
room to the right and into which we were waved to be met with
the sight of a choir of 27 on a stage with an orchestra of 17.
While the choir were in their everyday clothes, many of the
orchestra were less formal - the conductor wore black running
shorts and shirt - and yes, you guessed it, the first flautist wore
flip flops. We were told that this group was either the best or
second best in Galicia. What a wonderful way to finish the
season.

About 10 years ago I set off to Co Mayo to visit Jarlath
Cunnane for advice on building a coracle. He took me to

meet James Cahill who took us to a little museum of curraghs
and coracles housed in an old coastguard station at
Rosmoney near Westport sailing club. We launched a coracle
and I saw just how small, fragile and unstable it was. In any
event, I took some measurements and understood how the
craft was made from osier and willow, covered with a cow-
hide, or with cotton-canvas painted with tar paint.

The boat is built upside down. I used 30 osier or hazel
poles pushed into the ground in an oval about 4 ft by 3 ft.
These were bent over towards one another and bound
together to form the basic shape. The gunwale was around 5
inches deep of woven willow, which I had to learn about
from a basket maker in Co Armagh. I then covered the
"basket" with cotton canvas and gave it three coats of tar
paint. The thwart and paddle were made from ash and painted
with a preservative. I christened my craft Mynewt and I was
ready for the water.

Stupidly, a couple of years ago I left the boat upside down
while I was away and the canvas and the bindings round the
gunwale rotted. I had originally made this little craft to use on
my pond at home, but I knew that the coracle was essentially
a fiver-boat for fishing salmon. So I asked a coracle-making
friend if he had a spare boat that he might lend me as I
wanted to try my luck on the River Lagan. He didn’t just lend
me a coracle - he gave me one. So there I was with the
wherewithal for a Great Adventure, but last year’s summer
was so awful that I never "put to water" at all.

This summer, finally, I was determined to get myself and
Mynewt to the Lagan and see how we fared in running water.
If I left it any longer I would never do it.

I was very apprehensive about this odyssey - my children
and friends thought I was a total lunatic but I chose a calm,
dry day on 13th August. Luckily, the boat fitted into the back
of my car and I had set up the logistics of having a couple of
chums to give me a hand launching and then meeting to help
me back to the starting point. We "portaged" Mynewt from a
car park near Shaw’s Bridge to a put-in point down a slippery
bank on to a shingle beach just beyond a lock and The Red
Bridge. Kitted out with a life jacket and a walking stick for
either pushing-off or pulling-in, I opened a bottle of Guinness
(champagne being far too foreign for a coracle), soused the
bow, re-christened my craft and drank the rest. Now for the
launching and boarding. This was the bit I was anxious about
- getting into the boat without capsizing. However, I achieved
flotation safely and paddled into the stream.

I had carefully chosen a day without too much water

flowing, but I had been too conservative. It was very, very
slow. But it was heavenly as I gently floated along under
huge trees, beside banks covered with the invasive but pretty
pink and white Himalayan Balsam. I paddled off the bow,
keeping the paddle submerged all the time, using a figure of
eight motion which was quite effective, but even with a
following breeze it was slow. I wished I’d had an umbrella
instead of a walking stick; with it up I could have caught the
breeze to hurry me along. At one point where the river does a
big loop away from the canal and tow-path, with only the
birds for company, a crowd of children appeared chattering in
the woods until one saw me and exclaimed:

"Holy Gawd, thure’s a wumun in a bawskut". I laughed
and laughed.

Unfortunately my chums became bored watching my slow
progress as they were hoping to cycle on into Belfast to see
the Tall Ships so after an hour’s sailing about a mile, I was
able to get ashore safely and we took it in turns "portaging"
Mynewt back to the car.

I had hoped to get as far as Cutter’s Wharf - a pub at
Stranmillis in Belfast, and had sussed out a landing place just
before the big weir at the boat club. Had I had a better current
of water I could have made it. However with a better current I
might have missed the landing place and gone over the weir
taking me onwards into the harbour to join the Tall Ships!
That would have been a novel way of seeing them.

Three days later I was amongst hundreds of pleasure craft
on a windy sunny day, watching the wonderful spectacle of
the Tall Ships sail away down Belfast Lough, led by the
glorious and massive, Sagres, the 89 metre, Portuguese 3
masted barque, with full sails set. I thought to myself, Tall
Ships and Small Ships, Mynewt (ships) included - ours were
the proud "Working Ships" of their day.
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The Blue Grass Boat

W M Nixon THE WILD GOOSE CUP

AT THE ADJUDICATOR’S DISCRETION

FOR A LOG OF LITERARY MERIT

There was never a Kentucky-registered cruiser in the Club.
From an Irish perspective, Kentucky seems to be blue grass

country, the Smokey Mountains, Colonels a-plenty frying
chicken, and the Kentucky Derby, but with only about as much
muddy shoreline along the Mississippi as Leitrim has sandy
coastline on the Atlantic. Yet like everywhere else in the US,
Kentucky has boats. Something to correct the mistaken Irish
mind-set had to be done immediately, if not, then sooner.
Georgina and I have taken on the task, even if most members
would reckon a Kentucky cruiser to be a stern-wheeling river
steamer, or a birch-bark canoe, paddled by an unshaven
mountainy man of few words, with close-set eyes under one
continuous bushy black eyebrow. Surely the club should
continue to expand its horizons, even if we can already think of
several members who have been known to look like unshaven
mountainy men with narrow eyes’?

Our newly-acquired Capriole is a Cape Dory 25D, designed
by Carl Alberg, and built in 1982 in Massachusetts in classic
New England seagoing style, far from claustrophobic
mountains. But her port of registry is in the Commonwealth of
Kentucky, at the port of Murray in the far west of the state
beyond the long lakes created by the Kentucky Dam in 1944.
Kentucky Lake at 187 miles long is big enough to accom-
modate all Ireland’s lakes without noticing, and its sailors can
access the very distant sea by waterways. Most of them have
motor-yachts, some of which are enormous, but there are many
sailboats too, including at least one Herreshoff. They can reach
salt water through the Tennessee Valley Authority’s Kentucky
Dam and into the Ohio River as it trends northwest and then
west to join the Mississippi, which goes on south over many
miles to the sea in the Gulf of Mexico.

However, far from being an introverted mountainy man,
Capriole’s former owner is a pleasant open-faced guy who had
sailed her single-handed from Mobile on the Gulf around
Florida (where he had the engine replaced in 2007), and
eventually up to Bermuda and then across to the Azores and on
to Ireland, where he arrived towards the end of the 2008 season,
and in September the little boat was laid up ashore in Malahide.
We never did get the full story as to whether or not she had
actually sailed on Kentucky water. As a Murray resident, he
was able to fulfil the official registration requirement in
Kentucky, but could base his ship (which the two previous
owners had always kept in the southern states) in whatever part
of the US he wished. He was a man of the south, re-naming the
boat Miss Essie after his grandmother, an Alabama lady who
died in 1996, three weeks short of her hundredth birthday.
Since his return to America, he has been living in Missouri. But
I never did get to know many personal details, or his initial boat
movements, as we only met four times before he went home.

While Miss Essie was making her great and leisurely 5,000
mile voyage, ] was out of sailing and boat ownership, focused
on having body bits replaced. A new plastic eye and a titanium
knee were gradually coming into line, and by the spring of
2009 1 was going through the stages of thinking, well, maybe a
Shannon cruiser: then maybe a little coastal motorboat; then

improving further to looking at small motor-sailers. A couple of
hugely enjoyable jaunts with John Massey out of Howth on his
lovely Cutlass 27 Jasmine, and we began to think of a proper
sailing 28-footer or maybe a little bigger, the absolute basic
being standing headroom.

Georgina and I had retained a Howth marina berth which
goes back to 1982, making us the senior berth holders, as the
only two above us - Dennis Scott and Bill Cuffe-Smith, both
ICC members - have long since berthed in the great marina in
the sky. So the berth’s non-use irked her, as did our sleeping
little SSIA which had matured with its 25% government add-on
in 2007 to become the modest "boat fund". But nothing irked
her half so much as my project restoring her teak garden
furniture, at least sixty years old and inherited from her parents.
It was superb teak and responded so well that I talked of
varnishing it all, rather than using traditional oil. No way. I was
icily informed that one simply doesn’t varnish garden furniture,
or words to that effect, and told that if I was so keen on
varnishing things, then get a boat.

In such circumstances, the prudent mariner does as he is
told. I’d been idly assembling some data on possibilities, now it
became serious. But Miss Essie didn’t come into the loop at all.
She’d arrived into Malahide in the autumn of 2009, as Ireland
sank into financial crisis, so if the owner was thinking of selling
her, it was just not on, so he went home. It was July 2009 by the
time he returned, emerging from having a stent fitted, and
thinking that after a couple of weeks of work in the boatyard,
he might be on his way again if a buyer didn’t arrive, although
he was in two minds about selling. But the little lady was
looking very tired after the Irish winter. And it rained through
July. Every day. Living on the boat in grim conditions, he put it
about that she was definitely for sale.

I’d heard of this little boat from America arriving into
Malahide back in September, but had thought no more of it. I
was thinking in terms of a performance cruiser-racer, so when
she was mentioned to me again, I ruled Miss Essie out. But
there was another boat laid up in Malahide which seemed to fit
the bill, so on Monday July 27th, after the rain had eased, I
went over there to have a look, and nearby, plumb in the middle
of the yard right beside the skip, was this gallant little American
sloop. I tried to tell myself that her freeboard was so high it
made her look slab-sided, and that in any case I loathed sloping
rudders. But it was a waste of time. I was smitten.

There was a disjointed conversation with the owner, and I
went home with a surveyor’s valuation report done for insur-
ance purposes in mid-July. If a deal was to be made, we’d to
decide fast, as the owner had a ticket to fly home in a week, so
the partial survey and the look-see and poke-around I’d done
was all we had to go by. The photos I had taken looked sad at
home that evening, but later Georgina went into the internet and
came up with the plans of the Cape Dory 25D, at 22.37 on that
wet Monday night. "That’s a lovely little boat" she said, "go
for it".

The secret of an enduring marriage is separate bathrooms
and the readiness to say "Yes dear". But even then I was in a
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dither. It looked a better idea after sleeping on it, and by
Tuesday evening we were both all for it if the price could be
right, but we’d no way of reaching the owner as his only
communication was through emails in Malahide library. Now
that we fancied the boat, we assumed there’d be a queue to buy
her, but he was in touch next morning to see when I’d be over,
and I met him in the rain in the damp cabin that afternoon. He
wanted a fistful of dollars and out of it, and the dollar was way
down against the euro. But our budget was set by the size of the
SSIA, which also had to cover the many things that needed to
be done to the boat, particularly replacing the standing rigging.
Yet the deal was done without any haggling, and next day -
brilliantly sunny, the only such day in all July - he got his
dollars and we got a boat. You could say it was all done thanks
to a government grant, and successful dealing in currency
fluctuations. Quite why people get paid millions for doing this
sort of thing in the IFSC is anybody’s guess, for there’s nothing
to it.

We’d another late night discussion at home, this time about a
new name. I suggested Ubie, in honour of Ubie Butler, the
jazzman who lived to be a hundred. On his birthday, he was
asked what it felt like being a hundred, and he said that if he’s
known he was going to live that long, he’d have taken better
care of himself. He died three weeks later. That put him six
weeks beyond Miss Essie, and maintained the link with the
south. But management advised me that this would be in even
worse taste than varnished garden furniture, so we started
looking at names associated with the only Cape in Ireland,
Cape Clear. The most southerly townland and headland of Cape
Clear - and therefore the most southerly land in Ireland except
for the Fastnet itself - is Blannanarragaun. Distinctive maybe,
but you’d need a catamaran to carry all the letters, and it just
wouldn’t do on a cold wet night over the VHE

The folk from Cape Clear are called capers, but there’s an
Irish boat already called that, so we looked up Latin and other
versions of the caper spice, but that didn’t ignite. Then in
thinking of capers we got to thinking of the goats of Cape
Clear, and in turning the pages there was caper again, the four-
footed vertical leap of a goat. And beside it as a derivation was
Capriole, the similar gymnastic performance of a trained horse
in show jumping.

Capriole is a very American boat, and the day after we
bought her, Bob and Mindy Drew happened to arrive in from
the US. Bob was enthusiastic as he knew Andy Vavolotis who
had built the Cape Dory range from way back, and is now
based in Maine. As for Carl Alberg, I knew he’d designed
classic- looking fiberglass boats such as the Pearson range, and
that an Alberg 35 had come in at the end of a Transatlantic
voyage, to find herself in the midst of the Fastnet storm of
1979, but had taken it all in her stride. Born in Gothenburg,
Sweden in 1900, Alberg studied naval architecture there before
going to America in 1925, where he worked in many areas of
the marine industry, before a lengthy period in the John Alden
design office, then after service with the navy he set up his own
design practice, pioneering glass-fibre construction in classic-
style boats. He was still designing a boat a year in his eighties,
and died in 1986.

The Cape Dory 25D, with 189 others built between 1981 and
1985 - Capriole is number 17 - is the result of close
consultation between Alberg and Vavolotis. Andy wanted a
beamy, shallow boat, Carl wanted something which spoke more
of the deep sea, and the result is a combined effort in which 2-3
people can cruise with remarkable comfort. She fits much into
her accommodation when you remember she’s only 25ft LOA,
19ft LWL, 8ft beam and 3ft 6ins draft. To my besotted eye, she
looks like a miniature of the Sparkman & Stephens-designed

Dutch-owned 34-footer Hestia, which I lusted after when she
appeared in 1959.

Things moved quickly in Malahide. The owner went home,
the mast came out for new rigging, I battled to get the boot-top
where it belongs, and Bob and Mindy and John Massey arrived
over for Bob to do a survey. He borrowed my hammer, and
started beating hell out of our deck, but the deck was able for it,
he reckoned the boat was okay, and our leap in the dark was
approved. There’d been a birthday party the night before, and
the survey party were fragile, but Bob and John gave a passable
impression of the Ambassador of the Commonwealth of
Kentucky and his Cultural Attache as they walked around the
boat, marvelling that such a little thing could carry so much
gear, most of it excellent.

Capriole was out of Malahide ten days after we bought her.
It’s all a blur. My beloved car Ingrid (also a Swedish design)
became a painter’s van, and the boat’s potential began to be
realized, with a new cove line to emphasise the jaunty sheerline
and reduce the apparent freeboard, and a boot-top which more
accurately paralleled the water. Professional polishing of the
topsides worked wonders. It rained each day some time or
other, but rainfall amounts were decreasing, and we got enough
done to learn that she really was built of the best materials.
With new rigging, the mast went back in, and we were glad to
get away pronto - a boatyard in summer is a sad place, the
boats left behind making it seem like a dogs’ home as you head
for the door with your chosen pooch. We motored across to
Howth, steering with the newly-gleaming tiller. In the marina
berth, with much advice from passers-by, the brightwork was
gradually restored in an upside-down summer in which August
was the work month, and I hoped for good weather in
September. Back in Malahide meanwhile, where the nearby
railway line had twice carried a spectacular steam excursion
train whose aroma engulfed me as I worked away of a Sunday
afternoon, the railway viaduct collapsed into the sea.

In Howth, the weather continued to improve, and the teak-
work emerged. So too did the musicians on the pier, well within
earshot. We usually have a noisy Bulgarian trumpeter who
knows only two tunes, but plays neither of them. Things were
looking up, however, as there was the making of a Romanian
orchestra, or at least a band. Sadly, in late August 2009 they
never played together. We’d a solo clarinetist who made quite a
good fist of Sliabh na mBan, sundry accordionists who played
everything and anything, a saxophonist who made everything
and anything sound gloomy, and - God help all who would
work on boats in quiet marinas - one still day we had a
drummer. But never a band.

A month after buying the boat, we had our first sail on
Saturday August 29th. It wouldn’t have been possible without
Ed Wheeler, for he turned up to help sort things when I’d
become knackered. You wouldn’t think there was much to sort,
with just the two sails the boat had sailed with from Mobile, the
roller headsail and the in-mast furling main, but in my hurry I
omitted to put an upside-down umbrella under the stemhead
while sorting the headsail roller, and dropped a bit in the sea,
and other small bits deep-sixed too, but we managed substitutes
and had a gorgeous sail and all was right with the world.

The steering did feel soft for anyone accustomed to a
sensible vertical rudder stock. And as for handling under power,
the little two-blade prop in its aperture was a stranger to
enthusiastic acceleration, though she moved along briskly
enough once the engine found its feet. Manoeuvring in astern?
It’s an aspiration, rather than an expectation. But she’s fun to
sail, your horizons very soon adapt to the reality of trundling
along in a 25-footer, and it’s remarkable how quickly you get
used to the starved look of a roller-furling mainsail, particularly
after you fit a handy winch and sheet jammers for the outhaul
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and reefing lines, to make handling it a real doddle. As for
comfort aboard, the former owner posted across four large
packages which included the quarter-berth cushion and other
goodies. Three of the packets arrived with no trouble in six
days, but the other took longer as it went to Iceland instead of
Ireland. We got it eventually with as many labels on it as your
grandmother’s cabin trunk, and it was well worth the hassle as
it contained the cockpit cushions which are wondrous warm to
sit on when sailing through the Autumn.

Time was when the only requirement for joining the ICC
was a passage of at least a hundred miles. Before that, as Ninian
Falkiner would sardonically comment, the only qualification

seemed to be the ability to ride a bicycle to the end of Dun
Laoghaire pier to watch the yachts sail out. I’m not too sure
about my ability to ride a bike anywhere, or if it’s now
permitted on the pier in any case. And even in the sublime
weather of September and October, Capriole has only just
about sailed a hundred miles in all, to other places beyond the
sea such as Lambay. However, we’ve been able to get our ICC
burgee above the masthead broccoli, though it needs an 8ft pole
to do it. Rather de trop. Nevertheless, as our American friends
would say, the boat herself looks real neat. Not quite as neat as
the garden furniture~ perhaps. But it’s early days yet.

Enjoying superb October sailing with Patricia Nixon Jones crewing. Photo: John Deane
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Mac Duach: from H, oker to Ketch, and
the Faroes

Michael Brogan

The twelve-foot long teak plank had spent ninety minutes in
the homemade steamer outside the hay-shed in Tarrea.

Shipwright (saor bad) Colm Mulkerrins, had carefully shaped it
to fit the port forehead weatherboard on the Mac Duach. It had
to fit precisely to the rapid sheer and complex contours of the
bow of the hooker. He had done it using larch in 1996, but had
never before bent teak to such a severe curve. Nervously, I
watched as he coaxed the warm hardwood into position, using
only long clamps and a lump hammer, with the assistance of his
fellow saor bad, Ciaran Sean Jeac MacDonncha.

It worked perfectly, and was measured and angled precisely
to fit at the stem.

Dick Scott in his book, "The Galway Hookers", described
the Mac Duach as "the first Mweenish Island building of a
traditional boat since World War II." He went on: "The project
could never have been forecast 6-7 years earlier; she is one of
the longest hookers in the memory of Connemara folk". She
was built by Colm, whose father and grandfather were also boat
builders. After she was launched on Good Friday 1983, she was
the fastest Hooker in the fleet until she was converted to a half-
decker in 1986 for fishing purposes.

She came to Kinvara in late 1987, where she was recon-
verted to a hooker once more. With an overall length of 60 feet
(including bowsprit), a 30 foot bowsprit and huge mainsail, it
was a formidable task for us novices, sailing her around the
coast, in and out of ports, often under the anxious gaze of the
local harbour-master.

Then I was hit by the cruising bug: in 1990 I joined Paddy
Barry on the St. Patrick on a voyage to Iceland, Spitzbergen
and Norway.

In 1991 Mac Duach’s stone ballast was replaced by iron and
a Perkins engine installed. Being becalmed was an excuse I
could not use again for missing work on a Monday. The next
year, on passage to Brest, Mac Duach was dismasted off Loop
Head, returned to Carraroe, and continued the voyage with a
mast borrowed from the American Mor.

THE FINGAL CUP

AWARDED ENTIRELY AT THE

ADJUDICATOR’S OWN DISCRETION

FOR THE LOG WHICH APPEALED

TO HIM MOST

Colm and Ciaran with the weatherboard.

Until we decked her in ’95/’96 in preparation for a voyage to
Norway, accommodation on board was, to say the least,
spartan. That trip to Norway proved to be eventful. We ran into
a northerly gale crossing the North Sea and got badly pooped.
Wood shavings from the earlier work continued to clog up our
pumps. With the help of an electric pump and generator
dropped by a chopper, we regained control and ran before the
gale to Utsira Island. Sadly at this same time, my 92 year old
Father passed away back in Kinvara. Having returned home for

Mac Duach launch Kinvara Bay. Mac Duach in Thorshaven.
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the funeral with my brother, Finbarr, we rejoined the boat a
week later to continue the voyage.

Mac Duach was then to take a back seat as, in the years
following between 1999 - 2005, I had the privilege of being
part of Northabout’s expeditions through the Northwest and
Northeast Passages.

I had long realized that the rig of the hooker was not the
most efficient, or safe, for ocean cruising. I had discussed
converting it to a ketch with some of the older sailors, including
Dick Scott. Dick suggested I talk to Jarlath Cunnane to draw up
the plans, which I did.

At 24 years of age Mac Duach was in need of work, and in
February 2007 she was moved into the shed in Tarrea near
Kinvara. l hadn’t realized she needed so much work. The old
larch gunwales and tops were replaced by teak. Mullards and
transom were rebuilt as was the cockpit. The decks and hull
were completely re-caulked and refastened. Dominic O’Dwyer,
sailor and engineer, who has done all the engineering work on
Mac Duach over the years, took on the task again, and much
more. Mick Laffin was there to help with design and advice:
Brendan Minish helped with advice and work on navigation,
electronics etc. Tom Moran of Clew Bay Boats kept us supplied
with materials.

Everyone, including any casual callers or sightseers, pitched
in with labour. The work went on and on until she was re-
launched on 26th July ’08.

The American Mor had had a laminated mast made 2 years
previously, but the other hookers refused to race against her for
breaking with tradition and possibly having unfair advantage. A
deal was done and I ended up with the lighter hollow mast, and
they with the mast they had given me in 1992.

With a lot of help she was fully rigged and ready for sail on
the weekend of Cruinniu 2008. She drew the gaze and
comment of the skippers and crews from Connemara, as they
saw her for the first time on entering Kinvara Bay. Bad Dha
Bhata (boat with two sticks) some called her. Comment was,
hopefully, mostly favourable. She cut a dash for the rest of the
season sailing around the west coast. She also put in an
appearance in Galway for the Volvo Ocean Week. It was a pity
the hookers were becalmed on the day they were to race during
that week.

To the Faroes

I wanted to get in a long ocean cruise, and on 23rd June we
headed north towards the Faroe Islands. Jarlath Cunnane, Ben
McDonagh, Paul Monahan and saor bad, Ciaran Sean Jeac
MacDonncha took her to Rosmoney, where she was anti-fouled
with the help of Tom Moran of Clew Bay Boats. Ben, Ciaran
and Paul left, and I joined together with Dominic O’ Dwyer,
Colm Brogan and Brendan Minish. Under full sail we bade
farewell to the local racing fleet and Tommy Gibbons. harbour-
master, as we slipped away in a fresh southeasterly towards
Achill Head.

Off lnniskea, a security alert spoke of "a dead cow floating
in Donegal Bay", as we laced into a meal of steak and spuds.
The wind backed from northeast to northwest and up to force 5
as we tacked towards Tory, where we had a few tunes with the
King, Patsy Dan. In sunshine and calm we motored a lot of the
way to Stornoway, where 1 found the town had been given a
much needed facelift, since I last visited with Paddy Barry in
1990. However, fundamentalism doesn’t seem to have waned.

It was a sight to see Sula Sgeir and Rona white with gannets,
as we motored and sailed towards our destination. Thirty miles
south of Suduroy, Brendan’s phone began to buzz, and he
commented on how well the Faroese service their seafarers
with good comnmnications.

In Thorshaven, we were directed by the harbour authority to

go to the Commercial Dock. It was full of ferries, so we poked
our way into the Fisherman’s Dock in Vestaravag, right in the
middle of the town.

It wasn’t long before we started to meet the locals. My
friend, John Coyle, sailed there in 2008 on Arctic Fern, and had
forewarned his many friends there of our imminent arrival.

The Faroese are intensely proud and protective of their
heritage, and they are great hosts and love to party. They also
love to sing, and every one of the 48,542 inhabitants seems to
know all the words of "Molly Malone". Among the islands we
visited was Hestur (horse), where only one family lived in
isolation among the sheep and wildlife. Before we left
Thorshaven we heard about the accidental death of Tommy
Gibbons back in Rosmoney. It was particularly difficult for
Jarlath and Brendan who were friends of his for most of their
lives. Ar dheis De go raibh a anam.

We met Trondur Patursson, who had sailed with Tim Severin
on the Brendan Voyage. He invited us to his house in St
Brendan’s Creek on the west of Streymoy. We sailed around the
Island to his home two days later, by which time, we were
advised, they should have recovered from a local wedding. St.
Brendan sailed there in 415 AD. l wondered if Coleman
MacDuach and Brendan would have known each other?
Trondur took us to his family home nearby which is one
thousand years old. After the family had lived in it in Norway
for 200 years, they took the house to the Faroes 800 years ago.
Trondur can go back eighteen generations of his family living
in this same house. At about midnight, and still daylight, we sat
down to a meal of whale meat, blubber and dried cod in these
remarkable surroundings. A few beers did help with digestion.

Next morning we headed south for Suderoy, and experi-
enced the ferocity of the notorious Faroese tidal currents. With
a force 6 northeasterly, in very confused and agitated seas,
tinder mizzen and jib at first and later bare poles and motor, we
finally pulled into the Trangisvag. Somehow, word had got
out that we were a sailing group of musicians, and while I was
preparing dinner on board, I noticed a large crowd gathering
outside the Cafd/Bar close by. When we went in for refresh-
ments later we found practically the whole population of the
island waiting for a concert. With Jarlath on mouth organ and
myself on fiddle, it made for an interesting evening! The next
day Colm and Catriona took the ferry back to Thorshaven, to
fly home.

We continued south, with mostly favourable northerly
winds, back to Stornoway and through the Sound of Scalpay to
Harris, in east Lough Tarbert. My brother-in-law’s family, the
MacGregors, came from Harris. It was getting late when we
arrived, and the bar in the local Hotel was finishing for the
night. I mentioned the name of one of the MacGregors to the
owner. It transpired that he is trying to buy a piece of land up
the road from my brother-in-law.., it turned out to be a great
night!

The next day, 13th July, we sailed into Castlebay in Barra,
where we had a lively session of music with local and visiting
musicians. Later, back in Tory Island, Brendan left to join his
wife Annie, and their three girls for a well-deserved break.

Ben, Jarlath and myself encountered heavy seas running
before a northwesterly force 6 from Erris head to Inisbofin.
With the new rig, it was much easier to lower the mainsail to
avoid gybing.

We had planned to be home for the Roundstone Regatta on
18th July. As we came into the harbour, we could discern
through the PA system the confusion of the announcer as to
what type of boat he was looking at. Catriona was there to
remind him it was the Mac Duach, just back from the Faroes. A
big cheer went up.

An Bad Dha Bhata had arrived!
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List of Award Winners

THE FAULKNER CUP
Year 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.E Donegan Gull
1939 Miss D. French Embla
1947 A.W. Mooney Aideen
1949 L. McMullen Rainbow
1950 H. Osterberg Marama
1951 Wallace Clark Zamorin
1952 E O’Keeffe Mavis
1953 Wallace Clark Caru
1954 B.C. Maguire Minx of

Malham
1955 C. Love Galcador
1956 N. Falkiner Euphanzel
1957 R. O’Hanlon Harmony
1958 R.E Campbell Minx of

Malham
1959 EH. Greer Ann Gall
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 Vera,e
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 SaiSee
1978 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1979 M.E O’Flaherty Cuilaun of

Kinsale
1980 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1981 J.E Coffey Meg of Muglins
1982 E.EE. Byrne Beaver
1983 R. Cudmore Morgana
1984 O. Glaser Verna
1985 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1986 B. Bramwell Tor
1987 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1988 Terence Kennedy Icarus of Cuan
1989 Corrnac McHenry Ring of Kerry
1990 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1991 Peter Bunting Gulkarna H
1992 Michael Coleman Stella Marls
1993 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1994 Michael Coleman Stella Marls
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
2003 John Gore-Grimes Arctic Fern
2004 MS.ire Breathnach King of hearts
2005 Peter Killen Pure Magic

2006 Mike Alexander
2007 Michael Holland
2008 Ed Wheeler

2009 Trevor Lusty

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

1981 J. Guinness
D.J. Ryan

1982 W.A. Smyth
1983 J. Guinness
1984 J. Gore-Grimes
1985 A. Morton
1986 Paddy Barry
1987 Brian Dalton
1988 Hugo du Plessis

1989 David Nicholson
1990 Tommy O’Keeffe
1991 David FitzGerald
1992 Cormac McHenry
1993 W.M. Nixon &

E. Wheeler
1994 David Park
1995 Bernard Corbally
1996 David Park
1997 Brian Black
1998 David Park
1999 Peter Mullins
2000 Michael Balmforth
2001 Bernard Corbally
2002 David FitzGerald
2003 Eleanor & Brian

Cudmore
2004 James Nixon
2005 Brian and Eleanor

Cudmore
2006 James Nixon
2007 Bernard Corbally and

Ann Woulfe-Flanagan
2008 Michael Coleman
2009 Donal Walsh

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY
Year Winner
1978 R. Cudmore
1979 A. Doherty
1980 David Nicholson
1981 M.H. Snell
1982 David Nicholson
1983 J.E Coffey
1984 J.E Coffey
1985 J.E Coffey
1986 Hugo du Plessis

1987 James Cahill
1988 Brian Srnullen
I989 Dermod Ryan
i990 Jarlath Cunnane
1991 Ronnie Slater
1992 David McBride
1993 Jarlath Cunnane
1994 Jonathan Virden
1995 Henry Barnwell

Katielok H
Celtic Spirit
Witchcraft of
Howth
Sea fever of Cuan

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
Samharein
an Lar

Black Shadow
Tir na nOg
Peigin Eile
Ring of Kerry
Witchcraft
of Howth
Alys
Rionnag
Alys
Cuillin
Alys
Cuilaun
Greenheart
Beowulf
White Heather
Ann Again

Scilla Verna
Ann Again

Scilla Verna
Beowulf

Oyster Cove

l~dy Kate

Yacht
Morgana
Bali Hal
Black Shadow
Golden Harvest
Black Shadow
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Samharcin
an Lar
Ricjak
Cuilaun
Sceolaing
Lir
Tandara
Deerhound
Lir
Twayblade
Hylasia

1996 Cormac McHenry Erquy
1997 Brendan Bradley Shalini
1998 Adrian Spence Madcap
1999 Bernard Corbally Rionnag
2000 Henry and Ivy Hylasia

BarnwelI
2001 Susan & Peter Gray Waxwing
2002 Peter Killen White Magic
2003 Susan & Peter Gray Waxwing
2004 Noel Casey Kish
2005 Marilyn Kenworthy Flica
2006 Peter Killen Pure Magic
2007 Seamus Salmon Saoirse
2008 Mziire Breathnach Arctic Fern
2009 Frank Ranalow Shady Maid

THE ROUND IRELAND NAVIGATION CUP
Year Winner Yacht
1941 E.J. Odlum
1951 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
I957 R.E Campbell Minx of

Malham
1961 C. O’Ceallaigh Julia
1963 W. & B. Smyth Wynalda
1964 N. Falkiner Euphanzel
1965 L. McMullen Rainbow
1967 C.H. Green Helen
1968 J.D. Beckett Dara
1969 R.E. Mollard Osina
1871 M. Tomlinson Pellegrina
I973 J. Gnre-Grimes Shardana
1974 R.E Campbell Verve
1975 J.B. Law Sai See
1977 G. Leonard Wishbone
1978 R.E Campbell & Verve

J.R. Osborne
1979 J. Guinness Deerhound
1980 E 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 & Lola

M. D. Whelan
1994 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
1995 Cormac McHenry Erquy
1996 Michael McKee lsobel
1997 NoAward
1998 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1999 Ed Wheeler Witcheraf~
2000 Harry Byrne Alphida of

Howth
2001 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
2002 Scan McCormack Marie Claire H
2003 Brendan O’Callaghan Brandon Rose
21X14 Alan Rountree Tallulah
2005 No Award
2006 John Delap Sceolaing
2007 Brendan Bradley Afar VI
20()8 Fergus Quinlan Pylades
2009 No Award
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Year Winner Yacht

THE FORTNIGHT CUP
Year Winner Yacht
1958 L. McMullen Rainbow
1960 R.I. Morrisun Vanja IV
1961 J.WD. McCormick Diane
1963 W.M. Nixon Ainmara
1964 W.M. Nixon Ainmara
1965 W.M. Nixon Ainmara
1966 H.W.S. Clark Wild Goose
1967 Miss E. Leonard Lamita
1968 R Dineen Huntress
1969 R.C.A. Hall Roane
1970 N. St. J. Hennessy Aisling
197I J.R. Olver Vandara
1972 C. Green Helen
1973 M. Tomlinson Pellegrina
1974 J. Wolfe Gay Gannet
1975 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1976 A. Morton Sung loon
1978 R. Dixon Oberon
1979 B.J. Law Sai See
1980 R. Paul Campbell Verve
1981 S. Orr DenArent
1982 D.J. Ryan Red Veh,et
1983 C.R McHenry Ring of Kerry
1984 B.H.C. Corbally Pu.ffh7
1985 R. Ban- Joliba
1986 W.M. Nixon Turtle
1987 Dermod Ryan Sceolaing
1988 John Ryan Saki
1989 Brian Hegarty Safari of Howth
19911 Seamus Lantry William Tell qf Uri
1991 Brendan O’Callaghan Midnight

Marauder I
1992 Clive Martin Lindos ,
1993 Brendan O’Callaghan Midnight Marauder
1994 Frank Larkin Elusive
1995 Dick Lovegrove Hobo V
1996 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
1997 Michael d’Ahim Siamsa
1998 Jim Slevin Testa Rossa
1999 Jim Slevin Testa Rossa
2000 No Award
2001 Gary Villiers-Stuart Winefreda c~/"

Greenisland
2002 Andy McCarter Gwili3
2003 W.M. Nixon Witchcraft ~[’Howth
2004 Roy Waters Sundowner

of Beaulieu
2005 Bill Rea Elysium
2006 Alan Leonard Ariadne
2007 Pat Lyons Stardancer
2008 David & Grainne

FitzGerald A jay
2009 Patrick Dorgan Verdi IH

THE WYBRANTS CUP
Year Winner Yacht
I933 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.P. Chance & Saphire

R. Storey
1939 J.B. Kearney Mavis"
1940 K.McFerran & Hazure

Dr. O’ Brien
1941 D. Keating & Evora

R. O’Hanlon
1942 J.B. Cotterell & Minx

J.K McMullan
1943/45 No Award
1946 J.B. Kearney Mavis
1947 H. Osterberg Marama
1948 Dr. R.H. O’Hanlon Evora
I949 R O’Keeffe John Dory
1950 A.W. Mooney Evora
1951 R O’Keeffe John Dory
1952 H. Osterberg Marama
1953 No Award

Year Winner Yacht

1954 T. Crosby If
1955 R.R Campbell Alata
1956 S.F. Thompson Second Ethuriel
1957 Col. W.S. Knox-Gore Arandora
I958 D.N. Doyle Severn H
1959 G. Kimber Astrophel
1960 J.C. Butler Happy

Morning
1961 S. O’Mara Fenestra
1962 D.N. Doyle Severn 11
1963 Lt. Com. T. Sheppard Greylag of Arklow
1964 T.E Doyle Elsa
1965 S. O’Mara Oisin
1966 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1967 RH. Greer Helen of Howth
1968 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1969 R.I. Morrison Querida
197(I Hugh Coveney Dalcassian
1971 J.A. McKeown Korsar
1972 J.C. Love Fionnuala
1973/77 No Award
From I978 onwards the Wybrants Cup was
awarded for the best Scottish cruise.
1978 Chris Green Norella
1979 D.J. Ryan Red Velvet
1980 D.A. McMillan Goosander
198I W.M. Nixon Turtle
1982 Ronan Beirne Givusa Kuddle
1983 M.M.A. d’Alton Siamsa
1984 R. Barr Condor
1985 B. Hegarty Freebird
1986 M.M.A. d’AIton Siamsa
1987 Paul Butler Arandora
1988 Paul Butler Arandora
1989 Roddy Monson Mazara
1990 Roddy Monson Mazara
1991 Dermod Ryan Sceolaing
1992 Bernard Corbally L’Exocet
1993 Scan McCormack Marie Claire II
1994 James Cahill Ricjak
I995 Paul Butler Red Velvet
1996 Brian Black Cuillin
1997 James Nixon Ardnagee
I998 Peter & Scotch Mist

Evie Ronaldson
1999 No Award
2000 Adrian & Maeve Bell Rdalta
2001 Sean McCormack Marie Claire H
2002 Paget McCormack Saki
2003 Adrian & Maeve Bell Rdalta
2004 Norman Kean Xanadu
2005 Alan Leonard Ariadne
21106 Harold &

Vivienne Boyle Gentle Spirit
2007 Adrian & Maeve Bell EalaBan
2008 David Williams Reiver
2009 Richard Lovegrove Rupert

THE FINGAL CUP
Year Winner Yacht
1981 Robert Barr Condor
1982 W. Walsh Carrigdown
1983 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1984 R.M. Slater Tandara
1985 R Barry Saint Patrick
1986 B. Corbally L’Exocet
1987 Frank McCarthy Scilly Goose
1988 Robert Barr Joliba
1989 Bernard Corbally L’Exocet
1990 Michael d’Alton Siamsa
1991 W.M. Nixon Witchcraft of Howth
1992 David Park Alys
1993 Stephen Malone 5)’mphonie
1994 Wallace Clark Wild Goose

of Moyle
1995 W.M. Nixon Witchcraft
1996 Richard Lovegrove Shalini
1997 Alan Rountree Tallulah
1999 Peter Killen Black Pepper
1999 David Park Alys
2000 Tony Clarke Velella

Year Winner Yacht

2001 Michael Balmforth Greenheart
2002 Dianne Andrews Great Escape
2003 Grainne FitzGerald Mountain Mist
20114 Michael & Alison

Bahnforth Greenheart
2005 Clive Martin Beowulf
2006 Peter Haden Papagueno
2007 Andy McCarter Gwili3
2008 John Madden Bagheera
2009 Michael Brogan Mac Duach

THE GLENGARRIFF TROPHY
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 Rdalta
1997 M’,lire Breathnach Romist
1998 Brendan Travers Sea Maiden
1999 M~iire Breathnach SeaDance
2000 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
2001 No Award
2002 Brendan Travers Seodin
2003 No Award
20114 David Beattie Sehollevar
2005 No Award
2006 Alan Markey Crackerjack
2007 Sal & Jeffrey Adrigole

O’ R iordan
2008 Harry Barnwell Hylasia
2009 David Whitehead Joyster

ROCKABILL TROPHY
Year Winner Yacht
1959 P.H. 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
I967 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 Bzunting Gulkarna H
1993 Bernard Corbally L’Exocet
1994 Peter Hogan Molly B
I995 Brian Smullen Zaberdast
1996 Tom Foote White Heather
1997 Paddy Barry/

Jarlath Cunnane Tom Crean
1998 No Award
1999 DonaI Lynch Laroha
2000 Susan & Peter Grey Waxwing
2002 J. Gore-Grimes Arctic Fern
2003 Ed Wheeler Witchcraft

of Howth
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Year Winner Yacht

2004 Jarlath Cunnane Northabout
2005 Brian Black Caelan of

Strang)’brd
2006 John Clementson Faustina H
2007 No Award
2008 Paul Bryans Odysseus
2009 Wallace Clark Agivey

THE GULL SALVER
Awarded for the highest placed Irish boat in the
Fastnet Race.
Year Winner Yacht
1971 Otto Glaser Tritsch-Tratsch
1973 Mungo Park Tam o’Shanter
1975 Otto Glaser Tritsch-Tratsch H
1977 Otto Glaser Red Rock HI
1991 Donal Morrisey Joggernaut
1995 Donal Morrisey Joggernaut
2001 Denis Doyle Moonduster
2003 Dianne & Tom Amethyst

Andrews
From 2004-2006 this Trophy was awarded for
distinction in an international event by a member
sailing his/her own boat.
2005 Brian Smullen        Cuilaun

Year Winner Yacht

2006 No Award
From 2007 the Trophy reverted to its original
designation.
2007 Ger O’Rourke Chi@ain
2008 No award
2009 Mick Cotter Whisper

THE PERRY GREER BOWL
Awarded for the best first ICC log
Year Winner Yacht
I995 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
2003 Paddy McGlade Sahrone
2004 Scan Fergus Estrellita
2005 Robert Barker Alchemist
2006 lan Stevenson Raptor
2007 Nigel Lindsay-Finn Raptor

Eleanda
2008 Patrick Dorgan Verdi I11

Year Winner Yacht
2009 Declan Connolly Khepri

THE WILD GOOSE CUP
Awarded at the adjudicators discretion for a log of
literary merit
Year Winner Yacht
1995 Robert Ban- Pen Men
i996 James Nixon Ardnagee
1997 David & Joan White Shadow

Nicholson
1998 No Award
1999 Ray O’Toole Lotophagi
2000 Bill & Hilary Keatinge Rafiki
2001 Robert Barr Oyster River
2002 Peter Fernie
2003 Paddy Barry Ar Seachrdn
2004 Peter Fernie
2005 Dick Lovegrove Vivace
2006 John Madden Bagheera
2007 Wallace Clarke Agivey
2008 David Beattie Reespray
2009 WM Nixon Capriole

JOHN B. KEARNEY CUP
Winners
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991

1992
1993
1994
1995
1996
1997
1998
1999

2000
2001
2002
2003
20O4
2005
2006
2007
2008
2009

THE WATERFORDHARBOUR CUP

E Campbell: Compiler of ICC Directions
J. Moore: Skipper of S.T.Y. Graine
Jennifer Guinness: ICC Publications Officer
Harold Cudmore Junior: Yachtsman
Cap. G.E ’Eric’ Healy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard H
Capt. Tom McCarthy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard II
Sail Ireland Project: Round the World Race in NCB Ireland.
Ursula Maguire: Secretary of Irish Yachting Association
The Southern Cross Team Winners:
H. Cudmore, J. English & J. Maguire
Denis Doyle: Yachtsman
Arthur S. R Orr: Compiler of ICC Directions
Daphne French: Yachtsperson
Ronan Beirne, Editor Annual
No Award
’South Arfs’ team. Shackleton escape from Antartica
Malachi & Evelyn O’Gallagher. Sailing directions
No Award
David Burrows: Olympic performance
Carmel Winkelmann. Services to Junior Sailing
Tom McSweeney. Services to Maritime Ireland
The Jeanie Johnston Project
David Tucker - 75th Anniversary Cruise
Paddy Barry - 10 years as Honorary Editor of the Annual
No Award
William M. Nixon - outstanding contribution to Irish sailing
Norman Kean - outstanding contribution to Irish sailing
John Killeen - outstanding contribution to Irish sailing

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.E Thompson lthuriel
1958 J. Ronan Wye Islands Race
1959 J. Butler Happy Morning Pollock Race
1960 R.I. Morrison Vanja IV
1961 D.N. Doyle Severn 11
1962 D.N. Doyle Severn H
1964 A.E. Pope Susette
1965 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1966 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1967 S.E Thompson Wye
1968 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1969 E Cudmore Setanta
1970 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1971 D.N. Doyle Moondaster
1972 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1973 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1974 G. Radley Cecille
1976 J.C. Butler Tam O’Shanter
1977 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1978 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race

Year

1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1987

1988
1989
1992
From
1993
1995
1996
1998
1999
2000
2001

2002
2004
2005
2006

2007
2008
2009

Recipient Yacht

B. Cudmore Anna Petrea
D.N. Doyle Moonduster
D.N. Doyle Moonduster
C. Love Jnr Rebel CounO’
S. Mansfield Luv Is
D.N. Doyle Moonduster
J. Donegan White Rooster
T.E. Crosbie Senta
C.J. Fitzgerald Mandalay
J. Donegan White Rooster
B. Cudmore Anna Petrea
Michael Coleman Stella Maris

1993 awarded by the Southern Area Committee:
Kevin Dwyer
Arthur Baker
Donal Brazil
Gary McMahon
Vincent O’ Farrell
Clayton Love Jnr.
Andrew Curtain &
Gerry Sheridan
Donal McClement
Colin Chapman
Bill Walsh
John Petch

Joe & Mary Woodward
Paul Bryans

S. and W. Coast Aerial Photography
S.W. Coast Rally Organiser
Services to ICC as Hon. Treasurer
Hen’s return from Falkland Islands
Fasmet Dancer
Services to sailing

Channel Cruise
Services to Irish sailing

f

Compiles South & West Sailing
Directions

Outstanding seamanship

WRIGHT MEMORIAL SALVER
Presented to the Irish Cruising Club by H.J. Wright in memory of H.M.
Wright, Eolanda
Year Race
1943 Whit
1945 Whit
1949 Whit
1950 Whit
1951 Whit
1952 Whit
1954 Whit
1955 Whit
1956 I.O.M.
1957 Cork-Schull
1959 Cork-Schull
1960 I.O.M.
1961 Cork-Schull
1962 Howth-Port St. Mary
1963 Cork-Fastnet-Schull
1964 Dun Laoghaire-H/head
1965 Cork-Fastnet-Schull
1966 Dun Laoghaire-H/head
1969 Cork-Fasmet-

Castletownshend

15 tons). Commodore 1929-i942.
Yacht Recipient
Marama H. Osterberg
Mavis J.B. Keamey
Evora A.W. Mooney
John Do~’ R O’ Keefe
Alata R.R Campbell
Setanta E Cudmore
Euplumzel N. Falkiner
Suzette A.E. Pope
Zephyra S. Cresswell
Severn 1I D.N. Doyle
Happy Morning J.C.Butler MC
Harmony R.H. O’Hanlon
Severn II D.N. Doyle
Cu-na-Mara D. Barnes
Happy Morning J.C. Butler
Twayblade E. Tweedy
Moonduster D.N. Doyle
Fionnuala R. Courtney

Moomtuster D.N. Doyle
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Year Race Yacht Recipient

1972 Dun Laoghaire-Arklow Tr.~phena F. Ryan
1973 Cork-Fasmet-Schull Cecille G. Radley
1974 - Km:s’ar J.R Bourke
1976 ICC Querida of Howth I.R. Morrison
1977 Crosshaven-Fasmet-

Baltimore 7hm O’Slumter J.C. Butler
1978 Howth-Strangtord lx,enuwa W.R. Cuffe-Smith
1979 - Four Season,s L.G.E Heath
1980 - Deerhound J.H. Guinness
1981 - Korsar R.E. Mollard
1982 - 7b’tsch Tratsch IV Dr. O. Glaser
1983 - Deerhound J.H. Guinness
1984 Beaver ERE, Byrne
1986 - Misty M.W. Knatchbull
From 1993 Awarded by the Northern Area Committee
Year Recipient
1993 J, Russell Service to Staling
1995 Adrian Spence
1998 Adrian Spence Greenland cruise
1999 Brian Black Greenland cruise
2001/ Roy Waters
2001 John & Ann Clementson
2002 David Park
2003 James Nixon
2004 Wallace Clark
2005 Brian Black
2006 James Nixon
2007 Andy McCarter
2008 Hugh Kennedy - Services to h’ish Cruising Club
2009 Trevor Lusty

DONEGAN MEMORIAL TROPHY 1940
Year Yacht
1945 Evora
1946 Mavis
1947 No Award
1948 Aideen
1949 Evora
1950 Sonia
1951 Minx of Malham
1952 Viking 0
1953 Flying Fox
1954 Flying Fox
1955 Glance
1957 Severn 11
1958 Vanja IV
1959 Severn 11
1960 Severn H
1961 Cu na Mara
1962 Vanja IV
1963 Fenestra
1964 Susanna
1965 Cuna Mara
1966 Orana
1967 Moonduster
1968 Moonduster
1969 Moonduster
1970 Moonduster
1971 Moonduste r
1972 Tritsch- Tratsch
1973 Moonduster
1974 Assiduous
1975 Dictator
1976 Tam 0 ’Shanter
1977 Red Rock 111
1978 Moonduster
1979 Korsar
1980 Stand~ast
1981 Bandersnatch

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

Challenge
1991 Finndabar of Howth

Carribean Cruise
Atlantic Islands
Round Ireland
Ireland West Coast & The Hebrides
Greenland Cruise

Recipient Race
R.H. & D.M. O’Hanlon
J.B. Kearney KingstowrdCork

A.W, Mooney Kingstnwn/Clyde
A.W. Mooney Kingstown/Clyde
D.J. & RM. Purcell Clyde Race
B. Maguire Clyde Race
Col Hollwey Clyde Race
EW. Brownlee Beaumaris-Week
EW. Brownlee Clyde Race
EC. Hopkirk Puffin Sound Race
D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
I. Morrison Dun Laoire/Cork
D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
D.N. Doyle Dun Laoire-Cnrk
D. Barnes Irish Sea Race
1. Morrison Irish Sea Race
S. O’Mara Morecombe Bay
J.C. McConnell Irish Sea Race
D. Barnes Morecombe Bay
RD. Pearson Irish Sea Race
D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
D.N. Doyle Cowes/Cork Race
D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
O. Glaser Irish Sea Race
D.N. Doyle Morecombe Bay
C. Love ( 1st ICC Boat)
D.M. Irwin Morecombe Bay
J.C. Butler Irish Sea Race
O. Glaser Morecombe Bay
D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
R.E. Mollard Morecombe Bay
H.B. Sisk Morecombe Bay
R. Courtney Morecombe Bay

D.J. Morrissey Irish Sea Race
H.B. Sisk Morecombe Bay
R.B. Lovegrnve Irish Sea Race
N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
N. Reilly Irish Sea Race
N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
M. O’Rahilly Irish Sea Race
N. Reilly Irish Sea Race
H.R. Gomes Round Ireland

R Jameson Round Ireland

Year Yacht Recipient

From 1993 Awarded by the Eastern Area Committee
Year Recipient
1993 R Hogan
1994 Brendan Bradley
1995 Barbara Fox-Mills
1996 Evelyn O’Gallagher
1998 Bruce Lyster
1999 Susan & Peter Gray
2000 Arthur Orr
2001 Mungo Park
2002 Cormac McHenry
20/)3 Susan & Peter Gray
2004 Bill Rea
2005 Hal Sisk

2006 Grainne FitzGerald
2007 Michael Holland
2008 Cormac McHenry
2009 Terry Johnson

Race

Circumnavigation of the Globe
Brittany Rally Organiser
Distributor of Publications
Sailing Directions
Tall Ships Committee Chairman
Pacific cruising
ICC Publications
Sailing into his 80s
Holland to Dun Laoghaire
Capetown to Dun Laoghaire
Trophy & Annual distribution
Restoration of a Classic Yacht, Peggy
Bawn
Cruise organisation
Cruise from Arctic to Antarctic
Spain to the Canaries
for his contribution to the RNLI & Irish
Lights over 21 years

THE ARAN ISLANDS TROPHY
Awarded by the Western Area Committee
Year Winner Year
1993 Dave FitzGerald 20112
1994 Brian Lynch 2003
1995 Paddy O’Sullivan 2004
I996 Jarlath Cunnane 2005
1997 Pat Lavelle 2006
1998 Brendan Travers 2007
1999 John Cunningham 2008
2000 Jack McCann 2009
2001 Roger Bourke

THE MARIE TROPHY

Winner
Dave FitzGerald
Frank Larkin
Dick Scott
David FitzGerald
Peter Haden
Seamus Salmon
Michael Craughwell
Anne Kenny &
Paddy O" Stdlivan

Awarded for the best cruise in a yacht up to 3(Ift overall
Year Winner Yacht
2008 Sean McCormack Marie Claire H
2009 Bill Rea Elysium

BEST DUNN’S DITTY AWARD
Year Winner Year Winner
2001 Brendan Travers 2006 Dan Cross
2002 Wallace Clark 2007 Wallace Clark
2003 John Bourke 2008 Hugh Barry
2004 Fergus Quinlan 2009 Diana Gleadhill
21X15 Eleanor Cudmore

THE FASTNET TROPHY
Awarded tot an outstanding achievement in sailing by a person or persons
from anywhere in the world
Year Recipient
201)5 Paddy Barry & Jarlath Cunnane
20{16 Willy Ker
2007 Robin Knox-Johnston
2008 No Award
2009 Bill King

Trans oceanic pennant

Awarded by the Committee - on application

Auchincloss, Les Cunnane, Jarlath Nicholson, David
Barnes, Sean Drew, Bob O’Farrell, Kevin
Barnwell, Henry Espey, Fred O’Farrell, Vincent
Barry, Paddy Glaser, Otto O’Flaherty, Michael
Bradley, Brendan Gore-Grimes, John Osborne, James
Bramwell, Barry Gray, Peter Osmundsvaag, Arnie
Bunting, Peter Gray, Susan Petch, John
Cahil[, Bernie Greer, Perry du Plessis, Hugo
Cahill, James Hogan, Peter Smullen, Brian
Casey, Noel Killen, Peter Smyth, William
Chapman, Colin King, Heather Snell, Michael
Clementson, John Leonard, Alan Virden, Jonathan
Coffey, Jack McBride, Davy Whelan, Michael J.
Coleman, Michael McClement, Donal Whelan, Pat
Corbally, Bernard McHenry, Cormac White, Lawrence
Cudmore, Ronald Mullins, Peter Keane, Norman
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List of Yachts 2009
To amend an entry, email Orainne FitzGerald.

Yacht Owner LOA

A Lady S J Hyde 17.06m
Adrigole J O’Riordan I I m
Aeolus M L Harris-Barke
Afar VI (PO) B Bradley/l Cherry 14.5m
After Midnight ( PO I A FitzGerald 8m
Agivey (PO) W Clark, MBE DL 9.75m
Ain Mara H Gomes 11 m
A jay IPO) G A [Hon Secretary]

FitzGerald/D HB FitzGerald 8.9m
Alakush (PO) M Guinness 12.8m
Alannah J F Crebbin I 0m
Alchemist R G Barker I lm
Aldebaran (PO) P F Murphy/O Murphy 12.2m
Alphida of Howth H E O’C Byrne 10.36m
Altair J A Smullen I 0.2m
Alys D S Park 10.36m
Amethyst (PO) D MH Andrews/T M Andrews 12.2m
Ann Again (PO) E [Rear Commodore] Cudmore/

B Cudmore 12.80m
Aoibhne (PO) M O’Gallagher 10.4m
Aoife (PO) J O’Donnell/D O’Toole 9.5m
Ar Seachran P Barry 13.72m
Arcadia of Glaven S Lennane 10.4m
Arcady R Heard 12.6m
Ariadne A G Leonard I 0.67m
As Lathair (PO) R Casey 9.98m
Atlantic Islander F McCarthy
Auretta H D Cudmore 8.7m
Bagheera D Madden 12m
Baily of Howth M J Hall 14.02m
Ballyclaire D F White I 0.3m
Belladonna R Lovett
Beowulf ( PO ) A Woulfe-Flanagan/

B HC Corbally 13.22m
Birmayne S G O’Loughlin 13.6m
Black Pepper 2 H J Barry I I m

& Escapade 6m
Blackjack (PO) P Coad 11.4m
Blue Echo P Minnis 9.45m
Blue La@ M GM Pritchard 10.45m
Blue Oyster J Powell 1 l m
Blue Squirrel (PO) S Furney/G Taylor 13.41 m
Bluebell A Walsh 5.7m
Bonnie Boots D HT Greenhalgh 13.2 m
Boston B Brady 6. I m
Bu,Lv Bee (PO) J E Ley/A Ley 9.8m
C~ Two S Barnes 12m
C’est Formidable P K Clandillon 10.9m
Cadenza R J Fowler 10.75m
Caelan of Strangford B Black
Capercaillie J W Clow 14.63m
Capriole (PO) W M Nixon/G A Nixon 7.6m
Captain O’Brien M Wood 13.41 m
Cara of Quoile D J G illespie I0.06m
Caranja J F Menton 12.19m
Carna J D Currie 8.84m
Carragheen M McKee 7.92m
Carraig Ban C Layng 10.5m
Carrigdoun W Walsh 13.8m
Catre E JF Rea 11 m
Celtic Spirit M Holland 21.3m
Chain J Curt.in 11.40m
Changeling. K J Jameson I 1.58m
Christina of Howth R McCaffrey 1 l m
Clarabelle P J O’Mahony 12.19m
Clio J St George Banim 9.9m
Cliodhna P Butler 9.3m
Clipper M Stokes 13.7m
Colla Voce D T Lanrence/P Lavelle 8.23m
Concerto (PO) B Craig 13.76m
Confusion B Scanlon 12.8m
Crackerjack A J Markey 9.3m
Crackers D C Waldron
Crimson Rambler III H du Plessis 7m
Crosby P J D’Arcy 13.11 m
Cruiskeen D D Park 12 m
Cuan Modh A Doherty I I m
Cuchulain M O’Farrell 9.6m
Cuilaun (PO) M P O’Flaherty/B P Smullen 55m
Daedalus T Barry 12.5m
Deerhound C A Chapman 15.24m
Delphin (PO) L Conway I 0.5m
Dora Perignon A Stokes 12.19m

Hull Colour Sail No. Rig/Built

Navy 17581RL Bmu Cutter2002
White R Sloop 1987
Blue IR 416 Sloop1971
White/Blue Cutter200 I
White IRL 1797 Sloop 1998
Dark Blue Ketch 1975
Dark Blue Bmu. Yawl 1912

White IRL 2351 Sloop 1980
White IR 426 S1oop2004
White N 86 Ketch 1979
White IRL 3700 Sloop 1999
White/Green IRL 1999 Sloop 1991
White IRLI517 Sloop1986
Pale Blue 39 Sloop 1937
White Sloop 1984
Dark Blue GBR 6640 Sloop2002

White IRL I 182 Sloop2000
White 1990
Blue 21 Sloop 1978
Black Sloop 1979
White Sloop 1994
Blue
White 6094 T Sloop2000
White Frac sloop 1998
White Ketch 1980
White 2929 Sloop 1984
White KH7125 Sloop 1990

Ketch 1981
White 156 Sloop1976
White Sloop

White Sloop200 I
White IRL 756 Cutter 1992
White; IR 3636 Sloop: Yawl 1984:
White. dark blueIR 3636 2007
Blue IRL 1988 Cutter1980
Blue 1988
Blue Motor Yacht
Blue IR 3854 Sloopl979
Blue 5500 C S1oop1989
Blue Lugger2003
White 87 Sloop2007
White Power Boat 1996

IR 615 Sloop1990
White None Ketch 1989
White IRL 2036 Sloop 1999
White [RL 1470 S1oop2004
White 2 FD Cutter/Ketch 1973

Bmu Ketch 1978
White Sloop 1982

Sloop 1995
White 33 Sloop 1972
White IRL 801 Sloop1981
White 4945 T S1oop1980
White Sloop1980
White Motorboat2000
White Sloop200 I
White HR406 S1oop1999
Navy Blue Ketch 1993
White Sloop 199 I
Dark Blue IRL 8331 Sloop1989
Green SY29 Ketch 1978
White Sloop 1999
White Sloop 1984

1990
White Sloop 1990

Cutter 1982
White S1oop2006
White IRL 5750 Sloop2009
White IRL 1015 Sloop2000

Red S1oop1985
Blue Sloop2005
Blue Sloop2007
White S1oop2007
White Z 598 Y S1oopi971
Varnish KI988T Ketch1970
White Fractional2000
Green IR 1973 Ketch1970
Red 1005 Sloop 1979
White Sloop 1970

Designer

Rob Humphreys
P Brett
M Dufoar
Bill Dixon
Tony Castro

JB Kearney

Lanrent Giles
Jim Taylor
A Buchanan
Norlin/Ostmann
Angelo Lavranus
Jaques Fauroux
Bjarne Aas
David Sadler
Rob Humphreys

J&J designs
Stevens
John Sharp
Germfin Frers
R.Harris

Stephen Jones
Bruce Farr
Walter Raynor
David Thomas
Jean Faroux
Holman & Pye
Finot
Marc Lombard

German Frers
Bruce Roberts
D Thomas
John Watkinson
M Pocock
Alan Hill
Halmatic
Holman & Pye
Daniel Andrieu

U. Felci/P. Rosbo
Boston Whaler
J Berret
Sparkman & Stevens
Mortain & Mavrikios
Marc Lombard
Luders
Nicholson
Carl Arlberg

Van de Stadt
A Primrose
Laurent Giles
Ed Dubois
J Bennett
Bruce Fair
German Frers
Ed Dubois
Bill Dixon
D Thomas
Laurent Giles
Group Finot
Joubert/Nivelt
Northshore
Henri Wauquiez
R Harris
Umberto Felci/Patrick
Neils Jeppesen
J&J

GL Watson

Berret- Racoupeau
Group Finot
P Brett
GT McGruer
Van de Stadt
Ted Hood
R Holland
L Giles

Class

Oyster 56
Rival 36
Arpege
Moody 47
Cork 1720
Colvic
One-off

Westerly Konsort
Sabre 426
Neptunian 33
Sweden 370
Crossbow 4(I
Jeanneau Sunrise 34
lntl One Design
Sadler 34
Elan 40

Bavaria 42
Stevens 1040
Dolphin 3 I
Frets 45
Vancouver 34
Motor Cruiser
Starlight 35
Benetean First 337
Atlantic
Sigma 292
Jeanneau Sun Charm
Oyster 46
Fastnet 34
Privilege Cat

Hallberg-Rassy 42
Cmiser
Sigma 36
Drascombe Lugger

Mitchell 3l Mki1
Weymouth 34
Oyster 37
Jeanneau Sun Magic 44
Drascombe Lugger
Dufour 44
Whaler
Beneteau First 32s5
Nauticat 4(1

Jeanneau Sun Odyssey 35

Nicholson 48
Cape Dory 25D
Bavaria 44
Contest 33
Moody 40
Westerly Konsort
Westerly Griffin
Rosebank 34
Jeanneau 45.2
Hallberg Rassy 36
Custom Built 71
Moody 376
Sigma 38
Westerly Solway
Beneteau 40 CC
Jeanneau Attalia 32
Fisher 31
Wanquiez Amphitrite
Vancouver 27
Dufour 455
Xc 42
Bavaria 3 I

Colvic 23 motor-sailer
Jeanneau 43DS
Beneteau Oceanis 40
Jeanneau 36i
Rival 32
McGruer One Off
Dehler 41
Hood 50
Nicholson 345
Salar 40
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Yacht Owner LOA

Dorun Glas
Duh’inea

O~lx
Eblana
El-Torro
Eleanda
Elgin
Eh’sium
Empress III
Encore
Endgame
Enigma
Estrellita
Euphanzel II1
Evolution 11 (PO)
Fable (PO)
Family’s Pride
Fastnet Darleer
Faughan (PO)
Faustina II (PO)
Feeric
Fia<’ra
Fli~ ’a
Flight of Fantasy
Free Spirit
Freya
Freyeinet
Frivolity
Gay Gannet (PO)

P Horan 10.7 m
R E [Commodore CCAI

Sherbrooke 10.4m
A Gore-Grimes 9. I m
A Dunn I 0.06m
P E Bullick 13.hn
N Lindsay-Fynu 18.8m
D O’Rahilly
B Rea 8.8m
T Fitzpatrick 15m
F Eves, MBE 43ft
F Doyle 10.59m
S S Adair 12.5m
S G Fergus I 1.5m
G D Crisp 8.4m
T Dunphy/G F Whelan I hn
S J Garvin 10.2m
R G Monson
F J Rogerson 14. I m
P R Nixon 8.6m
A Clementson/J Clementson 12.17m
S Cullen 8.5m
P Bourke 7.92m
M Kenworthy 16,15m
N Smyth 12.6m
D MR Taplin IOn]
D Doyle [ 3.4m
G J OICounor 13.34m
P J Bunting 6.7m
L Sheil/k Sheil Jnr.

Genesi.~ of Drumbuoy (POt I RV Morrow
Gentle Spirit
Giggles
Godot
Golden Nomad
Gleenfl3 ( PO )
Greylag q[’Arkhm, (PO)
Gwili 3
Hafi,d
Harklow
Hecuba
Hobo Six (PO)
Hylasia (PO)
lbarnki (PO)
h’urus of Cuan
Imagine

Insouciance
hnrigue
Iona
Ionian
Irish Mist I
hish Mist
lrisha
Lshmd Lift,
Jahbenvoek
.laded
Jalapeno (PO)
Jasmine o/ Shian
Jomora
Jo3ster

Jqffi’a
Julia B
Jura (P())
K-Sera
gtleana
Katrilli qf Dover (POt
Keirah
KhtT~ri
Kilindin i
King of Hearts
Kish
Knight Hawk
Koala (PO)
Kvlie
l.’Avenir
l~t@’ Kate

lxwk
Lazy Lile
Le~hz
Leemara of Howth (PO)
lz,prechaun
Lindos
Lively lxuly
Lxmehort
Lutanda
l<vdia
Mac l)uach
Macaria

12.8m
H C Boyle 11.6m
P Morehead 9m
J Godkin 13.35m
A Aston 9.2m+
A Balmforlh/M B Balmfl)nh 4.5m
L Sheppard. RN Retd
A McCarter I 0.67m
H Gibson IOta
A O’Hanlon
J P Duggan 12m
J P Bourke 8.5m
H Bamwell/1 M Barnwell 12.73m
P Ryan 9.5m
B Kennedy
N G Kenefick 16.2m
J O’Brien 13.7m
G I,D Ralston 17.68m
D E Tucker 12.5m
B N Watson 8.6m
B R Lynch 10.67m
A R Baker 11.2m
A O’Leary
A F Lee 14.53m
C P McHenry 12.19m
P Courtney 12,8m
J Martin
N J Kidney 10.75
J Massey 8.22m
A Robertson
D I Vice Commodorel

Whitehead I 0.67m
D J Hill 9.7m
B O’Mahony I Om
W P Kellctt 11).83m
G C Chad 11.28m
L C Johnston 13.25m
F G Smyth ll.6m
D D Sinyth. OBE lO,3rn
D Connolly 11.6m
D P Bourke I 1.9m
M Breathnach 13m
N Casey 12.5m
B E Drew 16.2m
P C Cullen 12.6m
J W Wolfe
G Donovan 12m.
D Walsh
F Kellihcr 6.9111
L Glentoran, (’BE. DL.
S O’Carroll I 0.4m
M R Butler
D O’Connor
C C Martin 8.29m
F Martin 13.62nt
D Lovett 12.19m
R E Eves 10.7m
J Phelan 9.6 In
D Brogan
.I Law I 0.36m

Hull Colour Sail No. Rig/Built

White 9 Sloop 1980

White 2754 sloop 1967
Sloop

White Sloop 1989
White GBR 9720T S1oop2007
White 19 Cutter2007
Black R 19 Lugger1999
White IR 653 S1oopl988-90
White irl 1811 Sioopl998
White S1oop2006
White IRL3209 S1oop2008

White $1oopl979
Sloop

White IR 1345 S1oop1987
Blue K 8105 Y S1oop1986
Red Ketch 1932
White 32 Cutter F1990
Green R3 Bmu Sloop 1946
White GBR9862 Cutter1991
White IRL 1112 Sioopl987
Blue CR 3581 S1oop1979
White 5312 Cutter2001
White Sloop

GBR 333 Sloop1988
Blue IRL4477 Sloop2003
While GBR531 IT Sloop1995
Dk Blue Twin engines
Wh ire 24 Sloop 1963
Cream Cutter2000
Cream K4291T Sloop 1979
White 1RL 3739 S1oop1996
White IRL 4475 S1oop2006
Yellow 6 Gaff Ketch 1981
Green 1985
White 1734 Sloop 1961
White IRL 839 Sloop1997
White S1oop1966
Blue Motor1963
White GBR 3778 T Sloop1989
White IRI.507 Sloqp1974
White IRL 1413 Sloop] 985
While Sloop
While Sloop19811
White Sloop2005
White sh)op2000
White GBR Ketch1983
White IRL 906 S1oop1984
White 521 S1oop1997
White S1oop1990
White IRL 1172 SMop1974
Navy Blue 1994 Motor

Sloop
Beige Cutter 1998
White 1R 9377 S1oop1984

S1oop1982
white J 5109 20B2
White 1163Y Sloop1971
White 22113 C S1oop1996

White GBR 3625 T Bnm. Ketchi981
White 2246 $1oop1966
White Sloop
White 133 Sloop 1984

Bmu. Cutter F. 1993
White GBR 9122 Sloop2()(15
White Sloop1977
While GBRI4OIL Sloop2006
White Sloopl972

Lateen2(108
Blue 1257 Sloop1990
White 315 Cutter1982
Dark Blue Cutter1977
White IRL 2021 S1oop1995

1984
White IRL3904 Sloop2004
White S[oopl986
Navy Blue Sloop1963

White IRLI230 1986
White K 3711 T Sloop1990

Sloop 1962
Blue IR 1181 Sloop1977
While IRL 1644 Sloop2004

Sloop1971
White 585 Ketchl977
White HR 87 Bermudian 1995
Black Gaff Cutter 1979
Black M Gaff Yawl 1922

Designer

Holman & Pye

Sparkman & Stephens
X-yachts
Bill Dixon
Humphries
Germfin Frers
Nigel Irens
Olle Enderlein
Bavaria Yachts
J&J
N Jeppen

J Cisiers
Olle Enderlein
P Briand
Van de Stadt

Gem’,an Frers
Alfred Mylne
Chuck Paine
Tony Castro
L Giles
Rob Humphries

Tony Castro
N Jeppen
Bill Dixon

CR Holman
H Johnston
Olle Enderlein
Bill Dixon
Umberto Fetci
R Dongrey
Norman Turner
Laurent Giles
Stephen Jones

J Tyurell
T Castro
Olle Enderlein
Germgln Frers

A Primrose
Bruce Farr

Van Dam Nordia
David Thomas
Frank Butler
Ed Dubois
D Carter

Bob Johnson
David Thomas
Johnson
Rod Johnstone
Eric White
Stephen Jones

Holman & Pye
Nicholson
S&S
Hohnan & Pye
WlB Crealock
Peter Norlin
Olin Stephens
German Frers
Laurent Giles

Oema,’in Frers
Bob Perry
MacLear and Harris
Gerry Douglas

Dixon
Alberg

Ed Dubois
Stephen Jones
Peter Thuesen
Van de Stadt
Bruce Farr
Lanrent Giles
Olle Enderlein
Frers
Colin Mulkerrins
Fife/Diekie of Tarberl

Class

Oyster Mariner 35

Tartan 34
X 302
Moody Eclipse 33
Elan 434 Impression
Halberg Rassy 62
Romilly
Shipman 28
Bavaria 47 exclusive
Bavaria 33
Arcambauh 35
Oceanis 411
Noray 38
Shipman 28
First 345
Legend 34
Fife Ring Netter
Hallberg Rassy 45
SLYC River
Bowman 40
Cruising
Westerly Centaur
Oyster 53
Oyster 42
MG 335
X442
Moody 44
Channel Island 22
Sterling
Island Packet 420
Hallberg-Rassy
Moody $3 I
Dulbur 44
Cornish Crabber PT

Sadler Starlight 35
Horizon 36
Motor Cruiser
MG CS 4O
Shipman 28
Hylas 42
GK 34
Moody 36
Farr 545
Janneau
Nordia 58
Sigma 4 I
Catalina 28 mkll
Westerly Seahawk 35
Caner 37
Nelson 40 TSDY
Beneteau 47.7
Island Packet 40
Sigma 41
J 24
J109
Cutlass
Starlight 35

Oyster 35 Mariner
Nicholson 32
She 33
Pretorian 35
Crealock 37
Sweden Yacht 42
S&S 38
Hallberg Rassy 342
Laurent Giles 38
Dhow
Swan 44
Tayana 37
Motor Sailor
Catalina 42 Mk 2
Kelt 8.5
Sunbeam 39
Moody 31
Ensign 23

Westerly Falcon
Sadler Starlight 39
Dragon OD
Prospect 900
Beneteau First 44.7
Salar 40
Hallberg Rally 35
Hallberg Rassy
Galway Hooker
35fl.Gaff Yawl
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Yacht Owner LOA

Madcap S A Spence 13.1 im

Maelduin P H Blaney 17m
Maimoune (PO) H Barr/R GM Barr
Mairi T Magowan
Mandalay C FitzGerald I 0m
Mandolin Wind T Weston 12.85m
Maria H B Siggins 10.10m
Marie Claire// S McCormack 9. I m
Marula S C McConnell 10.7m
Mary Lee J McCann 13.4m
Mary P N J Prendeville 13m
Marydom D O’Flynn 7.6m
Maximizar (PO) B Branigan/P MC Branigan 13m
Maximum (PO) W Naim 10.2m
Medi-Mode (PO) D M Dwyer
Merette J Kidney
Merlin D Cummins
Minerva L H Lardner I 1.3m
Miss Demena F Long I I m
Misty of Clyde J Chris Bruen 7. I m
Misty T RC Wood 12.71 m
Clipper
Model Bee D T McDowell 12.5m
Modus Vivendi (PO) P J Adams
Mollihawk’s Shadow (PO) D Nicholson/E D Nicholson 13.2 m
Moondrifter M J Webb 11 m
Moonshadow (PO) J Kilkenny 8.3m
Moonstruck J Doran 13.4m
Morning Calm 3 of Sark L Auchincloss 19.8m
Moshulu 111 (PO) M Woodward/J B Woodward 12.19m
Muglins (PO) P Butler 10.93m
Muirneog P Gallagher 8.8m
Muscadet (PO) 1 Sutton 10.6m
Mystique of Malahide R S Michael 11.7m
Narnia D R Jones 13.41 m
Navillus B O’Sullivan 15.2m
Nerina E K Devenney 9m
Nicu P Ryan
Nimrod of Down (PO) K M Boyd 8.2m
Nisha F A Sadlier 8.5m
No Excuse T Crosbie 9m
Northabout J J Cunnane 15m
Nyabo T C Johnson 14.2m
Ocean Blue F Hugh Cassidy 12.8m
Ocean Sapphire L A Bohane 12.5m
Odysseus P MA Bryans 10.97m
Oisin Ban (PO) M BelI/A Bell 13.15m
Oneiro P F Cudmore I 1.9m
Orchestra M Craughwell 28m
Orion na Mara (PO) F Hand 10.8m
Oyster Cove M C Coleman 16.1 m
Paloma C B Scott 14.12m
Pan D Lynch 9.14m
Papageno P D Haden 10.67m
Pascal J I Taggart
Passe Partout R Aplin 1 l m
Pegasus P O’Connor 9.7m
Peggy Bawn/ H Sisk II m

Molly Bdn 19.3m
Phoenix C D O’Carroll 9m
Picnic T S Foote 9.45m
Pilgrim Soul D Curtain 11.89m
Pip (PO) G M Sargent 9.85m
Piper of Dart P N. D’Arcy 8.8m
Playtime G A Sheridan 10.45m
Poppy (PO) W Lyster 8.84m
Prince of Tides (PO) J C Marrow 14.4m
Pure Magic (PO) B G Killen/P R Killen 16.2m
Pylades (PO) F Quinlan 12.19m
Quaila H F Morrison 12.80m
Quinta Essentia C J Quinn 8.8m
Rapparee XXX D C McKenna 12.80m
Raptor D J Stevenson 12.95m
Rathlin N SR Duffin t0.6m
Rebound (PO) / D Morrissy 14.63m

Now What (PO) 9.9m
Ree Spray (PO) / D Beattie 12.2m

Schollevaer 17.98m
Reiver (PO) W Williams / J Williams 10.67m
Reziki R M McCutcheon I 1.3m
Rezy J Lyons 9.5m
Rhapsody S Flood 9.2
RicJak J J CahiI1
Roaring Water J B Forde 10.06m
Rockstar F PEnnis 12.85m
Rosemarie of Cuan (PO) T S Anderson 12.19m
Rosemary (PO) D Jones 6.40m
Royal Tara C Love Jnr.

& Jap
Ruinette (PO) / D Brazil

Kilpatrick
Ruinette (PO) D Gallagher

9.7m
I 1.28m

Hull Colour Sail No. Rig/Built

Cream Gaff Cutter 1875

White/Blue Bmu. S1oop2009
Green F 2 Sloop 1902

Dark Blue IRL 924 S1oop1974
White GBR 1988L S1oop2009
White IRL3207 S1oop1979
Cream IR 806 S1oop1980
White Motor Yacht 1982
White Cutter1984
white IRL Sloop1990
White Berm. 1975
White MV2007
Navy Blue IRL 5322 Sloop1995
Blue IRL 6330 S1oop1979

S1oop1998
White IRL 1818 S1oop2003
White IRL 1307 Sloop
Blue 2303 $10op1966
Sky Blue K 8136 Sloop1976
White IRL 7411 Sloop2000

White S1oop1999
White Cutter 1991
White Sloop2007

Ketchl978
White/Blue S1oop1984
White Cutter 1995
Green Cutter2002
White 2755 Sioopl976
White IRL 1327 Sloop F2003
White K 9429 Y S1o0p1985
White Ketch1980
White [R 387 S1oopl983
White 6667 T Cutter1999
White/Blue Bermudan2006
White 1436 Y Sioop1977
White I 490 Sloop1976
Blue Sloop2002

Motor Sailer
Blue IRL1972 Sloop
Aluminium Bermudan Cutter2001
Dark Blue Sloop 1994
Cream/White Cutter2000
Blue IRL 1741 S1oop1998
White IRL 7171 Bermudan 1997
White S1oop2009
White IRL 3930 $1oop2002

Ketch 1984
White IRL 1995 S1oop1977
White Sloop1988
White 4646C Sloop 1989
Varnished IRL 151 Sloop1965
White SK 23 Sloop1985
White IRL 931 S1oop1983

IRL 1081 Sloop2003
White 2701 Sloop2000
White Gaff Cutter
Cream SSMY 1894 / 2008
White IRL 126 Bermuda I980
White Cutter1983
White IRL 1920 Sluop2003
White IRL 3312 Sioop1989
White IRL1687 S1oop1981
White IRL 2558 Sloop2006
Navy Blue IR 639 Sloop1980
White IRL 747 SI0op1994
White Ketch2004
Grey Cutter1997
White 2860 C Sloop2000

1993
White IRL 1903 Sloop 1993
White GBR 5517 T Sloop 1994
White RA 55 Sloop 1990
White Ketch / Sloop 1986
Blue IRL 3865 1994
Black / VA32 Bermudan Cutter / Gaff
White Cutter2006 / 1913
White/Green IR 576 S1oop1988
White 376 Sloop 1998
White Motor Cruiser
Blue IRL 88 Sloopl978
Blue Cutter1982
White IR 360 S1oop1978
White IRL 2575 Sloop2007
White Sloop 1984
Blue 12 Gaff Sloop 1907
White / C4 Ketch
White Gaff1979 / 1897
Blue I475 Y Sloop
White GBR 8360 Y Sloopl971 / 1986
Blue 1475Y S1oop1971
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Designer

Davies & Plain, Cardiff

Germ~in Frers
Linton Hope

Saltalia Finland
Marc Lombard
Daniel Andrieu
A Maurice
Bederbeke
Borealis Yachts
Germ,Sn Frers
Per Brohall
Benny Martinsson
Pelle Petterson
A.Primrose
Johan Hanker
Castro

John Alden
Oliver J Lee
Group Finot

Group Finot
Holman & Pye
Judel/Vroliijk
J. Roy

Bruce Farr
Ron Holland
Laurent Giles
J & J Designs
David Sadler
lan Anderson
Phillipe Briand
Najadvaret
J & J Designs
Holman & Pye
Camper & Nicholson
David Thomas

Jeppesen
Caroff-Dufloss
Dick Zal
Bill Crealock
Judel/Vrolij k
Fauroux
Stephan Qviberg
Berret/Racoupeau
Petersen
Sparkman & Stephens
Holman and Pye
Dick Zaal
Johan Anker
Ed Dubois
R Holland
Mortain & Mavrikios
J&J Designs
GLWatson
N.Irens & T.Rye
Johann Anker
Harry Becker
Leif Angemark

Angus Primrose
Rob Humphreys
Olle Enderlein
Jeanneau
H Amel
Van de Stadt
W Dixon

Guy Ribadeau Dumas
Bruce Farr
Ed Dubois
George Stadel Jnr

Bruce Roberts
van Groningen
A Mylne
Warren Luhrs
1974
Ron Holland
Cahill
Angus Primrose
Marc Lombard
Van de Stadl
Herbert Boyd
Camper & Nicholson
Fife design
Camper & Nicbolson
Holman & Pye
Camper & Nicholson

Class

Bristol Channel
Pilot Cutter
Hallberg Rassy 54
Fairy

Nauticat 33 Pilot House
Jeanneau SO
Jeanneau Sunfast 3200
First 30
Pedro 35
Reliance 44
Grand Soleil 42
Albin Motorsailer
Nordwest 420
Maxi- 1000
Moody 39
Dragon
1720
Jeanneau SO 37
Mistral
Hunter 701mod.
Beneteau Oceanis 411

Beneteau Oceanis 411
Oyster 55
Najad 440 AC
Macwester Seaforth
Moody 29
Beneteau 44C
Trintella 65
Salar 40
Bavaria 36
Sadler 29
Seastream 34
Jeanneau Sun Fizz
Najad
Bavaria 50
Hustler 30
Nicholson 31
Hunter Pilot 27
Fairy Fisherman
X 302
Nadja
Contest 46
Pacific Sea Craft
Dehler 41
Jeanneau SO 36.2
Arcona 430
Oceanis Clipper 393
Jongert 28
She 36
Oyster 53
Contest 46
Dragon
Westerly Seahawk
Swan 391
Dufour 36 Classic
Dufour 32 Classic
One Off
One Off
Int Dragon
Vagabond 31
Malo 39
LM Vitesse 33
Moody 29
Elan 333
Shipman 28
Sun Odyssey
Super Maramu 2000
Caribbean 12m
Moody 42
Island Packet 29
Jeanneau Sun Odyssey 42
Benetean First 42s7
Westerly Riviera
Mayflower 48
Dubois 33
Spray 40
Lemsteraak

Legend 376
de Vries Lentsch Motor

One off
Moody 33
Jeanneau 42i
E&A 40
Howth 17
Nicholson 70
Cork Harbour One
Nicholson 32
Oyster Heritage 37
Nicholson 32



Yacht Owner LOA

Running Wild (POt R A Sullivan 8.5rn
Rupert (PO) R V Lovegrove 32’ 6

Canal Boat 70M (PO) 60 feet
Rusalka R Butler 6.25m
Sabrone P McGlade 13.13m
Sat See (PO) C JH Thornhill 12.2m
Saki P J McCormack 9.4m
Salar B McMahon 8.2m
Samphire P JF O’Sullivan 10m
Sanely Ways T Cooke I O.7m
Saairse of Cork C Hayes 15.85m
Sapphira R Brown 9.5m
Sattwa D P Moran 12.2m

Sceolaing J Delap 12.9m
Sea Dancer H Whelehan 9.7m
Seafl, ver of Cuan T Lusty 15.97m
Sea k’o~ J R Magee
Sea Psalm P Taylor 9m
Sea Spirit / G Fasenfeld 10.0 m
Sea Sprite C Hilliard 9.6m
Seadrifier J A Petch 12m
Seascape of Down (PO) E Ronaldson/P Ronaldson lO.gm

Seoidin B Travers 7.3m
Semnta D Cudmore I 1.28m
Shady Maid F Ranalow 12m
Shanagan/ V J O’Farrell

Sunflower ((St Mawes
Shelduek N D Hegarty 10.6m
Siamsu (PO) M MA D’Alton 7m
Simon den Danser J B Ballagh 13.4m
Siolta W W McKcan
Sirikit III (POt G B Johnston/B Colfer 9.75m
Sokai P W Knatchbull [ 5rn
Solitaire D E Turvey 10.8 m
Southerly (PO) J R Osborne 17.07m
Southern Breeze S A Browrdow 13.7rn
Spate’time P D Crowley 13. hn
Sparkh, B N Gallagher 10.36m
Spellbound D J Fielding 9.6 m
Splash&race G Roberts 12.2m
Stardaneer (PO) P Lyons I 1.7m
Starfire C Magennis 10.54m
Steahtwav T Irvinc 9. Im
Stnrnl Boy L McEIligott 11.3m
Suaeda A Hutchinson I 0.67m
Sundowner ~(Beaulieu C Waters 12m
Talisker N Wright 12.03m
Tallulah A H Rountree 10.36m
Tam O’Shanter A Kenny 11.28m
Taru R W Slewarl 16.4m
Tertia qflo~mington W B Dickinson 10.7m
Tillygreig S Musgrave 12.5m
Toirse ii J Richard Cudmore 12.85m
42
7bsea V H Keimedy 10.8m
Tresillian IV J F Clapham 12.05m
Triek or Treat A John Pearson 6.6m
Trininga (PO) D B Johnston 12.19nl
Tritsch-Tratsch IV D E Glaser 13.4m
Tux M O’Kee fli: 8.84m
Twayhlade J Virden
Twilight Song M Buckley 7.9m
Twocan F Freeman 8,8m
Ultimate R L Sharp 14.02m
Ursula R R Watson 9.42m
Vagrant of Clyde B R ICommodore OCC]

McLaren 12.17m White
Verdi Ill P Dorgan 13m
Volare J Rohan 15m
Voyager B MacManus/R MacManus 13.88m
Vavageuse L F Kavanagh I 0.Tm
Wave Dancer J E Daly 11.45m
Wan*’ing (PO) P C Gray/S D Gray 12.5m
Wa3Jbrer (PO) D Whitaker 11.3m

D J Whitaker 13.88nl
While Hatter M H Flowers 14.3m
Whitefire N V McFerran 12.8m
William Tell of Uri S Lantry 12.19m
Winefreda q[ Greenisland G Villiers-Stuart
Wish Hound H N J I Commodore RCC[ Wollen 12.17m
Witchcraft of Howth E M Wheeler I 0.gin

Wizard D Glover I Om
Wo!/hound A E McGettigan 13.m
Xanadu (PO) N Kean 16.3m
Y2K D Lindsay 5.5m
Yami Yami M Kirby 7.63m
Yoshi (PO) D Cross 14. hn
Zephyr T Clarke
o mare e tu J Edi Keating I tlm

Hull Colour Sail No.

Blue IRL 9570
White IRL 4518
Green N/A
Dark Green 37
White
Green
White IR 246
White
White
Green I R L 741
White IR52000
Blue
White

Navy Blue 2455 Sloop 1965
White IRL 1692 Sloop
White 425 Ketch2lX)4
White 1940 Ketch 1940
White 1152 Bermudan 1984
Navy Blue Ketch 1990
White IR 7435 S1oopl982
White Ketch 1975
White 255 Ketch 1981

Gaff Cutter1978
White IRLI566 Sloop2(X)0
White Ketch 1979

Ketch

White IRL412 Sloop2lX)3
White 268 Sloop
Navy Bltle Steel Ketch 1991

Cutter1998
White IR 32 Sloop 1968
White Sloop20(16
White Sloop
Blue Ketch 1973
White 2008
Blue IRL 1203 Sloop21)04
White IRL 702 Sloop 1986
Cream
White IRL 4073 Sloop2003
White 151 I S1oop2007
Blue IRL 8835 Sloop 1998
Red Sloop
Blue Ketch1978
Navy Blue 2199 Y S1oop1973
White 6273 Y Ketch 1980
Blue 1355 C Sloop 1998
Cream IR 527 Sk×)p 1987
White 1972

White K4187 Sloop1978
White IRL 4114 Sloop 1998
White IRL Sloop2009

White 5828 Sloop 1980
White K 4406 T Ketch 198 I
Red 15 Sloop198 I
White Ketch1979
Red IR 381 Ketch198I
White IRL 892 Fractional 1997
Bluc S1oopl961
White Sloopl980
White IR 553 Sloopl973
White 4044 C Ketch 1975
White/B lue Sloop 1985

Cutter1989 Chuck Paine
White S1oopl997
White Motor Cruiser
Blue Sloop2004
Green Sloop 1978
White IR 1376 Sloop 1989
White Cutter 1980
White Fruc Sloop2000

Sloop2000
Blue GBR 8381 T Sloop2001
White Ketch1985
White Cutter1988

Cutter
White K4026 Cutter1989
Red IR777 Sloop 1976
White 6349 Sloop1983
White IRLI 110 Sloop 1987
Blue Ketch 1982
Black/Orange
Red IR 12 S1oop1978
White IR 4541 Sloop2(103

White IRL 1601 Sloop2(X)2

Rig/Built Designer

Sloop 1980 David Thomas
Bermudian SIoop1935 1987 David Thomas
N/A David Thomas
SIoopc. 1970 P. M fine
Sloop1991 Bill Dixon
Yawl1979 Sparkman & Stephens
Sloop 1979 Camper & Nicholson
Sloop1970 White & Hill
S1oop2008 J&J designs
Ketch 1979 Holman & Pye
Cutter 1996 Carl Beyer
Sloop 1980 John Sharp
Sloop 1999 Daniel Andrieu

R Wall
Jeanneau
Henri Amel
WM Hand
Philippe Briand
Wyatt and Freeman
Philippe Briande
Vun de Stadt
Laurent Giles
Ron Dongray
J Fauroux
Holman & Pye
Alexander Simonis

Umbcrto Felci
WP Brown
Holterman Yachting
Koopmans
Nicholson
Farr

Sparkman & Stephens

Martin Sadler

U Felci
Umberto Felci
Stephen Jones
Van de Stadt
David Freeman
Camper & Nicholson
Holman & Pye
W Dixon
Van de Stadt
Britton Chance

Doug Peterson
Judel/Vrolijk
Marc Lombard

Sparkman & Stevens
Holman & Pye
Chris Boyd Yachts
WF Rayner
Germfin Frers
N Jeppesen
A. Buchanan
Laurent Giles
Olle Enderlein
Laurent Giles

Bowman 40
Frers

Norlin
Angus Primrose
Bill Dixon
Peter Brett
Germfin Frers
Germfin Frers
Group Finot
Van de Stadt
Chuck Paine
Admiralty
Chuck Paine
Doug Peterson
J Kau fman
R Holland
Germ,in Frets
Humber
D Sadler
Norlin/Ostmann

J&J Designs

Class

Hunter Impala
Sigma 33
Canal Boat
Corribee Mk I
Moody 44

Nicholson 3 I
Cutlass
Dufour 325
Oyster Mariner 35
Naiad 520
Halmatic 30
Jeanneau Sun Odyssey
40 DS
Nicholson 43
Sun Odyssey
Amel Super Maramu
Motor Sailer
Kelt 9
Fisher 34
Jeanneau Symphonie
Victory 40
Westerly Conway
Cornish Crabber 24 Mk I
Jeannean Sun Odyssey
Oyster 38
Norseman 40 Catamaran
Macwester 31
Dufour 34
Ruffian 23
Motor Sailer
Vietoire
Nicholson 32
Beneteau Oceanis 47.3
Jeanneau Sun Odyssey

Jeanneau SO 45DS
Jeanneau 43DS
Sadler 34
Jeanneau 925
Dufour 40
Dufour 385
Starlight 35
Seadog
Fisher 37
Nicholson 35
Oyster 39
Moody 40
Legend 34
Chance 37
Alden 54
Contessa 35
Dehler 4 I
Jeanneau Sun Odyssey

She 36
Oyster 39
Poppeteer 22
Atlantic 40
F&C 44
X332
Norman
Westerly Centaur
Shipman 29
Carbineer
Hallberg-Rassy 312

Hallberg Rassy 42F
Princess 50
Sweden 42
Voyager 35
Moody 376
Rival 4 I
Hallberg Rassy 36
Hallberg-Rassy 36
Beneteau Clipper 473
Rebel 42
Bowman 40

Bowman 40
Contessa 35
Northshore 33
Swan 43
Frers 48
RIB
Sadler 25
Sweden Yacht 45

Gib’Sea 33
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2002

+ 1970

1990

2004

1991

1988

1988

List of Members 2009
Note: This list of members’ names and addresses is for the private and personal use of members only. It must not under any circumstances be used for
any commercial purposes, circulars etc, no matter how relevant such circulars might be considered to be to the interests of members.
* Denotes an Honorary Member. The year in which the honorary membership was conferred is shown in brackets.

# Denotes a Senior Member.
! Denotes Committee and officers.
Corrected to 20th October 2008. To amend an entry, email Grainne FitzGerald.
We invite members who wish to have their partner’s name included in future listings to advise the Honorary Secretary, Grainne FitzGerald.
This list has been taken from the website and as far as possible errors which occurred in the 2008 Yearbook have been corrected; members
should inform the Honorary Secretary if errors concerning their entry still remain.

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT
Adair, Stanton S (Patricia) Villa Le Bas. 62 Ballyholme Road, Bangor. Co Down, BT20 5LA, (H: 028 9127 0998 / W: 028 9032 1313) Enigma

Adams, Peter J (Gillian) Ballyholme, Manor Bourne, Down Thomas, Plymouth, Devon, PL9 4SP, (H: +44 1752 269705) Modus ~vendi (PO)

Ahem, Michael J (Ronnie) Belmont, Rochestown, Co. Cork, (H: 021 436 3092)

Alexander, Michael (Janice Patterson) 3 Newtown Villas, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 288 6522)

Anderson, Terry S (Maureen)

Andrews, Dianne MH (Tom)

Andrews. Tom M (Dianne)

1972 Aplin, Roger (Jane)

1997 Aston, Alan (Irene)

1992 Auchincloss, Leslie (Marie)
1990 Baker. ArthurR (Marjorie)

1998 Ballagh, John B (Rosie)

2000 Balmforth, Alison (Michael)

# 1966 Balmforth, Michael B (Alison)

2006 Banim, John St George (-)

2004 Barker, Robert G (Patricia)

1998 Barnes, Sean (Brioni)

1990 Barnwell, Henry (Ivy)

1990 Barnwell, Ivy M (Henry)

1971 Ban’, Hazel (Ronnie)

# + 1969 Barr, Robert (Mary)
1973 Barr, Ronnie GM (Hazel)

1983 Barrington, Desmond J (Helen)

+ 1990 Barry, Frederick (Elaine)
2004 Barry, Hugh J (Christine)

1984 Barry, Paddy (Mary)

2001 Barry, Tim (Judie)

1999 Beattie, David (Mary)

# + 1963 Beck, Horace P (-)

1975 Beirne, Ronan M (Sheila)

1996 Bell, Adrian (Maeve)

1994 Bell, J Alan (Gillian)

1996 Bell, Maeve (Adrian)

1981 Black. Brian (Lesley)

2004

1990

2009

1975

# 1965

1983

1987

2002

2009

1980

1985

1989

2005

1990

1982
1990

1997
1997

2004

2009

1990

2005

1969

Blaney, Patrick H (Camilla)

Bohane, Liam A (-)

Booth, Alex

Bourke, Dr. Michael P (Gabi)
Bourke, John P (Margaret)

Bourke, Philip (Ann)

Boyd, Kenneth M (Hilary)

Boyle, Harold C (Vivienne)

Bradley, Andrew

Bradley, Brendan (Pamela)

Brady, Bill (Eileen)

Branagan, Michael (Noreen)

Branagan, Owen (-)

Branigan, Brenda (Pat)

Branigan, Pat MC (Brenda)

Brazil, Donal (Clare)

Breathnach, Maire (Andrew)
Brogan, Dr. Michael (Laura)

Brown, Robert (Linda)

Brownlow, Smart A (Nora)
Bruen, J. Chris (Maureen)

Bryans, Paul MA (Ruth)

Bryce, Robert G (-)

37 Bayview Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 6TW, (H: 028 9754 1044 / M: 07725 010822)

Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co. Down, BT23 5NP, (H: 028 9187 2233 / M: 07836 385129)
Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Newtownards, Co. Down. BT23 5NE

(H: 028 9187 2233 / M: 07836 385129)
Romanesca, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 0434 / M: 087 290 7883)

1 Marino Station Road, Holywood, Co. Down, BT18 OAH, (H: 028 9/142 6497 / M: 07921 050400)

Beau Manoir, Rue Maindonnaux, St. Martin, Guernsey, GY4 6AH, (H: +44 1481 39840/M: 0777 3375520)
Shournagh Lodge, Carrigrohane, Co. Cork, (H: 1)21 487 0(/31 / M: 086 837 910t))

Camelot, 19 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co Down, BT18 0BB, (H: 028 9042 8335 / M: 07815 743077)

Westgate, Toward by Dunoon, Argyll, PA23 7UA, (H: +44 1369 870271 / W: +44 1369 870251 / M: 07979 527487)

Westgate, Toward by Dunoon, Argyll, PA23 7UA, (H: +44 1369 870271 / W: +44 1369 870251 / M: +44 7899 912388)

Castlecore Lodge, Ballymahon, Co. Longford, (H: 090 643 8393 / M: 1187 244 6938)

Karibu Sana, Broomfield, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 846 0919/M: 087 636 0216)

Lynwood, Cunningham Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 8088 / M: 086 810 41041

Menapia, Sitchester Park, Glenageary. Co. Dublin, (H: 01 230 3831 )

Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 230 3831 / M: 086 086 3459)

60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 4TB, (H: 028 918 l 3369)

Heather Lodge, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (H: 01 289 3269)
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 4TB, (H: 028 9181 3369)

Aoibhgreine, 37A Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co Dublin, (H: 01 285 5732)

59 Nutley Road, Donnybrook, Dublin 4.
Clonkellure, Clashavanna, Kilbrittain, Bandon, Co. Cork, (H: 023 8849488 / M: 086 169 8739)

21 Belgrave Road, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 08211 / M: 087 928 2393)

Innishannon House, lnnishannon, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 5333)

Rosemarie of Cuan (PO)

Amethyst ( PO )

Amethyst (PO)

Passe Partout

Golden Nomad
Morning Calm 3 of Sark

Irish Mis’t I

Simon den Danser

Greenfly ( PO )

Greenfly ( PO )

Clio

Alchemist

Cd Two

14vlasia ( PO )

tt ylasia ( PO )

Maimoune (PO)

Maimoune (PO)

Black Pepper 2; & Escapade

Ar Seachran

Daedalus

Abha na g-Carad, Derry, Ballymahon, Co. Longford, (H: 090 643 8088 / W: 01 664 4201 / M: 087 255 6241) Ree Spray (PO) /Schollevaer

Ripton Middlebury, Vermont 0766, USA

5 Doonanore Park. Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 284 0759 / W: 01 867 18881

1 The Drive, Richmond Park, Belfast, BT9 5EG, (H: 028 9066 8435 / W: 028 9066 7914) Oisin Ban (PO)

The Coach House, 1A Carnathen Lane, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 0EH, (H: 028 9188 8949 / W: 028 9042 8136)

1 The Drive, Richmond Park, Belfast, BT9 5EG, (H: 028 9066 8435)

Fiddler’s Green, 135a Shore Road, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 7NP,
(H: 028 4488 1678 / M: 07967 1081111

Castlelough, Portroe, Nenagh, Co. Tipperary, (H: 067 23128/W: 067 23128 / M: 086 850 3600)
14 Siddons Court, Aghada, Co. Cork, (M: 087 220 2877)

Crann Arder, Ceanchor Road. Baily. Howth, Dublin, (H: 01 832 31231

23 Wellington Rd, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (M: 087 258 0959)
Parkwood, Carrickbrennan Road, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 1657 / W: 01 280 16571

Avon Wood, Avoca Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin. (H: 086 246 6823 / M: 086 246 6823)

Coolbeg, 23 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down, BT18 0BB, (H: 028 91142 4422)

59 Malone Heights, Belfast, BT9 5PG, (H: 028 9061 0896 / M: 07785 793729)

17 Mount Merrion Avenue, Blackrock, Co.Dublin, (H: 01 278 0981 / M: 086 258 4368)

Blue Rock, Killough, Kilmacanogue, Co. Wicklow, (H: 01 286 9645 / M: 086 8I 1 2643)

Mahonville, Castle Road, Blackrock, Cork, (H: 021 435 7963 / W: 021 455 3042 / M: 087 261 7634)

14 Blackberry Rise, Portmarnock, Co, Dublin, (H: 01 846 2554 / M: 087 215 1633)
14 Blackberry Rise, Portmamock, Co. Dublin, (W: 01 846 2554 / M: 086 160 12621

Tahilla, Woodside Road, Sandyford, Dublin 18, (H: 01 295 6273 / M: 086 232 5721)

Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Dublin 18, (H: 01 295 6273)

Killard, John’s Hill, Waterford, (H: 051 875636)
Old Coastguard House, Lymington, Hants, SO41 3QA, (H: +44 1590 678770)

Doctor’s Road, Ballyhaunis, Co. Mayo, (H: 090 730992 / W: 090 73/1016)

Rathmullan House, 3 Orchard Road, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 8TA, (H: 028 448 51255 / M: 07793 564041 )

White Oaks, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 1550/W: 021 431 3377 / M: 087 919 0834)
Calypso, Fairy Hill, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (H: 021 486 3510/M: 087 251 1077)

Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (H: +353 21 437 8595 / W: +44 1483 282697 / M: +44 7785 990762)

St Benedicts, Thormanby Road, Baily. Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 2829 / M: 087 248 2826)

O~in Ban (PO)

Caelan c~f Strangford

Maelduin

Ocean Sapphire

Kilindini

Hobo Six (PO)
Fiacra

Nimrod ~4f Down (PO)
Gentle Spirit

Afar VI (PO)

Boston

Maximizar ( PO )

Maximizar ( PO )

Ruinette ( PO ) / Kilpatrick

King of Hearts

Mac Duach

Sapphira

Southern Breeze

Misty of Clyde
Odysseus
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

2004 Buckley, Michael (Rosemary)

2009 Bulliek, Peter E (-)

1986 Bunting, Christopher J (Claire)

1962 Bunting, Peter J (Elaine)
21100 Butler, Mauriee R (Margaret)
1987 Butler, Paul (Noirin)
[995 Butler, Pierce (Vivienne)

2008 Butler. Rikki (Alex)

+ 1982 Byme, E Philip (Rosemary)

1974 Byrne, Harry E O’C (-)

1978 Cahill, James J (Katherine)

2005 Casey, Dr. Tony (Margaret)
2001 Casey, Noel (Mary.)
2005 Casey, Rory (Eavan Mongey)
2009 Cassidy, Francis Hugh (Gemma)
1978 Cassidy, Liam (Vera)

2006 Chambers, Graham A (Julie)

1989 Chapman, Colin A (Jeanne)

2006 Cherry, Ivor (-)

2005 Clandillon, Paul K (Patricia)

1965 Clapham, John F (Rosie)
*#+ 1951 Clark, MBE DL, Wallace (June)

2002 Clarke. Deirdre (-)
1985 Clarke, Tony (Eileen)

# 1969 Clementson, Ann (John)

! 1997 Clemcntson, John (Ann)

+ 1991 Clow, John W (Joan)

199i Coad, Geoffrey C (Catherine)

2006 Coad, Peter 1-1

1988 Coleman, Michael C (Eileen)
+ 1999 Collar. Bill (-)

#+ 1975 Collins, Michael D (-1
+ 1996 Conlon, Jimmy(Kathlecn)

2009 Connolly, Deelan 1-)

1980 Connor, Brennie t-)

1991 Conway. Leo (Phil)

#+ 1959 Cooke, Ken L(-)
1996 Cooke, Tom

1983 Cooper, Paul D (-)
1984 Corbally, Bernard HC (Erica)

1979 Costello. Walter F (Susan Luke)

2000 Cotter, Maeve IMartin Dooney)

1982 Courtney, Peter (Helena)

2005 Craig, Brian (Annel

1997 Craughwel}, Michael (Anne)

1992 Crebbin, John F (Jennifer)

2000 Crisp. Graham D (Patrieia)

2003 Cronin, Kevin (Suzanue)

#+ 1957 Crosbie. Ted (-1
! 1986 Cross, Dan (Jill)

2001 Crowley, Peter D (Mar(el

1979 Cudmore, Anne L (Ron)

# 1966 Cudmore, Brian (Eleanor)

I986 Cudmore, Denis (Brid)

1977 Cudmore, Dr. John (Aideen)

! 1997 Cudmore. Eleanor
I Rear Commodore I (Brian I

1966 Cudmore, Fred (Mary)
# 1959 Cudmore, Harold (Lauren)

1966 Cudmore, Justin Richard (Kate)

# 1966 Cudmore, Peter F (Claire)
# 1964 Cudmore, Ronald (Anne)

+ 1971 Cullen, Maurice (Elizabeth)

1999 Cullen, Peter C (Ken-i)

2001 Cullen, Stephen (Marywmne)

2005 Cummins, Desmond (Angela)

1988 Cunnane, Jarlath J (Madeline)

1998 Cunningham. Dr, Jack (Patricia)
2004 Currie, Chris (Susan)

1985 Currie, John D (Wendy)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT

14 Stil[organ Wood. Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 288 4147 / W: 01 288 4938 / M: 086 255 5003) Twilight Song

5 Folly Bay Apts, 2 Baylands First Avenue, Ballyholme Road, Bangor, BT20 5JT,
(H: 028 9147 2784 /W: 028 9147 2784 / M: 07802 537371) EI-Torro

27 Sheep Cottages. Amersham Road, Little Chalfont, Bucks, HP6 6SW,
(H: +44 1494 762907 / W: +44 1494 543680 / M: +44 7833 6816891

Briffs. West Tytherley. Salisbury. SP5 ILY, (H: +44 I794 341521 ) FrivoliO"

274 Seacliffe Road. Bangor. Co. Down. BT20 5HS. (H: 028 9146 5066) Leemara ofHowth (PO)

32 Oaklcy Grove, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (H: OI 288 4393 / W: 01 888 6580 / M: 087 618 2141 ) Muglins (PO)

Roseuallis, Bamaslingan Lane, Kilternan. Dublin 18, (H: 01 295 5166/M: 087 255 15191 Cliodhna

Spinney House, 160a Drum Road, Cookstown. Co. Tyrone. BT20 9DW.
(H: 028 8676 3500/W: 028 8676 2148 / M: 07722 304878) Rusalka

SunnydaIe, 4 Nugent Road, Cburehtown. Dublin 14, (H: 01 298 1951 )

Lismoyle. Coast Road, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 845 0498 / M: 086 841 41161 Alphida ~/’Howth

Ellison St, Castlebar, Co. Mayo, (H: 094 902 5500) RicJak

Brooklodge, Blackwater, Co. Clare, (H: 1161 344658 / M: 087 254 9052)
19 Rostrevor Road, Rathgar, Dublin 6, (H: 1111 497 9611 / M: 087 258 18051 Kish

2 Knoekthomas, Castlebar, Co. Mayo, (W: 094 902 7822 / M: 087 286 0235) A.~ L~:thair (PO)

59 York Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (W: 01 666 3202 / M: 087 234 0925) Ocean Blue

5 St. Helens North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 37171

88 Clea Lough Road, Kiliyleagh, Newtownards. Co. Down, BT30 9SZ, (H: 028 4482 8106 / W: 028 9181 2222 / M: 07719 573388)

The Old Rectory. Comeragh, Kilmacthomas, Co. Waterford, (H: 051 291166 / W: 051 875855) Deerhound

9 Shrewsbury Park, Dubbn 4, (H: 01 269 3233 / M: 087 686 8248) Afar VI (PO)

Warren,2.Bellevue Lodge, Ballinclea Road, Kill(hey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 44114261 / W: 01 440 4261 / M: 086 222 6058) C’est Formidable
Tresillian IV

Agiw, y (PO)
Mertoun, Cliffs(de Road, Torquay, Devon, TQ1 3LB, (H: +44 1803 297337)

Gorteade Cottage, 115 Kilrea Road, Upperlands, Co. Derry, BT46 5SB, (H: 028 7964 2737)

Friarstown. BaIlyclough, Co. Limerick, (H: 06I 229035 / M: 087 836 0775)

Friarstown, BaIlyclough, Co. Limerick, (H: 06i 229035 /W: 061 414852 / M: 087 618 85121

Ballyreagh, 84 Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 8SN. (H: 028 9181 2310 / M: 07767 270858)

Ballyreagh, 84 Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 8SN, (H: 028 9181 2310/M: 07767 270858)

Mid Linthills, Lochwilmoch. Renfrewshire, Scotland. PAl2 4DL, {H: +44 1505 842881)

Pine Cottage, Ballinakill, Dunmore Road, Watefford, (H: 051 875651 / M: 087 238 5559)

12 Airfield Point, Dum’nore East, Co. Waterford, (H: 1151 385573 / M: 087 299 19781
Mount Carmel, High Road. Rushbrooke. Cobh, Co. Cork, (H: 021 481 1397 / M: 086 850 2845)

Grangecon Demesne, Grangecon, Co. Wicklow, (H: 045 403212 / M: 087 280 0305)

lnniskeel, Quill Road, Kilmacanogue, Co. Wieklow, (H: 01 286 81091

9 Avondale Crescent, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 235 I869)

The Mill, Cartron Road, Kinvara, Co. Galway, (H: 091 637500 / M: 087 797 2811 ) Khepri

22 Offington Drive, Sutton. Dublin 13, (M: 087 255 40131
Windrush, Killiney Road, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 1870 / M: 087 256 2373)

Salia, DubIin Road, Sutton. Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 2348)

Fortal, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 5797 / W: 01 285 5797 / M: 086 251 0743)

3 Bays(de Park East, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 4289)

Gilspear, Kihnacanogue, Co. Wicklow, (H: 01 286 3261 / M: 086 398 4528)

17 Porter Street, Bond( Junction, NSW 2022, Australia, (H: +61 2 9369 3390 / M: +61 41 872 3030)

’Seamark’. Glandore, Co. Cork, (H: 028 33271 /W: 028 33271 / M: 087 272 7883)

Seamount, Balscadden Road, Howth, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 2008 / W: 01 449 8716 / M: 087 257 0488)

Colhugh. Kilmore Avenue. Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 7278 / M: 086 256 3351

39 Threadneedle Rd. Salthill, Galway, (H: 091 52118 / W: 091 568222)

3 Eaton Brae, Corbawn Lane, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 282 4468 / M: 087 2554 838)

5 Percy Place, Dublin 4, (H: 01 668 1560 / M: 087 255 83971
13 Grange Park. Foxrock, Dublin 18,(H: 111 289 5102 / M: 086 262 2987)

Woodlands, Montennne. Cork. (H: 021 450 1963 / W: 021 427 2722) No Excuse

Woodhouse, Aghantarta, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (H: I121 483 1521 / M: 086 259 8770) Yoshi (PO)

47 Lindville, Blackrock Road, Cork, {H: 021 491 6747 / W: 021 432 2444) Sparer(me

Aghowle Upper, Ashfi3rd, Co. Wicklow, (H: 0404 49925/M: 085 131 9593)

C[oudhill, Moneygourney, Douglas, Cork, (H: 021 489 36251

The Anchorage, Harbour View, Kilbrittam, Co. Cork, (H: 023 49665 / M: 1186 803 5980)

The Garden Village, Talbots Inch, Freshford Road, Kilkenny, (H: 1156 776 5838/W: 056 778 5000 / M: 087 252 3519)
Cloudhill. Moneygoumey, Douglas, Cork, (H: 021 489 3625 / M: 087 310 0538)

Coast Road, Myrtleville, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 1541 /W: 021 429 7981 / M: 087 9504800)

4 Queen’s Road, Cowes, Isle of Wight, PO31 8BQ, {H: +44 1983 280466/M: +44 7710 270952)

Southcourt, South Douglas Road, Cork, IH: 021 489 2242 / M: 087 239 2760) Toirse ii

18 WilMwmere, Rochestown Road, Cork, (H: 021 436 4257 / M: 1)87 639 0009) Oneiro

Aghowle Upper, Ashford, Co. Wicklow. (H: 0404 49925 / M: 086 811 1235)

5 The Fosters, Mount Merrion, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 288 8356)

Tedbum, Claremong Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 2774 / W: 01 230 0711 ) Koala (PO)

5 Montevella, Dalkey, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 2856 906 / M: 086 243 5450) Ferric

37 Eglington Road, Donnybrook, Dublin 4, (H: 01 283 9567 / M: 087 243 79161 Merlin

Terra Nova, Spencer Park, Castlebar, Co. Mayo, (H: 094 902 5231 / M: 085 846 5231 ) Northahout

Bridge House, Tuam, Co. Galway. (H: 093 24155)

11 Carshaulton Road, Donaghadee. Co. Down, BT21 (lOB, (H: 028 9188 4325 /W: 028 9188 9340 / M: 07831 203321)

4 Shore Street, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 0DG, (H: 028 9188 3517 / M: 07887 577991) Carna

Zephyr

Faust(ha 11 (PO)

Faust(ha 11 (PO)

Capercaillie

K-Sero

Blackjack (PO)
Oyster Cove

Sir(kit I11 (PO)

Delphin (PO)
gumaree

Sandy Wavs

BeowMf (PO)

Jabberwock

Concerto ( PO )

Orchestra

Alannah
Euphanzel I11

Ann Again (PO)

Auretta H

Setanta
Ann Again (PO)
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

1971 Curtain, Dr. Andrew (-)
1993 Curtin, J. Leonard (Mary)

# 1956 D’Alton, Michael MA (-)

2005 D’Arcy, Pat N. (Eileen)

2008 D’Arcy, Patrick J (Michelle)

# 1967 Dalton, Brian (Lise)
# 1968 Daly, Dominic J(-)

! 1990 Daly, John E (-)

1980 Davis, Samuel M (Helen)

# 1965 Deane, Douglas (Liz)

* 1999 Deignan, Owen M (Terry)
+ 1994 Delamer, David (-)

2006 Delap, John (Ruth)
1973 Devenney, Ernest K (Anne)

1971 Dick, JR William (Heather)

1979 Dickinson, William B (Elizabeth)
2000 Doherty, Anne (-)
2004 Donovan, Gerry (-)

1988 Doonan, Francesca (Paul)

1986 Doonan, Paul S (Francesca)

2000 Dooney, Martin (Maeve Cotter)

+ 1997 Doran, John (Anna)

2008 Dorgan, Patrick (Maria)
# 1966 Doyle, DConor (Mareta)

# 1966 Doyle, Frank (-)

* 1997 Drew, Bob E (Mindy)

# 1978 du Plessis, Hugo (-)

1990 Duffin, Nikko SR (Andrena)
1986 Duggan. John P (-)

#+ 1963 Dunn, Aidan (-)
+ 1990 Dunphy, TAustin (-)

1993 Dwyer, David M (-)

# 1966 Dwyer, Kevin F (Fiona)

#+ 1965 Dyke, Stanley W (-)

2002 Ennis, Francis P (Orla)
+ 1978 Espey, Fred JK (-)

+ 1975 Eves, Jeremy RF (Heather)

+ 1982 Eves. Roland E (Elizabeth)

#+ 1967 Eves, MBE, FMaitland (Eva)
+ 1981 Fannin, RobertJ(-)

I997 Fasenfeld, George (Eve)

#+ 1960 Faulkner, CBE, DL, Sir Dennis J (-)

1985 Fergus, Sean G (Karen)

! 2002 Fernie, Peter J (Louise)

#+ 1971 Fielding, Christine M (Raymond)

#+ 1956 Fielding, Dr. Raymond J (Christine)
# 1969 Fisher, John DF(Susan)

2001 FitzGerald, Aodhan (Zoe)

#+ 1944 FitzGerald, C Joe (-)

# 1966 FitzGerald, David HB (-)

! 1993 FitzGerald. Gr~iinne A
[Hon Secretary] (Chris Curry)

+ 1986 Fitzgerald, Jack J (-)

* (2008)Fitzpatrick, Mary (Tom)

! 1985 Fitzpatrick, Tom J
[Hon Treasurer] (Mary)

#+ 1980 Flanagan, Dr. Jack (Eta)

1996 Fletcher, Gillian (-)

1994 Flood, Sean (Joan)
1983 Flowers, Maurice H (Edna)

1996 Foote, Tom S (Hilary)

+ 1990 Forde, John B (-)

! 1969 Fowler. Robert J (Tiggy)

+ 1986 Freeman, F. David (Valerie)
2004 Furney, Sarah (John)

+ 1980 Gallagher, Benignus N (Mary)

+ 1992 Gallagher, Dr. Jack (Meg)

2000 Gallagher, Patrick (Kathleen)

2006 Garvin, Stephen J (-)

#+ 1968 Geldof, Robert (-)
+ 2008 Gibson, Hugh (-)

1992 Gibson, Richard Y (Sue)
+ 1993 Gillespie, Dr. Peter J (-)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

Riverview, 47 Sundays Well Rd., Cork, (W: 021 434 2080 / M: 087 254 3010)

Springmount, Carrigrohane, Co. Cork, (H: 021 487 1508 / M: 086 815 7909)

Kilda Lodge, St. George’s Ave, Killiney, Co. Dublin
Barrow View, Crossneen, Leighlin Road, Carlow, (H: 059 913 1050 / M: 086 074 9006)

33 Forge Meadows, Ballon, Co. Carlow. (H: 059 915 9784 / W: 059 913 1888 / M: 086 258 3278)
89 Rockport Shores, Rockport, ME 04856., USA. (H: +1 207 596 2959)

Pembroke House, Pembroke Street, Cork, (H: 021 450 5965 / W: 021 427 7399 / M: 087 255 0486)

The Glade, Moneygourney. Douglas. Cork, (H: 021 436 2833 / W: 02 l 427 7911 / M: 087 231 0840)

5 Cherrytree Wk., Belfast, BT5 6PG, (H: 028 9079 2266 / W: 028 9754 1294 / M: 07986 090940)

Churchbay, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 1002)
306 Marina Village, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 833 9594)

Baily Cottages, Baily. Co. Dublin, (H: 01 839 3634)

7 Blackheath Park, Clontarf, Dublin 3, (H: 01 833 5235 / M: 086 247 8044)
4 Vernon Park, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 4PH, (H: 028 9146 1410 / M: 07951 050724)

The Laundry House, Rathvilly, Co. Carlow, (H: 059 916 1822)
2 Victoria Terrace. Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5JB, (H: 028 9146 8772)

Castlebar Road, Westport, Co. Mayo, (W: 098 26633 / M: 087 2461757)

The Orchard, Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 3033 / M: 086 258 0499)

Boothill. Durrus. Co. Cork, (H: 027 61236 / M: 086 167 2093)

Boothill, Dun’us. Co. Cork, (H: 027 61236 / M: 086 609 3145)

’Seamark’, Glandore, Co. Cork, (H: 028 33271 /W: 028 34029 / M: 087 280 7186)

Drisoge, Baily, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 1709 / W: 01 830 9533)
Ardcaein. Hettyfield, Douglas, Cork, (H: 021 429 2447 / W: 021 427 3133 / M: 087 246 3434)

Knockduff, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 2348 / W: 021 427 5235)

17 Bamstead Drive, Church Road, Blackrock, Cork, (W: 021 427 5235)

47 Fair Street, Guilford, CT 06437, USA. (H: + 1 203 453 5474 / M: +1 203 623 1933)

29 Greenway Close, Lymington, Hants, SO41 9JJ, (H: +44 1590 673631)
I1 Grey Point, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down, BT19 ILE, (H: 028 9185 2688 / M: 07771 886414)

Rua e Escadinhas de Santa Cruz 64, Monte Estoril, 2765-442 Estoril, Portugal

2 Nutley Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (H: 01 269 1158 / W: 01 283 8947)

Sealawn, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 2853)

32 Radcliffe, Dublin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 4910 / W: 01 832 4910 / M: 087 230 0510)

Blue Cottage, Ballycrenane, Cloyne, Co. Cork. (H: 021 465 2910 / M: 086 251 1776)
Benwell, Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 7918)

Green Ivies, Thormanby Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 3287 / W: 01 817 1650 / M: 086 250 8901)

4 Myrtle Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 5160)

30A Downshire Road, Bangor, Co. Down. BT20 3RD, (H: 028 9127 0460/W: 028 9145 4344)

Carrig-Gorm, 53 Bryansglen Park, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3RS. (H: 028 9127 2025)

8 Brompton Road, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3RE, (H: 028 9146 0048)
17 Marlborough Hill Place, Kingsdown, Bristol, BS2 8LR

3 Elgin Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (H: 01 660 9488)

Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 6TU, (H: 028 9754 I114)

76 The Rise. Mount Merrion, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 2109779 / M: 087 6669045)

Tawin Island, Maree, Oranmore, Galway, (H: 091 794350 / W: 091 790693 / M: 087 256 4570)
Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (H: 02l 484 1428)

Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (H: 021 484 1428 / M: 086 843 2649)

Rathturret, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co. Down. BT34 3RX. (H: 028 4177 3667)

152 Costa na Mara, Oranmore, Galway, (H: 09 l 795754 / W: 091 387470 / M: 087 248 8765)

Apt. # 6, The Grand, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 1796)

Avondale, 1 Craigmore Gardens, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 214 3329 / W: 01 214 3329 / M: 087 418 6346)
Avondale, 1 Craigmore Gardens, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 214 3329 / M: 087 418 7190)

27 Hyde Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 0490)

Kincora, Deerpark, Howth Road. Howth. Co.Dublin, (H: 01 832 5554)

Kincora, Deerpark, Howth Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 5554 / W: 01 645 2002 / M: 086 256 2157)

7 Offington Avenue, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 5277)

2 Park Road. Glenageary Heights, G lenageary, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 4170 / W: 01 293 6800 / M: 087 226 5133)
32, Carrickbrack Road, Baily, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 3188)

42B Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down. BT20 5HX, (H: 028 9127 4664 / M: 07718 588661)

The Moorings. Tonabrocky, Bushy Park. Galway, (H: 091 522833 / M: 086 203 7012)

Elmford, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork, (H: 021 429 1299)
Mont Alto House, Sorrento Road, Dalkey. Co. Dublin. (H: 01 285 8529 / W: 01 285 8529 / M: 087 250 2067)

Knollycroft, Coliemore Road. Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 9439 / W: 01 676 0261)

82 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HX, (H: 028 9146 2067)

4 Carrickbrack Hill, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 3755)

Weir House, Woodstown, Co. Waterford

Seskin West, Bantry, Co. Cork, (H: 027 50128 / W: 028 28400)

Ring Hill, 24 Mullaghbane Road, Armagh, BT61 9HW, (H: 028 3752 3004)
18 Crosthwaite Park South, Dun Laoghaire. Co. Dublin, (H: 01 284 2633)

24 Diamond Hill, Monkstown. Co. Cork, (H: 021 484 1092 / M: 086 835 8265)
Kimberley, Camden Road, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 1408 / M: 087 909 4599)

4 Demesne Gate, Saintfield, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT24 7BE, (H: 028 9751 0779)

NAME OF YACHT

Pilgrim Soul

Chain

Siamsa (PO)
Piper of Dart

Crosby

Wave Dancer

Sceolaing

Nerina

Tertia of Lymington

Cuan Modh

L ’Avenir

Moonstruck

Verdi 111

Freya

Endgame
Knight Hawk

Crimson Rambler I11

Rathlin

Hecuba

Eblana

Evolution I1 (PO)

Medi-Mode (PO)

Roekstar

Lutanda

Encore

Sea Spirit 1

Estrellita

Spellbound

After Midnight (PO)

Mandalay
2~jay ( PO )

A jay (PO)

Empress 111

Rhapsoctv

White Hatter
Picnic

Roaring Water

Cadenza

Twocan

Blue Squirrel (PO)

Sparkle

Ruinette (PO)
Muirneog

Fable (PO)

Hafod

Cara of Quoile
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

1972 Glaser, Dr. Otto E (Patricia)

1996 Gleadhill, Diana (-)

+ 1977 Glentoran, CBE, DL.,
Lord Robin (Maggie)

# 1961 GIover, Dariy (Lillian)
1992 Godkin, John (Sandy)

# + 1980 Gomes, Deirdre (Richard)

# + 1967 Gomes, H Richard (Deirdre)

1991 Good, Courtenay (Valerie)

+ 1978 Gore-Grimes, Anthony (Katharine)

* 1973 Gore-Grimes, John (Katie)
2005 Gore-Grimes, Nicholas (-)

1980 Gray. Peter C (Susan)

1990 Gray, Susan D (Peter)

+ 1978 Greenbalgh, David HT(Maureen)

#+ 1966 Greer, Dr. Hcather/-)
#+ 1963 Guinness, A Peter (Sue)

1979 Guinness, lan R (-)

# 1966 Guinness, M Jennifer (Alex Booth)

2000 I-laden, Peter D (Moira)

+ 1970 Hall, Mervyn J (-)

1985 Hand, Frank (Alexandra)
2001 Harris-Barke, Michael L(Marie)

#+ 1969 Harle, E Derek 1-)

1985 Hawthorn, George SN (Lillian)

1992 Hayes, Colin (Freda)

2005 Healy, Nicholas (-)
#+ 1967 Heard, Ruth {-)

1986 Hegarty, Betty (-)

#+ 1959 Hegarty, Dermot (-)

1990 Hegarty, Neil D (-)

2002 Hegarty, Paul M (Nuala)

1980 Hill, Dr. Michael J ([sobel)

1995 Hill. Eric AG (Margaret)

! 1961 Hilliard, CliffE
I Rear Commodore] (June)

* (2008)Hilliard, June (Cliff)

*+ 1993 Hogan, Peter St. J (-)

2006 Holland, Michael (Carol)

1998 Horan, Paddy (Maria)

2008 Horgan, Michael (Catherine)

#+ 1952 Horsman, Henry F(-)

1974 Host’ord, Bill K (Ann)

2003 Hughes, Anne E (-)

2002 Hughes, John W (Helga)
# 1963 Hunt, C Keitb (Poppy)

1990 Hutcheson, Thomas C 1-1

1991 Hutchinson, Alan (Maureen)

2008 Hyde, Stephen J (Arleen)

2(X12 lrvine, Terry (Yvonne)

1998 Jameson. Kieran J (Daire)

1960 Johnson, Terry C (-)

+ 1979 Johnston, Denis B (Margaret)

I995 Johnston, Guy B (Helen A Keelan)

2006 Johnston, Lynn C (Laura)

2003 Jones, David (Trish)

2007 Jones, Derek R (Margaret)

+ 1980 Kawmagb, Gerald P(Ann)

1994 Kavanagh, Liam F (Elizabeth)

1991 Kean, Norman (Geraldine)
+ 1975 Keane, Barry (Brenda)

21103 Keating, John Edi (Ann)

1988 Keatinge, Bill D (Hilary)
1996 Keatinge, Hilary J (William)

1999 Kellett, William P (Pam)
1983 Kelliher. E Brenda (-)
1985 Kenefick. Neil G (Iris)

+ 1973 Kennedy. Bridget (-)

#+ 1963 Kennedy, Hugh (Aoife)

* (2008)Kenny. Anne (-)

1990 Kenworthy, Marilyn (~)

+ 1991 Kidney, John(Zsuzi)

1986 Kidney, Noel J {Rita)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT

Thalassa, Baily, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 4797) Tritsch-Tratxch IV

Lough Hill, 30 Ballymacashen Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co. Down. BT23 0SH., (H: 028 9754 18151

Drumadaragh House, Ballyclare, Co, An(rim. BT39 0TA. (H: 1128 9334 0222 / W: 028 9334 0422) Lazy Life

2 Coolung Road, Vaucluse, New South Wales 2030, Australia, (H: +61 2 9337 4342) Wizard

Sandycove, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 4189 / M: 086 834 11/391 Godot

Ballygarvan House. Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT22 2RU, (H: 028 4278 8365)

Ballygarvan House. Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT22 2RU, (H: 028 4278 8365) Ain Mara

Ardkilly House, Sandycove, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 2390/W: 021 477 2300)

Roxboro, Baily, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 2449 / W: 01 872 9299) Dux

Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 3670 / W: 01 872 9299)

59 Francis Street. Dublin 8, (H: 01 473 8978 / M:/186 8(/3 5842)

45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 3911 / M: 087 6130682) Waxwing (PO)

45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 3911 / M: 087 216 16561 Waxwing (PO)

15 Ash}ey Park, Bangor. Co. Down, BT20 5RQ, (H: 028 9145 4860) Bonnie Boots

Cynara, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 832 3731 /W: 0i 839 15861

Toad Hall, Little Missendcn, Amersham, Bucks, HP7 0RD, (H: +44 1494 862322)
41 Ennaforl Road, Raheny, Dublin, (H: 01 832 9071 / M: 087 256 7794)

Crann Arda, Ceanchor Rd, Baily, How(h, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 3123 / W: 01 832 3123 / M: 086 280 0576) Alakush (PO)

Lisheen, Ballyvaughan, Co. Clare, (H: 065 7(17 7333 / M: 087 417 7161 ) Papageno

’The Cider House, Behnount Farm, Beauchamp, Taunton, Som, TA3 6AA, (W: +44 1823 480877) Baily of Howth

Pf. 19 Strassganger Str. 207, 81128 Graz, Austria, (H: +43 316 253626 / M: +43 676 558 3727 & +353 86 239 7935) Orion na Mara (PO)

Mizzen Cottage, Chapel Pass, Blackrock, Co. Louth, (H: 042 932 21001                                                    Aeolus

Glencar, High Street, Schull, Co. Cork, (H: 028 28004)

4 Carnesurc Mews, Comber, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 5TA. (H: 028 9187 4489 / W: 028 9754 17741
Woodley, Rochestown Road, Cork, (H: 021 489 1948 / W: 021 489 3936 / M: 087 241 {1071 )

8 St Nessans, Tbormanby Road, How(h, Co. Dublin, (M: 086 830 3934)
Stone Cottage, Claremont Road. Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 2258)

CaimgomL Old Carrickbrack Road, Baily. Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 3421 / M: 087 750 0067)

30 Offington Drive, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 4080 / W: 01 649 2000)

6 North Mall, Cork, (H: 021 430 0807 / M: 086 852 16501 Shelduck

15 Dundanion Court, Blackrock, Cork, (H: 021 429 4132 / W: 021 425 0322 / M: 086 669 8749)

86 Rashee Road, Ballyclarc, Co. Antrirn, BT39 9HT, (H: 028 9332 2245) Juffra

164 Glenageary Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 4310 / M: 1/87 257 2524)

Araglen, Proby Square, BIackrock, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 283 6761//M: 086 283 5301 ) Sea Sprite

Araglen, Proby Square, Blackrock. Co. Dublin, (H: 01 283 6760)

153 Strand Road, Sandymount, Dublin 4, (H: 01 260 12331
66 Fitzwilliam Square, Dublin 2, (H: 01 269 7567 / W: 01 703 7300 / M: 086 810 6666) Celtic Apirit

21 Fairyfield, Parteen, Co. Clare, (H: 1/61 340831 / M: 087 796 2777) Doran Glas

I Tivoli (?lose, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 6581 / M: 086 246 9082)

Westwind, Raheen, Arklow, Co. Wicklow, (H: 04(/239804)

Rockcliff House, Blackrock, Cork, (H: 021 429 10091

169 Ballylesson Road, Belfast, BT8 8JU

1 Rannoch Road, Holywood. Co. Down, BTI8 0NA. (H: 028 9042 4640 / W: 028 9031 0458 / M: 07776 221587)
Bawnavota, Summercove, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 2534 / M: 087 247 4442)

18 Chaine Memorial Road, Lame, Co. Antrim, BT40 lAD, {H: 028 2827 7284/M: 07901 555670)

27 Glenbroome Park, Jordanstown. Newtownabbey, Co. Antrim, BT37 0RL., (H: 028 9086 3629 / M: 07704 187933) Suaeda

14 Granary Wharf, Glenbrook, Passage West, Co. Cork, (H: 021 484 3010 / W: 021 491 8260 / M: 086 238 5847) A Laa~v

23 Seskin Avenue, Straid, Ballyclare, Co. Antrim, BT39 9LG, (H: 028 9335 21091 Stealaway

23 Harbour View, How(h, Co, Dublin, (H: 01 839 0649 / W: 01 839 {)649 / M: 087 255 0666) Changeling.

Frazerbank, Strathmore Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 I439 / M: 086 257 18071 Nyabo

Kilnburn, 33 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 0PD, (H: 028 9188 39511 Trininga (PO)

8 Leeson Park Avenue, Dublin 6, (H: 01 636 2000 / W: 01 676 7666 / M: 086 255 5595) Sirikit 111 (PO)

22 Clanbrassil Road, Holywood, Co. Down, BTI8 0AR, (H: 028 9042 5014/W: 028 9026 3840 / M: 07769 645504) Kacana

26 Harbour View, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 839 t210/M: 086 813 8550) Rosemary (PO)

Fo’c’sle, Kiln Lane, Banbridge, Co. Down, BT32 4PD, (H: 028 4066 2476 / M: 07714 233309) Narnia

I1 Redford Rise, Redford Park, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (H: 01 287 2476)
I The Crescent, Compass Quay. Kinsalc, Co.Cork, (H: 021 477 3814 / M: 086 854 76131 Voyageuse

Burren, Kilbrittain, Co. Cork, (H: 023 884 6891 / M: 087 907 9478) Xanadu (PO)

55 Wyvem, Killiney, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 285 5569)

Cari nya, 69 Abbeyview, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 4613 / W: 021 436 25116 / M: 087 245 2236) o mare e tu

3 Alexandra Road, Lymington, Hants, SO41 9HB, (W: +44 1590 672426 / M: 07785 506260)
3 Alexandra Road, Lymington, Hams, S041 9HB, (W: +44 1590 672426 / M: 07785 506260)

8 Elizabeth Court, Mystic, CT I16355, USA, (H: +1 860 572 7788 / W: +1 860 572 7788) Jura (PO)

11/28 Tudor Drive, Crownsvflle, MD 21032-1117, USA, (H: +1 410 349 18221 Lark

Waterside, Corrabinny, Co. Cork. (H: 021 437 8024 / W: 021 489 2813 / M: 086 225 77141 Imagine

Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killincby, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 6RL, (H: 028 9754 14701 Icarus of Cuan

Edgebank, 16 Deramore Park South, Belfast, BT9 5JY, (H: 028 9066 0500) Tosca V

Alderbrooke, Ballard, Tralee, Co. Kerry, (H: 066 712 1426 / M: 087 251 1283) Tam O’Shanter

Brandon Lodge. 2 Mount Ovel, Rochestown, Cork, (H: 021 436 1860 / M: 086 252 0707) Flica

Caragh, Gordon Avenue, Foxrock, Co. Dublin Mere(re

Littlefield, Glencullen Road, Kilternan, Dublin 18, (H: 01 294 2053 / W: 01 618 2400) Jalapeno (PO)

Saoirse o[" Cork

A ready
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NAMEANDYEAR ELECTED

#+ 1971 Kilkenny, Joseph (-)

2006 Killen, Andrew (-)

2005 Killen, Beverly G (Peter)

2006 Killen, David (-)

1994 Killen, Peter R (Beverly)
*+ 1987 King, DSO*, DSC, RN, Retd.,

Cdr. Bill (-)

2004 Kirby, Myles (Deirdre)

1971 Kirby, Tom (Eileen)

1986 Knatchbull, Michael W (Rhona)
1999 Knatchbull, Patrick W (Mary)
1990 Lantry, Seamus (Eileen)

2009 Lardner, Lonan H (Maura)

1982 Larkin, Frank J (Caroline)

+ 1975 Laurence, Dr. David T (Madeleine)
1991 Lavelle, Pat (-)
1975 Law, J Brian (Rosemary)

1988 Layng, Capt. Brian (Joann)

+ 1992 Lee, Adrian F (Irina)
#+ 1961 Lee, Reginald (Denise)

* 2004 Lennane, Sue
[Hon Sec, RCC] (Stephen)

! 1964 Leonard, Alan G (Elizabeth)

1986 Ley, Angela (John)
1986 Ley, John E (Angela)

2009 Lindsay, D Myles (Brenda)

2003 Lindsay-Fynn, Nigel (Heleen)

2007 Long, Flor (Brenda)

1991 Long, Norman (Kay)
1971 Love Jnr., Clayton (-)

1981 Lovegrove, Richard V (Heather)

1995 Love~, Dermod (Margaret)

2002 Lovett, Raymond (Mary)

#+ 1959 Luke, Derek (-)
2004 Lusty, Trevor (Maggie)

1988 Lynch, Brian R (Onora)

1996 Lynch, Donal (Sheila)
2005 Lyons, Jim (Bridget)

2004 Lyons, Pat (Ann)

1985 Lyster, W Bruce (-)

1992 MacMahon, Gary (Michelle)

1999 MacManus, Brian (Heather)
2005 MacManus, Rachel (-)

2006 Madden, Dr. John (Pauline)
1990 Magee, John R (Mary Lou)

! 1975 Magennis, Connla (Geraldine)

2004 Magowan, Terence (Mary)

+ 1991 Malcolm, John (-)

2000 Malone, John (-)
2006 Markey, Alan J (Helen Markey)

# 1984 Markey, Jimmy (Marie)

2001 Marrow, John C (Angela)

1978 Martin, Clive C (Mary)

# 1954 Martin. F Derek (Oonagh)

+ 1982 Martin, J Kenneth (-)

1992 Massey, John (Susan)

# 1982 Maxwell, RN Retd, Cdr. David J
(Carolyn)

2005 McAllister, Eoin (-)
1975 McAnaney, Eugene (-)

#+ 1961 McAuley, MCh. DOMS, Frank D (-)

2001 McAuliffe, Philip (Sheila)

# 1970 McBride, E Davy (-)

2009 McCaffrey, Richard (Brigid)
1999 McCann, Jack (Moya)

2000 McCarter, Andy (Paddy)

1985 McCarthy, Francis (Foinnuala)

1983 McClement, Donal J (-)

1965 McConnell, John H (Marie Therese)
#+ 1959 McConnell, Maimie T (-)

+ 1971 McConnell, Stafford C (Mariana)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

The Hatch, Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 3442)

Padua, Grove Road, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 845 3019 / M: 087 991 9423)

Padua, Grove Road, MaIahide, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 845 3019 / M: 086 856 6904)

26 Auburn Road, Howth Road, Clontarf, Dublin 3, (H: 01 853 3885 / W: 01 614 9081 / M: 086 856 7723)

Padua, Grove Road, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 845 3019 / M: 086 255 6852)
Oranmore Castle, Oranmore, Co. Galway

5 Ashfield Avenue, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, (W: 01 678 9089 / M: 087 626 1142)

15 Glebe House Gardens, Clonakilty, Co. Cork, (H: 023 8833553 / M: 087 266 7998)
Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 1420)

16 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down, BTI8 0BB, (H: 028 9042 2240)

An Grianan, 8 Fitton Street, Morrison’s Island, Cork, (W: 021 427 0789 / M: 087 256 1915)

Cinnard, Tramore, Co. Waterford, (H: 051 381371 /W: 05I 833306/M: 087 240 3552)

San Jose, North Circular Road, Limerick, (H: 061 453267 / W: 061 710262 / M: 086 207 0773)

31 Sutherland Avenue, Jacobs Well, Guildford, Surrey, GU4 7QX, (H: +44 1483 539876 / W: +44 1483 594264)
30 The Green, College Road, Galway, (H: 091 57707 / W: 091 67707)

Cherry Hill, Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 6PR,
(H: 028 9754 1386/W: 028 9267 7317 / M: 07765 231530)

51 Corr Castle, Howth, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 4104)
17 Wellington Place, Dublin 4, (H: 0I 667 8505)

Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 288 9486 / M: 087 052 4090)

Orchard House, Gunton Park, Hanworth, Norfolk, NRI I 7HJ

NAME OF YACHT

Moonshadow ( PO )

Pure Magic (PO)

Pure Magic (PO)

Yami Yami

Sokai

William Tell of Uri
Minerva

Colla Voce

Colla Voce

Macaria

Carraig Ban

lrisha

Arcadia of Glaven

28 Knockdene Park South, Belfast, BT5 7AB, (H: 028 9065 3162 / W: 028 9065 3162 / M: 07775 577108) Ariadne

Flat 16, 4 Princetown Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3BD, (H: 028 9145 4937 / M: 07980575347) Busy Bee (PO)

Flat 16, 4 Princetown Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3BD, (H: 028 9145 4937) Busy Bee (PO)

Tigh Na Mara, 42a Ward Avenue, Bangor, BT20 5HX, (H: 028 9145 4737 /W: 028 91454737 ! M: 07802 399509) Y2K

Lee Ford, Budleigh Salterton, Devon, EX9 7A J, (H: +44 1395 445894 / W: +44 1395 445894 / M: 07785 534536) Eleanda

Leeview House, Garravagh, Inniscarra, Co. Cork, (H: 021 487 0444 / M: 086 838 5474) Miss Demena

20 Mapas Avenue, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 9847)

Waterpark House, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (H: 021 451 2611) Royal Tara & Jap

Corrig, Convent Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 9782 / W: 01 677 0335 / M: 087 2343467) (a) Canal Boat 70M (PO). (b) Rupert (PO)

High Water, Coast Road, Fountainstown, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 2142 / M: 086 895 5809) Lonehort

Southcliffe, Lovers Walk, Montenotte, Cork, (H: 021 450 0797 / M: 086 8173616) Belladonna

Seafield, Ballure Road, Ramsey, Isle of Man, IM8 INL

The Narrows, 9 Killinakin Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co.Down, BT30 9PH,
(H: 028 9754 1666 / W: 028 9043 9393 / M: 07803 020888) Sea Fever of Cuan

Geevagh Lodge, 85 Devon Park, Salthill, Galway, (H: 091 522214 / W: 091 563131 ) Ionian

10 Lima Lawn, Magazine Road, Cork, (H: 021 454 2826 / M: 086 677 1897) Pan

43 Upper Kensington, Rochestown, Cork, (H: 021 489 2567 / M: 086 827 5678) Rezy

Fairwinds, 3 Riverview Terrace, Glenbrook, Co. Cork, (H: 021 484 1085 / W: 021 486 3275 / M: 087 238 2138) Stardancer (PO)

Huckleberry, Knocknackee Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 2620) Poppy (PO)

Anatore House, St Nessans Road, Dooradoyle, Limerick, (W: 061 227778 / M: 086 264 0479)

Shelmalier, Victoria Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 284 7724 / M: 087 236 7713) Voyager

Apt 16, BI 14, Gallery Quay, Dublin 2, (M: 086 682 3927) Voyager

Rosslyn, Tiernaleague, Carndonagh, Co. Donegal, (H: 074 937 4433 / W: 074 937 4262 / M: 086 833 3208) Bagheera

c/o James Cahill, Ellison Street, Castlebar, Co. Mayo, (H: 401 245 6400 / W: 401 351 6000) Sea Fox

Landfall, 43 Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co. Down, BT34 3RU, (H: 028 4177 2237) Starfire

26 Aghnadore Road, Broughshane, Co. Antrim, BT42 4QB, (H: 028 2563 9399 / W: 028 2586 1266) Mairi

Willow Cottage, Langley Upper Green, Saffron Walden, Essex, CB l I 4RU, (H: +44 1799 550884 / W: +44 1279 658412)

433 Kilmainham Square, Kilmainham, Dublin 8, (M: 086 805 8022)

55 Offington Park, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 0846 / W: 01 670 9200 / M: 086 826 2590) Crackerjack

18 Harbour View, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 832 2906 / M: 086 264 8251 )

237 Seapark, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 845 2003 / M: 087 255 1345) Prince of Tides (PO)

3, The Thicket, Hainault Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (H: 01 289 3565 / W: 01 289 3565 / M: 086 807 7694) Lindos

Woodley, Eaton Brae, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 282 4457) Lively Lady

Greenwood, Brighton Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (H: 01 289 3981) Jaded

7 Glencarralg, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 5636 / M: 086 262 0200) Jasmine of Shian

50 Old Court, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 7NG, (H: 028 4488 1205)

High Street House, High Street, Westport, Co. Mayo, (H: 098 25813 / M: 087 686 7559)

18 Willowfield Park, Goatstown, Dublin 14, (H: 01 298 2381)

45 Upper Leeson Street, Dublin 4, (H: 01 660 4580)

13 The Avenue, Woodville, Dunkettle, Co. Cork, (H: 021 455 6148)

14 Sutton Grove, Sutton, Dublin, (H: 01 832 5527)

The Hawthorn, 5 Balglass Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 839 0736 / W: 01 836 5872 / M: 087 0254 4397) Christina of Howth

Portacarron House, Oughterard, Co Galway, (W: 091 866689 / M: 087 248 5880) Mary Lee

Carrownamaddy, Burt, Lifford, Co. Donegal, / Marina de San Sebastian, La Gomera, Canary Islands, Spain,
(H: 074 936 8697 / Spain: +34 6 6017 2056 / M: 086 383 9324) Gwili 3

3 Ardbrack Hts, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (M: 087 913 7929) Atlantic Islander

7 Sunset Court, Ballinrea Road, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (H: 021 437 5638 / W: 021 483 1161 / M: 086 856 3095)
Breeoge, Ardmhuire Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (M: 087 249 1413)

27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 8725) Kala

Killaloe, Co. Clare, (H: 061 376908) Marula
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

+ 1991 McCormack. Paget J tAndrea)

1990 McCormack, Sean (Mary)

2009 McCutcheom Ralph M (Patricia)

+ 2005 McDonagh, Justin (Trish)
2009 McDowell, Des T (Phyllis)

2002 McElligolL Liam (Anne}
1965 McFemm, Nell V (Linda)
2003 McGettigan, Alan E (Natalie)

2003 McGlade. Paddy (Olga)

1981 McGonagle, Barbara(-)

* 1993 McHenry. Barbara (Cormact

# [980 McHenry. Cormac P(Barbara)

1986 McKean, William W (Rosemary)

# 1962 McKee, Michael (Anne)

# 1964 McKenna. David C (-)

* (2009)McLaren. Bill R [Commodore OCCI
(Jane)

+ 1988 McMahon, Brendan (-)
# 1968 McMiHan. AIastair M ( )

1975 McMullen. Colin P(Alison)
#+ 1992 Meagher, Niall (-)

#+ 1947 Mellon. MD, DE (-)

1986 Menton. James F (Margaretl

+ 1989 Metcalfe, Peter (-)

2004 Michael, Robert S (Rosel
1996 Minnis, Peter (Carolym

+ 1969 Mollard. Ribber/E (-)
1983 Monson, Roderick G (Valor(el

2001 Monson, Ross S (-!
2001 Moore, Nelson J (-)
2001 Moore, Sam (Lily)

1991 Moran. Desmond I- )

2008 Moran, Dr. Val P (Joan)

#+ 1962 Morck. Patricia C (-)

2004 Morehead, Peter (Eleanorl

* (2008)Morrison, Howard J
[Commodore CCC [ (Margarel)

* 1997 Momson, Hugh F (Sue)

1982 Morrissy. Donal (Brendal

2002 Morrow, lan RV (Helen)

+ [971 Mullins, Peter JD (-)

2004 Murphy. John (Katherine Spencer)

2009 Murphy, Olivia (Pat)

20(/9 Murphy. Pat F (Olivia)

2(/(17 Musgrave, Nick R (Jan)

2005 Musgrave, Stuart (Ave(l)

#+ 1980 Nairn, George E (Peggy)

[987 Naim, W Stuart (Janet)

# 1980 Nicholson, David (Joan)
2004 Nicholson. Eddie D (Susie)

1991 Nicholson. Joan (David)

1996 Nicholson, Max (Helen)
1987 Nixon, Georgina A(William)

1971 Nixon. Prof. James R (Katherine)

1963 Nixon, William M (Georgina)

1974 O’Boylc, Donal (Liz)

2004 O’Brien, James (-)

1990 O’Callaghan, Brendan (Majella)

2002 O’Carroll. Cormac D (Frances)

20(59 O’Carroll. Seanms ( )

+ 1971 O’Connor, Daniel (-)

1987 O’Connor, Gilbert J (Hilda)

1996 O’Connor, Patrick (Christine)

2005 O’Donnc[I, John (Dympna)

1975 O’Farrell, Michael (Anne)

+ 199(/ O’Farrell, Phillip VJ (Caitriona)

1981 O’Farrell, Vincent J (Maureen)
1968 O’Flaherty. Michael P(-I

1990 O’Flynn, Dominic (Mary)

# 1968 O’Gallagber, Malachi (Evelyn)

NAME OF YACHT

Saki

Marie Claire II

Reziki

Model Bee

Storm Boy

Whit~fire

Wolthound

Subrone

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

24 Booterstown Avenue, Blackrock. Co. Dublin. (H: 01 288 4382 / W: 01 872 5566)

15 The Avenue. Woodpark, Ballinteer, Dublin 16, (H: 01 298 4120 / M: 087 769 8556)

150 High Street, Holywood, BTI8 9HS, l H: 028 9042 8015 /W: 028 9042 5953 / M: 07876 353339)

Art(gall(van, Headford, Killarney. Co. Kerry, (H: (164 50468 / M: (586 832 8050)
15 Deanfield, Bangor, BTI9 6NX./H: 028 9146 1263 / M: 0781)2 387474)

6 Monaskchm Clonlara, Co. Clare. (H: (561 354194 /W: (561 316833 / M: 087 231 10371

65 Marlborough Park S, Belfasl. BT9 6HS, (H: 028 9066 7208 / W: 028 9027 21151

Ard Sonas House, Torca Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 8321 /W: 01 421 8339/M: (187 922 6842)

Ballinvouhig, Waterfall. Near Cork, Co. Cork. (H: 021 488 5286 / M: 086 240 4903)

Carrigoona. Ceanchor Road, Baily, Co. Dublin.. (H: 01 832 2823)

8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14, (H: 01 288 4733)

8 Heidelberg, Ardilea. Dublin 14, (H: 01 288 4733 / M: 086 853 (59(57)                                                      Island Lift"

27 Fotheringay Road, Glasgow, G41 4NL (W: +44 141 423 6370) Siolta

6 Godfrey Gate, 59 Groomsport Road, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5ND, (H: 028 9147 2692 / M: 07972 537134) Carragheen

G 102 Marina Bay Homes, Atlantic Drive, Asiaworld City, Paranaque. Manila I703, Philippines.
IH:+6328798166/W:+632890 1091)

Rowmore Cottage, Garelochhead. Argyll and B ute, G84 0EH, (H: 01436 810943~

Moyartm North Circular Road, Limerick, (H: 061 453934) Salar

Treborth, Corrbridge. Howth. Co. Dublin. (H: 01 832 4(/42)

Den-ada, Newport. Co. Mayo. (H: 098 42711 / M: 086 835 4732)

(;leann na Greine, Naas. Co. Kildare, (H: 045 897728)

Glaslaken, Bunclody, Co. Wexford, (H: I)54 76103)

Tuskarville. BalIylucas. Ballynmrn. Co. Wexford. (H: 053 913 8965 /W: 053 913 8965 / M: (187 276 5821) Caranja

Harrysgarden, V. Virestad 231 91, Tre[leborg, Sweden
Everest. Grove Road. Malahide, Co. Duhlin, (H: 01 845 (/280 / W: 01 855 6000 / M: 087 24(5 1227) Mystique qfMalahide

4 Warren Lane. Donaghadec. Co. Down, BT21 OWL, (H: 028 9188 2577 /W: (128 9181 8853 / M: 07802 162255) Blue Echo

27 Sion Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 285 43171

14b Burr Point, Sandylands. Ballyhalberl, Newtownards, Co. Down. BT22 1BT, (H: 028 4275 7593 / M: 07812 341686) Familyis Pride

14b Burr Point. Sandylands, Ballyhalbert, Newtownards. Co. Down, BT22 I BT. (H: 028 4275 7593 / M: 07841 425875)

8 Shearwater, Pier Road. Kinsale, Co. Cork. (M: 087 904 5453)

5 The Rookery, Killinchy. Newtownards. Co. Down. BT23 6SY. (H: 028 9754 2433)

Stephen House. Stephen Street. S ligo. (H: 071 914 2886/M: 087 26(i)4489)

Temple Hill, Carrigrohane, Cork, (H: 021 487 4970 / M: 087 254 8942) Sattwa

Lowertown. Schull, Co. Cork

2 Glandore Villa. Blackmck, Cork, (H: 021 435 9989 / M: 086 267 C)834) Giggles

Westering, Rhu Road Higher, Helensburgb, G84 8JZ,/H: +44 1436 676414)

Ambleburn. Broom Road, Newton Mearns. Glasgow. G77 5DN. (H: +44 1416 393639 / M: (17766 760798)                     Quaila

Fuchsia. Aspen Lane. Ballyvaughan, Co. Clare, (H: (565 707 7981 / M: 087 255 7615) Rebound (PO)/Now What (PO)
Gortflugh, Rathmullan. Co. Donegal. and 2 Victoria Mill, Bangor. Co. Down, BT20 5ES.

(H: 074 915 8882 / M: t17802 912701 ) Genesis (~fDrumbuoy (PO)

1625 S.E. 10th Avenue, Apt 710, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33316. USA. (H: + I 954 695 7509 / W: + I 954 462 6945)

4 Prospect Villas. Rushbrooke, Cobb. Co. Cork, (H: 021 481 3797 / M: 086 805 7770)

46 Dublin Road. Sutton. Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 2312 / W: 01 832 2312 / M: 087 253 1341) AMebaran (PO)

46 Dublin Road. Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: (11 832 2312/W: 0I 832 2312 / M: 087 253 13 41) AMebaran (PO)

The Cottage. French Furze, Carrigalinc, Co. Cork, (H: 021 437 3119 / M: 086 820 9941 )

Ferndale, Rafti:cn. Monkstov, n. Co. Cork. (H: 021 437 1640 / M: 087 255 0(-)29) Til(vgreig

3 St Helen’s North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 8765)

The Penthouse, Point Road, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: (121 483 1859) Maximum (PO)

Diamond Lodge. Monkstnwn, Co. Cork, ( H: 021 484 2160 / M: 086 809 4200) Moll(hawk i~ Shadow (PO)

Cuan D’Or. Harbour View, Kilbrittain. Co. Cork, (H: 023 49807 / W: 021 427 3(X50 / M: 087 251 5062) Moll(hawk’s Shadow (PO)

Diamond Lodge, Monkslown, Co. Cork, (H: 02[ 484 2160)

Seabank. Dunmore East. Co. Waterford, (H: 051 383207 / W: 058 41206)
[4 Evora Park, Howth. Co. Dublin. (H: 01 832 3929) Capriole (PO)

48 Ballydom Road, Killinchy, Newtownards. Co. Down, BT23 6QB,
(H: 028 9754 3336 / W: (128 9754 3336 / M: (/781 I 397546) Faughan (PO)

14 Evora Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (H: 0I 832 3929) Capriole (PO)

83 Brightwater. Crosshaven. Co. Cork. (H: 021 483 1028 /W: 021 483 2422)

Woodview Cottage, Passage West, Co. Cork. (H: 021 484 1491 / M: 086 255 5112) Imagine

Cashelbeg, Laurel Walk, Bandon, Co. Cork, (H: 023 43077 / M: 087 774 0305)

Duncan, Hollymount, Lee Road, Cork, (H: 021 430 0189/W: (121 428 4276) Phoenix

71 St Fintan’s Crescent, Sutton, Co. Dublin. (H: 0l 832 6614 / M: 087 248 787(/) Leda

The Pines. Westminster Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (H: (11 285 8012 / W: 0i 676 4661 ) Leprechaun

~6 Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 6PT, (H: 028 9754 1345 / M: 07710 030398) Freycinet

Hill Road, Whitegate, Co. Cork. (M: 087 220 6370) Pegasus

29 Sea Road. Galway, (H: 091 584255 / M: 087 255 2893) Aoi[’e (PO)

Moorcroft. Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co. Down. BT34 3RU, (H: 028 4177 26201 Cuchulain

15 Drumreagh Road, Rostrevor, Newry, Co. Down, BT34 3DS, (H: 028 4173 9830)

The Weavers. Schull, Co. Cork, (H: 028 28253 / M: (587 248 4683)                                 Shanagan/Sunflower ~fSt Mawes

Lc Fainel. Lc Vallon. St Martin’s. Guernsey. GY4 6DQ, (H: +44 1481 23765(5 / W: 01 660 5011 / M: 07781 115 325) Cuilaun (P01

Jnumeys End, The Cove. Bah(more, Co. Cork. (H: 028 20227 / M: 086 255 92(/6) Marvdom

12 Cypress Lawn, Templeogue, Dublin 6W, (H: 01 49(15800 / M: 087 258 1368) Aoibhne (PO)

Rapparee XXX
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

2003 O’Gorman, Kyran (Trich)

1969 O’Hanlon, Andrew (-)

1994 O’Keeffe, Mary (-)

1991 O’Kelly, Brian C (-)

1990 O’Leary, Archie (Violet)

2005 O’Loughlin, Shane G (Vanessa)

1991 O’Mahony, Bill (Brenda)
1996 O’Mahony, Patrick J (Clare)

1981 O’Morchoe, David NC
((Madam) Margaret)

1979 O’Rahilly, Dr. Michael (Frances)

2001 O’Riain, Gearoid (-)

2004 O’Riordan, Jeffrey (Sally)

2009 O’Sullivan, Brian (Frances Clifford)
1984 O’Sullivan, Patrick JF (Phyllis)

1986 O’Tierney, Dr. Donal (Win)

1996 O’Toole, Dr. Ray (Valerie)

# 1970

1974

#+ 1949

# 1969
2008

1987

#+ 1969

1983

1987

2002

2004

1990

#+ 1966
2003

2006

2009

1986
2006

# 1977

2006
1979

+ 1989

1985

1989

2001
1983

2004

1997

!# 1967

1994 Rooney, John W (Penny)

+ 1995 Rountree, Alan H (Angela)

1973 Ryan, David F (-)

2006 Ryan, Patrick (-)
+ 1984 Ryan, Paul J (-)

+ 1988 Ryan, Peter (Margaret)

+ 1985 Sadlier, Frank A (Marion)
1996 Sargent, Gerard M (Barbara)

2004 Scanlon, Bryan (-)

2006 Scott, Clive B (Elisabeth)
#+ 1965 Selig, Ivan I (Daphne)

# 1974 Sharp, Ronald L(Sheila-May)
1998 Sheehy, Edward J (Eileen)

#+ 1968 Shell, Leonard (Hazel)

+ 1988 Shell Jnr.,Leonard (-)

#+ 1957 Sheppard, RN Retd, Lt Cdr. Thomas
(Judith)

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER

85 Westbrook, Knocknacarra, Galway, (H: 091 590133 / M: 087 256 9381 )

8 St. James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (H: 01 269 8117)

12 Castlepoint Court, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483300 / M: 086 233 4805)

Grange. Co. Sligo, (H: 071 916 3197)
Strand Lodge, Currabinny. Co. Cork. (H: 021 437 8526/W: 021 427 7567)

The Old Post Oft’ice, Kilmacanogue, Co. Wicklow, (H: 01 282 8402 / W: 087 267 7953 / M: 087 267 7953)

6 Castlerock, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (H: 021 437 2588 / W: 02l 427 0365 / M: 086 268 4778)
Willowhill, 15 Ballyfouloo, Monkstowm Co. Cork, (H: 021 484 2387 / M: 087 264 6918)

Oulartleigh House, Tara Hill, Gorey, Co. Wexford, (H: 053 942 1803)

31 Dundela Avenue, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 214 0679)

301 Olcovar. ShankiI1, Co. Dublin, (M: 086 649 3719)

Owenmore, Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (H: 021 437 8531 / M: +44 7977 4588021
Coastguard Station, Fenit, Co. Kerry, (W: 066 712 4524 / M: 087 260 0066)

15, The Anchorage, Tralee Marina, Tralee, Co. Kerry, (H: 066 712 1434 / W: 066 712 1522 / M: 087 238 8412)

41 Seaview, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, BT34 3NJ, (H: 028 4177 3630)

Corcullen, Galway, (H: 091 555168 / W: 091 524222 / M: 087 798 6891 )

On’, VRD* DL FRIN, Arthur SP (Jane) Evergreen. 11 Old Holywood Road, Belfast, BT4 2HJ, (H: 028 9076 3601 )

Osborne, James R (-) 30 Mount Pleasant Sq, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, (W: I)1 649 2000 / M: 086 255 5158)

Osterberg, Paul (-) The Old Manse, Hillsborough, Co. Down, BT26 6HW. (H: 028 9268 2226)

Park, Dr. David S (Hilary) Yew Cottage. 34a Carrowdore Road, Greyabbey, Newtownards, BT22 2LX, (H: 028 4278 8625)

Park, Dr. Michael D (Liz) 6 Finlays Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 8SW, (H: 028 9181 0112 / W: 028 9181 3288 / M: 07595 392610)

Park, Jonathan S (Deborah) The Ivies, 41 Station Road, Holywood, Co. Down, BTI8 0BP, (H: 028 9042 1938)

Payne, J Somers (Eithne) 4 Camden Terrace, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 1128)

Pearson, Alan John (Claire) 35 Offington Park, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 4856 / M: 086 813 1990)

Petch, John A (Libb) Seaview Farm, Kilbrittain, Co. Cork, (H: 023 49610)

Phelan, Joe (Trish) 33 Strand Road, Baldoyle, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 3876 /W: 01 832 3876 / M: 086 812 3460)

Powell, Jim (Fifi) Chetwynd, Myrtleville, Crosshaven, Co. Cork. (H: 021 483 1265 / M: 087 218 7720)

Prendeville, Nell J (Felicity) 73 Clevedon, Lower Kihnoney Road, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (H: 021 437 5219 / M: 087 283 7639)

Pritchard, Maura GM (-) The Coach House, 36 Craigdarragh Road, Helen’s Bay, Bangor. Co. Down. BTI9 1UA, (H: 028 9185 2237)

Quinlan, Fergus (Kay) Doneen, Bun.in, Co. Clare, (H: 065 707 8929 / M: 087 989 3203)

Quinlan, Vera (Peter Owens) Mountscribe, Kinvara, Co. Galway, (H: 091 638813 / W: 091 638 813 / M: 087 681 5189)

Quinn, Charles J (Bridgette Brew) 15 The Parklands, Clarinbridge, Co. Galway, (H: 091 777015 / M: 087 231 6735)

Ralston, George LD (Lynne) Island Cottage, Reagh Island, Comber. Newtownards, Co. Down, BT23 6EN, (H: 028 9754 1431)

Ranalow, Frank (Yvonne) The Old School House, Gortglass Lake, Cranny, Kilrush, Co. Clare, (H: 065 683 2334 / M: 087 417 6244)

Rea, Bill (Eithne) 7 Verona, Queen’s Park, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 7987 / W: 087 224 5435 / M: 087 224 5435)

Rea, Eddie JF (Brenda) 31 Hans Sloane Square, Killyleagh, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 9GA, (H: 028 4482 8364 / M: 07802 715158)

Revill, Reginald G (-) 11 Burrow Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 5544)

Richardson, Cecil (Lily) 52 Avoodale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 3800)

Riordan, S William (-) 3 Can.ickmines Dale, Carrickmines Wood, Brennanstown Road, Dublin 18. (H: 01 289 1252)

Roberts, Grattan d’Esterre (Mairead) Riverwood, Currabinny, Co Cork., (H: 021 437 8383 / W: 021 437 4444 / M: 087 202 6802)

Robertson, Alan (Joyce) 22 Dumyat Drive, Falkirk, Scotland, FK1 5PD, (H: +44 1324 624430)

Rogerson, Fred J (Janet) 113 Lakelands Close, Stillorgan, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 288 6437 / W: 01 663 0893 / M: 087 246 4721)

Rohan, John (Mail Ros na Laoi, Richmond Wood, Glanmire, Co, Cork, (H: 021 482 2588 / M: 087 246 0685)

Ronaldson, Evie (Peter) 1 Ranfurly Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3SN, (H: 028 9147 4131 / M: 07905 928981)

Ronaldson, Peter [Commodore] (Evie) 1 Ranfurly Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3SN, (H: 028 9147 4131 / M: 07906 812684)
28 Park Drive, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, (H: 01 497 7004 /W: 01 676 6167 / M: 086 8399 353)

Ballylusk, Ashford, Co. Wicklow, (H: 0404 40156 / W: 0404 40156)

PO Box 11082. Manama, Bahrain.

7 Bar na Carraige, Fort Lorenzo, Galway, (W: 091 742485 / M: 087 249 8307)

17 Arkendale Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 235 0546 / M: 087 631 8624)
44 Banbridge Road, Warlngstown. Craigavon, Co. Armagh, BT66 7QD, (H: 028 3888 1418)

19 Quay Road, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 7LL, (H: 028 4488 1830)

49 Strand Road, Baldoyle, Dublin 13, (H: 01 832 5392 / M: 086 399 0004)

Whitehall, Parteen, Limerick, (H: 061 327328 / M: 087 259 5666)

I 1 Hillhead Drive, Falkirk, FK1 5NG, (H: +44 1324 622481 / W: +44 1324 637654)
2 Langham Mount, East Downs Road, Bowden. Altrincham, WAI4 3NL

Ardbeg, Craigmillar Avenue, Milngavie, Glasgow, G62 8AU, (H: 0141 956 1984/W: 0141 956 1984)

Ilton, Magazine Road, Cork, (H: 02l 454 1816)
Portlet, 24 Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 7838 / M: 086 337 6590)

Copse Cottage, Ballyhad, Rathdrum, Co. Wick.low, (H: 0404 43896 ! M: 086 337 6590)

Derrybawn, Military Road, Ballybrack, Co, Dublin, (H: 01 239 0153)

* (2008)Sherbrooke, Ross E
[Commodore CCA] (Kathleen)

1995 Sheridan, Gerry A (Terry)

1985 Siggins, Brian (-)

#+ 1969 Simms, Robin JA (Nan)

1973 Sisk, Hal(-)

+ 1977 Slater, Ronnie (Denise)

1986 Slevin, Jim (-)
1968 Smullen, Brian P (-)

# 1961 Smullen, John (Cas) D (Helen)

50 Congress Street. Room 700, Boston, MA 02109, USA, (H: +1 781 326 4543 / W: +1 617 720 4088)

Swiss Cottage, Newtown, Waterford, (H: 051 870847 / W: 051 334700 / M: 086 255 8813)

Bunalun House, Bunalun, Skebbereen, Co. Cork, (H: 028 22465 / M: 087 258 5010)

80 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HX, (H: 028 9147 3563)
3 Charlemont Avenue, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (M: 086 256 1077)

39 Sheridan Drive, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down, BTI9 ILB, (H: 028 9185 2373)

Arenal, The Mall, Ballyshannon, Co. Donegal, (H: 072 51379 / W: 072 51177)
21 Seabank Court, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 7350 / W: 01 660 5011 / M: 07780 705071 )

I l Connolly Square, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (H: 01 286 2679 / W: 01 286 2679 / M: 087 245 2044)

NAME OF YACHT

Hurklow

Tux

Irish Mist

Birmayne
Julia B

CTarabelle

Elgin

Adrigole

Navillus

Samphire

Aoi[’O ( PO)

Southerly (PO)

Alys

Cruiskeen

Trick or Treat

Seadrifter

Lydia
Blue Oyster

Mary P

Blue Lady

Pvlades (PO)

Quinta Essentia
Insouciance

Shady Maid

Elysium

Catre

Splashdance

Jomora

Fastnet Dancer

Volare

Seascape of Down ( PO )

Seascape of Down (PO)

Tallulah

Ibaraki (PO)

Nicu
Nisha

Pip (PO)
Confitsion

Paloma

Ultimate

Gay Gannet (PO)
Gay Gannet (PO)

Greylag of Arklow (PO)

Dulcinea

Playtime

Maria H

Peggy Bawn /Molly Bdn

Cuilaun (PO)
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

1987 Smullen, Johnny A (Theresa)
1979 Smyth, Frank G (Muriel)

1983 Smyth, N Louis 1-)
2002 Stay(h, OBE. Douglas D (Lillian)

1980 Somerville, R Andrew (Sue)

1989 Somerville, Sue MG (Andrew)

1991 Spence, Stuart A (-1

1991 Stevenson, Dr. lau J
(Frances McArthurt

Stevenson, John C ( )

Stevenson, John A IClodagh)

Stevenson, Rosie (-)

Stewart, AIan C (June)
Stewart. Robert W (Bairhre)

Stillman. Prof. Chris J (Helen)
Stokes, Adrian (Deirdre)

Stokes, M andy (Patrick)

Sullivan, Richard A (-1

Sutton, Ivan (Mary)

Taggart. John 1 (Gall)

Taggart. Sandy AG (Christine)

Taplim David MR (-)

Taylor, Gmgg (Helen)

Taylor, Paul (Sue)

+ 1984

#+ 1964

25)9

# 1959
25)9

1985

1990

1997

1992

21108

+ 1999

* 1971/

1986

20113

2009
2001/

+ 19611

1989

1993

1985

2(10(I

# 1980

2005
1971

+ 1992

# 1968

1978
# I979

1992

+ 1990

# 1968

1985

1993

#+ 1966

# 1962
1986

2(X17

1975

1985

1979

1991

+ 1988

! 1999

+ 1974

1972

21101

1984

#+ 1968
1984

#+ 1959

+ 1978

1974

2006

1987

1991)

+ 1999

1996

2003

# 1971

ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER NAME OF YACHT

2955 McCall Street #102, San Diego, California 92106. USA. (H: +l 619 758 9 I98 / W: +1 619 232 8937 / M: +1 619 507 3422) Altair

30 Portaferry Road, Greyabhey, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT22 2RX, (H: 028 4278 8214 / M: 07974 643621) Katrilli of Dover (PO)

Ardkeen, Castletroy, Co. Limerick, (H: 061 337756) Flight of Fantasy

20ldstone Close, Greenisland, Carricktergus, Co. Antnm. BT38 8YG,
(H: 028 91185 4557 / W: 028 91141/0999 / M: 07715 174420) Keirah

Sallys Bridge House, Sraghmore, Roundwood, Co. Wicklow

Sallys Bridge House, Sraghmore, Roundwood, Co. Wicklow, (H: 01 281 8253 / W: 0l 896 2733)

169 Church Road, Holywood, Co. Down, BTI 8 9RN, (H: 028 9042 6922 / W: 028 9056 2159 / M: 07802 830583) Madcap

55 Churchtown Road, Ballyculter, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 7AZ, (H: 028 4488 1798 / M: 07801 628909) Raptor

Ardmore, I Seaforth Road, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HV. (H: 1128 9147 2779)

22 Baring Road. Beaconsfield, Bucks, HP9 2NE

51 Ward Avenue, Bangor, BT20 5HX, (H: 028 9145 3158)

Cul na Mara, 9 Meadow Bank, Moffat. Dumfries & Galloway. DGI0 9LR. (H: +44 1683 220814 /W: +44 1683 220814)

7 Clifton Terrace, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 230 0281 / W: 01 450 9969 / M: 087 248 7499) ~zra

3 Thomastown Road, Dun Laoghairc, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 285 21184 / W: 01 677 2941 / M: 087 242 9141)
Summer Lodge, Wellington Road, Cork, (H: 1121 4511 2464 / W: 021 427 7622 / M: 086 2398711 or +34 650 683 5118) Dora Perigmm

Summerville, Summerville North, Cork, (H: 021 4511 4551 / W: 1121 427 7622 / M: 086 657 9393) Clipper

Eglantine, Crab Lane. Blackrock Road, Cork, (H: 021 429 2734) Running Wild (PO)

Marine Lodge, Kihnore Quay, Co. Wexford, (H: 053 912 9515 / M: 087 256 1178) Muscadet (PO)

18 Quarry Road, Comber. Newtownards, Co, Down. BT23 5NE (H: 028 9754 2777) Pascal

8 Whistlefield Court, Bearsden. Glasgow, G61 IPX, (H: +44 141 942 0615 / W: +44 141 248 7158)

Coliemore House, Down Thomas, Plymouth, PL9 0BQ. (H: +44 1752 863208) Free Spirit

Ballymacormick House. Ballymacormick Road. Bangor, Co. Down. BTI 9 6AB. (H: 028 9146 7955 / M: 07850 598223) Blue Squirrel (PO)

Dromerin. Listowel. Co. Kerry, (H: 068 21747 / W: 068 21044 / M: 087 239 9705) Sea Psalm

Thomhill, Christopher JH (Valentine)
Tierney, John (Sally)

Titterington, lan H (Valerie)

Travers, Brendan (Evelyn)

Traynor, Frank (-/

Tucker, David E (Me(a)

Turvey. Des E (Margaret)

Tyaransen. Olaf (Margaret)

Tyrrell, Aidan T (-1
Villiers-Stuart, Gary I-)

Virden, Jonathan (Joy)

Waldron. Dr. Oliver C (Margo)

Walsh, Anthony (Aideen)

Walsh. Donal (Mary)

Walsh, Enda (William)

Walsh, William (Enda)

Waters, Capt. L Roy (Susanne)

Watson. Barbara N (-)

Watson, Patricia (-1

Watson, Richard R (Pat)

Webb, Michael J (Ruth)

Weston, Tony (Gina)
Wheeler, Ed M (Jan)

Whelan, Geoffrey F (Valefie)

Whelehan. Harold (Liz)

Whitaker, D Mark (Liz)

Whitaker, David J (Valerie)

White, Derek F (Vivienne)

White, John N (Sarah)

Whitehead. David
[Vice Commodorel (Mane)

Whitehead, Duncan (Kerry)

Williams, J David lEna)

Williams. W Peter (Anne)
Winkehnann, Franz C (Carmel)

Wolfe. Jack M (-)

Woll), John W (-)
Wolfe, Peter C (Jill)

Wollen, Nigel J [Commodore RCC[
(Bindy)

Wood, Michael (-)

Wood, Trevor RC (Angela)

Woodward, Joe B (Mary)

Woodward. Mary (Joe)

Woulfe-Ftanagan, Ann (-)

Wright, Nick (Marwyn)

Wylie, lan E (Margaret Haddow)

16 Battle Road, London, W I 1 IRE (H: +44 20 7299 8637 / M: +44 7715 240276)
Aisling. Knapton Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 280 4391 / W: 01 676 7998)

12 Marino Park, Cuhra, Holywood, Co. Down, BT18 OAN, (H: 028 94142 2280)

14 Castle Lawn. Tulla Road, Ennis. Co. Clare, (H: 065 682 2440 / M: 087 235 19761

34 Rathdown Park, Terenure. Dublin 6W

Coonlocken House. Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (H: 021 477 2468 / W: 1121 470 2122 / M: 087 259 3647)

2 Abbey Terrace, Cuan na Mara, Abbey Street, How(h. Co. Dublin. (H: 01 832 4241 / W: 01 676 3914)

Lacklea, Bama, Co. Galway, IH: 091 592388 / W: 091 566568)

Adelaide Cottage. Adelaide Place, Gardiners Hill, Cork. (H: 021 450 8419)
Bumlaw. Whitfield, Hexham. NE47 8HF, (H: +44 1434 345349 / W: +44 1434 632692)

The Court Lodge, High Street, Yalding, Maidstone, Kent, MEI8 6HX, (H: +44 1622 814509)

Luibeen. Colla Road, Schull, Co. Cork, (H: 028 28814)

Red Island. Skerries. Co. Dublin, (H: 01 849 0113 / M: 086 826 6406)

Meadowlands. Abbeyside, Dungarvan, Co. Watefford, (H: 058 44074)
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 14831

Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (H: 021 483 1483 / W: 021 450 2358)

15 Ballymullan Road, Crawlbrdsbum. Bangor. Co. Down, BTI9 IJG, (H: 028 9185 3249/M: I17712 775250)

6860 Gulfporl Bird S. #750, South Pasadena, FI 337117. USA, (H: +1 727 345 3933 / M: +1 727 667 0395)

29 Balkill Road. Howth. Co. Dublin.. (H: 01 832 2472)

Barra. Balkill Road. Howth. Dublin 13. (H: 0I 832 2472 / W: 01 832 2472 / M: 087 233 48911
11 The Moorings, Athh)ne. Co. Westmeath, (H: 090 647 7705)

113 Millisle Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down. BT21 0LA, (H: 028 9188 8711 / M: 07734 0635351

Sai See (PO)

Seoidin

Intrigue

Solitaire

Winefreda of Greenisland

Twayblade

Crackers
Bluebell

Lady Kate

Carrigdoun

Sundowner of Beaulieu

lona

Urs’ula

Moondrifier

Mandolin Wind
2 Holme Court, Ballyholme, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5LQ. (H: 028 9147 4106 / M: 086 256 3072 or 07935 957300) Witchcrat? of Howth

Evolution II (PO)

Sea Dancer

Waffarer (PO )

Wayfarer ( PO )

Ballyclaire

Joyster

The Stables, Nashville Road, Howth, Co. Dublin,/H: 01 832 3536 / W: 01 677 7532)

Treetops, Claremont Road, Howth, Co. Dnbtin, (H: 01 832 41391

Orchard House, Douglas Road, Cork, (H: 021 436 2773 / W: 021 428 1143 / M: 086 813 8612)

Ashkirk, Douglas Road, Cork, (H: 1)21 429 2542/W: 021 428 I I(X))

The Mallard, 4 Audleystown Road, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 7LP,
(H: 028 4488 1331 / W: 028 4488 1323 / M: 07831 332273)

3 Marlborough Road. Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 8364)

Glebe, Kinvara, Co. Galway, (H: (/91 638195 /W: 09I 638211 / M: 087 240 9808)

7 Constitution Place. Edinburgh. EH6 7DL, (H: +44 ( 131 ) 553 2907 / M: +44 (7980) 613 758)

24 Middle Road, Saintfield. Ballynahinch. Co. Down, BT24 7LR (H: 1128 9751 9060 / W: 028 9070 6611 / M: 07763 777502) Reiver (PO)

The Whins, 25 Ballykeigle Road, Comber. Newtownards. Co. Down. BT23 5SD, (H: 028 9752 8360) Reiver (PO)

8 Holmston Avenue. Glengcary, Co. Dublin. (H: 01 280 1212 / M: 086 814 4788)

3A Dunbo Hill, Howth. Co. Dublin.. (H: 01 839 41541

Reena Dhuna, Church Cross. Skibbereen. Co. Cork, (M: 087 255 8739) Kylie

lnglewood, 26 Gilford Road, Sandymount. Dublin 4, (H: 01 269 4316 / M: 086 258 31001

St Annes, Higher Woodfield Road. Torquay, Devon, TQ 1 2LE, (H: +44 1803 293047) Wish Hound H

Captain 0 ’Brien

Mis~

Moshulu lIl (PO)

Moshulu II1 (PO)

Beowulf (PO)
Talisker

Castleview, Fenit, Co. Kerry, (W: 087 224 7776 / M: 087 224 77761

Rostynan. I Haddington Lawn, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 0471 / M: 087 226 17371

Chartwell, Douglas Road, Cork, (H: 021 429 1215 / W: 021 427 3327 / M: 087 243 2120, / +34 63 723 9744)

Chartwell, Douglas Road. Cork, (H: 021 429 12151

60 Silchester Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (H: 01 280 3979 / M: 1186 264 6231 )

I I Brackenrig Crescent, Waterloot, Glasgow, G76 0HF, (H: +44 141 644 4253)

Flat I, 2 Clanbrassil Terrace, Holywood, Co. Down, BT18 OAR (H: 028 9042 1515 / M: 07715 172059)
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THE CHALLENGE CUP AWARDS
Every year the Flag Officers appoint an Adjudicator to award the Challenge Cup Awards.

The following are the Challenge Cup Awards:

THE FAULKNER CUP

THE CLUB’S PREMIER AWARD - ....."-’i/!~

THE PERRY GREER BOWL

FOR THE BEST FIRST ICC LOG

THE STRANGFORD CUP

FOR AN ALTERNATIVE BEST CRUISE

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY

FOR THE BEST OPEN SEA PASSAGE

WITH PORT TO PORT AT LEAST
1,000 MILES

THE FORTNIGHT CUP

FOR THE BEST CRUISE UNDERTAKEN

IN A MAXIMUM OF 16 DAYS

THE GLENGARRIFF TROPHY

FOR THE BEST CRUISE
IN IRISH WATERS

THE JOHN B KEARNEY CUP

FOR AN OUTSTANDING CONTRIBUTION
TO IRISH SAILING

THE WRIGHT SALVER

AWARDED BY THE

NORTHERN COMMITTEE

THE ROUND IRELAND

NAVIGATION CUP

FOR THE BEST CIRCUMNAVIGATION
WITH SPECIAL EMPHASIS ON
NAVIGATIONAL AND PILOTAGE CONTENT

THE WATERFORD HARBOUR

CUP

AWARDED BY THE

SOUTHERN COMMITTEE

THE FINGAL CUP

AWARDED ENTIRELY AT THE
ADJUDICATOR’S OWN DISCRETION

FOR THE LOG WHICH APPEALED
TO HIM MOST

THE ROCKABILL TROPHY

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

THE WYBRANTS CUP

FOR THE BEST CRUISE IN
SCOTTISH WATERS

I,

THE DONEGAN MEMORIAL

CUP

AWARDED BY THE
EASTERN COMMITTEE

L :7-

.J:’

THE ARAN ISLANDS TROPHY

AWARDED BY THE
WESTERN COMMITTEE

THE GULL SALVER

FOR THE HIGHEST PLACED IRISH YACHT

IN THE RORC FASTNET RACE

THE WILD GOOSE CUP

AT THE ADJUDICATOR’S DISCRETION
FOR A LOG OF LITERARY MERIT

THE FASTNET AWARD

FOR AN OUTSTANDING ACHIEVEMENT
SAILING BY A PERSON OR PERSONS
FROM ANYWHERE IN THE WORLD

THE MARIE TROPHY

FOR THE BEST CRUISE FOR A
YACHT UNDER 30’ LOA

BEST DUNN’S DITTY

WILL BE AWARDED

THE DUNN’S DITTY SALVER




