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Honorary Secretary’s Report
Club activities commenced on 13 January  at the Election Committee meeting which took place in the National Yacht Club. 
Twenty three new members, whose names are listed below were elected for 2017. The process of electing new members has 
received great attention from the committee and a sub-committee was established to review the existing guidelines for the 
proposal of new members and ensure that the election process is more transparent and better understood by all. The new 
guidelines were published in the Autumn Newsletter and are also on the Club Website.

The Annual General Meeting was held on 17 February  in the Royal St George Yacht Club with 98 members in attendance. After 
three years at the helm, Peter Killen presented the newly elected Commodore Stanton Adair with his Commodore’s burgee. 
Tom Fitzpatrick was elected Rear Commodore East and 6 new committee members were also elected.

Vice Commodore Peter Fernie and the Western Committee organised the Annual Dinner in the Knockranny House Hotel in 
Westport. The dinner was attended by 257 members and friends who were entertained afterwards by an insightful and witty 
history of the ICC delivered by Winkie Nixon in his inimitable fashion. It was also very encouraging to see that 17 out of the 
23 members who were elected in January attended the new member’s cocktail reception. The weather for the weekend was 
glorious and over 80 members enjoyed a trip to Clare Island, others cycled from Achill to Westport, while a few managed to 
climb Croagh Patrick.

The major event for 2017 was undoubtedly the Rally in the Ria Baxis of Galicia, which was the largest ICC rally outside of Ireland. 
Some 60 ICC boats and 290 members and guests travelled from all over Europe to join the event. Peter Haden and his team 
worked tirelessly to ensure that the event ran smoothly and members and guests had a very enjoyable time. Ed Wheeler has 
written a full account of the rally which features in this Annual.

To reflect the increasing popularity of Galicia as a cruising ground for ICC members, two Honorary Port Officers were appointed 
for the area. Mr Anton Pellegjero was appointed for La Coruna and surrounding areas and Carmela Nunez Campos for the 
Portosin area. Their contact details may be found on the website.

Closer to home, the joint East and North Region Rally in Carlingford at the end of May proved to be very popular and over 100 
members and guests attended an excellent Indian meal at the marina restaurant.

Unfortunately, unfavourable weather put a stop to the planned Autumn Rallies, although a small flotilla of boats (and a few 
cars) managed to salvage the weekend and Malahide was chosen as a contingency destination. Despite very short notice we 
were made feel very welcome and enjoyed an excellent meal in the Grand Hotel.

Wishing all members ‘Seasons Greetings’ and a great 2018.                     Alan Markey
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New members elected January 2017
Damian Cashin, Paul Conway, Vincent Guenebaut, W. Darryl Hughes, Louis Keating, Rob T. Kyle, David J Mc Carter,
T.Paul Mc Carthy, Robin A Mc Kelvey, Barry MacNeaney, Ailbe Millerick, Paraic O Maolriada, Jim J O Meara, John O Rahilly,
Liam O Rourke, David O Sullivan, James o Sullivan, Brian Quinn, Larry Quin , Myra Reid, Duncan Sclare, Philip Watson.

Officers and Committee, 2017-2018

Commodore: Stanton Adair( North) 1st year

Vice Commodore: Peter Fernie (West)  2nd year

Rear Commodore: Tom Fitzpatrick (East) 1st year

Rear Commodore: Richard Cudmore (South)  2nd year

Hon. Treasurer: Robert Barker   5th year 

Hon. Secretary: Alan Markey  3rd year

Non-Committee Roles

Editor Sailing Directions: Norman Kean Club Accessories: Trish Phelan

Editor Newsletter,retiring: Peter Fernie

Editor Newsletter,incoming: Alex Blackwell Club Trophies:Ann Woulfe-Flanagan

Editor Annual: Máire Breathnach Distribution of Annual: Stanton Adair

Treasurer- Subscriptions: Tony Weston Archives: Barbara McHenry

Hon. Admissions Officer: Dick Lovegrove

North South East West

Maeve Bell (1st)  Bruce Fennell (3rd) Seán Fergus (1st) John Banim ( 2nd)

Oliver Lynas (1st) Tom Kirby (5th) Gráinne Fitzgerald (3rd) David Beattie (3rd)

Peter Mullan (3rd) Lonan Lardner (3rd) Robert Michael (3rd) Ray O Toole (1st)

Derek F White (1st) Anne Lyons (1st) Dick Lovegrove (7th)

Membership Changes 2017

Deceased members in 2017
Joe Kilkenny, Dr Otto Glaser, James O Sullivan, Hugh P Kennedy, John Fisher, John D ( Cas) Smullen, James R Osborne, Darty 
Glover,Professor Jeffrey O Riordan, Patrick O Sullivan, John Stevenson, Liam Cassidy. David Whitehead.

Ex Officio: 
John Clementson ( Web Editor), Ed Wheeler, (Chairman irish cruising Club Publications Ltd)
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Challenge Cup Awards

 ‘I’ll take that as a yes’ was the cry from the Commodore as his yacht sailed off from his 
marina berth in the Monte Real Club de Yates Baiona in the general direction of Vigo. 
On my return to Ireland it appeared that in a moment of weakness the previous evening 
(read Albirino) that I had apparently agreed to adjudicate the ICC logs for 2017.

Of course I was honoured to be asked but when the 30 odd logs were Dropboxed into 
my cloud by Máire Breathnach last month I suddenly realised the enormity of the task. 
With some trepidation I re-read the preambles by previous adjudicators only to discover 
that there are no hard and fast rules, or indeed any guidelines for making the awards. I 
eventually settled on the sound approach made by Hillary Keating in 2015, and tried to 
immerse myself in the cruise and imagine myself on board the yacht and experience the 
story from the inside as the skipper, one of the crew or indeed a fly in the bilges. It sort 
of worked - I found myself in Aleria’s sooty engine compartment or awaiting the imminent arrival of the ‘Mother’ on Thor which 
instigated such a frantic boat clean-up by the boys prior to her arrival - Dad then announcing that he was going to have to 
clean the boat properly. I would not have liked to be anywhere close to the ‘change of trousers’ locker on Respray or the Arklow 
pontoon with Pavane approaching. 

Lots of this year’s contributors experienced hardware failures with engines, gearboxes and electrics. For those with more 
sophisticated kit such as stern thrusters I was very taken by the helpful comments from Pat Barker to Robert complaining 
about the failure of his stern thruster –’ Robert, I can remember when we did not have Autohelm, cockpit canopies, VHF, AIS, 
Satnav, furling sails , salad lunches or Gore-Tex oilskins’ a silence appears to have descended on Hadrian’s Beard and they just 
got on with it.

Many of the usual contributors gave us their stories about ice, gales, rain and of course Galician sunshine. It was also very 
refreshing to see the input from last year’s new members and that we had four First Logs submitted. It was also interesting to 
note that although most boats carried paper charts and fixed chart plotters the majority of skippers found IPads and mobile 
phones to be more than adequate for their passages.

The Fastnet Trophy – Outstanding Achievement
There were no nominations for the trophy this year.

The Faulkner Cup – Clubs Premier Award - Máire Breathnach 
Annabel J’s trip north to Scoresby Sund in Greenland and back to Waterford would of course also qualify for a round Ireland 
award. The adrenaline thrill of ice pilotage is something that I have never experienced and am in full admiration of those with 
that specialist knowledge.

Annabel J is a replica Bristol Channel Pilot Cutter and I know several of us in the gathering have sailed on Madcap and would 
appreciate the effort and skill required for a two person trip on a 54’ gaff cutter such as this. At one point I was wondering if 
Máire and Andrew deserved a mountaineering award as well .

The Strangford Cup – Best Alternative Cruise – Donal Walsh
This log would also qualify for a round Ireland award by way of a circumnavigation of Iceland and his description of the passage 
around Iceland is most informative. His summary of the trip ‘we visited Scotland & Faroe, circumnavigated Iceland and put Lady 
Belle north of the Arctic Circle and encountered gale conditions on 12 occasions, not to mention taking up a dinner invitation 
from his sister on Annabel J in Vestmanna, Faroes on the way.

Donal goes further and further afield each season and I will watch with interest as to where he will go next with Lady Belle.

The Atlantic Trophy – Port to Port 1000nm – Mike Hodder
A fine example in the preparation and organization of a yacht for a long passage such as an ARC. Nick Musgrave made 
an excellent choice in his delegation of cook and quartermaster to Mike Hodder with his prior experience of the trip. 
The generous act of passing over a substantial amount of stores (but not the sausages) to a passing French yacht was 
commendable.

I assume that the Writers Tears was ‘cask strength’ or the crew just held back.

Derek F White
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 The Fortnight Cup - Best 16 day Cruise – Nikko Duffin
Nikko Duffin brought Nautilus from Hull up the east coast of England and to Tobermory by way of the Glasgow and Crinan 
Canals. The only real problem they experienced was the loss of a nut from a ‘small wretched screw’ on the steering.
My complements to Nikko Duffin for his most amusing Hull to Mull in 16 days rhyming log.

The Round Ireland Navigation Cup – Nav and Pilotage Content – Alan Leonard
Alan Leonard is no stranger to detailed descriptions of his passages and this is another great offering 
Even Alan on such a well maintained boat as Ariadne did not escape a problem with their engine . It always amazes me how a 
cruising skipper copes with what seems to be a life threating situation or a sinking boat – in this case a bit of dinghy fabric and 
tape wrapped around the exhaust cured the water ingress. The temporary patch might even still be there.

The Fingal Cup – Adjudicators Choice – John Clementson
With the importance of the Galicia Rally in club annals I decided to make my personal choice from these logs. There were seven 
logs submitted for delivery/return trips for the Galicia Rally – Witchcraft, Faustina II, Raffles, Aleira and Narnia from Ireland - Tam 
O’ Shanter from the Baltic - Respray from the Algarve and Hecuba from the Azores. It must also be mentioned that Revier also 
visited Galicia but did not participate in the rally. Whilst all had a different approach to the trip few were without incident or 
hardware failure. Several referred to the heavy weather experienced on the approach to Cape Finisterre. 

What bad weather- we just cracked on - Said John C in his very typical no nonsense ‘There and Back’ log . Not only did he 
complete another Biscay crossing (at his age) in a very short time but also re-acquainted himself with the pleasure of fairground 
dodgems (at his age). VC Peter Fernie describes the trip home as ‘Champagne Sailing’ at its best .

The Rockabill Trophy – Exceptional Navigation/Seamanship – Michael Madsen
A most challenging voyage by Michael from Dun Laoghaire to Spitzbergen - well-presented and very informative.
What a stalwart – Ann I mean – to hire a car and then drive from Bangor to Kildare to collect a couple of SIM cards and following 
that to go on with what I would think was a long series of strenuous passages north in the most miserable weather. Michael’s 
description of the mining villages at Barentsburg and Pyramiden would certainly put off anyone considering visiting Spitzbergen.

The Wybrants Cup – Best Scottish Cruise – Robin and Denise Wright
Gluttons for punishment  Robin and Denise returned to Scotland although this time with a mixture of sun and gales. The West 
Coast has so many pleasant ports in such a small area and you always meet someone you know. This time they came back to 
Strangford by way of the Crinan Canal, Arran and Portpatrick. We won’t mention the fuel isolating valve!

The Wild Goose Cup – Literary Merit – Bob Brown
There were several contenders for this award. Brian Black with his entertaining Pavane passage description from Portsmouth to 
Strangford. Bob Brown for his excellent Narnia log , Alex Blackwell for his Aleira Fixing Things log and Nikko Duffin for his Hull to 
Mull poetry.

Despite the fact that I was on board I could not resist the Narnia log . As you know Bob Brown is a regular contributor to the 
ICC Newsletter and writes with skill and humour and this log is no exception. His descriptions of surroundings, architecture 
and wildlife are vivid. Narnia left Strangford Lough and sailed to Muros by way of Crosshaven. After attending the rally Narnia 
then returned by way of French waters before returning home – a cruise of some 2000 nm. Only the generator failed and to my 
knowledge it was only used for the microwave or the toaster.

The Marie Trophy – Best Cruise in 30’ LOA - Duncan Sclare
This is a first log from a new member 2017 - Duncan in his yacht Freebird and others from Mayo Sailing Club took part in an 
organized event circumnavigating Achill when the bridge was opened for the occasion. He summarises the event as being very 
local but rarely available. 

Perry Greer Bowl – Best First Log – Ailbe Millerick
Ailbie in his first log describes the trip from Cascais in the Azores to the rally in Galicia.The majority of the log describes the 
passages and anchorages around the Azores before making the passage from Angra to Portosin. The log is well written and 
informative for those planning to visit the Azores in future. 

The Glengarriff Trophy – Best Cruise in Irish Waters – Clare Morrissey
This is also a first log from Clare Morrissey. She sailed on board Lady Belle on their circumnavigation of Ireland by way of the 
Faroes and Iceland . The bits that Donal Walsh glossed over are well covered by Clare’s log. This was her third time around 
Ireland and they stopped in 14 ports. 

I have had the pleasure of working with Máire in this her first year as editor of the Annual and she has put a substantial amount 
of effort into the publication which deserves your acknowledgement. 
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Club Awards 2017

Editor’s remarks

The John B. Kearney Cup: Awarded for outstanding contributions to Irish sailing to Peter Haden for organising the highly 
successful Rias Baixas Rally in Galicia. 

The Wright Salver: Awarded by the Northern Committee to Tony Weston for being an outstanding  subscriptions treasurer.

The Aran Islands Trophy: Awarded by the Western Committee to Peter Haden for organising the Rias Baixas Rally.

The Waterford Harbour Cup: Awarded by the Southern Committee to Donal Walsh and Clare Morrissey for their cruise to 
Iceland.

The Donegan Memorial Trophy: Awarded by the Eastern Committee to Paddy Barry for many years of adventurous cruising.

The Gull Salver:   Awarded for the highest-placed Irish Yacht in the RORC Fastnet race to Michael Boyd.

The Dunn’s Ditty Salver: Awarded by the Annual Editor to Pete Hogan.

Last year when I took on the role of editing and compiling the 2017 Annual I was delighted but terrified too. Ed Wheeler had set 
such a high standard over recent years that it is a formidable task to follow in his footsteps.

Every December for the last twenty years, I have kept a sharp watch in eager anticipation of the Annual popping through my 
letter box. Some members save it to be put under the tree as an after dinner Christmas day treat but I have never had that 
degree of self control. This year has been different. Mid October found me scrutinising my email inbox every few minutes to 
see if members had written logs for me to include in the Annual. I was not disappointed. We have twenty four logs ranging from 
a short sail around Achill Island to an arctic voyage to Svalbard. All make excellent reading.

We have eleven ‘Dunn’s Ditties,’ shorter accounts of interesting or amusing incidents, and I have introduced a new category 
called ‘Mullin’s Musings.’ The four ‘Musings,’ are fascinating articles written by Brian Black, Norman Kean, Michael Brogan and 
Daria Blackwell.

The Club’s activities this year have been dominated by the Rias Baixas Rally which was so ably organised by Peter Haden. Sixty 
yachts took part in the rally and this year’s Annual has a distinctly Spanish flavour.

I have introduced another feature in the Annual this year which is the inclusion of an Archive Log. As so many ICC yachts took 
part in the Rias Baixas Rally, it seemed fitting to include extracts from Reveille Farrell’s 1957 account of his cruise to Galicia. By a 
happy coincidence my father, Gerard Walsh, was one of the three crew on that voyage.

To keep the Annual within reasonable size limits, there has been some pressure on the length of individual logs and each of 
them has been edited to some degree. I hope contributors will forgive me if I have omitted parts they thought were important.

The Annual would be so much poorer without the excellent charts produced by John Clementson. John has the patience of a 
saint and we have had a lot of fun working together.

It has been a pleasure to read so many interesting logs which document such a diverse range and variety of cruises. Writing a 
log, Dunn’s Ditty or Mullin’s Musing involves a lot of time and effort. Thank you to everyone who has contributed.

Máire Breathnach
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Inception and Organisation
It was almost 1688 in reverse, although rather more 
successful than the Drake – Norris counter expedition of 1689 
and entirely without warlike intentions. Nineteen years on 
from the last ICC Rally in Galicia, nearly 60 boats assembled 
in Portosin for the start of the event on Sunday 16 July. A 
couple of late arrivals subsequently brought the total up to 
that round figure. There were 279 names on the crew lists 
and some others stayed ashore, bringing the total number 

of participants who took part at some stage to 290. Thus this 
rally was by far the largest ever held by the ICC outside Irish 
waters. The idea had been thought up by Peter Haden and 
Carmela Nuñez (of the Real Club Náutica Portosin) during 
a discussion at that club in July 2015. The 1998 rally had 
attracted 22 boats and is still talked of in hushed tones as 
the blowout of the twentieth century. It had been universally 
acclaimed as one of the best, if not the best rally ever, under 
the guidance of Joe Woodward and organiser Leo Conway. 
This time, we in Witchcraft of Howth were honoured to have 
on board the then Commodore, Michael McKee, to make 
sure that the young fellows of today knew how to organise 
a good party. Well, I think that Michael had no reason to be 
disappointed, and neither was he.

The logistics were formidable. It had been thought on past 
experience that we might expect 30 or so boats to express 
interest and that maybe 20plus would actually take part. Very 
few of the people expressing interest dropped out and the 
result was that the number of boats really had to be capped 
at 60. With these numbers ashore and afloat, the organisation 
had to be impeccable and it was. Much of the credit goes to 
Peter Haden and Carmela Nuñez, who made a formidable 
team and this was helped by the fact that Peter keeps his 
boat Papageno in Galicia and knows this coast extremely 
well. Carmela, with the backing of the Portosin Club officials, 
especially the Presidente, Jorge Aran Echabe, was involved 

Galicia Rally

Michael Mc Kee at the helm by E.Wheeler
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throughout the planning phase and also found sponsors for 
wine, buses and even a barbecue. Her enthusiasm and charm 
are known to many ICC members, both visitors and those who 
keep boats on that coast. The task of collecting and keeping 

track of money from skippers was carried out with great good 
humour by Tom Kirby, who also displayed a remarkable talent 
for comic songs. Other Cork men who helped with planning 
and wise counsel included David Tucker, Paddy McGlade, 
Richard Cudmore and of course Joe Woodward, who turned 
up for the closing dinner. Brian Cronin, who lives in Spain, 
provided translation services and helped with a couple of 
problems in Combarro; however, if I ever hear ‘Que Sera, 
Sera’ again, it will be too soon. The Hon. Treasurer, Robert 
Barker, paid our accounts promptly and John Clementson 
put together the rally pages on the Club website and also 
instigated the WhatsApp group, which proved to be very 
useful. Moira Haden provided huge clerical assistance with 
paperwork and endless lists and also designed the Rally logo, 
which was widely admired. Our Commodore, Stanton Adair 
and his wife Pat, presided over all with aplomb and much 
bonhomie.

Pilotage
One of the most interesting contributions was by Norman 
Kean who, together with his wife Geraldine Hennigan, keep 
their boat, the fine Warrior 40 Coire Uisge, in the Rias: Norman 
and Geraldine felt that the RCCPF’s book ‘Atlantic Spain 
and Portugal’ had insufficient detail and was too cautious 
regarding navigating the minor channels around Isla Sálvora 
and elsewhere, so they compiled some additional illustrated 
pilotage notes to complement the book. These notes, 

Visit to Naval Base at Marin-pic courtesy Secretaría-Dirección,Escuela naval Militar, Marin

Coire Uisge coming out of Aguiño by E.Wheeler
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well-illustrated and with detailed chartlets, proved to be 
essential reading and were distributed to all boats. Norman 
is also an RCC member and his notes will be provided to the 
Pilotage Foundation to be incorporated into the next edition 
of the book.

Getting There
Of the 60 participating boats, perhaps fifteen sailed 
from Ireland. Others came from England, France, the 
Mediterranean, Portugal and the north coast of Spain. One 
came from Germany. Quite a few boats are now based in 
Galicia, and there were six or seven chartered boats attending. 
As a contrast, in 1998, all 22 boats were Irish-based. This 
illustrates a number of factors at work, including cheap 
flights to Vigo, a Coruña and Santiago, the development of 
yachting infrastructure in Galicia, including marinas at most 
major centres, good repair and laying-up yards and a healthy 
charter business. Those of us who sailed down generally had 

Galician gaita band comes down the pontoon-J Clementson

Carmel Nuñez with Icc crystal plate-JC

The galician minister for tourism welcomes the ICC by JC
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a benign passage, in my case with light, favourable winds 
and fair weather, although one boat had a bit of a bashing 
somewhere off Cabo Ortegal and needed assistance. I came 
down in late June for family reasons and left the boat in 
Muros, which has a good marina with helpful staff, adequate 
if somewhat charismatic shore facilities and a lovely old town 
with lots of restaurants and shops. The cost for an 11m boat 
was €15 per night for a two-week stay, which seemed very 
reasonable. Galicia generally seems to be very affordable in 
comparison with the UK or Mediterranean. The weather for 
the rally was mostly fair, having been hot just before. There 
was one day of strong winds and a couple of overcast days 
with drizzle and mist, but nothing had to be cancelled and all 
the outdoor activities took place in good conditions.

Portosin
The Rally started at the Real Club Náutico (RCN) Portosin 
in Ría de Muros, with a reception on the club terrace. 
Sponsored by the Club, this included lots of mussels, 
barbecued fresh sardines, wine, beer and soft drinks. In what 
proved to be a regular feature of the organised events, the 
local musicians paraded along the pontoons in traditional 
dress, playing Galician bagpipes (Gaitas) and drums and 
then took up position on the terrace, where they continued 

to play ‘forte con brio’ into the night. They did pause for the 
speeches, which included a welcome from Jorge áran Echabe, 
Club President, and the rally was declared open by the 
Minister for Tourism, Maria Nava Castro Dominguez. The local 
mayor, José Luis Oujo Pouso, spoke about a visit some years 
ago by President Michael D Higgins, who impressed them 
sufficiently that they hoped he would return some time. At 
this point, the Commodore, Stanton Adair, bravely addressed 
the multitude in his best Spanish. This also became a regular 
occurrence, much to the mystification of the various local 
dignitaries attending.

On Monday 17 July, the fleet remained in Portosin, from 
where various activities took place, including an archaeological 
expedition to Castro de Baroña and then to the summit of 
Mont Enxa, where the guide was the daughter of a well-known 
Galician family who have a long-established boatyard in Vigo 
used by several ICC members. The marine traffic control 
centre and MRCC is located on top of Monte Enxa and the 
group were shown round the centre by a senior officer there. 
Another group of 30 went on a sponsored visit to Santiago de 
Compostela, while 15 of the more vigorously inclined took a 
two hour walk through the hills and villages of the hinterland 
behind the club, led by Barbara McHenry. In the evening, the 

Opening  dinner by J.Clementson

The dancing gets underway by J.Clementson The commodore enjoys his party by J.Clementson
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opening rally dinner in the club upstairs was attended by 
218 people. This provided an opportunity for Peter Haden to 
present Carmela Nuñez with a Galway crystal plate engraved 
with the ICC crest and for the Commodore to give her a 
certificate appointing her as an honorary member and Port 
Officer.

Caramiñal
The yachts dispersed to various locations on Tuesday 18 July, 
reassembling on Wednesday for the Commodore’s Party at 
Puebla del Caramiñal in the Ría de Arousa. Unfortunately, two 
of the charter boats developed lavatorial problems. The heads 
were out of action on the Commodore’s boat for a couple 
of days, making it necessary for them to spend a lot of time 
waiting for repairmen to turn up. Worse still, the holding tank 
on the Fernie boat could not be emptied. They discovered this 
several days into the charter, when the plastic holding tank 

started to swell up like a balloon, emitting noxious fumes 
all the while. At least this ensured that they always had a 
secluded berth. Many boats used Norman Kean’s pilotage 
notes in passing through the Canal de Sagres and the Paso 
de Carreiro, which provide a short cut when on passage from 
Ría de Muros to Ría de Arousa. These can be daunting in a 
heavy swell. On the evening of the Commodore’s party, there 
was more cacophonous drum and gaitas music and a good 
local Blues band, followed by a firework display, sponsored by 
the regional tourist organisation. As the night wore on, there 
was even mixed dancing. The following day saw an excursion 
in three buses to Granbazán vineyard. One bus went to 
Monte Curota, from where spectacular views of the Sierra 
de Barbanza and the Atlantic coast spread out below were 
seen; another led by Peter Haden went to the ancient and 
beautiful Cistercian monastery of Santa Maria da Armenteira, 
while the third visited Cambados, centre of the Albariño wine 
growing district for a tasting at Palacio Fefiñanes. On arrival at 
Granbazán, the re-united members sat down in the bodega 
for a luncheon which included four fine wines and liqueurs 
and was generally agreed to be the best meal of the rally.

Praia del castillo, Isla Salvora by E. Wheeler

At the Escuela Naval Militar by A. Blackwell Traditional craft Vigo-E. Wheeler
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Interlude
There was then another three day ‘rest’ period, during which 
again the boats explored other anchorages and marinas. 
At the entrance to good use was made of Norman Kean’s 
pilotage notes in passing through the Canal de Sagres and 
the Paso de Carreiro, which provide a short cut when on 
passage from Ría de Muros to Ría de Arousa, and separated 
from the mainland by the Paso de Carreiro, lies the pretty 
island of Sálvora. This is one of the three groups of offshore 
islands which form part of the Galicia National Park. Because 
of heavy tourist pressure, it is now necessary to take out 
a permit to visit the islands. This requires going through a 
simple on-line registration process and then applying on-
line before each visit for a permit. These are granted on the 
basis of first-come, first-served and are limited in numbers. 
There are considerable restrictions on anchoring: there is 
only one permitted anchorage on Sálvora, lying off the jetty 
where numerous tripper boats pass at high speed to deposit 

and pick up day trippers. Walking on shore is only permitted 
between the harbour and the lighthouse. This is in order to 
protect the flora and fauna, although the most prominent 
example of flora was, of all things, ragwort.

Combarro
On Sunday 23 July, the fleet re-assembled at Combarro, where 
a reception was sponsored by the local mayor. The next day, 
there was a visit to the Escuela Naval Militar, the Spanish Naval 
Academy, their equivalent of Britannia Royal Naval College at 
Dartmouth. This was by ferry boat, apart from Stanton Adair 
and Peter Haden, who were invited to sail over. About half of 
the party went on this trip and the rest went to Pontevedra, by 
the same ferry. Another party took place on the terrace that 
night at the Combarro marina.

Some of the fleet at Combarro by J. Clementson

Terrace party Combarro by J Clementson
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OCC Raft-up
This left Tuesday 25 and Wednesday 26 July free for local 
cruising and recovering from the excess of the previous few 
days. However, for those on the rally who were also members 
of the Ocean Cruising Club, there was a raft-up on Tuesday. 
For this event, Michael McKee chartered Witchcraft for one 
peppercorn, aka 1 bottle of Guinnes’s Extra Stout, since I 
am not an OCC member. The meet was meant to be in Ría 
de Aldán, a smaller inlet on the southwest side of Ría de 

Pontevedra. Unfortunately, this appeared to be a dead lee 
shore in the strong northwesterly wind blowing, so we all 
ran round the corner into Ría de Vigo, where we anchored in 
the Ensenada de Barra. A jolly time was had by all, enjoying 
the hospitality dispensed by Michael Holland and his partner 
Geraldine O’Loane on his lovely 70’ Ed Dubois ketch Celtic 
Spirit. The next morning, a couple of us dinghied ashore to 
the lovely beach, to discover that it was completely natural (ie 
naturist). This did not bother ME in the least.

Panorama of Baiona by Alex Blackwell



8 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

Ode to an Epic Rally
One by one, and two by two.
Assembled boats, some even flew. 
‘To the Rias’, rang the Rally cry.
Fair weather and tapas await us nigh. 
From Portugal via Azores, why not?
From France, the Med, and Ireland, by God. 
Some 60 boats, 300 crew –
Equipped with tales, some even true. 
Red Rally flag and burgee high,
The Irish ensign we proudly fly. 
Arranged in marinas like a puzzle,
Slipping in with hardly a tussle.
New friends, old chums, sharing albarino wine.
And singing ‘Que sera, sera’ so fine. 
The wizard of Galicia pulled off an epic
Event that would satisfy the utmost sceptic.
We left a wake of craic and cheer,
The bar is set for all of our peers.
For Peter Haden, The Wizard of Galicia
- Daria Blackwell 

Baiona
The finale to the rally was on Thursday, 27 July at the Monte 
Real Club de Yates, Baiona, where all boats were presented 
with a bottle of the best local Albariño. The Club also provided 
two days of free berthing for yachts attending the rally. 
There was a reception on the club lawn, at which everyone 
congratulated Trish and Joe Phelan on their Golden Wedding 
Anniversary. Then the party proceeded up the hill to the 
impressive Parador for the closing dinner. Our guests at this 
were José Luis álvarez Vásquez, Presidente of MRCYB and 
Óscar Calero, manager of MRCYB. After this, the microphone 
was commandeered by sundry songbirds and the assembled 
company was treated to everything from comic songs to 
opera, not forgetting the inevitable ‘Que Sera, Sera’. It was 
a fine end to what had been a most enjoyable and well-
organised rally. Peter Haden and his team earned the thanks 
of all the participants for the splendid job they did.

Impressions
This was my second visit to the Galician Rías, the last having 
been in 2003. It is notable that, in comparison with the 
West Coast of Scotland or Ireland, the cruising area is quite 
small, extending only one hundred or so miles from north to 
south, although much indented. Much is crammed into this 
area and the number of marinas has proliferated. There has 
been a lot of holiday development all around the coast and 
secluded anchorages are few. Against that, the infrastructure 
is impressive, facilities ashore generally good and the towns 
and villages well endowed with good bars and restaurants. 
The people are friendly and helpful. It is a pity that there is so 
much tourist pressure on the offshore islands, necessitating 
restrictions on anchoring and rambling, because these islands 
are very beautiful. Getting there, especially from our south 
coast, is only a matter of a few days, although one has to 
pick one’s window for the return passage as strong northerly 
winds often become established in South Fitzroy. At date 
of writing, we hear that the regional tourist board and local 
clubs have organised a conference at MRCYB Baion to which 
the ICC and several Irish yacht clubs have been invited. The 
success of and high attendance at our rally has stimulated 
these organisations to encourage further links with Irish 
yachting bodies and they clearly hope that many of us will 
come back again. Their hospitality and excellent facilities will 
no doubt attract many others.

Peter Haden addressed the Rally- J. Clementson

Papageno(Galway) and Tóirse (Cork) by J.Clementson
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Duncan Sclare

This year, my first in the ICC, found me confined to my 
adopted home waters due to work and family commitments. 
Fortunately there is plenty of interesting cruising to be done 
locally and on one mid-August Saturday we were inspired to 
thrash to windward for five hours in a F6 gusting 7 to attend a 
mid-summer festival on Achillbeg Island. This comprised yawl 
racing, two blow-up pubs and many other activities on this 
small island whose last permanent residents left in the 1960s. 
A chat with one of the yawl skippers drew our attention to the 
next yawl race and festival which involved the bridge being 
opened at Achill Sound. ‘Would we sail up the Sound and join 
them?’ We might do better than that. Could we sail right round 
Achill?
 
There’s something about sailing around islands. Sailing round 
the island of Ireland is a staple of many members of this club. 
Billionaires spend fortunes striving to be the fastest round this 
and other islands. Every club, association and individual will at 
some stage have desire to go round some conveniently placed 
island. One of the biggest and most spectacular yacht races 
in the world is the ‘Round The Island’ race, the title suggesting 
that it is the only island (which I think is on England’s south 
coast.)

Here at our west coast base in Clew Bay we are more 
fortunate. We are not short of islands. The tourist brochures 
will tell you there are 365 in the inner bay, one for every day 
of the year. I’m not sure it’s true but it’s a great urban/rural 
myth! Mayo SC chooses Clare Island, 12nm out at the mouth 
of the bay, for an annual circumnavigation on the June holiday 
weekend. It is easily navigated as long as one takes into 
account that it can be subject to the full force of the Atlantic. 
We have had many a good sail round this spectacular course. 
 

To the north and west of Clare Island, displaying three 
stunning peaks but rarely thought of in circumnavigation 
terms, is Achill Island. A rounding of this, Ireland’s biggest 
island in terms of area, presents a bigger challenge for 
yachtsmen, requiring putting out into the Atlantic proper to 
round Achill Head. Not that that is the main difficulty; the 
problem for the modern yachtsman is the drying tidal Sound 
between the island and the mainland. As far as I am aware the 
only living local to have traversed this passage is Arctic voyager 
Jarlath Cunnane (ICC).
 
This passage was not always so problematic for locals. 
Granuaile O’Malley, the 16 century pirate Queen of Clare 
Island, was said to have confounded adversaries by slipping 
through the Sound on the tide to emerge ahead of them 
or to ‘disappear’.  Some time later, in 1887, Michael Davitt 
opened a swing bridge connecting the island to the mainland. 
Presumably this was regularly opened for the many shipping 
links between Westport and Glasgow. 

Yachts would have been a rarity on this stretch of coast back 
in the early part of the 20 century but in 1937 Ian Rutherford 
attempted to bring a sailing yacht through the Sound. He 
describes in his book ‘At The Tiller’ encountering overhead 
telephone wires at the bridge. Aided and barracked by the 
local population, the cables and his mast met. The mast was 
the victor, snapping the wires, and releasing the yacht to 
go on through - and plunging Achill back into isolation. It all 
seems to have been considered a very ‘jolly jape’. In his wake, 
presumably with the telephone cables now re-routed, came 
others, including the ICC’s Wallace Clark who, in the 1970s, 
must have been one of the last through the old bridge before 
it gave up opening. He writes about this in his great legacy to 
us, his book ‘Sailing round Ireland’.

Sailing round Ireland’s 
biggest island

Freebird Achilles 9m
Freebird passing through Achill Bridge
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By the time Mayo SC was founded in 1983 this shortcut to 
the north had been blocked for some years. Times change 
of course and the bright days of the millennium brought 
money and a new ‘opening’ bridge was commissioned and 
duly opened in 2008. And it stayed open! They couldn’t get the 
darn thing closed again for several hours. Engineers scratched 
their heads, developers quietly slipped into liquidation and the 
timid County Council operatives decided ‘best keep it open to 
road and closed to sea traffic’. This was a poor bureaucratic 
situation and it was not long before islanders began to 
demand that ‘the Bridge be opened again’. This is an ongoing 
battle to this day. The latest bridge event, on 3 September 
2017 to mark the 130 anniversary of Michael Davitt’s original 
bridge, would involve a flotilla of boats passing through the 
bridge at high tide. 
 
Our voyage would be a circumnavigation of Achill to join the 
flotilla through the briefly opened bridge. Regulars Kieran, 
Anita and myself made up the crew of Freebird, my Achilles 9m. 
She is one of 100-odd designed and built by Chris Butler as a 
production yacht for the 1970’s OSTAR, making her well suited 
for Atlantic sailing. This is just as well because the forecast was 
for rough weather. 
 
However with no sign of any wind whatsoever we eased out of 
Clew Bay’s inner islands under engine, accompanied by Rory 
Casey (ICC) in As Lathar and two other Mayo SC yachts. It was 
very early-a-day before the bridge was due to open. An hour’s 
motoring gave us an opportunity to cook breakfast. Then, 
on cue. the wind filled in as we approached the point where 
Achill South sound enters Clew Bay. Good seamanship was 
displayed by all the yachts. They were all heavily reefed down 
within another hour as we exited the bay and closed on Achill 
Head. With a downwind passage we had made good time to 
the headland and we rounded it in worsening weather but 
before a sea had had time to build. A gybe then brought us 
on course under the cliffs of Croaghaun and Slievemore, as 
we headed for Blacksod, our overnight destination. Although 
the lee of Achill flattened the sea somewhat, Ireland’s highest 
sea cliffs only made the increasing wind more troublesome, 
and gusts in excess of 40knots lashed us with constant rain. 
It was enthralling speedy sailing but it was reassuring to know 
that a safe haven was close at hand. 

In due course four yachts, with a dozen or more bedraggled 
crew, all safely tied up alongside the fishing fleet, which had 
more sense than to leave port that day. Blacksod is a remote 
spot which only seems to make the welcome warmer. A pub 
is the only facility available and it was needed by all. A great 
evening was passed exchanging experiences of the day.
 

Sailing round Ireland’s 
biggest island

Anita and Kieran at Achill Bridge

Duncan
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A new day dawned with the wind and rain now replaced by 
a light breeze and drifting fog. Some fogging of the mind (I 
wonder why?) sent two boats off across Blacksod Bay and into 
the Bull’s Mouth way before the tide flooded. They didn’t get 
far before touching ground. We took a more leisurely pace 
and met the appropriately named yacht ‘Misty’ which had 
gallantly left Mayo SC at 4am to make the circumnavigation. 
The Sound’s channel starts at the Bull’s Mouth where the 

tides can run at ferocious speeds. Once inside, we picked our 
way along with chart in hand and close monitoring of depth 
sounder. We had the added advantage of having Anita aboard, 
a native of this part of Achill and Coastguard volunteer.  
As far as the bridge the channel twists and turns and the 
sandbars shift from year to year. However it is straightforward 
navigation that requires no more than a flooding tide. At 4pm 
there were five yachts on the pair of visitors’ moorings north 

Blow up pubs at Achillbeg
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of the bridge. The waters around us buzzed with anticipation. 
There were RIBs, and the local engineless yawls which were 
going to sail through the open bridge, together with all sorts of 
other craft. A quick sojourn ashore was facilitated by the RIBs. 
There we joined the festival to mark this occasion. 

However time and tide wait for no man (nor the several 
council operatives required to open this bridge). At 5 pm on 
the dot the large crowd cheered as Achill once again, briefly, 
became truly an island. We glided through into the South 
Sound accompanied by all and sundry and much joviality. This 
immediately placed us in an area of extremely tricky navigation 
because a mile south of the bridge is where the tides meet. A 
vast area dries completely and, with less than 15 minutes of 
neap HW left, we had to pass over this using what might be 

better described as a drainage ditch than as a channel. Just to 
add interest, this ‘channel’ hugs the shore so closely that you 
can almost high-five someone standing there. Accompanied 
by the Achill Coastguard all yachts made passage through 
without incident.

Within the hour we emerged Into Clew Bay, the 
circumnavigation complete. The sun came out to give us a sail 
home with the bay looking its very best, a reminder of how 
lucky we are to have such a stunning cruising ground at our 
disposal. 

Despite the weather we had made a passage that is very local 
but rarely made. It gave us huge satisfaction. There’s definitely 
something about the circumnavigation of islands!

Yawl sailing at Achill bridge
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Lady Belle cruises to Iceland
Donal Walsh

Lady Belle left Dungarvan on the first of June 2017. Aboard 
were Donal Walsh, Clare Morrissey and Michael Whelan. Our 
intention was to sail north through the Irish Sea to the Faroe 
Islands via Scotland and visit Iceland which we hoped to 
circumnavigate. I will only deal very briefly with the part of 
our cruise on the Irish coast as Clare will cover that in her log.
(Editor’s note. See ‘Lady Belle on the Irish coast” page 20) .
Out of Dungarvan our first stop was made at Dunmore East. 
The following day we transited the Saltee Sound and later 
cleared Carnsore Point and headed north. The tidal stream 
was favourable and we carried a fair wind which gave us a fast 
passage to Arklow. In the south dock we found lots of empty 
pontoon space and went alongside. Here we were joined 
by my son Brendan and Alex Ballot. Next day we were able 

to carry the still favourable wind and tide which put us into 
Howth by evening. Making our first visit to Drogheda by sea, 
we were the first to use a new facility being developed for 
small craft. In Ardglass we sat out a gale for two days and then 
made our way north to Larne. Some local yachtsmen pottering 
on a nearby boat directed us to a vacant mooring. Michael 
intended leaving us here but we were delighted to persuade 
him to hang on for another few days and sail in Scottish 
waters with us. 

Our first port in Scotland was Port Ellen in Islay which required 
an early morning departure from Larne to make the most of 
the favourable tidal stream in the North Channel. From Port 
Ellen we made our way north along the Sound of Jura, carrying 

Lady Belle Ovni 385

                   Hofsós 

Donal and Michael in Crinan
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a fair wind in sheltered waters which made for a fast passage 
to Crinan. By morning the wind had freshened and we were 
well reefed. I avoided the passage through the Dorus Mór 
fearing overfalls in the prevailing conditions. There was great 
sailing as we made our way between Shuna Island and the 
mainland. Later as the wind fell off, the reefs came out. It was 
exciting to negotiate the narrow sound between Seil and Luing 
in the strong tidal stream. For a further pilotage experience 
we took the narrow passage through Easdale Sound, then 
on through the Firth of Lorne anchoring in Loch Aline for the 
evening. There was a quick sally as far as Tobermory before 
we backtracked to Oban where Michael left us to return to 
Ireland. Later that day we returned to Tobermory. This was 
followed by a cracker of a sail through the Sound of Sleat 
and despite having to contend with an adverse stream in the 
narrow section at Kyle Rhea, we made a good passage to Kyle 
Akin and anchored for the evening. Once under the bridge of 
Skye we passed west of Scalpay and into the Sound of Raasay. 
There was an overnight in Portree from where we crossed the 
North Minch to Stornoway on the Isle of Lewis. This was an 
unpleasant passage through a disturbed sea with lots of wind 
and rain. Bad weather forced us to remain in Stornoway for 
three days, while we sat out a gale. 

Now we were bound for Faroe, 200 miles north of Lewis. The 
fresh westerly wind gave us a fast passage for the first 24 
hours after which the wind fell off light and we motored. Our 
landfall was at the southern tip of Suðuroy. We had made our 
way north to Tvøroyri and anchored at the head of the bay 
in broad daylight at 02.30 on 21 June. Later that ‘morning’ we 
went ashore and reported to the local customs officer. There 
was a gale forecast for the following day, and not wanting to 
be weather bound in Tvøroyri, we headed north to Tórshavn. 
Sitting out the gale over the next few days we explored 
Tórshavn, this was particularly easy as there is free public 

transport in the urban area. Clare used the superb swimming 
pool and a visit to the National Museum was informative. Here 
we met the crew of the German yacht Fellini Days also bound 
for Iceland.

My sister Máire Breathnach and her husband Andrew Wilkes 
who were in Vestmanna aboard Annabel J took a bus to 
Tórshavn, called by, and invited us to dinner. To take up the 
invitation we had to get to Vestmanna, and so on Sunday we 
slipped Tórshavn and made our way between Hestur and 
Streymoy then into Vestmannasund. There was a fresh breeze 
which was more or less on the nose and the tide was against 
us, but with the promise of dinner, using counter currents, 
short tacking, and motor sailing we made it to Vestmanna 
on time. The new forecast indicated that it was time to head 
for Iceland. Annabel J and Lady Belle left together. Luckily we 
caught the last of the west going stream in the sound and 
cleared the islands before it changed. The Faroese tides are 
very strong and the tidal atlas is difficult to interpret.This time 
I made a leap of faith and followed Andrew! The wind set in 
fair and we made good speed. I was amazed at how long it 
took to lose the land. At sea we maintained radio contact but 
as our courses diverged we eventually lost contact. During the 
night Götz from Fellini Days called me to advise that they had 
left Faroe and were bound for Seyðisfjörður. Later we spoke 
to a Norwegian yacht also bound for Iceland. Later still an 
English yacht came on air. It was reassuring to know that there 
were so many vessels in the area all travelling in the same 
direction. The 250 nm passage took 50 hours, near Iceland 
the wind died and we motored in flat calm as we closed the 
coast. Once inside territorial waters I advised the Coastguard 
of our position and intentions, and they arranged for a 
customs officer to meet us on arrival at Seyðisfjörður. More a 
large village than a town, Seyðisfjörður has a ferry connection 
to Faroe and Denmark. By evening there were six yachts 
alongside who had all arrived from Faroe that day. 

Donal and Máire in Vestmanna
Donal and Máire in Vestmanna 
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Michael O’ Neill was to join us and we remained here a few 
days awaiting his arrival. While it is very easy to get from 
Ireland to Iceland internal travel is somewhat different. By 
road it can take up to ten hours to travel from the east to 
west coast, and while there are plenty of domestic flights they 
are expensive. Michael’s arrival time was later than the last 
bus from the airport to Seyðisfjörður but the harbour master 
assured me that he would easily get a lift and if he didn’t that 
I could borrow the harbour auThority truck and collect him. 
In the event his transfer was seamless, Icelanders still offer 
lifts to people hitching on the roads. Now we were north 
bound again, and taking advantage of the settled weather we 
got to Höfn Borgarfjörði Eystri. When we entered the French 
yacht Mola Mola was there ahead of us. This is a small fishing 
harbour with a nature reserve close by with lots of puffins and 
kittiwakes. A local purporting to be the harbour master arrived 
and told us that this was not a yacht harbour and that we 
should go across the bay to Bakkagerði where we would find a 
yacht berth. I did not think that we were causing any problems 
for anyone and having reassured him that we would move 
shortly, he left. We stayed put, but left very early next morning 
as we hoped to make the north coast by evening.

On watch in the early morning I discovered that our Watt and 
Sea turbine was trailing in the water astern only hanging on by 
the safety line. I quickly recovered it but found that the pintles 

and brackets were shattered and broken, which I put down to 
fouling a stray rope in the water. There was no possibility of 
effecting a repair with the resources available to me on board. 
The settled conditions allowed us to pass close to Langanesviti 
a remote peninsula on the north east corner of Iceland. Our 
course now took us west and after a long day we got alongside 
at Raufarhöfn. There was little for us to do here and after a 
brief spell ashore we were off again next morning. We wanted 
to cross the Arctic Circle and headed for Grimsey Island the 
northern tip of which it is claimed is inside the Arctic Circle. A 
slight deviation to the north on passage and our GPS showed 
us to be north of 66°34’. Later along the way we encountered 
lots of whale activity with many blows, characteristic of 
humpback whales.

Fellini Days was already alongside at Grimsey when we arrived. 
The friendly but diligent Harbour Master relieved us of ISK 
3000 -somewhat expensive given the lack of facilities and 
the fact that we were alongside a fishing vessel. We later 
discovered that this harbour is under the jurisdiction of 
Akureyri District Council which now charges yachts harbour 
dues in the ports it controls. Ashore next morning we set 
out to cross the Arctic Circle on foot. At the airport there is 
a monument with signposts showing distances to American 
& European cities. The GPS on Clare’s phone indicated that 
we were still south of our objective. Further north another 
monument – a concrete ball resting on a tractor tyre- still the 

Clare off Hornstranðir 

Michael at the Arctic Circle
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GPS refused to accept we were there. At the northern tip of 
the island we gave up, maybe if you stood on a drying rock at 
low water with your phone in a northward facing outstretched 
hand you could claim you had crossed the line but we did 
not. Now we were glad we had detoured north the previous 
day. There was a change in the weather and the wind was 
freshening, it would be better to be back on the mainland 
where there would be more to do while we sat out the next 
gale. A short passage of 30 nm brought us to Siglufjörður en-
route we encountered more whales but did not get any really 
close up sightings. In Siglufjörður we rafted alongside Fellini 
Days and later Mola Mola came alongside. Weather bound 
for a few days Clare swam in the local pool and we visited 
Akureyri by bus. Michael left us here and headed off hoping 
to see some of inland Iceland before returning to Dublin. I 
wanted to take some fuel and although there was a foreshore 
pump, access was controlled by a fob system which requires 
registration with the suppliers. This system is common in most 
fishing harbours and ports in Iceland. If I visit again I will set up 
an account before leaving Ireland as it would give easy access 
to fuel supply. 

Now headed for the remote northwest corner of Iceland we 
decided to make a stop at Hofsós. What a delightful place, 
a cosy harbour with an old world timber jetty. Ashore Clare 
found the cliff top open air heated pool a delight to visit. The 
weather deteriorated again the next day and we were battling 
westward in fresh headwinds and wet conditions. There 
was no convenient harbour; we searched for a sheltered 
anchorage near Gjögur on the west of Húnaflói. Then I spotted 
a cluster of AIS signals to the west end of Norðurfjörður. None 
of them were moving so I figured there must be some refuge 
to be had there. We followed the fjord in and found a small 
uncharted harbour. The entrance was shallow and we went 
aground as we approached. A nearby old commercial jetty 
afforded us an alongside berth where we had a comfortable 
night. It was an early start in the morning and there was dense 

fog and little visibility. This was quite trying as it required very 
vigilant watch keeping. As we came abeam of Horn looking up 
we could see the tip of the headland looming out of the fog 
above us. Suddenly and a mile further on, the fog lifted and we 
were in bright sunshine – it was warm again! The tidal stream 
was in our favour and although we were tempted to explore 
the bays and inlets we carried on.

 At Bolungarvík the harbour was full of fishing vessels; we 
squeezed in alongside an angling boat on a finger pontoon. 
The owner cleared us in the morning telling us it was a private 
berth. Here we were able to take fuel from a shore pump 
thanks to an obliging storekeeper who allowed us to use his 
fob. It was a short hop along the coast to Suðureyri which was 
very congested with fishing vessels. Here we found a good 
berth on a short face of the quay between the two basins in 
the harbour. On the east side of the harbour entrance there is 
a dangerous reef stretching right across the fjord. There was 
little to do in Suðureyri and with an early start and packing in a 
long day we got further south to Patreksfjörður. Along the way 
I caught a fine cod – fishing is effortless here, drop the right 
lure to a depth of more than 40 meters and up comes a cod, 
every time! We lost a day to another gale in Patreksfjörður. 
Clare took advantage of this to visit the excellent outdoor 
swimming pool. The wind was forecast to ease for about 24 
hours then to be followed by yet another gale. It was a hard 
early morning slog to get round Látrabjarg point which then 
placed us in the Breiðafjörður a large bay open to the west. 
Once we were in Breiðafjörður our progress improved but 
it was an unpleasant day and by evening it was raining. At 
Ólafsvík we found space at the pier head. Ashore we were 
delighted to discover that we could use the laundry facilities 
at the swimming pool. Two Norwegian yachts that we had met 
earlier in Seyðisfjörður arrived shortly after us. They had been 
to Greenland but were unable to land as the ice was up to two 
miles thick along the coast in places. Greenland Coast Guard 
advised them to return to Iceland. After two nights in Ólafsvík 

Close quarters in Siglufjörður
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we rounded Öndverðarnes Head on the western extremity 
of Snæfellsnes peninsula and entered Faxaflói. This was a 
challenging passage with a following wind in a rolling sea. 
Sometimes the wind was too strong and to avoid strain on the 
rig we tacked downwind. Other times it was not strong enough 
to keep up progress and we lolled around a lot in the swell. 

I had arranged to meet my niece Sibéal Turraoin who works 
and lives in Iceland, and we decided to stopover at Akranes 
where she would join us for the evening. Entering Akranes it 
would be easy to confuse the faded dayglow transit marks 
with a nearby terracotta church spire. Taking advantage of 
Sibéal’s car the girls headed off to the pool in the morning. 
Later we decided to bring Lady Belle to Reykjavik and Sibéal 
would travel by car and meet us there. At Reykjavik we moored 
on a pontoon near the conspicuous Harpa concert hall. Fellini 
Days showed up followed by Mola Mola. It blew a gale for 
two days during which we borrowed Sibéal’s car and became 
tourists. It was great to get the opportunity to visit Geysir, 
Gullfoss & Kerið on the golden triangle tourist route. The 
public 50 meter swimming pool in Reykjavik is fantastic. We 
discovered some nearby pubs with Happy Hour prices. 

The Reykjanes Peninsula is the most south-westerly point in 
Iceland and felt that once we were round it we would really be 
homeward bound. There was a short hop to Sandgerði with 
lots of whale sightings en-route. From Sandgerði we intended 
to make for Vestmannaeyjar but we were badly headed by 
strong southeasterly winds. Forced to lay off we made our way 
to Þorlákshöfn, a fishing harbour and ferry port. The built up 

area surrounding the harbour is very spread out and other 
than a swimming pool there was little to do here. Again we 
sat out yet another gale and two days later a small weather 
window allowed us to make the passage to Vestmannaeyjar. 
This was a woeful slog and we were badly headed for the last 
few miles. We found lots to do in Vestmannaeyjar which was 
just as well as we were caught again by gales. In all we spent 
a week here waiting for the weather to improve. On some of 
the days the local ferry to the mainland was cancelled because 
of the high winds. I discovered some cut offs in a skip outside 
an engineering workshop and set about repairing our Watt & 
Sea turbine. I clamped the nylon material onto the deck stairs 
of the fishing vessel we were alongside to hold it steady while 
I shaped it. At that moment one of crew arrived and indicated 
that I was free to use the ships workshop and all its equipment 
to complete my task with the instruction to ‘close the door’ 
when I finished. 

Finally we got the break we wanted and headed east along 
the south of Iceland bound for Faroe. A new forecast spoke 
of another weather system passing to the south of us which 
would catch us at Faroe as it made it’s way east. I must 
recommend the Icelandic Meteorological Office web site, 
en.vedur.is, which we relied on while we were in Icelandic 
waters. Revising our plan we thought we could head directly 
for Ireland and pass west of this depression. Holding one 
tack for almost 400 nm we made great progress. Rockall was 
almost directly on our course, we altered a few degrees to get 
a closer look at it. There were five or six Irish flagged vessels 
operating here when we passed. For the men who work here 

Norðurfjörður
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their money is hard earned considering that the nearest 
refuge is 300 nm away. We did experience some strong winds 
here as the depression passed through but with the sails 
trimmed to suit the conditions Lady Belle sailed comfortably 
onwards. The wind fell off light on our last day at sea and we 
motored in fine sunny conditions. That night we picked up 
Eagle Island light soon followed by Blackrock, later the shore 
lights on the Mullet peninsula came into view. We bore up into 
Blacksod bay and dropped our anchor off the pier at 05.20 
having covered 650 nm in less than five days. 

Having visited Belmullet by sea from the east in 2016 we 
headed north to complete the circle and approach from the 
west at the head of Blacksod Bay. Then it was south again 
round Achill and on to Clare Island. We stopped at Cleggan 

where we took fuel from a tanker truck. This was my first ever 
stop here and I was impressed. Our passage round Slyne 
Head was by the outer route and we headed for Roundstone. 
We fouled a lobster pot rope in this area. Our method for 
dealing with this problem is to hook the pot line with a small 
anchor from our inflatable then using the sheet winch we 
lift the line clear of the water, cut it and off we go! Fearful 
that there might be some pieces of rope still attached to 
the rudder which would foul the propeller if we started the 
engine we decided to beat our way into Roundstone where 
we would anchor and carry out an inspection in shallow and 
sheltered water. Incredibly within minutes we were foul again 
on another trailing rope. This time we watched for the cut off 
and made sure it had drifted clear. 

Donal at Rockall



19 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

From Roundstone we called to Kilronan and were caught by 
another gale. We anchored in Smerwick Harbour off the pier. 
Once through the Blasket Sound we made for Portmagee 
where we anchored. Ashore we watched Waterford beat 
Cork to get their place in the All Ireland Hurling Final. Near 
the Skellig we again encountered yet another pot line and 
were forced to resort to cutting the buoy off in order to free 
ourselves. I do not like having to cut pot ropes but feel it is too 
much of a risk going in the water in the open sea to attempt to 
free a fouled rope.

 We rounded Mizen, back on the south coast, sighted Fastnet, 
and later anchored in Crookhaven. It was a great sail to 
Courtmacsherry, entering at low water was difficult as there 
are a lot of boats moored in the fairway. Over the next two 
days we sat out yet another gale. Now on our homeward leg 

we made great speed in a following wind and had a most 
memorable sail. It was to be our last night aboard and we 
decided to anchor off Ballinagaul pier for the night. Motoring 
into the harbour our engines overheat alarm sounded. 
At anchor I discovered that the sea water impeller had 
disintegrated. This was not a problem as there was a spare 
on board. Later I found that the pieces of the old impeller had 
travelled along the pipework and were now blocking the tubes 
in the heat exchanger. It took hours to rectify this problem as 
the panelling had to be removed in the aft cabin and the heat 
exchanger dismantled to clear the fragments of rubber. As 
we headed for Dungarvan I checked the log. We had covered 
2,994 nm in 80 days. We had encountered gale conditions on 
12 occasions which had delayed us by over 20 days. We had 
visited Scotland and Faroe, circumnavigated Iceland, and had 
put Lady Belle north (just!) of the Arctic Circle for the first time. 

Langanes

Hornstranðir
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Lady Belle, an Ovni 385, departed from her homeport, 
Dungarvan, on June 1st, 2017. Donal Walsh, (ICC), skipper 
and owner since 2016 had Lady Belle well prepared for a 
summer’s cruising. A circumnavigation of Iceland via Scotland 
and the Faroe Islands including a round trip of Ireland was the 
intended passage. Having waved farewell to family and friends, 
Lady Belle passed the last of the channel buoys in Dungarvan 
Bay and motor-sailed along the familiar Copper Coast towards 
Dunmore East. However, the moderate southeast breeze 
made this first passage rather unpleasant. Michael Whelan, 
a cruising companion and long time friend, was also aboard 
for the first two weeks. At Dunmore, we anchored close to 
Councillor’s Strand and we remained on board admiring this 
very picturesque village from the cockpit while toasting the 
beginning of our 2017 summer cruising season.

Next day, shortly after sunrise, we made our way towards 
Arklow. With winds and tides favourable Lady Belle was now 
sailing effortlessly at 8 knots in comfortable seas. The sun 
shone beautifully as we passed through the Saltee Sound 
and around Carnsore Point. Our berth on a finger pontoon in 
Arklow’s south dock was peaceful after a rather uncomfortable 
night in Dunmore. Donal’s son, Brendan, and our sailing friend 
Alex Ballot joined us here. Cruising mode was set aside now 
that Alex was aboard and with sails set for any racing line and 
fair winds off the land we thoroughly enjoyed our brisk sail 
to Howth. However, we were saddened to learn during this 
passage that legendary sailor Eddie Kelliher had passed away 
in Dublin. Howth YC and marina was very busy and we were 
directed to a berth. As we were securing the mooring lines 
two familiar faces from long ago popped up from the adjacent 
yacht. It was a wonderful surprise to see Caoimhne and Marie 

O’Laoi HYC in fine form after a hectic day’s racing. We were 
soon catching up and chatting about old times. 

Next morning we departed Howth for Drogheda. Similar 
offshore winds gave another fast days sailing in flat seas and 
blue skies. Arriving at Drogheda we were informed that Lady 
Belle was the first boat to berth on the new north bank landing 
and so made headlines in the local gazette. A pleasant evening 
was had ashore followed by an onboard barbeque. Soon 
afterwards we spotted a fire in buildings on the south bank 
under the viaduct. The emergency services were on scene 
very rapidly following our call. The following morning Brendan 
and Alex departed by road back home while we slipped our 
lines and decided to head for Ardglass as a northerly gale was 
forecast. After two nights there we made for Larne and motor-
sailed in light winds. We were met in Larne by two friendly 
local sailing club members who offered us a quiet mooring 
close to the club house. Six days after departing Dungarvan, 
Lady Belle left Larne and headed north for Port Ellen. 58 days 
later and with 2,600 miles under the keel Lady Belle, with 
skipper Donal and Clare aboard, was back in Irish waters 
having circumnavigated Iceland. (Editor’s note. See ‘Lady Belle 
cruises to Iceland’ by Donal Walsh,page 13)

Picking up Eagle Island and Blacksod Light on a lovely moonlit 
night on the 5 August we motor sailed to the moorings in 
Blacksod Bay silently remembering the crew of the ill-fated 
R116 as we passed. After five days at sea an uninterrupted 
few hours sleep was welcome. A local fisherman generously 
gave us a bucket of freshly caught crab claws which were 
delicious. As a supermarket was badly needed the fisherman 
also gave us a lift into Belmullet putting his son into the back 

Lady Belle on the Irish Coast
Clare Morrissey

Lady Belle Ovni 385
Clare at Slyne Head
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of the van so as to give us room in the front seats. That 
evening we enjoyed a pint in the friendly pub in Blacksod and 
everybody was in good spirits as Mayo were on their way to 
an All-Ireland Football Final. The landing pontoon close by, 
had not been floated for the summer but this did not pose 
any problems for getting ashore. After two nights in Blacksod 
our internal batteries were recharged and we were ready to 
head south.

High pressure had set in over Ireland and with the blue skies 
the surrounding scenery looked beautiful. Belmullet had been 
reached from Ballyglass on a previous trip so to complete the 
‘loop’ we first made our way north along Blacksod Bay passing 
Claggan Point and onto the pier at Belmullet although not 
delaying as the ebb had already begun. Achill Head looked 
stunning in the sunshine and brisk northerly winds made 
for more good sailing. This continued to Clare Island where 
we picked up a visitors mooring. It was a short walk to the 
Sailor’s Bar and we were able to catch up on laundry while 
enjoying good food and beer in the lovely evening sunshine. 
After an early swim in the Blue Flag beach Lady Belle set sail 
for Cleggan. L.E. James Joyce was spotted patrolling near 
Inisturk and Inishbofin. We noted Heather Greer’s ICC Majinka 
moored close to the pier at Cleggan as we went alongside 
to refuel. A few hours were spent ashore before moving to a 
mooring for the night. A near westerly gale blew overnight but 
we were comfortable tied to the mooring. 

Next morning we departed this delightful spot and, with 
reefed sails, made our way towards Roundstone. Once 
through High Island Sound we opted to take the longer route 
around Slyne Head and left Joyce’s Sound for a quieter day. 
Soon Dog’s Bay beach was shining in the sunshine ahead and 
I was already looking forward to a swim in Gorteen Bay which 
is on the east side of this isthmus. However an unexpected 
snagging of some lobster pot lines had us beating our way 
up to Roundstone. Here we hoped to get enough shelter and 
calm water to check the propeller before switching on the 
engine. We both enjoyed the challenge but were also glad 
to drop anchor in Roundstone. Donal checked underwater 

and he reported that the propeller was clear. I was looking 
forward to a swim in Gorteen Bay beach so we motored back 
through Inislacken Sound to the wonderful crystal clear calm 
water there. Back in Roundstone we found the best holding 
was close to Mac Lir and Mac Duach. 

Next morning under full sail we headed for Inismore and 
carefully navigated around the numerous pots in the Big 
Sound. A fast exhilarating sail through the North Sound and 
Lady Belle was picking up a mooring in Kilronan before lunch. 
The south westerly gale over the following 36 hours allowed 
us time to explore the island. On hired bikes we visited 
Killeany pier by the airfield, Portmurvy for a swim and the 
impressive Worm Hole. With a favourable forecast we slipped 
our mooring early on the second morning. There were two 
other yachts also heading south as we departed Kilronan, one 
of whom required RNLI assistance a few days earlier having 
grounded on Hooker’s Rock. Luckily only minor hull damage 
was sustained. A pod of common dolphins entertained us 
for over 30 miles as the favourable north westerly winds 
gave us good speeds of 7-8 knots towards Smerwick. As we 
approached the Three Sisters stood out impressively in the 
sunshine. We dropped anchor by Ballydavid Pier and went 
ashore to find the ‘afters’ of a wedding taking place. 

As we prepared to depart next morning I spotted some of 
the party from the night before being ferried home towards 
Dún an Óir. Sybil Point was soon astern as we motor- sailed 
through the Blasket Sound in moderate southerlies. With 
strong south easterlies forecasted, we headed for Portmagee 
Sound and anchored snugly between Loughan Island and 
the pier. As the overnight mist and fog began to clear the 
winds blew fresh to strong from the west. We made way with 
one reef set towards Crookhaven passing through a quiet 
Dursey Sound but not so quiet Alderman Sound. The mid bay 
anchorage held us well as the strong westerly’s continued 
overnight. Brendan Traver’s (ICC) Seoidín glistened in the 
sunshine close by. Southeast gales were again forecast, so 
we had an early departure from Crookhaven and enjoyed 
a pleasant motor-sail through the Gascanane Sound. 

Michael, Donal, Alex and Brendan
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Continuing with engine just above idle,we passed the Spirit of 
Oysterhaven and majestic Marietta sailing from the opposite 
direction. Both yachts were a joy to watch under full sail. 

Finally back on the south coast and in familiar water we felt we 
were homeward bound. The waters around Ireland had been 
void of Irish yachts up up to now with mostly French, English 
and German boats keeping us company, but this changed 
now that we were on the south coast. By mid afternoon 
Lady Belle was making her way through the channel towards 
Courtmacsherry. 

Shortly after low water ,and with the last of the channel buoys 
astern, it became necessary to steer between moored boats 
until past the lifeboat to stay in navigable water. The pontoon 
was busy with local craft and so we dropped anchor close by. 
It was not until early morning that the predicted gale delivered 

which turned out to be a south southwest wind rather than 
the forecasted southeast. Our anchorage in Courtmacsherry 
was very sheltered and we were was comfortable there. The 
day was spent overhauling the windlass which had been 
labouring since Smerwick Harbour. This was disappointing as 
it had had a complete overhaul during the winter. With yet 
another Atlantic depression giving gale force southwest winds 
for two days later we decided to make a passage for Dungavan 
Bay. Lady Belle handled the challenging conditions in her true 
form and we happily arrived at our destination after a superb 
sail.

 We decided to have one more night at anchor and so 
dropped the hook close to Ballinagaul pier, only two miles 
or so from our mooring in Dungarvan. However, we noticed 
that the engine cooling water was very sluggish just before 
anchoring so most of the evening was spent dismantling the 

Brendan

The Three Sisters
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coolant system looking for bits of broken impellor. Next 
day, 18 August, Lady Belle was alongside the pontoon in our 
home port Dungarvan after 80 days and 2,995 miles. On 
my third time around Ireland, we stopped at 14 ports five 

Michael welcomes us home

of which were new to me, namely Drogheda, Larne, Belmullet, 
Cleggan and Courtmacsherry. 
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In early February I got a call from Mike Stewart asking me if I 
would like to crew on a delivery trip of a new catamaran from 
France to Croatia, to which I replied ‘Of course, include me in’. 
What better way to start the spring sailing season. I already 
knew Mike, as he was the delivery skipper on Northabout 
under her new owners on the last leg of the polar voyage from 
Greenland to Bristol.

As I arrived in Les Sable-d’Olonne on 14 February, the last of 
the Vendee Globe round world racers were arriving to great 
acclamation.The catamaran, a Lagoon 42, had just been 
launched, along with 10 others that were about to join the 
charter fleet in the Mediterranean, ours bound for Split in 
Croatia. The Lagoon 42 is specifically designed for the charter 
market, with four en-suite double cabins. The deck saloon 
is vast with a well-fitted galley, entered through sliding glass 
patio doors; the cockpit area is enormous and has the all-
important dedicated drink cooler to ensure a constant supply 
of cool beer. The helm position is located on the port side 
above the cockpit area in a very exposed position. Grand for 
fair weather sailing, but not for Irish weather. The vessel was 
equipped with the latest B&G instruments, which included 
chart plotter, radar, AIS and wind instruments. This was my 
first time sailing with such technology, never previously having 
had the benefit of an anemometer. The sail plan is simple, as 
befits the charter market, a roller furling genoa and in-mast 

furling mainsail. The mast rigging is most basic, a forestay and 
two shrouds. The performance of the catamaran disappointed 
me, I expected more than an average speed of 7 knots.

The crew was an international one; myself, Irish, Mike the 
skipper from New Zealand, Rares from Romania, and Michael 
from the Isle of Man.The next day was spent stocking up on 
food and, more importantly, protecting the vessel’s surfaces 
from damage. All worktops and edges were covered with 
carpet material as penalties would be payable for any damage 
incurred.

We departed at 09.45 on the 15 February under engine, and 
arrived in Viveiro marina Spain at midnight 17 after a cold 
foggy crossing. The catamaran had no heating being destined 
for the Mediterranean. Next stop was Cascais, a beautiful 
city with a 350-berth marina, where, by prior arrangement, 
the Yanmar twin engines were to have their first service. This 
was done with commendable efficiency, while we relaxed in 
O’Neill’s Irish bar. We also took the opportunity to take the 
train to see the sights of Lisbon, which I’m glad to say appears 
to have recovered from the recession. Sailing onwards we 
rounded Cape St Vincent in perfect weather with a short 
stop in Gibraltar to watch the rugby match in which Ireland 
defeated France.

France to Croatia - a cat 
delivered
Jarlath Cunnane

Chartered Lagoon 42

Big seas after the storm
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We departed Gibraltar after re-fuelling and motored into 
heavy marine traffic in the straits,with 16 ships visible nearby 
at any one time. We were grateful of the reassurance of the 
AIS plotter. Having got through the straits, the coastguard 
radio constantly called Pan-Pan messages advising mariners to 
keep a sharp lookout for refugees in small vessels. None were 
near our location, and we wondered how we could cope had 
we encountered them.

As we arrived in the beautiful city of Cartegena, the colourful 
Mardi Gras parade was taking place, and we joined in the 
celebrations with the locals. There was much to see including 
the old Roman ruins, and, in the naval museum, the world’s 
first submarine is on display. The people of Liscannor would 
dispute this, claiming Irishman John Philip Holland designed 
and built the first submarine. In the port was a Russian super 
yacht, Sailing Yacht A, reported to have cost more than €400 
million. Mike got on the VHF, as he knew some of the crew. 
However when contacted, the crew were too busy to talk, 
probably because the owner was on board. The vessel has 
three unstayed 100-metre carbon fibre masts. In my view this 
is the most hidious yacht ever built. Its remarkable designer 
Philippe Stark is renowned for designing furniture, hotels, 
amongst many other objects, including a lemon squeezer! 
Perhaps he should have stayed away from yacht design!
All to soon we were on our way again, bound towards Sardinia, 
sailing in bright sunshine and light winds. A pod of dolphins 
played joyfully, darting between the hulls. Little did we know of 
the gale that was about to overtake us. 

On March 3 the wind increased gradually accompanied by 
crashing seas. The wind from astern was blowing up to 30 

knots at midnight as Mike handed over the helm to me. The 
noise was terrific, seas breaking astern as we ran before 
the gale. I felt vulnerable in the high helm position. I was 
thankful that Mike had earlier rigged some lines to prevent 
the helmsman from being thrown overboard, but worse was 
to follow. The wind further increased to a sustained 44 knots, 
with occasional gusts up to 51 knots. Seeing Mike preparing 
abandon-ship pack raised my concerns. Not knowing the 
ultimate stability of the catamaran was a further worry as 
we surfed downwind at up to 20 knots under bare poles. As 
morning light broke the wind continued to blow at 48 knots, 
F9, with the seas further increasing in size and intensity. Now 
that we could see the breakers our hearts were in our mouths.
Towards midday the wind eased to a mere 30 knots in bright 
sunshine. After the storm this seemed like a millpond!

At 22.30 we were secure in the marina at Calasetta, on the 
small island of Sant’ Antioco, Sardinia. The weather was still 
very windy and we were glad to get ashore for some real food 
and a pint. In the morning we learned of a bigger catamaran 
that capsized in the same area, fortunately without loss of 
life. We were weather bound for four days as spray crashed 
over the harbour wall but we made good use of our free time, 
hiring a car to see Sardinia.

As the weather improved, we got underway towards the north 
coast of Sicily and sailed rapidly through the Straits of Messina.
The strong tide helped us sail into the harbour of Crotone. 
A day in this run-down town was enough, and we pushed 
onwards to Santa Maria di Leuca ,a pleasant town in the heel 
of Italy famous for its iconic lighthouse.

The most hidious yacht ever built
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Rares and Michael departed here, having run out of time, 
leaving Mike and me on 4-hour watches to make the final leg 
to Split.

The weather was now sunny, the moon shone brightly at night 
and we made good progress, arriving in Split at mid-day on 
the 18 March.

As we approached, we were stopped by a police patrol boat 
who imposed a €100 fine for not reporting our arrival! This 
despite calling in by radio in advance to advise of our arrival. 
One gets familiar with this type of ‘tax’ abroad!

After a big clean up, we handed over our vessel in good order 
to the charter company after a 32-day delivery trip. Pushing 
onwards is the name of the game on deliveries; nevertheless 
we had some great sailing, good companionship, a fearsome 
storm, and visited some very interesting places. 

The delivery trip completed I then spent a relaxing couple of 
days sightseeing in the remarkable and historic city of Split 
before flying home.

Michael on the exposed helm
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Annabel J cruises to Scotland,Faroe Islands
 Iceland and Greenland

Máire Breathnach

Andrew and I spent the first night of our summer cruise in a 
quiet anchorage out of the tide on the Three Sisters River. We 
had wintered Annabel J, our replica 56’ Bristol Channel Pilot 
Cutter, in Waterford, and this lovely anchorage off Buttermilk 
Point was a perfect spot to make everything ship shape before 
we headed out to sea. The plan for 2017 was to spend a 
month sailing and hill walking in Scotland, and then sail via the 
Faroe Islands to Iceland. If conditions allowed we hoped to sail 
to Scoresby Sund in East Greenland.

Our east coast stops were Arklow, Poolbeg, and Skerries. 
Weighing anchor off Skerries at 04.00 on 17 May the forecast 
was WSW F3/4 with heavy showers later. We got the heavy 
showers that evening but the log records ‘the most beautiful 
rainbow ever seen’. In the Sound of Jura we were escorted by 
dolphins on both sides and the Paps were outlined against the 
night sky for the last part of our 26 hour passage to Craobh 
Haven. We transited Cuan Sound the next day and had a 
beautiful sail up the Firth of Lorne to the Sound of Mull. 

We wanted to climb Ben Nevis and motored up Loch Linnhe 
to Fort William in the rain. The new forecast was for fresh to 
strong southerlies and we decided not to stay, so we headed 
south again through the Corran Narrows and Sound of Mull, 
to Tobermory. The following morning, my birthday, we climbed 
Ben More, Mull’s only Munro. It was bucketing down, very 
windy, freezing, and foggy on the way up (worse than sailing!) 
but luckily for us the sky cleared as we reached the top giving 
us wonderful views of the island. It rained non stop the next 

day and we stayed put in Tobermory catching up with minor 
maintenance jobs.

On 24 May we set a scandalised main, and weighed anchor. 
We have evolved a procedure for hoisting the mainsail. I lead 
the throat halyard aft to an electric winch in the cockpit and 
Andrew raises the peak by hand. From the cockpit I can also 
keep an eye on things as the sail goes up. Next comes the 
tricky bit; Andrew makes the peak halyard fast, and hangs 
on to the throat halyard while I take the fall off the cockpit 
winch, and bring it forward to make it fast on the mast cleat. 
Sometimes I imagine the sail coming down in a rush and 
Andrew shooting aloft! 

We had light southerlies as we rounded Ardnamurchan Point 
and enjoyed the pilotage to the enchanting fairytale-like 
anchorage north of Castle Tioram, Loch Moidart. We made 
an early departure next morning, set the sails at Loch Ceann 
Tráigh, and went south to check out the beach at Camus an 
Lighe. It was a great day and we sailed in light airs to Loch 
Scavaig where we had hoped to spend the night. This is 
another exquisite anchorage, but even in late May there were 
already four other vessels at anchor in the cove. We continued 
on to Loch Harport and found a good music session in the Old 
Inn. Next morning we met a lovely Slovenian couple who gave 
us a lift to the Sligachan Hotel from where we climbed Bruach 
na Frithe on the Black Cuillin. It was one of our best walks all 
summer and the weather was perfect. We returned to Carbost 
via the Fairy Pools and back in the Old Inn where I rested my 

Annabel J
Bristol Channel Pilot Cutter

Annabel J sails to the Arctic
Máire Breathnach 

Annabel J Bristol Channel Pilot Cutter
Scoresby Sund
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Annabel J sails to the Arctic
Máire Breathnach 

tired legs and Andrew slaked his thirst. 

As we motored in headwinds along the west coast of Skye 
next day we passed Macleod’s Maidens and Macloud’s Tables 
so I played Miss Macloud’s reel on the concertina. Having 
rounded Neist Point, we entered Dunvegan village harbour 
and returned to anchor off the Castle. If landing at the 
pontoon near the boathouse, its worth remembering that 
the castle gate closes at 17.00. In Loch Shieldaig, southeast of 
Loch Torridon, we anchored between the picturesque village 
of Shieldaig and an island which was covered in Caledonian 
pine trees. The light southerlies continued and we carried on 
to Ullapool where we picked up a mooring. En route to Lewis 
we ghosted through the Summer Isles in light airs. Shortly 
afterwards, a front came through so we had to drop the 
topsail smartly and reef the main. We brought up In Glumag 
harbour and entered the marina at Stornoway the next 
morning. Over the next week we enjoyed some good walks 
and swims on Lewis and Harris. The area around Huisinis has 
fantastic beaches and walks. It is well worth a visit. One day we 
hired a car and drove via Barvas to see the Calanish Standing 
Stones. We climbed Mealaisbhall, the highest of the rugged 
Uig Hills, and returned through Rognagall Valley. Back in 
Stornaway and just in time ‘for one’ we found a great session 
with fiddles and double bass in the Criterion bar. On a wet 

and windy Sunday morning, we drove to Tolsta beach for a, 
not surprisingly, cold swim and wondered why we were bound 
even further north to Faroe, Iceland and Greenland. 

The 250 mile passage to the Faroe Islands took us 38 hours 
which we sailed and motor-sailed. The southwesterly F5 
gradually decreased and backed southerly before increasing 
again. All the time we sailed with two reefs in the mainsail and 
staysail only. On a wet grey Atlantic 14 June, we made landfall 
on Suderoy, handing the sails in strong winds in Vagsfjordur 
before berthing alongside at Vaag Harbour. The next morning, 
after a late start, we bumped into our friend Grenville Byford 
who invited us on board Revenge for lunch which consisted of 
gin and salami.

In Hvalba we berthed alongside the quay. We tried to leave at 
05.30 the following morning but strong southwesterly winds 
made it difficult to leave the berth as we were on a lee shore: 
so we went back to bed! Returning from a walk ashore that 
afternoon we met a lovely Faroese family who invited us for 
Sunday lunch the following day. Runi, cook on board local 
trawler, Steintór, cooked us a fantastic meal and we had a 
great day with him, his wife Ariosa, and their son Pauli.
It was still blowing the next day and we walked over the 
mountain to Tvøroyri. On the climb I was hit in the face by a 
rock from above. I got a bad shock but was very relieved that 
it hadn’t hit my eye. When the depression had gone through, 
we studied the Faroese tidal atlas ( ‘the red scare book’) and 
almanac to work out that we would have a favourable tide the 
following morning for the hop to Midvágur, Vágar. 
The car hire company beside the quay and small boat harbour 
in Midvágur, is a very convenient place for a visiting yachtsman 
to hire a car. Andrew is editor of ‘Arctic and Northern Waters’ 
the RCCPF book so we visited several ports and harbours by 
road to update the pilotage notes for the next edition.

I have always loved Shaun Davey’s composition The Brendan 
Voyage, a concerto for uilleann pipes and orchestra based 
on the voyage of St. Brendan. One of the best movements is 

Castle Tioram, Loch Moidart

Andrew, Loch Torridon

Máire on the Cuillin Ridge
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called Mykines Sound. It would have been great to sail around 
Mykines but not in the strong westerly. In a moderate swell, 
we entered Vestmannasund carrying a fair tide,1 to 6 knots, 
and berthed at the pontoon in Vestmanna. My brother, Donal 
Walsh (ICC), and his partner Clare Morrissey (ICC) arrived the 
next day on Lady Belle having stemmed the tide in the sound. 
Although we were following a similar route, this was the only 
time that the two boats were together. After a visit to the local 
pub, Donal and Clare joined us on board Annabel J for roast 
lamb. We left the Faroe Islands the following morning, 24 
June, carrying a strong tide west through heavy overfalls in the 
sound. Lady Belle followed, both boats bound for Iceland. We 
sailed most of the 280 nm passage which took us 46 hours 
with northwestly winds. We exchanged ‘TRs’ on the VHF with 
Lady Belle until we lost contact. Our early morning landfall was 
beautiful and unforgettable with the high peaks of Prándar-
jökull mountains rising from the fog. Djúpivogur is an excellent 
port of entry. We berthed alongside Djúpivogur quay, cleared 
customs and were given a fish for dinner and an almanac for 
navigation by the harbourmaster, Stefan Gumuðndsun. One 
of the attractions in the town is Eggin í Gleðivík or The Eggs 

of Merry May. Sigurðurdur Guðmundsun, an Icelandic artist 
sculpted 34 giant size granite eggs which line the road and 
depict the shape, patterns and colours of the indiginous bird 
eggs.

We spent the next two weeks exploring the east fjiords and 
visiting as many ports as possible to gather information for 
‘Arctic and Northern Waters’. Our friends Bridget and Michael 
Roche, with their teenage sons, joined us for a few days in 
Neskaupstaður, Nordfjörður. On passage to Seyðisfjörður, 
we put the young lads Donnchadh, Fearghal and David to 
work on deck and they enjoyed learning the ropes. Ashore in 
Seydisifjorður we had a terrific hike in the surrounding hills 
which involved fording several rivers. Langanes, the north 
east tip of Iceland, has a poor reputation because of fog 
and overfalls but our passage around from Vopnafjörður to 
Húsavik was benign. Húsavik is the ‘whale capital of Iceland ‘ 
and it is possible to go on all sorts of tours from ‘Silent whale 
watching’ to ‘Double tails and Sails’. The harbour is very busy 
and we were lucky to find a berth alongside the gaff ketch 
Donna Wood. With time in hand before our friend George 
Kidner’s arrival we visited the local supermarket and bought 
food for a welcome dinner. As the meat was going into the 
oven we discovered that, what we thought was beef, was 
actually minkie whale. However this did not stop Andrew and 
George enjoying it. 

Ashore next day, we visited the excellent whale museum 
and made a sight-seeing trip in George’s car to Mýatn lake, 
Dimmuborgur volcano and Dettifoss waterfall. On passage to 
Akureyi we motored to the west side of Skjálf to see humpback 
whales breaching and blowing. The best way to see them is to 
cut the motor and allow the boat to drift. We motored close 
to Grenevik harbour on Flatey for a look at this pretty island. 
George cooked a special meal the night before his departure 
to Keflavik and I am happy to report that minkie whale was not 
on the menu.

Flip

Hornstranðir
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Knúter Karlssan, who lives in Akureyi, and is an accomplished 
high latitude sailor, visited Annabel J and we were delighted 
to be invited to Heimir Harðarson’s talk on Scoresby Sund 
on board Húni II. The only down side was that the talk was in 
Icelandic and we didn’t understand a word. However we had 
a very enjoyable evening on board the largest oak fishing boat 
ever built in Iceland. We caught up with maintenance the next 
day. I got the sewing machine on deck and repaired a tear in 
the main and topsail and Andrew did some rig maintenance.
We overnighted in Hrisey Island where tourists are 
transported in trailers towed by tractors. Next day we sailed 
into Ólafsfjörður on the way to Siglufjörður. The Siglufjörður 
Herring Era Museum is one of the best maritime museums 
that I have visited and I enjoyed attempting to play the 
langspil (similar to a dulcimer) at The Folk Music Centre. It 
blew stink next morning and I took a bus to Hofsós to swim 
in the famous beautiful pool overlooking Skagarfjörður. 
Swimming was one of the highlights of our visit to Iceland. 
Almost every town or village has a public geothermal heated 

pool (sundlaug), most of which are located outdoors and 
have hot tubs. The pools are the heart of the community and 
Icelanders visit them to socialise or make business deals. A 
woman in Patricksfjorður told me that there is nothing nicer 
than watching the aurora borealis from a hot tub in the middle 
of winter. We swam most days and our favourite pools were 
Neskaupstaður, Eskifjorður, Akureyri, Hofsós, Krossneslaug 
and Patrickfjörður. Fishing was another almost daily activity. 
All we had to do was put the handline over the side, wait a 
few minutes and then haul in a cod or haddock. Annabel J 
attracts an instant fan club wherever she goes. In Skagaströnd 
there was a constant stream of cars down the pier with local 
people who wanted to see the boat. It reminded me of when 
I was a child my father would bring us down to the quay in 
Dungarvan or over to Helvick to see visiting boats. We bought 
fuel from Dolli Bernsden, a respected local business man and 
politician, who drove us to the next town for gas and invited 
us for lunch in a local restaurant. Our anchorage off the village 
of Nordurfjorður was lovely. Ashore we did laundry at the 
local camp site and later walked to Krossneslaug, a beautiful 
thermal pool right on the sea shore. 

 Hornvik is at the heart of the amazingly beautiful uninhabited 
national park of Hornstranðir. Skipper Gijs, and mates Ruben 
and Will from the Dutch charter gaff ketch Tecla , which was 
anchored nearby, joined us on board for a beer. Later that 
evening they returned with a case of beer for us. We sailed in 
company with Tecla towards Isafjörður the next day. It wasn’t 
meant to be a race, but as Andrew said, we were two boats 
going in the same direction. Both boats hoisted topsails to get 
a bit more speed. The wind died and we motored around to 
Isafjörður where we anchored in Poller to the southwest of the 
town. Over the next few days, we explored the inner reaches 
of Ísafjarðardjúp visiting Sudavik, Vatisfjörður, and allowed 
Annabel J to drift for a few hours off Brestskor to watch birds 
and seals feeding and whales bubble catching. We made a 
dinghy trip to bathe in a very hot thermal pool at Reykjanes 
Hotel before returning to Isafjörður. 

My niece, Sibéal Turraoin, flew in from Reykjavik the following 
morning to join us for the weekend. Sibéal, who in the past 
has sailed with us in the Arctic, now lives and works in Iceland. 
We enjoyed catching up with her news and managed to fit in 
a sail, a walk in the hills, a few swims and beers before she 
returned to the capital.

We wanted to visit Scoresby Sund in East Greenland and 
had been monitoring the ice charts. The ice reports were not 

Photo 1 and 2

View from Krossneslaug thermal pool

Hornstranðir
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favourable and we debated whether or not to go. DMI, 
the Danish meteorology office, had not issued a new chart for 
over a week but the satellite charts indicated that the entrance 
to Scoresby Sund was open. The forecast was for NE 10-15 ms 
which is about 20-30 knots. Iceland was enjoying a heatwave 
and Andrew decided that, while we were waiting for a new 
ice chart and forecast, we should take advantage of the warm 
weather and do some varnishing. We provisioned for two 
weeks and prepared the boat for the 250 nm crossing of the 
Denmark Strait.

On 31 July, we cleared out with the Customs official, topped 
up our tanks and finding katabtic winds in Jokafjorður, 
altered course for Aðvalik in the north west of Hornstranðir. 
The strong northeasterlies of previous days had eased. We 
monitored the sea temperature in the strait. It went from 10º 
off the coast of Hornstranðir to 1.5º when we sighted ice 
seventy nm from the coast of Greenland. We handed the 
sails as manoeuvring the boat under sail would be difficult 
in heavy concentrations of ice. We kept an ‘hour on, hour off’ 
watch system for the next fourteen hours, hand steering to 
dodge icebergs and growlers. The visibility was less than two 
cables and the fog didn’t clear until we were approaching 
the settlement of Ittoqqortoormiit. This is the only inhabited 
part of Scoresby Sund and one of the ten most isolated 
communities in the world. Ashore, in the supermarket, we 
met the local policeman who told us that no formalities were 
required and, unless we wanted stamps in our passports, 
there was no need to visit the police station. The settlement 
is supplied by a Danish supply ship which calls twice a year 
and the first delivery was due the following week. Many of the 
supermarket shelves were bare but we found everything that 
we needed and noted that most things were cheaper than in 
Iceland. Later, we moved to Andrup Havn an anchorage less 
than a mile to the east which is more protected from drifting 
bergy bits and growlers. 

Everything in Scoresby Sund is on a breath-taking scale. We 
covered 80 nm the next day, working our way west to Charcot 

Havn, on the east coast of Milne Island, initially through 2/10 
ice, then open water with occasional bergs and growlers. We 
can motor through 3/10 ice but when we found 5/10 we had 
to turn south in search of a lead. I spotted a polar bear and 
seals on the ice pack to the north. As we approached Charcot 
Havn, Andrew climbed the ratlines to look at the ice, which 
was nine tenths and went as far as he could see to the north. 
The two nm wide entrance to the anchorage was almost 
blocked with ice and we just managed to get in. Next morning 
we found that the fast ice to the east of the entrance to the 
anchorage had melted. We went north towards Jyteshavn, 
but due to the freshening wind from the north, ice and rain 
we changed our plans and decided to make for Hekla Havn. 
We had a challenging afternoon making very slow progress 
through the ever changing leads but eventually found 
ourselves in open water with occasional large bergs. As we 
approached Hekla Havn from the east, we were close inshore 
and noticed the depth go from 80m to 40m to 30m to 20m in 
a very short time. We slowed right down and put her astern 
but still managed to ‘touch’. At a time like this you become 

A lead closes
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Patrick). We motor-sailed and sailed with mainly light fair 
winds, and it was necessary to keep a good watch as there 
were quite a few icebergs. Half way across, we said goodbye to 
both the ice and 24 hours of daylight.

Having had a swim in the fantastic pool in Patreksfjörður, we 
celebrated our arrival by going for a drink in the local pub. 
Our next stop was Grundarfjörðer and we anchored close to 
Kikkjufell, the most photographed mountain in Iceland. From 
there we went east and enjoyed picking up the transits for 
pilotage to Stykkishólmer where we anchored off the harbour 
at Skipavik. The plan was to get to Reykjavik to meet Sibéal 
again before we sailed for home. It was a short hop to Ólafsvík 
and on the way we caught a huge cod. 

Reykjavik had more tourists than ever and we were delighted 
when Sibéal offered us the use of her car to explore the 
famous sights outside the city. We visited Geysir, Gullfoss, 
Pingvellir and explored the coast of Sudurnes. 
It was sad to say goodbye to Sibéal but it was time to return 
home and we left Reykjavik on Monday 21 August. We 
had studied the long term forecasts and had made lots of 
screenshots of weather charts. Strong winds were forecast 
for Tuesday and Wednesday and we hoped to be in Scotland 
or Ireland by the weekend just before strong westerlies were 
forecast in all the Portpatrick sea areas. Our first night had 
clear skies and we watched a wonderful display of the aurora 
borealis. The Inuit say the northern lights are the souls of the 
dead playing football with a walrus skull.

By noon on Tuesday the wind had increased from the east 
and we were heading south with two reefs in the mainsail and 
a staysail. The seas were rough and it was difficult to move 
around the boat. A locker door burst open and, as I tried 
to stop the crockery from crashing to the cabin sole, I was 
thrown across the cabin. I spent the remainder of that watch 
hoovering up the broken bits and pieces. When the second 
reef pennant parted we dropped the main and continued 
under staysail alone. Annabel J’s main is 860 sq ft and taming 
the sail and securing the rig kept the two of us busy. On 
Thursday the auto pilot broke and we hand steered in short 
watches. Later in the afternoon, the wind eased and the seas 
subsided. Andrew managed to re-reeve the reefing pennant 
and fabricate a new way of connecting the autopilot ram to 
the tiller arm. We were able to sail again and returned to our 

very aware of the remoteness of your situation. Luckily we 
managed to get off. Charts in these parts are of limited value 
as there are no soundings. The depths average 400m to 600m 
in the main basin and deeper in the fjords. We saw another 
bear on a floe outside the anchorage. Later when we went 
ashore to explore Hekla Haven I was more concerned that I 
was ‘netted up’ against the mosquitos than I was about the 
presence of bears. We didn’t see any but that didn’t stop 
Andrew from getting in a bit of rifle practise on an old barrel.

We sailed slowly in light airs the following day and took 
advantage of the glorious weather to take pictures of the boat 
from the dinghy. At the entrance to Vikingebugt, progress 
was very slow due to concentrated broken ice and bergy bits. 
The anchorage east of a small island on the south shore of 
Vikingebugt, was relatively ice free but yielded a small bergy 
bit for a celebratory glass of gin. Back in Ittoqqortoormuitt, the 
supply ship was discharging. As we wandered around, we met 
happy smiling children eating bags of crisps and wondered 
what the future held for them. We visited the weather station, 
watched the meteorology balloon being launched and learnt 
how to pronounce ‘Ittoqqortoormuit’ ( Eat Cut Door Duck 
Meat). Our last night was spent in Amdrup Havn where an ice 
floe drifted over our anchor and we had to use a combination 
of chain, engine and bow thruster to stop it pushing Annabel J 
down the fjord.

I could have written my entire log about Scoresby Sund. It is 
one of the most beautiful places that I have ever visited. It felt 
like being on the edge of the planet.
We logged just over 309 nm on the passage back to 
Patreksfjörður, Iceland (which is named after our own St 

Danish supply ship Ittoqqortoormuit Children in Ittoqqortoormuit

Wash Day
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normal ‘four on, four off’ watch routine. We made our landfall 
in Killybegs on Sunday 27 August. 

Our passage from Reykjavik had taken just under six days and 
we had logged 842 miles.

We spent a few days in the new small boat harbour in 
Killybegs before sailing to Teelin, Blacksod and Kilronan, Inis 
Mór where we were weather-bound for 5 days. On the day of 
the All-Ireland Hurling final between Waterford and Galway, 
we made a Waterford flag from old pillowcases and bravely 
flew it from our rigging. We cycled to Poll na bPéist (the Worm 
hole) and Andrew had a dip. Later we watched Galway beat 
Waterford in Joe Mac’s.

A weather window of sorts opened on the 6 September and 
we left Kilronan. The final passage was one of the hardest 
all summer. We sailed and then motor-sailed into a SW 5 
until we weathered An Tiaracht, on the Blasket Islands. Once 
we rounded the Mizen we tacked downwind, first to avoid 
the Old head of Kinsale and then back on the port tack for 
Waterford harbour. The autopilot failed off Youghal and we 
hand steered in one hour watches. At 0450 on 8 September, 
with 4,300 nm under our keel, we re-anchored off Buttermilk 
Point and turned in for a few hours before motoring up the 
River Suir to our berth at Waterford City Marina.

 

Andrew and Sibéal
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Early in 2017, Sean Norris and I decided to sail our 1992 
Sadler 32, Raffles, to Galicia to take part in the Rias Baixas Rally. 
Accordingly at 2100 on Friday 30 June we left Crosshaven 
for Galicia.  The crew consisted of Seán, Eugene O’Loughlin, 
Tarah and Martin Fleming and myself. Sean, Eugene and I 
are experienced offshore cruising sailors, all being qualified 
Offshore Yachtmasters, while Sean and Eugene have also 
raced offshore for many years.  Tarah and Martin are both 
teenagers and, while both are very experienced dinghy sailors, 
it was their first offshore passage.

The following is an account of what happened when we found 
ourselves in the Bay of Biscay with wind speeds up to 40 
knots without power. We were unable to start the engine. In 
itself, this wasn’t a major issue. However both batteries had 
run down and couldn’t be charged. We risked losing power 
altogether and not being able to transmit on VHF. We were in 
the middle of the shipping lanes without navigation lights and 
were not making significant headway towards landfall. 
Added to this crew exhaustion was setting in and we had one 
elderly person and two minors on board. 

Our passage towards Galicia had been straightforward for the 
first three days. We had made good progress and and had 
enjoyed mainly fair weather. 

However on the night of the 3 July the wind increased from the 
east and we sailed with a reefed main and a heavily rolled jib. 
A few hours later, as the wind increased, we dropped the main 
and considered going down to bare poles. However this was 
discounted on the basis that we would then have been forced 
to run offshore for an unknown period of time., ‘Next stop, 
the Azores’!  An exaggeration obviously, but we felt it better to 
retain even a small corner of our genoa, thus enabling us to 
maintain – even if slowly - our southerly direction and also to 
head up into the large waves rather than taking them on the 
beam.

At 0200 with steadily building wind and sea and with no 
engine, we decided to call Coruňa Radio to advise them of our 
situation. We planned to make for Muxia/Camariñas rather 
than our original planned port of entry which was Portosin.

We had some communication with nearby merchant vessels 
Grand Africa (a Grimaldi Lines vehicle carrier of 28,000 
Tonnes) and New Legend Sapphire (a general cargo vessel of 
24,000 tonne).  We could just about hear Coruňa Radio but 
after a period they came on very clear.  We were asked to 
move to Channel 11, but were unable to make contact.  We 
subsequently found out that Coruňa Radio was calling us 
regularly on Channel 11 but we could not hear them.  In order 
to save the battery, we disengaged the tiller pilot, which had 
been in operation continuously for the previous two days, and 
we steered the boat by hand.  Given the conditions, it was 
necessary to relieve the helmsman every 40/45 minutes.  We 
also concluded that, as both batteries’ voltages had fallen 
evenly, that they were not in fact isolated from each other.

We asked one of the merchant to provide a forecast and they 
advised as follows: ‘Wind E/NE, 4 – 6 decreasing’.
At 0600,  just before we had decided to broadcast a PanPan 
and request external assistance ,Coruňa Radio called us to 
ascertain our current position and status.  We gave them our 
position and asked them to stand by as we were currently 
assessing our situation.  We had a further discussion and 
decided to seek external assistance. We also informed Coruňa 
Coast Guard, that the vessel was not taking water and was not 
in immediate danger.  Coruňa Radio asked us what type of 
assistance was required, and we requested a tow.

Again we seemed to lose comms with Coruňa, but with the 
assistance of the MV Rosita (a tanker of 38,000 Tonnes) relay 
comms were established and assurances were received that 
a tow was on its way.  An unknown merchant vessel then 

Raffles Sadler 32’

Raffles in the Bay of Biscay
Tom Kirby

Calm before the storm
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LOG EXTRACTS

1.   30June 2017..23.00  51˚39'.36N  08˚19.17W First night. 
Crew settling into routine of passage making. Battery

 10.5 volts. Engine on 1.5 hours

2. 1st July2017  23.00 49˚ 57'.50N 09˚ 01'.54W First full 
day. Wind backed W and went light before freshening again. 

Progressively rolled in genoa and reefed main as were being 

pressed. Disconnected cold box as instruments went out due 

to drain on battery and ran engine for 2 hours. Days run   

 143 miles.Tom's chicken pasta went down well.

3.  2nd July2017 10.30 48˚ 09'.00N 09˚16'.11W Ran thru the night 
reefed as conditions remained fresh. Morning saw wind drop. 

,unrolled genoa,shook out reef. Removed damaged slide from 

track brfore re-hoisting main. Crossed over the edge of the 

continental shelf at 0930.

4.  3rd July2017 1900 44˚ 58'.09N 09˚ 26'.02W Sweet and 
sour pork courtesy of Irene Norris. 2000 Wind progressively 

building from the East! One reef and a heavily rolled jib. 

2200 Main dropped.

5 4th July2017 0200 44˚ 24'.49N 09˚ 22'.01W With steadily 
building wind and sea and with failure of engine to start,-

decision made to call Coruna radio to advise of the situation 

and plan to make for Camarinas. 
180˚
Text of Pan Pan message broadcast at 0200

Pan Pan X 3˚
Raffles X 3

My position is  44 ˚ 24'. 49 N ˚ 22'.01 W
Making 180˚
We have lost mechanical power and have no means to gen-

erate electrical power. In no immediate danger but are 

making for Muxia Camarinas and will require assistance to 

come to port.

 0600 Having further rolled the jib, discussed our situ-

ation,and considered well -being issues of the crew (lack 

of sleep and some seasickness) decision made to request 

external assistance. 

 0715 Course 180˚ Wind E 30plus knots. A nearby ship con-
firmed wind speeds of 35/40 knots.Sea state up to 6 

metres with cresting waves.

 6. 4July2017 0930 43 ˚ 55'70N 09˚ 23'90W Spanish res-
cue boat alongside, ends taken, tow secured and underway. 

Destination Camarinas 
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contacted us asking if they could provide assistance.  This was 
slightly embarrassing as, at that point, we did not need help, 
but I did request that, if they wished to provide us with a lee, it 
would be welcomed.

We continued southwards at about 4 knots in heavy 
seas  Our biggest issue was to try and slow the boat down by 
progressively reducing sail.  At 4 knots the motion of the boat 
was comfortable but if our speed rose to 6 or 7 knots the 
motion and noise became extreme.

The masthead light had stopped working during the night so 
we switched on the steaming light in it’s stead.
The only other occurrence of note was sometime after 0600 
when a wave caught us broadside on at the stern.  It partially 
filled the cockpit and threw the bow slightly to windward. The 
drains emptied the cockpit in less than 10 seconds.  A few 
merchant vessels passed quite near us but most were well 
away.  

Arrival of Vessel from ‘Sociedad de Salvamento y 
Seguridad Marítima’

Reviewing the sequence of events in respect of the tow, 
reliance has been placed on the report provided by 
the tow boat captain.  It shows that they commenced 
service at 0540 UTC (effectively 30 minutes after our 
request for a tow was made - as our vessel time was 
BST).  They noted our position at the time of assistance as 
being:  43˚55.7N    9˚23.9W.  What is interesting about this 
position is that, despite the poor weather and our belief that 
we had made no progress, we had actually made 63 nm 
southwards in the previous 13 hours!

 
We had been concerned about a target on the AIS closing 
at high speed until it was identified as the tow boat. We 
brought a hand held VHF on deck.  On arrival our tow put 
out fenders and it appeared that they were going to come 
alongside.  However as our full complement was on deck at 
that stage they must have assessed that, given the sea state, it 
was not necessary and rapidly backed away.  They instructed 
us, by calling and gesturing, to furl our jib - which we did. They 
then went to cross our bow for the purposes of taking a tow, 
but we were not ready and had no one on the bow.  They then 
threw the heaving line which took two of us to haul in. When 
the end reached Raffles we had two heavy spliced wire ropes 
which we took in over the bow roller and attached to the 
cleats.  There was some shouting back and forth about port 
and starboard and whether the ends needed to be secured 
aft.  

The tow boat eventually started to move away and we cleared 
the foredeck.  We discussed the importance of keeping the 
boat going in a straight line. There was initially some concern 
as the tow boat was zig-zagging but we thought that this 
was the setting up of the tow and we should keep going 
straight. We were disconcerted to realise that the tow line 
had wrapped itself around the skeg, but happily, once the tow 
commenced we were whipped around and the line freed itself. 
 
A post mortem discussion on the securing of the tow rope 
concluded that it should have been secured to the cleats port 
and starboard and straight out to form a proper bridle, but 
the fact that this was not done did not seem to affect the tow.
The tow vessel’s report showed that they left port at 0540 UTC 
and were with us at 0830 UTC, with the rescue completed 
at 1505 UTC - a total of just over 6.5 hours under tow at an 
average speed of 8 knots. We would like to pay tribute to the 
high level of skill and professionalism displayed by the rescue 
crew throughout the incident.The weather conditions when 
the tow began had improved somewhat, and by the time we 
were at the coast the wind had died completely.

Camariñas

On arrival in Camariñas the consensus was that the failure of 
the engine to start was probably due to depleted batteries 
(reading 11.5 Volts each).  There was also concern that the 
engine battery was not properly isolated.   We plugged the 
boat into shore power and we stayed ashore for the night. The 
following day we found the batteries’ voltages to be nearly 15 
Volt.  We tried to start the engine, without any success and 

          Under tow

   Land Ho ! Cabo Vilano      
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decided to call in a mechanic . We also set about tidying up 
the boat.

The capitan of the Sociedad de Salvamento y Seguridad 
Marítima boat arrived and presented the bill for the call 
out.  Unlike Ireland and Britain, where the services of the 
RNLI are voluntary and a donation for any help rendered is 
made to the RNLI on a voluntary basis, in Spain the SSSM 
is a government body and operates on a semi-commercial 
basis.  Its services are provided by the state at a subsidised 
rate which in our case was at about 1/3 of the cost of the 
service.  Based on the time that the boat was in service 
assisting us, this fee came to €3,250 and was payable on 
presentation of the invoice. 

We washed and dried everything that needed it.  We removed 
1¾ buckets full of water from the lazarette and ¾ of a bucket 
from the under cockpit locker. There was no water in the 
main cockpit locker and only a pint or so in the engine 
compartment.  No more than five cupfuls were removed from 
the cabin bilges.

A mechanic arrived but he spoke practically no English and 
our Spanish was very limited. He did some looking and poking 
at the engine.  It became apparent that he was not going to 
be able to solve the problem and he indicated that he would 
have to call someone else, whom we understood would not 
be able to come until the next day.  However, to our surprise 
and delight, a little later another mechanic arrived with a tool 
box and asked us if we were from Raffles.  We accompanied 
him to the boat.  Like the previous man he had practically no 
English and so communication between us was mostly by way 
of gestures.  After about 20 minutes of this, and looking and 
poking at the engine he had it going!  The problem was traced 
to a loose wire going into the starter motor.  He fixed that and 
made a mini bypass wire for us should there be a recurrence 
of the problem.

That afternoon we decided that, as we were shipshape, we 
would depart for an overnight passage directly to Caramiñal, 
bypassing our original destination of Portosin.  We left 
Camariñas on a calm evening at about 2000 and, apart from 
having to dodge some fishing boats off Cape Finisterre, we 

had an uneventful passage to Caramiñal, arriving the following 
day at about 1000.  Incidentally we also discovered that the 
‘most expensive milk ever’ was in fact cream.  A defence of ‘it 
had a cow on the front of the package so I thought it had to 
be milk’ was offered by the Log Keeper who had bought it.  We 
decided to experience some ‘gracious living’ by having cream 
instead of milk in our tea from then on.   

We have been asked many times since how we felt and what 
emotions were running through our minds as the emergency 
developed.  To be perfectly honest it was not something that 
we condidered at the time. One doesn’t have too much time 
to dwell on one’s emotions in this type of situation; so much 
is happening and there is so much to do, decisions to be 
made, etc. that one tends to be very much preoccupied with 
these practicalities.  Nevertheless, it would be trite to insist 
that an experience such as we had doesn’t have some effect. 
Sean and Eugene and I have quite an amount of experience 
of difficult offshore conditions and fully appreciated the 
problems we faced or, more especially, could have faced, 
given our situation. 

Thinking back about the situation, perhaps the best 
description would be that we had a certain degree of concern, 
while at the same time being conscious that we were at 
all times in control and continually discussing alternative 
options.  Of course, another major source of comfort was 
the fact that Raffles handled the conditions so well.  At 32ft 
overall, she wouldn’t be considered a big boat for this type 
of trip.  Despite this, we were never in any doubt that she 
could stand up to the seas we experienced.  She is, in fact, 
25% heavier than her designed weight, carrying an additional 
1 tonne in her keel.  Sometimes in light-weather racing we 
have been known to curse this - 100 miles off Finisterre in 
40 knots of wind there were no complaints! Was the arrival 
of the Search and Rescue boat an occasion of relief?  No one 
would deny that the answer to that is yes; however, due to the 
distance they had to travel to reach us, we hadn’t expected 
to see them for at least another hour, and again it is worth 
stating that we were at all times in control while we awaited 
them.  In fact Eugene commented afterwards that, ‘there was 
much learning to be obtained from this experience’.  Tarah 
and Martin’s take was especially interesting.  Remember this 
was their first offshore experience and, in that sense, was 

  SASEMAR vessel     
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a real ‘baptism of fire’.  However, they remarked afterwards 
that they were much encouraged by the fact that the other 
three crew members dealt with the situation in a calm and 
controlled manner, thus helping to alleviate any concerns 
they may have felt.  We had been rather concerned about 
making contact with Tarah and Martin’s parents after coming 
ashore as to how they might react to the way events had 
unfolded.  However, our fears were unfounded.  Their initial 
reaction was positive and when we met up with them in 
Caramiñal they, based on Tarah and Martin’s description of 
the event, were very pleased - and in fact felt that it was a 
fantastic experience for Tarah and Martin.Finally, we want 
to acknowledge the performance of all of the crew of Raffles 
during what was, for all of us, a unique ordeal.  In particular, 
special mention must be made of the calm and controlled 
manner in which Martin and Tarah dealt with the situation on 
their first offshore passage.  Eugene’s experience was also 
invaluable, both as a helmsman in the worst of the conditions 
and also for his input into all the major decisions.

The purpose of the passage to Spain was to take part in the
ICC’s Rias Baixas rally.  One of the rally events was
an opportunity to visit the Finistere MRCC at Monte 
Enxa.  During that visit I met Manuel Capeans, a senior 
officer at the centre.The rescue operation of Raffles formed 
an interesting portion of the visit, and arising from that 
Manuel has shared the following in relation to the rescue 
operation .

Manuel’s comments on our rescue
• ‘Communication is key.
• It is vital to make contact with rescue services in good 

time while you are still fully in control (PANPAN).  This 
gives you the opportunity to check that your 
communication (Sat comms/AIS message/VHF etc.) 
are working.  Additionally, for the relevant MRCC, from 
that moment you are a ‘follow up dot in the ocean’. i.e. 
they have you logged and will follow up on your status 
regularly.  In the case of Raffles, regular radio contact was 
attempted. 

• If it turns out that you do require assistance (about 
four hours after the first contact in Raffles case), do not 
hesitate to send a MAYDAY using the best means of 
communication. Raffles had difficulties in establishing 
efficient communication, even when messages were 
being relayed  by merchant ships in the area.

• Concerning the content of the message:In spite of 
common belief, if you are a recreational boat, it is 
enough to state clearly that you require assistance (being 
towed in Raffles case),  and your position,courses and 
speed. 

• From that moment, as Raffles did, dedicate a 
crew member to pay particular attention to the 
communications.’ 

• 
• Manuel’s comments on general sailing and 

emergencies 
• 
• ‘In recreational boats, generally, all the people on board 

are considered as crew, but in reality  we often sail with 
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friends who are not experienced.  When things become 
difficult they an inexperienced crew may exacerbate a 
situation.  Before setting out, it is very important that the 
skipper is aware the capabilities of the crew. It is a good 
idea to keep the skipper free

• When designating watch rotas, consider freeing up the 
captain if difficult times  are expected ahead. 

• Proper reaction or course of action in emergency 
situations needs to keep in mind that events are not as 
they start, but as they develop (e.g. what starts as an 
engine failure gets complicated by weather conditions 
and seasickness...); it is highly recommended to act based 
on actual circumstances (in the present time) rather than 
acting on the basis of what should have been done or 
trying to unrealistically do what one should have done

•  Night time is always a factor to perceive the need of 
outside assistance. Raffles, even when they were just 
waiting to be assisted, were doing almost five knots to 
destination (six in normal conditions).

• Proper management of energy onboard cannot be 
overstated;

• Comms systems which are autonomous of the main 
power system are highly recommended.  My first option 
on ocean passages is Sat comms because, not only have 
they better coverage but also for easy and familiar use (in 
Tom’s words ‘using the radio can be a little intimidating 
given how seldom we actually use it’ ).

• In respect of towing operations, it is just a matter of 
following basic instructions from the rescue boat and 
finding the best location for making fast the towing line 
(usually the bow cleats as in this case).  Raffles represents 
very well the typical case of assistance to recreational 
boats in which even the towing speed (8 knots) shows 
very well how successful these operations are.

• If an emergency ends with the crew and passengers 
alive and in good condition, full credit to the art and skills 
of the captain and crew (in particular to the ability of 
communicating the need for assistance).  In this case the 
captain and crew of Raffles must be congratulated for a 
positive outcome.’

• We are very grateful for Manuel’s input and insights.

  Manuel and Tom  
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Lessons learned

It can’t be emphasised enough how important it is to check 
weather forecasts as much as possible. Nevertheless, as we 
all know, sometimes you can be caught out no matter how 
well prepared you are. In our situation, it would appear the 
weather we experienced was very localised.  Narnia, another 
ICC boat which was within about 10 miles of us, experienced 
similar conditions, but a number of other vessels quite close 
to us were not subjected to such strong winds,  As mentioned 
above, at 0200 on the morning of Tuesday 4 we received a 
forecast of  E/NE 4 to 6 decreasing, whereas at 0600 a ship 
close by reported winds of 35 to 40 knots and breaking waves 
of 6 metres.
•  We made the right decision to reduce sail in good time, in 

particular to drop the main before darkness set in.  Raffles 
is masthead rigged and sails very well under a reduced 
headsail . On the other hand, she doesn’t handle anything 
like as well under main alone.

• Given that at one stage the helmsman had to be relieved 
every 40 minutes, we were fortunate in having three 
experienced helmsmen to call on.  No matter how efficient 
your self-steering may be, circumstances may dictate that 
you are forced back to ‘first principles’ and manual steering.

• While awaiting the tow, it is a good idea to prepare as far as 
possible. 

• The main lesson we learned was the importance of making 
contact with the Rescue Services at an early stage, and 
while you are still fully in control.  In our initial contact with 
A Coruña, we stressed we were in no danger and believed 
we could make Camariñas on our own, but wanted to let 
them know of some difficulties we had.  This made it easier 
for everyone when we decided to ask for a tow later on.

• Related to the above is the importance of writing down in 
advance the information you need to convey during the 
radio call.  To most of us, using the radio can be a little 
intimidating, given how seldom we actually use it.  Add in 

Tom, Eugene, Tarah, Martin and Seán   

the pressure of making a call in an emergency situation 
and it becomes obvious that it can be quite stressful, 
making it difficult to remember everything you need to 
say.  Committing your thoughts to writing before the call 
makes it much easier to carry out the call efficiently. 

• As mentioned in Manuel’s contribution above, even 
when communications were established it proved 
difficult to maintain them, even relying on the relay 
services of passing merchant  shipping. The most reliable 
communications systems should be used for the given 
set of circumstances.  In this case, when the first call was 
made we were approximately 65 miles from the nearest 
land, which would be considered at the extreme normal 
range of VHF communications.  The carriage of operational 
satellite communications apparatus should receive serious 
consideration for offshore passages of this nature.  We 
had an Iridium Go Sat Comms device on board but due to 
problems with the sim card it had failed to register, so it 
remained inoperative for the duration of the trip. 

Future Plans

The original plan was for Sean to bring Raffles back to Schull in 
the first week in August with some friends.  However, having 
sailed 120 nm north of La Coruña and being faced with heavy 
northerlies for several days ahead, he wisely decided to abort 
and head back to La Coruña.  We decided to lay Raffles up 
at Marina Seca for the winter and we hope to spend a few 
weeks cruising in northern Spain and Brittany next summer 
before heading home in late July / early August.

Finally, I want to emphasise Sean’s role.  During our passage 
he kept the log up to date and took charge of the radio 
communications with La Coruña and various ships at the 
height of the gale. It was therefore inevitable that he has 
played by far the major role in the preparation of this report.
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At 8am, 22 May we left our berth at Hull, down the Humber 
Estuary
En route for the Isle of Mull.
There were red buoys to our starboard and green on our port 
side
Sand End, Skitter Haven, Paull Sand all were identified.
The Sunken Channel avoid, report to Coastguard here,
The way is clearly buoyed, what more have we to fear.
The weather's fine, the sea is calm as Grimsby we did spy.
Two ships appear but not too near and easily pass us by.
Out by Spurn Head, but keep far out, the Bintys cause a 
rumpus,
Turn northwards now and keep inshore of wind farms, watch 
the compass.
Round Flamborough Head, past Filey Brig with Scarborough in 
sight
We make good time past Robin Hood's Bay,
In Whitby we’ll spend the night.

23  May dawns grey and cold, a visit to the Abbey on the hill,
Historically the ruins old, stand like a beacon above us still.
The forecast's good, soon we are off, to Hartlepool are bound,
The sea is rough, the boat leaps on, no calm sea can be found.
Our goal in sight, fenders prepared, but oh alas a lack
The steering' s gone, what can we do, we just keep turning 
back.
For 60 years we've paid our dues, so Lifeboat we did call,
The boat appeared, took us in tow, in not much time at all.
Through lock gates at speed, our ropes made fast, t'was all a 

little hairy,
Towed to our berth and settled in - it could have been more 
scary.
Down in the stern all was revealed, a nut had lost its bolt,
No worries now, the fault was healed, at least we're still afloat!

24  May dawns bright and clear but we have work to do
To check hydraulic oil, fill up and fix the wretched screw.
A day in port is what we need, a rest in glorious sun.
A shopping trip, with stores refilled, maintenance can be fun!

The 25 was wet and cold, the forecast pretty dire.
It rained and poured and blew all day, a cocktail cured our ire!

May 26, a weather break, all hands on deck our chance to 

Nautilus Intercruiser 29

Nautilus - from Hull to Mull
Nikko and Andrena Duffin

Home safe in tobermory

So lifeboat we did call
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take.
Fill with diesel, brave the bar, the swell was high the boat did 
jar.
Out to sea passed Sunderland, the wind was light the swell 
was grand.
Past the Tyne and Blyth with ease, finding Amble was a tease.
Visibility low, Coquet Island loomed, if we don't find the buoy 
we're doomed
All's well we found it, in we go, a Marina welcomes , take it 
slow.
A guy to catch our ropes and soon we're tied safely up on the 
pontoon.
An excellent dinner in the local Bistro, friends came for a dram 
and bade us go
Outside the Farnes if visiblity low.

A little less wind on the 27, early start but by eleven we saw 
the Longstone light to port
Our visit to Lindisfarne we had to abort.
Birds all about us I do declare, guillemots, razorbills and 
puffins everywhere.
Eventually St Abb's head we did round, into the Forth and 
homeward bound.
Past the Bass Rock, gannets all around.
Muirfield Golf Course to port, for ladies out of bounds.
A container ship is overtaking us, we pass Hound Point 
Terminal without a fuss.
Under the rail bridge then under the road, Port Edgar will be 
our night's abode.

28 sees two exhausted bods, we've made it North against the 
odds.

Friends come for supper so we prepare a great big pot of 
moule mariniere.
The weather has changed, the sun splits the sky
The bridges tower above us so very high.

The 30 dawns, an early start, up the Forth from the sea we will 
part.
Into the lock under the keepers strict rule, he finds us a berth 
'side the Kelpies' pool.
A beautiful evening in a fabulous spot, a relief to be here, 
we've been through a lot.

Our passage is booked we're ready to go, but whatever has 
happened, they tell us go slow.
A murder has happened beyond the lock gate. For 24 hours 
we'll have to wait!

Tuesday 31 we have a date to meet our helpers at the lock 
gate.
Locks and swing bridges we master with ease, up to the Falkirk 
Wheel in the shade of the trees.
The weather is gorgeous, almost too hot, we have woolly hats, 
sunhats we have not.

We chug up the canal on the 1st of June, banks lined with 
blossom, wild roses and broom.
Auchinstarry Marina, there is plenty of room, a meal in the 
Boathouse and bed all too soon.

On the 2nd we wend our slow, stately way up to Southbank in 
the Marina to stay.
We are in Kirkintilloch Basin a historic lay, puffers were made 

Forth Road Bridge New Forth Bridge

 The Kelpies  The Falkirk Wheel
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here for many a day
Shops are close by so we walk up the street, lighter clothes are 
needed to cope with this heat.

In the Glasgow Canal they only work the weekend, so the 3 we 
are lazy, just moved round the bend
To moor by the Stables, an excellent pub, Life's not always 
easy, aye, there lies the rub!
The batteries act up so hitch a lift to a Mall, distilled water is 
purchased, back to canal.

The 4 off at 7 to get to the lock, at last there is hope to get to 
the dock.
Our ensign is stowed as Clydebank we do cross, the Red Hand 
of Ulster might be to our cost!
18 locks, 6 swing bridges, but then we are stopped, Ferry 
bridge will not open, our way is blocked.
The heat swelled the metal, the bridge will not move, we hope 
by the morning conditions improve.

We're off on the 5, the bridge opens wide, away down to 
Bowling and out to the Clyde.
Away down the river with hills to the North, I think we prefer all 
of this to the Forth.
Greenock & Gourock, Kilcreggan, Dunoon, we're going so well 
we are almost in Troon.
Turn sharp to starboard leave Arran behind, pass Tarbert, 
Portavadie to the top of Loch Fyne.
We tie up along side the Ardrishaig pontoon, we'll enter the 
Crinan tomorrow forenoon.

The 6 up early to enter the lock, along with two yachts we 
made quite a flock,
Shepherded by the redoubtable Hugh, pass lock after lock to 
give him his due.
Crinan Basin is reached in a very quick time, friends there to 
greet us with a bottle of wine.
A sociable evening was had by all, even the midges - they had 
a ball.

Off again on the 7 from all canals free, now all we must cope 
with is very calm sea.
With the wind in the East the Islands look misty, through the 
Dorus and onwards our way not too twisty.
Pass Lunga & Seil to the Firth of Lorne, this we have dreamt of 
for many a morn.
Duart Castle above us, Craignure & Salen, we are on the last 
leg in sea area Malin.
At last we pass  Calve Island & into the Bay, Tobermory before 
us, we both shout hooray!
We have braved the North Sea and canal locks by the score, 
the boat has gone well, could not ask for much more!

But here we are, we've completed our task. From Hull to Mull, 
we have made it at Last!

        Forth Clyde Canal



43 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

There and back
Faustina II went to Galicia
John Clementson

It’s about 1,400 nm from Strangford to Bayona and back. 
That’s a long way to go for a rally that has 60 boats planning to 
attend it. I freely admit to being sceptical about the possible 
success of so large a rally, but I had made the decision to 
go months before and by now everyone had their holidays 
and flights booked – so I was committed. To be honest, the 
thought of the Biscay crossings at my age was worrying me 
a little as well. All our arrangements came together in ample 
time. My crew from Strangford to La Coruña would be Stuart, 
Ian and Andy, all members of the Newtownards SC where 
Faustina II (a Bowman 40) spends her winter months on a 
trailer – just 2 miles from home. Stuart was a veteran Faustina 
crewman having crossed the North Sea on her in violent 
weather – and here he was, back for more. Ian and Andy had 
only sailed dinghies.

Deadlines are the enemy of the cruising man and anyone 
sensible tries hard to avoid them, however, I started with one 
and, as will be seen, ended with one. The first was a squeeze. 
I was wanted at the NSC as the committee boat for the GP14 
Ulster Championships on 17 and 18 June. So we couldn’t 
leave until 19. The other end of the squeeze was the need 
for two of my crew to be home from Spain by 3 July. I feared 
that any delay would make it hard to keep to that schedule. 
Faustina II was essentially ready to go before the racing. I 
moved her down to Portaferry after the races and on Monday 
morning the crew came aboard. We loaded fresh food, made 
final arrangements, lunched with spouses at the Portaferry 
Hotel and set off southwards. There was a nice northeasterly 
to take us on our way. It wasn’t long before I decided to use 
the cruising chute and we flew that to really good effect all 
afternoon and evening until dark. The wind died soon after 
midnight and we had to motor until, in the early hours, the 
wind freshened again to F5 or 6 from the northnortheast. For 
this we took down the mainsail and rushed on under yankee 
only. The sea was rough but Ian truly excelled by making a 

superb chowder for lunch from the raw materials. Not an easy 
trick – but the result was magnificent. We rounded Carnsore 
Point, crossed St Patrick’s Bridge and entered Kilmore Quay 
at 1330. We had covered 150 nm in 22 hours. We were met 
by ‘Mr Kilmore Quay’- Ivan Sutton (ICC) - who helped us get 
sorted. We refuelled the boat and then the crew were invited 
to tea with Ivan and Mary, and we visited his small studio 
where he paints his excellent pictures. Later we had a good 
dinner at the Silver Fox.

On Wednesday 21 we topped up the water and slipped at 
0930, heading south between the Saltee Islands. There was 
a gentle ENE breeze. It became really very foggy during the 
afternoon, with vis less than 50m, but that cleared during 
the evening as the wind freshened from the SW. Our watch 
system got under way – three periods of three hours double-
manned from 2100 to 0600 with the day loosely divided with 
one man officially on watch in two hour shifts. It worked very 
well. Andy had brought a large lasagne that he had made, 

Faustina II Bowman 40
Dolphin in Biscay by Faustina II

Cruising chute in Biscay
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There and back
Faustina II went to Galicia
John Clementson

which was enjoyed by all. By 0700 next morning the wind had 
become W F5 – and we were flying! Rather a grey day but the 
sailing was great. 140nm noon-to-noon. Dinner, this time by 
Stuart, was his signature dish, an excellent Carbonara. Sadly 
the good wind died on us at 0300 next morning (23) so we had 
to motor off-and-on until 1400 – no bad thing as the batteries 
needed a boost anyway. A fine start to the morning gave way 
to more gloomy stuff but happily the wind came up in the mid-
morning and we were sailing again. A very satisfactory 152nm 
noon-to-noon this time. 
It was a glorious afternoon. A SW F5 wind which became a W 
F4 was moving us along well in warm sunshine. Really good 
progress. The sky remained clear in the night and Jupiter 
shone brightly. We watched the International Space Station 
go over and also several satellites. Shipping became a feature 
as we approached the shipping lane between Ushant and 
northwest Spain. The wind backed and faded a little so that 
by 0700 next day we were close hauled with all sail set – but 
still making good progress. By 1000 the wind had freed again. 
During the morning we were treated to a wonderful show by a 
large pod of dolphins – especially to the delight of the dinghy 
sailors who had not had this experience before. I made lunch 
and decided to heave-to for the meal in order to enjoy it more. 
Another 140M noon-to-noon. The sailing that afternoon was 
great – close hauled and fast – but all good things come to an 
end and by 2300 there was no wind. Just before dawn Venus 
rose in the East – a beautiful sight that I mistook at first for a 
yacht’s masthead light! During the early daylight (25) it became 
foggy until we passed the Torre de Hercules lighthouse and, 
at 0800, moored in the Marina Real in the heart of La Coruña. 
That was Kilmore Quay to La Coruña, 534nm in 90 minutes 
under four days – and average of 5.65 knots. We were nm 
ahead of my worst scenario schedule – the lads were certain 
to get their flights!

We spent the rest of that day and all of the next (26) exploring 

La Coruña. Several beers were absorbed and the local cuisine 
tried and tested. ‘To the ramparts we hurried’ to visit the tomb 
of Sir John Moore and we walked the mile or so to the Torre 
de Hercules and back. The return walk included a stop for 
lunch at Restaurant O Bebedeiro, and we warmly recommend 
it. My crew still had a few days in hand before their flights were 
due to depart and it didn’t take me any time at all to persuade 
them to sail on from la Coruña to Camariñas, a voyage of 
about 50nm. We slipped at 0700 on 27 June, motored in very 
light head winds along the north coast inside Illa Malante, had 
a mid-morning snack of scrambled eggs, and were moored 
in Puerto Camariñas by 1430. We slipped next morning (28) 
at 0845. It was wet and windy with some strong gusts. With a 
reef in the main we beat across the bay to Muxia, and after a 
couple of tacks were able to clear the two headlands to the 
south. The sea was bumpy but the W F5 wind kept us moving 
well. We rounded Cape Finisterre at 1215, made up the bay 
and anchored off Fisterra for lunch. A hour later we weighed 
anchor and made the remaining 15 or so nm to Muros by 
1700.

At Muros we were greeted with a telling-off from Pedro, the 
HM, for not calling in on the VHF before arriving. I later heard 
him doing the same to several other arriving skippers. What a 
great harbour master he is! He and his son, also Pedro, could 
not do more to make yachts feel welcome. After the telling 
off he told me that there was a fiesta in town. ‘Good’, I said, 
thinking of religious festivals and some local colour. ‘NO’, he 
replied forcibly, ‘it’s just noise’. And of course he was right. 
However it was also really fascinating. These fiestas are highly 
organised, probably on a regional or even national level. Apart 
from the static funfair (more of that below) each evening a 
couple of huge semi-trailers arrive and a crew opens them up, 
to create a large stage with elaborate lighting and back sets. 
The result is a non-stop musical show of singing and dancing. 
One trailer team puts on a show for about three hours. Then 
another opens up and does the next three hours. That leads 
to 2am when quite possibly a third show opens up and keeps 
going until 5am! These shows are professionally sponsored 
and produced. The standard is astonishing, however we never 
saw more that about 30 people watching them. We were 
offshore for several fiestas later on. They always start with 
the firing of many rockets that burst with a very loud bang. 
Apparently there is some competition in this matter. One 
town cannot be seen to fire off fewer rockets than the others. 
Probably the best 15 minutes at Muros was the amazing 
firework display put on one night. Quite stunning for so small 
a place.
We liked Muros a lot. It’s a lovely old town that has retained 
much of its charm – at least near the marina and docks area. 
We met Dan and Jill Cross (ICC) on Yoshi and we all went 
out for a fish supper. Inevitably we explored the funfair and 
equally inevitably we zeroed in on the dodgems. Big kids! 
What fun! There was a group singing in the square which we 
watched before retiring to our bunks to sleep through the big 
noise.

Next day the only one of us to show any initiative was Andy 
who went off by bus to explore Santiago de Compostela. We 
were a good deal more restrained on this evening but we 
enjoyed a good meal out and watched some more singers 
in the square. My trusty crew left by taxi next morning (1st 
July) at 0630 en route to the airport at Santiago. I spent a 

John taking a nap
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few hours cleaning the boat and doing some maintenance 
before I took a bus into Santiago to meet Ann and two of her 
grown-up grandchildren, Emily and Isabel – my next crew. Ann 
hadn’t expected me to meet her in Santiago so was somewhat 
surprised when I appeared. We took a taxi back to Muros.
Emily and Izzy only had a few days on board and it was 
therefore difficult to decide what to do. For their first evening 
we were joined by Dan and Jill Cross and we ALL went to play 
on the dodgems. Who could resist them! 
Next morning I decided to go back north and into the bay 
to the east of Cape Finisterre. The wind was, of course, from 
the north but not strong. We motored gently up there and 
anchored off Ensenada de Sardiñero at the north end of the 
bay where we had a nice lunch and a lazy afternoon. At 1730 
we weighed anchor and set off to Fisterra about two miles 
away, but then I found that I could find no evidence in the 
almanac of a marina there (even though Dan Cross had told 
me that there is one). In any case I decided that,because the 
northerly wind had now become very fresh, mooring there 
with an untried crew might be dodgy – and so we returned to 
the anchorage where we were well sheltered from the wind. 
Next morning (3 July) Izzy learnt that she had been awarded 
a 1st class degree in Engineering. Great was the rejoicing and 
telephoning! She is now an M.Eng.
The wind had died in the early morning and it was a grand 
day. We motored south with the main up in case some wind 
came. It didn’t - but the day was sunny and warm – so who 
cared? It is about 30 nm from our overnight anchorage to the 
Canal de Sagres at the entrance to Ría de Arousa and we were 
there at about 1600. And so to the infamous canal – which of 
course proved to be a doddle as the sea was so calm. Unlike 
Peter Haden(ICC) who famously claims to navigate spiritually, 
we did use a chart and the excellent notes from Team Kean/

Hennigan.

It is perhaps worth mentioning here that, for the most part, 
our navigation, all the way from Ireland to Spain and back, 
was done using the quite excellent Navico charts on my iPad 
using position data sent by blue-tooth from a small GPS made 
by ‘Dual’. Of course we had paper charts standing by as well 
and we also had a laptop C-Map system for Ireland and north 
Biscay. In Spain we used the iPad exclusively.
We moored in Ribiera, which was pretty full. The HM was very 
helpful and squeezed us into a corner. It is not an attractive 
marina and we couldn’t really recommend it. It does however 
have a nearby hyper market. We left at 1100 next day (4 Jul), 
went back through the Canal de Sagres and motored north, 
with an hour of sailing only, into the Ria Muros. We passed 
Muros and two miles to the NE, at 1630, we anchored in the 
eastern bay of the Ensenada de Bornalle where we had a 
really quiet evening. It was warm and sunny and Ann and the 
two girls went for a brief swim. The water was very cold. That 
evening fog rolled in and hid the world from us.
We went over to Portosin next day (5) where sadly the girls 
left us to return home. Ann and I then spent the days until the 
rally started on 17 July pottering around the Rias. My daughter 
Lara joined on 10 July and with us enjoyed the anchorages 
and marinas that abound. At Vilagarcia we had the spray 
hood mended and bought three new batteries. We ate quite 
enough pulpo and assorted sea food to do for quite while. 
Lara and I enjoyed several of the quite long (and very hot) 
walks that have been marked out at various places and these 
gave us a good insight into the countryside. Faustina transited 
the Canal de Sagres five times all told and we went up the Ria 
de Vigo to the Ensenada de San Simon which was interesting. 
It’s shallow!

Then came the rally for which we were joined by John Banim 
(ICC). Lara left on 20 July having had a much needed rest in 
the company of us older folk. At the Castel de Barona I told 
her that I might lose sight of her. ‘No problem’, she said, 

Dressed overall for the rally

Lara, John and Ann
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’Just look for my dark hair’. Oh dear! The rally was a great 
success and the 60 boats were managed with efficiency by 
all the marineros concerned. The functions all worked and 
were interesting. More elsewhere – but well done Peter 
Haden and his team. The day after the last event – Fri 28 Jul, 
Ann left to fly home and the crew for the return voyage to 
Ireland assembled. These were to be Peter Fernie, our Vice 
Commodore, John Banim who had been aboard for the rally, 
and Andrew Knatchbull, son of the late Patrick Knatchbull 
(ICC) and nephew of Michael Knatchbull (ICC), who had come 
aboard two days earlier in time for the last events of the rally. 
We took Faustina up the Ria to Vigo to collect Peter who had to 
return his charter boat there. 

We left Vigo at 1330 and headed straight out to sea and 
northwards. During a miserably wet and dull afternoon we 
motored with very little wind, and crawled past Cape Finisterre 
at about 2100. At 2200 we gybed accidentally and broke 
the preventer! We had to motor all night as progress under 
sail would have been very slow, the wind being generally 
southerly but light. Always drizzle and in the morning (29) 
some fog too. However by midday the wind had got up, we 
were goose-winged and making 7 knots. Much better! A 
gust removed a much favoured old Tilley hat of mine which 
even now is probably floating gently around Biscay. The wind 
became southwesterly 15-20 knots, and Faustina loves that. 
We made excellent progress. The wind stayed in the SW 
until we reached Ireland (longer actually) at variable speeds, 
sometimes requiring a bit of engine to move us along. We 
were a very happy crew enjoying the nice easy sail and eating 
well. Peter several times called it ‘Champagne Sailing’, and that 
seemed to sum it up well. We had originally planned to head 
directly to Arklow but later it seemed more sensible to make 
land fall at Kilmore Quay. We got there at 1600 on Tuesday 

1st August, having sailed about 600 nm in four days and two 
and a half hours –an average speed of just over 6knots. Ivor 
and Mary Sutton joined us on Faustina for a wee drink and 
a chat. The crew had supper on board. Next morning, John, 
who had not been too well for part of the voyage, left us to 
go home. The rest of us left Kilmore at 1045 and we will gloss 
over the horribly erratic course that we followed out to St 
Patrick’s Bridge – the visibility had closed in so that the leading 
marks had disappeared. However we got there safely, turned 
towards Carnsore Point, raising the main en route, and flew 
up the coast to Arklow where we moored alongside a rickety 
pontoon in the river at 1900. We were away at 0400 (ugh!) 
next morning and with our standard SW wind made great 
progress northwards. We were abeam of Wicklow Head at 
0600 and Bray Head just before 0800. Off the Mournes we 
raised the cruising chute for 1½ hours. We were hit by a squall 
as we doused it and so, annoyingly, it was packed away wet. 
We were swept up the Strangford Narrows with the tide to 
Portaferry where we moored alongside in the marina at 2030. 
Two fast voyages up and down the Irish East Coast, two fast 
voyages across Biscay and back, great crews, no boat dramas, 
some lovely ‘family’ cruising and a great club rally. Not a bad 
summer!

John with flying fish

The Mournes as we neared home
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Early in the evening of 25 April Tom Sanders (a Reespray 
regular) and I flew to Faro. We were met there by another RS 
regular, Peter Redden. Peter winters in a villa in the Algarve 
and we stayed with him for several days, accumulating crew 
daily. We were there to reclaim Reespray from the yard in 
Vilamoura where she had been ashore for eleven months 
having work undertaken, or so we hoped! 

I had left the boat in the care of one of the operators in 
the yard in the autumn of 2015. Work and family had kept 
me away all winter and when I returned to confirm the 
emailed reports of progress in May 2016, nothing had been 
done. In fact I wish that were completely accurate. However 
some electrical work had been undertaken. Disappointed, 
but determined to make the best of things, we decided to 
curtail our plans and have a few days cruising locally before 
returning to press on with the work. We had proceeded to sea 
and were several miles offshore and twenty miles west when 
we had a minor electrical fire. It was minor because someone 
was below and smelled it and we were able to isolate the 
batteries, thus extinguishing it. However, in the process we 
lost our alternator and the smart shore-power/charger unit. 
We therefore cut short our cruise at Lagos, patched things up, 
but being unable to generate electricity we planned to motor 
back to base. There was quite a swell leaving Lagos, which 
stirred up the contents of the diesel tank. Luckily we could 
sail when the engine faltered and stopped. Luckily also I had 
spare filters on board, knew how to change them and then go 
through the unpleasant process of bleeding the fuel system 
in a seaway. We proceeded back to Vilamoura. On arrival the 
gearbox shift failed, locking us in to ahead gear and it was 
only the speedy action of crew member Vincent Rafter – he of 
the RNLI Lough Ree branch – lasooing a cleat and surging the 
stern line that prevented us impaling a VEMB (very expensive 
motor boat) on Reespray’s steel bowsprit.

Having changed my trousers, we returned to the yard and 
hauled out under the supervision of the other yard operator. 
Thus ended our 2016 cruising season! I took charge of the 
electrics myself while the operator was charged with the 
gearbox and other repairs including a Thorough cleaning of 
the diesel tank, our ten year anti-rust campaign and a full paint 
job. Progress was painfully slow and it soon became apparent 
that the remainder of the 2016 season was a write-off. Never 
mind, there was plenty to do at home and it gave Aoife and 
me the excuse to borrow John Duggan’s (ICC) splendid villa 
from time to time. It’s just inland from Vilamoura and was a 
perfect point from which to supervise the works.

Anyway, back to 2017. The morning after arrival we went down 
to the yard. We were expected. Reespray looked sparkling 
and her entire contents – which had been removed to allow 
for some welding on the bad rust spots around the scuttles, 
had been delivered back by van and dumped in the yard. A 
busy day ensued, up and down the ladder. How much ‘stuff’ 
accumulates on a yacht that has been away from home for 
nine seasons! That evening we launched and most things 
worked. The rest of the crew, Malcolm Fitzell, Peter Crowley 
and Bernard Daly arrived over the coming days and were put 
to work fixing those things that didn’t. To add some variety, 
Tom explored Vilamoura and reported back that it actually 
has some history! He discovered, and we all visited the site 
of the original Roman settlement, which is being conserved. 
We had an interesting hour or two exploring the remains of 
the original harbour – think of an abandoned canal harbour 
in Ireland and you will have the general idea. We saw the 
furnace room for heating the baths and all of the outbuildings 
for an extensive villa. Peter even experimented with the basic 
facilities. Eventually we moved out of Peter Redden’s villa, had 
a team supper ashore, joined by Peter and his son and also by 
John Duggan. It was time to go to sea.

Iberian Adventures -
Reespray from Algarve to Arzal
David Beattie

Reespray Spray 40
Cascais LH and the O’Neill House
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We had a gentle passage to Lagos, spent a night there and 
then did an overnight to Cascais. We spent several days there 
and explored the town. As many will know it is the home of 
the O’Neill clan of Flight of the Earls fame and much posing 
was done in front of the red hand monument on the seafront. 
Peter also discovered that his favourite swimming cove was 
just in front of the O’Neill’s substantial home. A day trip to 
Lisbon was memorable. We had lunch high up on the hill with 
a view of the Tagus and stopped at the Torre de Belem and 
at the Portugese Volvo Ocean Race base before returning 
to Cascais. On the way back on the train, we saw a square 
rigger wearing and making for Cascais. She had a Russian 
ensign and, as Peter’s wife Yana is Russian, we had to inspect 
it. It turned out to be the Shtandart - the replica of Peter the 
Great’s frigate. She is in great condition and is a credit to her 
crew and her nation. Malcolm went home and Mikey Pomeroy 
(another regular and current Commodore R. St. George’s) 
arrived. I acquired a new life raft in Cascais and we spent an 
impatient afternoon waiting for it to be delivered. We were 
moored just beside the replica of H. W. Tilman’s Mischief. We 
had last seen her in Greece. I told the crew some second hand 
stories about Major Tilman and his propensity for losing his 
crew – in port rather than over the side. This reminded me of 
a remark by the late Dr Rory O’Hanlon over dinner one night 
many years ago when he informed us that he was going south 
this year….’unless of course, hesitation, if Tilman goes south 
then I’ll long hesitation go north!’

The weather was steadily deteriorating and the Portugese 
trades were setting in. When the wind wasn’t northerly it was 
blowing a brisk Fsix or seven from the west. We developed a 
habit of looking at ‘Windyty’ on the web as it gives an averaged 
forecast based on the three predominant weather models, 
ECMWF and GFS (both global) and for Europe, NEMS. We 
chose a window and reached north having beaten out to 
and rounded Cabo Roca in its usual boisterous mood. This 
sent the first, of many, torrents of green water over the 
foredeck.. The bow cabin was soaked. Our man in Vilamoura 
had removed the hatches to do the welding but had not 
sealed them before refitting them! After a bumpy but fast 
overnight passage we went in to Nazaré. The harbour is 
rather threadbare and facilities basic but clean and the 
marina official was most welcoming. The wind blew and we 
spent the mornings sealing deck openings and then walked, 
usually in to town dodging the frequent showers. There is a 
small maritime museum with some examples of local beach 
launched fishing craft drawn up on the shore. Apart from 
them, the seafront had the feel of Kilkee on a bad day at the 
end of a poor season. However the alleyways immediately 
behind it were full of surprises with nooks and crannies and 
dead ends. They were a welcome refuge from the wind that 
howled along the seafront. We took to making our way around 
town using these alleys, many of which are too narrow for two 
people to pass without intimate physical contact. On one such 
sortie, I encountered a dour looking, short but barrel-chested, 

Iberian Adventures -
Reespray from Algarve to Arzal
David Beattie

Cascais LH and the O’Neill House

Peter tests the Roman facilities Bernard takes the Covenant     The Shtandart at Cascais

 Mischief at Cascais
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elderly Portugese who barred my way. After an exchange in 
my pigeon attempt at his language he saw the funny side of 
things (most likely my accent) and insisted on escorting me 
out of the maze of alleyways whilst telling me his life story in 
heavily accented mid-west English. He had been a postman 
in Chicago for forty years but had retired and returned home 
in the 1990’s.

Another day we ascended on the funicular railway to the 
upper town, Sítio, which is situated on a cliff to the north of 
the port town. It was still blowing and my attempt to eat an 
ice cream was thwarted by the contents of the cone being 
blown off and narrowly missing a passing nun. She didn’t 
notice, which was probably just as well. I am a fan of Michael 
Green’s book ‘The Art of Coarse Sailing’. He has his own 
description of the Beaufort Scale, largely by reference to 
drinking. The froth blowing off a pint is F5, I think. It passes 
through ‘Inn sign falls on patron’ - F9 and culminates in F12 – 
‘Inn falls on patron’. Perhaps there is scope for an ice cream 
version as well?

Eventually a lull – predicted as being 24 hours – was 
imminent and we went to sea. At first it was a roly-poly ride 
with insufficient wind. The expected lull proved short-lived 
such that dinner that night was served in pudding bowls with 
spoons. We were aiming for Porto, but by the time we were 
abeam of the entrance, early the following evening, there 
was a full ebb and we could see the seas breaking between 
the (newish) breakwaters so we headed on and entered 
Leixoes. I have now been in Leixoes three times and it always 
looks much worse at first sight than it actually is. We found 
a restaurant just north of the harbour – plastic chairs and 
pictures of the food, but after the pudding bowls of the night 
before it was welcome. It blew the next day so we took a 
bus in to Porto and strolled around the city. If you haven’t 
been it is a must. The setting in the gorge of the Douro is 
spectacular. We walked across one of the Eiffel bridges 
(same designer as the tower) and were nearly blown off, such 
was the wind. We had a splendid lunch in a little restaurant 
that Peter Crowley knew from his time spent there several 
years earlier. It was exceptionally good.

Eiffel bridge over River Douro, Porto

Beach launched fishing boat Nazaré
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There was an important rugby match and it was Sunday. 
Association football was all they were prepared to show in 
the sports bars. What to do? Peter who is an absolute whizz 
with digital technology pressed some buttons on his device 
and received directions to go to the side door of the most 
exclusive gentlemen’s club in Porto – and that is saying 
something. The opened door revealed a marvellous mahogany 
bar that could have been in Pall Mall and after a brief 
interview at the door we were invited in to watch the match. 
We wandered around the premises, which would put many 
London clubs to shame and were looked after with style and 
kindness. It was a pity to leave but another weather window 
beckoned.

This one largely repeated our earlier passages, a bouncy 
sea with too little wind, followed by an increasing blow that 
started in the north west and backed westerly. The pudding 
bowls were out this evening also and the breeze saw us nicely 
in to Bayona before the wind became difficult the following 
afternoon. What a joy it was to bear away and tear in to the 
Ria under all plain sail with the rail awash! I had booked a 
mooring at MRCYB for three months in anticipation of the Rias 
Baixas Rally and we were given a warm welcome. We tidied up, 
had a moderately good dinner in the Club preceded by a stroll 
around the walls of the Parador and drinks on their terrace 
and left for home.

Aoife, Aidan Tyrrell, Vincent Rafter (he of the lasso) and I 
rejoined on 13 July, victualled and sailed for Portosin to join 
the Rally. It was a beat the whole way. The Rally was a tour 
de force and will be reported elsewhere in the Annual. The 
amount of work – and what productive work – that was put 
in to it was obvious because of the seemingly effortless 
way that it proceeded. Sincere thanks to Peter Haden and 
everyone involved in making it a perfect experience. We 
did our own thing between events, anchoring at the islands 
during the day and staying in touch with Muglins, Hecuba and 
Witchcraft. There were memorable parties on board various 
boats, much singing – Aoife brought her ukelele – and general 
misbehaviour. We took great pleasure in using the Kean’s 
wonderful sailing directions and rock-hopped through various 
channels without touching a thing. At the end of the rally we 
left the boat at our berth at MRCYB.

Mikey Pomeroy, Paul Egan and I re-joined on 3 September. 
The plan was to sail to Arzal on the River Vilaine in south-east 
Brittany. It was already a little late for a comfortable Biscay 
crossing, but Reespray is a sturdy craft and we had no weak 
links in this crew, Paul having just completed his latest Fastnet 
Race. We victualled next morning early and aware of a weather 
window of five days decided to go for it. The thinking was that 
we could have a short cruise on the Brittany coast on arrival as 
we had exactly two weeks to do the trip. The forecast westerly 
proved to be a north westerly so we motor-sailed north 
past Cabo Finisterre. It seemed like a good idea to nip in to 
Camarinas and top up the diesel the following afternoon. We 
achieved this in half an hour and were soon at sea again. The 
wind went to the north-east that evening. It was not strong 

Cape Finnisterre rises from the mist
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enough to give the Spray 40 something to get its teeth in to so 
we motor-sailed again at low revs making very little headway 
in a confused sea. The next afternoon it seemed another good 
idea would be to go in to Vivero to top up tanks again so that 
we would have sufficient to motor all the way to Belle Isle if 
necessary. This exercise took an hour as the fuel had to be 
bought in jerrycans and decanted. Then back to sea.

The wind continued to be from the north-east all night but 
then, as forecast, backed slowly north west allowing us to tack 
the following morning. It built gradually and the glass started 
to fall steadily. Soon we were making good progress under 
sail. We did a twenty-four hour run of 130nm and another of 
147. The last night at sea was truly boisterous. We were doing 
8 knots and so took in a reef as the self-steering started to 
complain. I also took in some of the yankee and things settled.

Paul’s daughter is a pilot and she had been sending us 
really coherent forecasts on his satellite text machine. It was 
September springs and the ebb was streaming upwind kicking 
up a nasty sea. One of the pilot books (Secret Anchorages of 
Brittany by Peter Cumberlidge) describes this as ‘a devilish 
sea’. He’s right! We were taking green water in to the cockpit 
about four or five times an hour, but Reespray loves these 
conditions. As Paul said, ‘on most other yachts you would 
be dumping main, on this she just lifts her bow and surfs’. It 
was time to decide on our landfall. We were partly through 
our sixth night at sea but the texted weather (the Navtex 
had stopped working for some reason) was indicating a 
building wind with west/northwest F8 imminent and F9 later. A 
consensus arose that we should make straight for the Vilaine – 
we could cruise the coast for the remaining days by hire car.

I had been keeping some weather gauge in hand, so we bore 
away and tore past Belle Isle, then past Hoedic, conscious that 
we were approaching high water and did not want to meet the 

wind over tide in the shallow approaches to the river when the 
ebb set in. It was pleasing to pick up the leading marks for the 
Vilaine at Abbaye de Prieres and somewhat nerve-wracking 
spotting the buoys marking the sinuous channel in the tidal 
estuary, especially on a falling spring tide and in to the rising 
sun. As things worked out, we made the lock at Arzal just two 
hours after high water and with plenty of depth except for 
one patch in the estuary just beside the second port hand 
mark (the correct side mind you) where we smelled bottom 
but ploughed on. We met a number of French yachts coming 
downstream against us, but except for one, they all turned 
tail and retreated when they encountered the white water in 
the outer estuary. It was strange locking up in to fresh water. 
Reespray started her odyssey in the River Inny at the end of my 
garden and locked down Shannon a decade ago. She hadn’t 
tasted fresh water since that time.

We settled in to the marina and having hired the car drove 
to La Roche Bernard to confirm our winter berth from mid-
October. We went to Vannes and to St Nazaire to inspect the 
lock gate (see 2008 Annual). Eventually, just before we were 
due to drive to Nantes airport, Ryanair cancelled our flight! 
This was the first of many rounds of cancellation and there 
was bedlam. We got home via St Malo, and a ferry to Jersey – 
but that is another story!

All told for 2017, 1,215 nm and 17 ports.

Irish on tour. David, Paul, John,and Alan-all members of the RIYC
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The ICC Rias Biaxas Rally was perhaps one of the best 
organized and best attended events ever. It was, as one 
person stated aptly, ‘full on’. It was certainly the best rally we 
have been on.

Before we left home, we had an arm long list of repairs and 
maintenance work to be done. We had found we had a small 
leak in our exhaust pipe, which needed to be repaired and 
then re-lagged. We had the generator and inverter rewired, 
the alternator belt on the main engine was replaced, the 
brain of our Raymarine autopilot was replaced, our Monitor 
wind vane steering was rebuilt (parts for the latter had been 
supplied free of charge by the manufacturer! ‘It should not 
have broken there.’), there were a couple necessary trips 
up our two masts, and the list goes on. As we were heading 
out in our dinghy on ‘the day’ to Aleria, our 1976 Bowman 
57 ketch, its engine decided to fail. We both paddled hard 
across the strong current in our inlet and across the strong 
breeze going the same way. We managed to snag the very 
last rock and pull ourselves back to shore. I walked back 
home to fetch our second dinghy outboard – which we 
had intended to leave behind for our boat there. It safely 
brought us out to Aleria and off we set with two engines for 
one inflatable. As with most boats coming from Ireland we 
too had weather issues on our way south – that is to say at 
times, no wind. We had some lovely sailing from Clew Bay to 
Dingle, stopping at Clare Island, Inishbofin, and Inishmore. 
Then the wind died. 

We spent two days in Dingle waiting for change and seeing 
nothing in the forecast. Dingle is a favoured destination, so 
we enjoyed our time there. The clock was ticking and we 
wanted to get to Spain, so we set off south – under power with 
the sails furled. On passing Mizen head we conferred briefly 
and agreed that this was not what we had signed up for and 
diverted to Crookhaven. There we spent two lovely nights. We 
cycled the few miles to the Marconi museum on Mizen head, 
which is very nicely done with a new bridge and well worth 
going to see. The forecast for the third day was for a westerly 
breeze to fill in at 5am. We were ready at the ‘starting line’ 
with Aleria’s full complement of sails up at 0600. Adios Irlanda, 
España aquí venimos – Goodbye Ireland, Spain, here we come.

This was our third attempt at sailing to Galicia in as many 
years. We had been there briefly in 2009 at the start of our 
unplanned Atlantic circumnavigation. This year, thanks to 
Peter Haden, we got the Spanish holiday in the sun we were 
so very much looking forward to. And yes, thank you Peter, 
the weather was perfect. After an amazing start to our cruise 
to Spain, where we finally attained our goal of passing the 
ever elusive 200nm-in-24h mark, we wound up motoring 
the last day in diminishing headwinds to drop anchor off 
Portosin precisely 72 hours (3 days) after our departure 
from Crookhaven. That was the good news. The bad news 
followed. The engine compartment aboard Aleria is the 
entire area beneath the salon floor. When we happened to 
lift one of the floorboards to check the oil after our arrival, 
we found the space below literally dripping with soot. Black 
fluffs immediately flew upwards with the suction of the lifting 

Cruising: noun; Fixing 
Things in Exotic Places
Alex Blackwell

Aleria Bowman 57
At anchor off Isla Cies in water that coud be described as tropical if only it were a litte warmer
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floorboard. Our exhaust pipe had burst. We called the marina, 
they put us on the waiting berth and Carmen and Carmella, 
who make everything happen with a smile, had a mechanico 
out to us next morning. He took one look, nodded and said 
‘tardes’, which we took to mean he would be back later. How 
much later we had no clue.

We waited aboard, fearing to miss him on his return. 
Eventually I went to the Officina where Carmen explained that 
the mechanico would come back in the morning. She also 
mentioned that he had joked that after working on our boat 
he would not need to go to the beach to get a tan.
I got the message. We spent the entire intervening time 
washing down the engine area. Of course there are also 
ducts leading from this space into all the lateral lockers, which 
meant that these too and everything in them were black with 
soot and had to be washed down. As with most boats, these 
storage spaces are behind and under the settees. This, of 
course meant that all the cushions had black soot lines on 
their backsides or undersides. These were all brought out and 
washed on the adjacent pontoon, as was the Persian rug we 
have on the salon floor. Two bottles of fairy liquid later and 
things started to look a lot better. Yet, the cleaning continued 
to the day we left for home.The Portosin mechanico took one 
look at the much improved engine area, smiled, and removed 
the broken parts (allowing us to go off and partake in the 
planned activities). He then welded a replacement vibration 
absorbing piece in to our bespoke stainless steel exhaust 
system and all was well; or so we thought… 

As we sailed and motored from port to port following Peter’s 
excellently planned itinerary and took part on the OCC raft-up, 
organized by John Bourke, along the way, Aleria’s engine just 
wouldn’t go past 2,000rpm. At that point she just belched 
clouds of black smoke, without producing any additional 
thrust. We found some clues online that it might be the air 
intake strainer, which when investigating we found to be caked 
with several mm of soot. Cleaning it did not help our problem. 
We posted a query to the ICC engineers on rally’s WhatsApp 
group and got lots of suggestions, most of which made us 
realize this had gone beyond our capabilities. 

So we scrubbed her hull in every port and kept her speed 
below 7kt (=7 nudos) while underway and waited until 
we reached Baiona, the last port in the at times busy, but 
Thoroughly enjoyable schedule.We debated going back to 
Xufre. There we had met Nito and were very impressed by his 
yard and capabilities. Tara was on the hard there undergoing 
some serious repairs.

Instead we called Alberto Lagos and met up with him in 
nearby Vigo. He brought in the local Yanmar specialist, Ivan, 
who clearly knew our engine very well. The general consensus 
from the Rias Biaxas WhatsApp group was that it was the 
turbocharger, but the mechanico disagreed. He first checked 
the injectors and the compression, which is never a bad idea, 
and found them to be just fine. Having determined that the 
soot would have passed right through the turbocharger, he 
removed and took away the intercooler; a part I had never 
heard of before. This is indeed where the problem lay. Once 
Thoroughly cleaned and reinstalled, Aleria was as good as new; 
well almost…

For those of us, who were fortunate enough to stay on in 
Galicia after all the festivities and late nights, it was akin to 
‘the morning after the night before’. We were in serious need 
of a vacation. Like others, we spent the next several weeks 
exploring the beautiful Rias for ourselves; still gratefully 
availing of Peter Haden’s ‘loco’ knowledge. There were some 
great impromptu get-togethers, and of course, boat projects. 
After all, what is cruising, but ‘fixing your boat in exotic places.’ 
We did a good deal of walking and cycling – part for the 
sheer joy of it, and in part to make regular visits to the local 
ferreteria (hardware store). 

One such trip was finding a 12cm long 16mm diameter 
stainless steel bolt to replace a cotter pin of those dimensions 
that had sheared at the foot of our main boom vang. In 
the first shop in Corcubion, the owner spent a half an hour 
speaking to me in rapid fire Spanish, of which I regrettably 
speak hardly a word. Strangely though, I did understand him 
very well. Perhaps it is that he was speaking Galego rather 
than Castilian. He had nothing even close to what I needed, 
but if I were to go to the neighbouring town Cee, I would find 
the Ferreteria Roget on the junction of the road to A Coruna 
and to the centre of Cee, where incidentally the traffic lights 

Before and after

 The air intake strainer was caked with soot
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were not working. He continued by explaining that the shop 
was in two parts – it was two stores next door to one another. 
And when I got there I would probably need to purchase a 
length of bar stock and cut this to the desired length. What 
probably helped was, that we had cycled to this same shop 
the previous day to purchase a volt meter, as the one we 
had had on board had disappeared – only to miraculously 
reappear the minute we went to put away our new acquisition 
in a place we had both looked.

This time I took the dinghy to the small fishing harbour on 
the eastern edge of Cee. I spent a while skirting the many 
boats thinking I would pull up on the beach near a slipway. 
Then I saw the grapnel anchors littering the shore – with long 
upturned, dinghy piercing spikes. I turned around, paddling 
back to deeper water when I noticed several older men on 
the pier waving and shouting. They delighted in guiding me in 
to the pier and through the maze of running moorings and 
small boats with wild gesticulations and roars. Then, just like 
back home, the usual enjoyable question and answer session 
started; first in French, then German, and when I finally got a 
word in edgewise, in Inglés. Where was I from? Was I here on 
a holiday? How did I get here? When I replied ‘on my barca 
vela’ and pointed out to the harbour, the group turned as one 
and looked; there was only one sailboat there: Aleria. When 
they all then started talking amongst themselves, all that the 
same time, I said ‘adios’. Perhaps realizing that I was still there 
I received a cacophony of different ‘good-byes’ in Spanish, 
English German, French and whatever, before everyone 
started talking again.

After a brisk walk through the town, which was in the final 
build-up to their big fiesta, I walked back into the first of the 
two shops. No, for a bolt I would have to go next door. The 
place was packed. As usual everyone was talking at once. 
Thankfully, it was all groups of people in to buy a single screw 
or electric adaptor, and I was soon next in line. No they did 
not have a bolt that size. Bar stock? Si! Nuts (Nylock at that) 
and washers were added, and thanks to Google Translate, I 
was even able to secure a couple of ‘hoja de sierra’ (hacksaw 
blades).

Corcubion, which we remembered with fondness from our 
previous visit nearly ten years ago, was all we had hoped for 
and then some. We wandered the streets, spent time in the 
cafés, and chilled. We even walked a short part of the reverse 
Camino towards Finisterre. In all, we spent five days there, 
peacefully swinging at anchor – well almost…
Starting on Sunday 13 August we were startled awake at the 
unholy hour of 9000 by a very loud explosion exploding dead 
overhead. We were anchored between the two neighbouring 
towns. Every two or so minutes another loud bang followed 
until we had been rattled out of bed by a dozen or so 
percussion rockets. The same happened that evening and 
the next morning, and the next. Only by the third day, the 
trigger happy rocket launcher kept going half way through the 
morning. Every once a while he would relent for a few minutes 
and then we would hear the ‘whoosh’ followed by yet another 
‘kaboom’. 

That Tuesday I went ashore in the afternoon for my third trip 
to the ferreteria – this time again by bicycle to speed things 
up. I had used my new multi-meter to determine that the 
non-functional ceiling lights in our salon had perfectly good 
bulbs and a solid electric supply. They ‘just’ had bad switches. 
So, I was in search for some replacements. At 5PM, when the 
siesta is supposed to be over, I arrived outside the ferreteria. 
It was closed. The streets were empty and the shops all firmly 
locked. A stop in the tourist office on the way back to the boat 
revealed it was a national holiday – or bank holiday, as the nice 
lady explained. Everything in all of Spain was closed that day, 
well almost, as the restaurants were open. As to the shops in 
Cee, she continued, they will be closed all week; this was their 
big fiesta. So no electric switches.
No sooner had I gotten back to the boat, than the rocket 
man started launching his bombs again; this time with a 
vengeance. He started slowly and then went totally mad, 
releasing hundreds of overhead missiles. The noise was close 
to deafening and the plume of gunpowder engulfed us aboard 
Aleria.

Classic Regatta San Vicente
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We had a quiet dinner aboard that evening after the rocket 
man had seemed to have run out of ammunition: barbequed 
veal steak. Perhaps the most delicious and tender piece of 
meat we have ever had – thanks to the superb local butcher 
‘Carniceria Antelo’. As we relaxed, enjoying a particularly nice 
bottle of Crianza Rioja, I suggested that there might be some 
real fireworks that evening, following on from the incessant 
percussion rockets and seeing as it was a big holiday and the 
start to the big fiesta. 
At midnight, wine in hand, we looked towards Cee, directly 
upwind, and were not disappointed. They started precisely 
at 2400 firing from five locations. The three centre ones 
produced massive high and midlevel aerial as well as low to 
the beach displays. These alternated with the two outer ones 
that launched synchronised fireworks shows. I am not sure 
that anyone on shore could possibly have seen all of this, but 
we most certainly did. The bursts of colour and bangs kept 
continuing with the rockets being launched in unbelievable 
numbers. Being almost overhead, the sticks used to guide the 
rockets rained down around us. When it came to the finale, we 
were quite literally almost blown away. The light show was of a 
proportion we had never experienced before; certainly never 
quite so close up, and we have seen many huge displays over 
the years in America.

Next up was an invitation to join Flor and Brenda Long, 
Peter Haden and one other friend aboard Miss Demena as 
crew in the San Vicente Classic Regatta. After a few days of 
gunk-holing, we radioed ahead and only because we were 
participants were we bade to enter the harbour. Peter had 
advised earlier that we would be on a free floating pontoon 
so we prepared for a port side tie-up. As we entered, it looked 
to be all rocks ahead, and so it was. Thankfully the marinieros 
came out in their RIB and told us to follow – and have two bow 
lines ready (?!). We passed the ominous looking rocks at the 
entrance. With their help pulling ropes and pushing with their 
RIB, we tied bow-to, to the pontoon just inside the harbour. 
For us, getting ashore was perhaps easier than being on one 
of the inside pontoons. There was a 24 hour water taxi at our 
beck and call.

The Club Nautico San Vicente marina is quite small, but 
absolutely delightful. It has a good restaurant and a series 
of fine beaches strung along a lovely seaside path. It also 
had classic boats berthed in many of its slips. Sadly, the 6 m 
fleet were present but did not participate this year, as the 
country was in mourning after the heinous terrorist attacks in 
Barcelona and elsewhere. The King Emeritus campaigns one 
of these beautiful yachts and heads up the fleet.

Alex, Flor, Peter and Sandy on board Miss Demena

Daria and Alex
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The next morning we set off on Miss Demena on a race course 
south around the Islas Ons in a stiff northerly breeze. Only a 
few boats ever heard the starting sequence over the radio, 
but it was all in good humour and we eventually crossed the 
start line to follow the fleet. Our skipper was Miss Demena’s 
previous co-owner Sandy. For a few hours each day he kindly 
gave me the helm and I delighted in her responsiveness 
to the wind and a gentle touch to the helm, while surging 
forward in the breeze just like Aleria does. One by one we 
were able to pass other boats, finishing each day well up in 
the fleet. 

After the regatta weekend, we were once again in need of a 
vacation after all the socializing and parties. We headed out 
to the nearest of the Islas Atlanticas: Isla Sálvora. We had 
previously visited Islas Cies as well as Islas Ons. These are 
groups of barrier islands, all of which (plus one other near the 
top end of Ria Arousa) as well as their surrounding waters are 
national parks. To anchor off one of these islands and to go 
ashore one needs to have first registered online with the park 
auThority on iatlantica.es. This is a straightforward process 
that had been detailed very well in the rally instructions. 
Once registered and approved, one must apply online for an 
anchoring permit for the day or days it is intended to go to 
a specific island. The only confusing bit was that the website 
required an ID number, and the application approval did not 
appear to list one. In the end it was my passport number that 
they had used.

The three islands we visited were all well worth the effort. 
They were each different, but each interesting and quite 
beautiful. Much like our own islands in the west of Ireland, 
the anchorages are by and large all on the eastern side of 
the island. They are all exposed to wind directions other than 
west, so the predominantly northerlies we experienced while 
in Galicia were not always conducive to an overnight stay at 
anchor. On the other hand, we did have several periods of 
very settled weather, where we had excellent conditions.
Isla Cies to the south consists of three islands, the northern 
two of which are connected by a causeway and form the 

largest of the islands in the park. They receive an appalling 
number of visitors each year – over a million from one ferry 
company alone. The lovely beaches were packed, but if one 
ventures inland on the well maintained roads and paths, the 
numbers quickly drop off. The Islas de Ons are the middle 
group. Ons is the main island and is much smaller than the 
Cies. It also has much less vegetation. Though the visitor 
numbers here pale in comparison to Cies, when walking, 
there seem to be more people about. Our favourite was 
Isla Sálvora; the smallest of the three islands we visited. 
The ferries servicing it are open go-fast boats each carrying 
about 15 people. One morning we counted six of these plus 
five yachts, including ourselves. There are only two roads or 
paths: one to the lighthouse or Faro. (We dubbed it ‘Nearo’ 
as it was actually not very ‘far’ away. The other path goes to 
the village, which was abandoned in 1972 – much like the 
Inishkeas off Mayo, which were abandoned in the 1930s. 
What is very nicely done is the Castillo museum on the 
harbour that had previously been the communal sardine 
curing and drying facility.

According to the Poet Ramon Cabanilles, the mythical sword 
Excalibur is buried in a stone on Isla Sálvora, presumably by 
Merlin. The story is that the new King of the Atlantic Celtic 
People will be able to pull it out, just like Arthur did long ago.
One thing we found very uplifting on all these islands, as 
opposed to the mainland, was that there was virtually no litter 
anywhere to be seen. Almost all visitors adhered to the strict 
‘carry in-carry out’ rules. The one thing that really bothered 
me when visiting the Islas Atlanticas was the fishing pressure 
even these national parks were under. Everywhere in the 
Rias, including in the park waters, there were constantly large 
and small boats at work, setting and retrieving monofilament 
nets, seine nets, trawls, endlessly long strings of pots, divers 
scooping up crab, lobster, scallops, or octopus, you name it. 
There were fishermen working the beaches and rocks there 
all day, every day, and all night as well. The constant thrum 
of diesel engines, outboards and diving compressors really 
got to us after a while. Twice we unwittingly anchored across 
a line of pots. The fishermen were not upset and there was 

There are fishing boats everywhere
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no issue. Once, a net was set right across our chain. It was 
soon removed, so this was also no issue. Yes, there is a huge 
culture of eating fish in Galicia and this must clearly be fed. 
But having seen the meagre catch brought aboard when 
the nets are hauled and the very many boats fishing these 
waters, it cannot bode well for the livelihood of the individual 
fisherman, nor for the industry in general, not to mention 
the fish! Small wonder that when visiting Irish ports such 
as Killybegs, that many of the boats one sees tied up are 
Spanish. On the other hand, aquaculture, particularly mussel 
farming (mejillones), is certainly a big industry in Galicia and is 
clearly already providing a viable future for a growing number 
of fishermen. 

We gunkholed in the Ria Arousa, where our interest lay 
in checking out destinations either missed or sketchily 
described in the cruising guides. One such was a small bay on 
the north side, east of A Pobra do Caraminal, near Rianxo. We 
were promised 20kt from the north, which never materialized, 
and anchored comfortably in about 20ft of water. Come 
sunset, we were the only boat in the bay, and for once there 
were no fishing boats and not a sound – pure bliss. The 
next day we anchored off Cambados – over ½ mile off, but 
it was worth it. This was perhaps one of the most attractive 
old towns we have visited. It had many nice wine bars and 
restaurants, being home to the Albariño wine, as well as lovely 
churches, and a castle turned into the winery.

From there we sailed into the Ria Alden, where we were 
greeted by Brian Cronin on Oystercatcher, unofficial Port 
Officer for the Ria. He came right over after we anchored 
and gave us a run-down of all the amenities and services and 
invited us over for cocktails. We had a fun filled evening with 
Brian and Ann. He gave us directions to the Cruceiro de Hío, 
probably the most spectacular of these unique crucifixes 
in Galicia. The Cruceiro in Gallego, Crucero in Spanish, or 
Calvary in English, usually have Jesus on one side and Mary 
on the other. This one is intricately carved and depicts Christ 
being removed from the cross, with the Virgin Mary and Mary 
Magdalene standing below. Further down there are a number 
of additional carvings depicting the history of Christianity. A 
must see when in Galicia – and remember to say ‘hello’ to 
Brian and Ann. 

Our summer cruise ended in Punta Lagoa, the relatively 
new marina just outside Vigo. Alberto Lagos negotiated 
a very acceptable rate for us – still about double what we 
pay back home. We met a number of our neighbours, who 
were from all around the Atlantic. The marina appears to 
be well protected, but has no amenities. There is a town 
with launderette, supermarkets, a butcher, a baker, and 
restaurants about a twenty minute walk up a steep hill. On 
the way, there is a tiny restaurant where you can choose your 
catch of the day as well as an excellent ferreteria. 
Our plan is to perhaps do the OCC pursuit rally to Horta 
commemorating 100 years of Peter Café Sport in 2018, 
before heading in past Gibraltar into the Mediterranean. Then 
again, plans may change.

Blue skies and a good breeze
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Forty years ago, I sailed round Ireland with my father, 
Gerald Leonard, in our wooden North Sea 24 Wishbone. 
During family discussions about where we might cruise in 
2017, David & Colin suggested that we should mark the 
anniversary with a round Ireland cruise, in our Starlight 
35 Ariadne, with them on board for as long as they could 
arrange leave. I readily agreed, with the proviso that I 
would only say that we were ‘cruising in Irish waters’. 
Too many so called ‘round Ireland’ cruises have ended in 
retreat, in the face of strong headwinds. On the previous 
occasion, we had followed the dictum of ‘Go whichever 
way gets you to the west coast most quickly’ and went 
anticlockwise. This time, we were influenced by Nigel 
Calder’s article in Yachting Monthly ‘The wrong way round 
Ireland’ ( Feb 2016) and went clockwise. He gave an 
account of a fine cruise, but one in which he was pinned 
down by numerous frontal systems, while on the west 
coast.

The words of Calder fresh in our minds, Colin, Mick Delap 
and I set off on the evening of the 24 June, heading south 
down the east coast, with the primary aim of a cruise to 
the south coast of Ireland and thoughts of, ‘seeing how we 
get on,’ should we make good progress. A southwesterly 
breeze sprung up as we motored down Strangford lough, 
and the sails were soon hoisted for a brisk and blustery 
close reach out of the bar mouth and south along the 
coast to Ardglass. I chose to leave Strangford by the East 
Channel, as I find the back mark for the new leading line 
for the West Channel easier to pick up from seaward than 
when leaving and, it being low water outside, I did not wish 
to encounter one of the newly discovered rocks, which 
lies exactly on the old line, which I had used for so many 
years.The tides heading south demanded an early start, 
and we woke to a glorious sunrise the following morning. 
A slight delay was required to allow sufficient rise of tide 
to get from our berth, in which we were firmly stuck, to the 
channel. It was suggested that the navigator could have 

The Right Way Round Ireland
Alan Leonard

Ariadne Starlight 35

given us all forty-five minutes extra in our bunks. However, 
ideas of sleep were soon put aside as sails were hoisted and 
a heading set for Howth head in a moderate westerly breeze, 
and slight chop. A larger yacht chased us closer inshore, but 
we were able to hold her off as bands of pressure came our 
way. 

We made good progress past Rockabill, Lambay and the 
Hill of Howth and to carry the last of the tide across the 
mouth of Dublin bay, which was emptying of yachts from 
Dun Loaghaire finishing their Sunday racing. They made a 
fine sight as the wind died and we motored south. A cheery 
yell and wave from seamen fishing for mackerel from the 
transom of a cargo vessel anchored south of Dalkey took us 
by surprise, as we headed for Greystones. The new harbour 
at Greystones, provided a welcome rest after a good but long 
day. It is a stone’s throw from the cafes and other fleshpots of 
Greystones. A leisurely morning meeting friends from Dublin, 
Colin going for a run along the beach and me carrying out the 
usual running repairs on the boat, passed quickly. Anticyclonic 
weather had set in, and having returned briefly to the village 
to get take-away crepes for lunch we motored out of the 
harbour, carefully dodging the sizeable fleet of sailing school 
picos and toppers.

Once out of the harbour, the strong southerly tide swept 
us towards Wicklow head, with the faintest of zephyrs just 
keeping the boat moving. The wind soon vanished in the 
mid-afternoon, and as the mizzle and subsequently rain 
descended, we motored for an hour around Wicklow head. As 
the murk thinned a little we caught glimpse of the Arklow bank 
and its attendant wind farm. We made sail for a short time, 
before the next band of heavier rain made the engine and 
mooring in Arklow a priority. The marina, I find uncomfortably 
tight and the pontoon in the river looked crowded. We were 
seduced by the sign ‘Marina’ pointing into the basin. This 
was a mistake. There is indeed a marina, but it is devoid of 
facilities, the lock on the gate was erratic and as the crew 

At anchor in Derrynane
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of a French yacht, which came in later said ‘it smells’. The 
rather depressing ambience was alleviated somewhat by the 
unlikely combination of the Swedish Classic Ylva alongside 
a 60ft superyacht, moored on the hammerhead.The wind 
rose steadily overnight and during the morning. As forecast it 
peaked just as the tide turned south. Seeing the Contessa 32 
Goose from Carrickfergus leave the marina, we walked to the 
beach to watch as they climbed each wind against tide wave, 
to crash down into the trough. 

Wednesday 28 June greeted us with a light northeasterly 
breeze and a blue sky, but the forecast was not encouraging, 
with the prospect of a long day motoring through the mist 
seeming more likely. We motored south shortly after 9000 and 
as we passed the Glassgorman buoys, the thick mist hanging 
north of the Arklow bank crept towards us. By late morning 
the earlier blue sky had given way to a grey day, however 
with good visibility. Still there was no wind. The eerie mist 
descended further as we passed down the Rusk channel. 
A small yacht struggled north under sail outside the 
Moneyweights bank, but we soon lost track of her. We 
subsequently learnt that she was a recently restored Dublin 
Bay 24, which we admired in Kilmore Quay, where she had 
returned, frustrated by the lack of wind and progress. We 
elected to pass to the East of the Long Bank and Holden’s 
Bed, rather than taking the North and South Shear channels, 
foregoing a stronger fair tide in exchange for a shorter 
distance sailed. It also meant that we crossed the South Shear 
at right angles, between the South Long and Splaugh rock 
buoys, which made the ferry dodging easier. A light breeze 
allowed an hours sailing round Carnsore point, but the rain 
became heavy and all that we could see was the wind farm. 
Afternoon gave way to evening almost imperceptibly and we 
crossed St Patrick’s Bridge near the end of the tide, to arrive 
in Kilmore Quay shortly before 7pm. We went ashore to the 
Silver Fox for dinner, which we enjoyed, surrounded by Ivan 
Sutton’s artwork. 

On Thursday 28 June, Colin left for Rosslare to catch the train 
to Dublin and thence the Enterprise to Belfast and back to 
work. Mick and I were anxious to press on to the west – ever 
aware that going clockwise, we might have to beat the whole 
way along the south coast. Having extracted ourselves from 
the innermost corner of the marina with some difficulty, 
we set sail at the passage buoy and laid off a course for 
Ram Head, in a light northwesterly. Motor-sailing at first to 
top up the batteries, when the wind freshened the engine 
went off. Some while later, it freshened further – a reef was 
pulled down and some genoa furled. I went below to rest 
after my exertions and was confronted with the sight that 
no skipper wishes to see – the bilge full and water well over 
the floorboards on the lee side of the cabin sole. Fortunately, 
it hadn’t reached the batteries and the electric bilge pump 
cleared it fairly quickly. There did not seem to be any more 
coming in, but not knowing the source and with it forecast to 
blow hard from the northwest, it seemed prudent to abandon 
our planned passage to Youghal. We hardened sheets for 
Hook Head and then beat into Dunmore East where we made 
fast to the pontoon at 1630. Investigation revealed a few drips 
near the sterntube, but no ingress while stationary. No sooner 
had I checked in with the Harbour Master, than I bumped into 
my cousin Barry O’Connor, who had come down from Kilkenny 
for his evenings racing. 

We spent the Friday being tourists in Dunmore East, while 
the north westerly blew itself out. On Saturday 1st July we 
awoke to a light southwesterly and left at 0620. Motoring 
dead upwind gives a very good VMG. Whilst motoring 
upwind, inspection revealed that the leak had come back. 
It was coming not from the stern tube, but just above the 
stern tube at the first bend in the flexible exhaust hose. The 
rubber between the loops of wire spiral had dosed and it 
was acting like a garden sprinkler! Fortunately there was still 
enough water in the exhaust to keep it cool and the electric 
bilge pump could cope. We elected to press on with a view 
to replacement in Crosshaven. The wind freshened through 
the morning and by noon Ariadne was slamming into more 
than the occasional chop. We set sail off Ram Head for 
the last hour to Youghal, entering by the East Bar. I’m not 
very keen on anchoring in the wide open space of Youghal 
harbour, so wished to explore the Blackwater estuary, up to 
the bridge. We had no difficulty identifying the Convent Tower 
for the leading line, but the Town Hall was more difficult. We 
eventually realised that there is a large glass structure on its 
east side and followed the line in, to anchor in six to seven m 
between the Ferry cottage and the bridge, lying to the tide. 
The afternoon passed quickly, in the tranquility of the pool 
below the bridge. It seemed a pity to waste a fair wind, so we 
went back down the leading line, noticing a white mark on the 
seawall behind us, which we had missed on the way in, as we 
did so. Leaving again by the East Bar, we made sail at the East 
Cardinal mark and had a brisk reach to Capel Island. Rounding 
it, we hardened up to a fetch across Ballycotton bay, to anchor 
in four m well to the north east of the harbour.

My old boat Wishbone 40 years on
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The morning of Sunday 2 July was spent at anchor off 
Ballycotton. I glued strips of dinghy repair material over the 
pinholes in the exhaust pipe and wrapped it copiously in tape. 
It seemed dry on a short trial, but it would take some hours 
of motoring to be sure. That afternoon, we motor-sailed clear 
of Ballycotton Island, from where we had a stiff beat, with one 
reef and a small headsail, to the entrance to Cork Harbour. It 
seemed that my concerns about beating west along the south 
coast were coming true! Anyway, we motored into Crosshaven 
boatyard marina.The temporary repair to the exhaust pipe 
seemed to hold up, so the services of the boatyard were not 
required. The southwesterly was forecast to build further, and 
we were keen to make progress before it did so. Beating is ok, 
as long as it is not too windy and you don’t have to go too far! 
Who needs mindfulness when you can sail a weatherly boat to 
windward in a moderate breeze, but we escaped our reverie 
to bear away to anchor in Oysterhaven for lunch.

Mick describes, more eloquently than I ever could, our 
passage from Oysterhaven to Kinsale, in his poem ‘Passage’.

After Oysterhaven - an Eden of remembered green,
with sun splashed fields and a creek winding inland -
we headed back to sea, and hardened up:
slow tacks out, then longer boards slanting in
close under the purple shadow of the cliffs.
Off Kinsale, we eased sheets and bore away for the harbour,
making maybe six knots over a grey sea.
But a sense too of time itself accelerating,
running away faster and faster in both directions:
the bows rearing up impatiently, driving foam
back past the lee rail, to spread out astern,
trail further and further back towards a point
on the horizon disappearing out of sight;
and up ahead, I knew, the dock where I must step ashore.’

We made fast alongside a raft up of French boats, as a large 
part of the pontoon had been cleared for a superyacht. We 
were disappointed when it turned out to be a motoryacht 
– we’d been expecting an elegant schooner at the very 
least! Mick impressed greatly as he was able to address our 
neighbours in fluent French. The next morning was spent 
on the inevitable jobs. In the afternoon, when we went to 
Castlepark marina to refuel, we were delighted to be invited 
on board wby Bruce and Barbara Fennell.

Mick departed on 5 July, returning to London for a few days, 
leaving me to make my way singlehanded to Baltimore. There 
was no wind so I motored out and went deep into the aptly 
named Hole Open bay to look through the caves. I gave a rib 
anchored at the Bream rock a wide berth as they had a diver 
down, then went close inshore at the Old Head. At lunchtime, 
I passed two french singlehanders cruising in company, and 
received crazy waves in greeting. Off Galley head, I wondered 
if the light flashed all the time (probably) or was it just on 
because of the poor visibility (possibly). Glandore beckoned 
for afternoon tea as I was bored with motoring, besides which, 
I wished to give Eve a hug! Suitably refreshed, I left between 
Adam and Sheela point, then kept Sheela point open of the 
Stack of Beans to pass east of the Belly rock, then turned west, 
passed north of Low Island and round Skiddy Island to enter 
Castlehaven and anchor off Castletownsend. 

After a peaceful night, I awoke to see a tall ship drifting by 
– was I awake or was I dreaming? A roar from his engine 
shattered the dream, when he backed up, did a three point 
turn and motored down the haven with his topsail aback. I 
went ashore to have coffee with a friend of my cousins, who 
has a house there, and after lunch back on board set off for 
Baltimore. It was a lovely sunny day, with a nice breeze, but 
dead on the nose. I chose the high VMG option and motored. 
and arrived in good time to collect my wife Elizabeth off the 
Skibbereen bus. 
David and his wife Hollie arrived off the bus at lunchtime on 

Mike in the rain off Carnsore Point
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Saturday. We spent the weekend being tourists in Baltimore. 
A dinghy trip to Sherkin and a walk to the silver strand made 
for a pleasant afternoon. On the way back to Baltimore, David 
spotted the unmistakable shape of Wishbone, my former 
wooden yacht, coming out of the North passage and heading 
for a mooring off Baltimore. I had owned her for 25 years 
and both David and Colin had been sailing onboard her since 
before they could walk. When she was moored, we went 
alongside to meet her present owners, who kindly invited 
us on board to have a look. On the previous round Ireland 
cruise, we had attended an OCC rally in Baltimore on her. How 
incredible to be onboard her again, in the same place, forty 
years later!

Elizabeth set off to make her way home, while David, Hollie 
and I embarked on a few days sailing in waters with which 
she was familiar. We left Baltimore by the North passage and 
motorsailed out past the Mullin rock and bore away towards 
the Turin rocks, to pick up the heading for the Barnacleeve 
gap, to reach across to Castle Island. We were concerned 
about picking up the Fastnet rock/Carthys Islands transit to 
pass between Castle Island and the Dereen rocks, but it was 
clearly visible. It should be easy enough to work your way 
through by keeping Castle Island close aboard, even if the 
Fastnet could not be seen. Hollie was keen to visit Rosbrin 
Cove, where her father had kept a boat a few years ago. We 
anchored there for lunch, but in the afternoon, the weather 
deteriorated from the south west, to which we were exposed 
at the outside of the anchorage, so we motored to Schull for 
sheltered anchorage and provisions.

I had hoped to visit Crookhaven again, but the forecast of 
another system coming in dictated that more progress be 
made. We motored down Long Island sound into a light 
southwesterly and drizzle and picked our way through Lough 
Buidhe and Barrell Sound in poor visibility. We didn’t even see 
Crookhaven as we passed. Round the Mizen, we had a reach 
across to Three Castle head. ‘Dunmanus Bay is one of Ireland’s 
less well travelled inlets, but it is a beautiful and peaceful place 
with several fine anchorages.’ So says Norman Kean. We felt 
it incumbent upon us to visit it, and anchored for the night in 
Dunmanus Harbour. ‘There is sometimes a roll in the harbour 
if the swell is running up the bay outside.’ He’s right, that man 
Norman, but it is an attractive spot.

On Tuesday 11 July the forecast was for a fresh northeasterly 
– it seemed wise to use the fair wind even though it meant no 
visit to Glengarriff, to say nothing of Adrigole, Lawrence Cove, 
Castletownbere, Dunboy…sacrilege! It was a spanking reach 
to Sheeps Head and across the mouth of Bantry Bay, but by 
Black Ball Head it was easing and we had to gybe downwind 
to keep the speed up. Eventually, the wind died and a thick 
mist rolled in just as we rounded Crow Head to enter Dursey 
Sound. At least the poor visibility ensured that we kept close 
to the Island Shore – so that we could see it! Emerging from 
the Sound, it was clear on the north side, but the wind was 
away so we motored across the Kenmare river, to anchor in 
Derrynane at 1645. We noted that the patch ‘Dries 0.6m’, was 
marked by a small buoy. 
The 12 July was warm, sunny and we spent the day exploring 
Derrynane. We walked to Caherdaniel for lunch in the Blind 
Piper and for some provisions. On our return, David and Hollie 
enjoyed a swim, while I did the tour of the beautifully restored 
Derrynane house. The irony of a Northerner visiting the home 
of Daniel O’Connell on the 12 July was not lost on me!

The forecast was for a moderate southwesterly in the 
morning, with a front coming through bringing a shift to a 
fresh northwesterly. It seemed reasonable to accept some 
foul tide so as to be at Bray Head prior to the forecast shift. In 
the event, the front appeared to have ‘passed in the night’, as 
the wind was already northwesterly, though light. Shortly after 
Bolus Head, given improving visibility and benign conditions 
we decided on a closer inspection of the Skelligs. In the late 
morning when we arrived at Skellig Michael, I was delighted 
to be able to put David and Hollie ashore, while I stood off 
amongst the ferries and later circumnavigated the rock. 

David Leonard writes:
Little Skellig is a spectacular, fractured, rocky island extensively 
stained white by guano, which stands in marked contrast to 
the green of the grass clinging to the impressively steep slopes 
of its larger neighbour. Continuing toward Skellig Michael the 
characteristic curve of beehive cells become visible high above 
on the skyline, and the Eastern Steps trace a spectacular line 
down the prominent grassy gully to the mouth of an imposing 
sea cave. Approaching through the melee of waiting tour 
boats a small dock becomes visible just at the southern side of 
the cave mouth. 

David Elizabeth and Hollie on Sherkin
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At this point I must admit I was expecting a close 
circumnavigation and then resuming our passage for Valencia, 
but the skipper had a glint in his eye and I was dispatched to 
the foredeck to inflate the dinghy while Hollie gathered my 
camera and our shore shoes: we had been tasked with an 
ascent! Dad held Ariadne a few hundred m off the cave mouth 
and we paddled ashore to the dock; certainly one of the more 
atmospheric places I’ve found myself in a rowing boat. Stowing 
lifejackets and waterproofs, and securing the dinghy on a long 
line well clear of the tour boats’ approach to the dock, we set 
off up the lighthouse track which is a wide, walled path put in 
to facilitate building of the new lighthouse in the 1960’s. This 
continues on to the southwest corner of the island, but after 

a short distance a more ancient and much more interesting 
path branches to the right.

Climbing steadily upward, the path winds across steep grassy 
slopes, interspersed with sections of beautifully engineered 
stone steps. While Gannets dominate Little Skellig, here the 
Puffin rules; the hillsides and crags are covered with their nest 
dens, and their croaking, ancient calls add to the mysterious 
atmosphere of the place. 

Continuing upwards from the col toward the north peak 
(the hermitage on the precipitous south peak is open to 
small groups only by prior arrangement) the walls of the 
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monastery come into view, giving the first hint of what lies 
above. That these pristine stone walls date from between 
800 and 1400 years ago is impressive to say the least, and 
a credit both to their builders and to recent conservation 
efforts. The monastery itself is incredible, perched 600 feet 
above sea level, and I fear I am unlikely to do it justice in 
words. Beehive cells, constructed from tightly packed, carefully 
sloping, interlocking stones, are clustered close together with 
the larger oratories, and surrounded by terraced walkways, 
gardens and a small graveyard studded with carved, lichen-
covered crosses. Beyond the stonework, few relics have 
survived to illuminate the lives of the monks who lived here for 
between 600 and 800 years, but with the sense of exposure, 
and swirling mist it would be hard to deny the raw spirituality 
of the site. 

We were fortunate to time our arrival toward the end of a 
group of commercial tours, so had the opportunity to spend 
some time around the monastery in relative solitude, and 
descending alone in thick mist and gusty wind as a small squall 
line blew in added greatly to the experience, and has left a 
lasting impression of a wild and impressive outpost.
They were no sooner back on board, and course set for Bray 
head than the wind freshened. Sail was handed at the the 
Foot North Cardinal, before we made fast on the inside of the 
extraordinary floating breakwater at Knightstown. We enjoyed 
dinner and a delightful evening with Mick and his wife Judy 
who had arrived from London to their house in Knightstown, 
and some American friends who were staying with them. It 
was good to be able just to step aboard on our return. It was 
initially an uncomfortable ‘squeaky fender’ night, with a short 
chop forming on the fetch across the harbour, but it settled 
when the wind shifted overnight. We would have been more 
comfortable had we anchored in the space bounded by the 
pontoon, which we could have done, well clear of the ferry, but 
no doubt someone would have been cross with us!
We set off on a brisk reach across Dingle Bay, passing near 
to the three fathom pinnacle, where we saw no disturbance, 
despite the swell which was running. There were some fierce 
squalls, as we rounded Garraun Point. Anchoring off the beach 
of Great Blasket, we were tide rode. Ariadne lay uncomfortably 
in the swell, sheering around a lot. David and Hollie set off 

ashore, landing at the beach to avoid the slip, which was busy 
with workboats and explored the old village and its ongoing 
restoration projects. All went well until, attempting to launch 
again, they were swamped by a wave. Thankfully they could 
easily drain the dinghy and carry her to a more sheltered 
part of the beach. We watched as one workboat, with a large 
white structure on board, came alongside and put the white 
structure ashore, where it was placed on a flatbed and towed 
up the hill by a quad, with two men running along behind, to 
ensure that it didn’t slip off. It was taken to a cottage, to be 
installed. Kitchen fitters at work! Underway again, we motored 
through Blasket Sound to Sybil point, where the genoa was 
unfurled to a rising southerly. Storming through the rain 
and decreasing visibility, we were accompanied by a pod of 
Bottlenose Dolphins, past the Three Sisters and right into 
Smerwick Harbour. We anchored off Wine Strand in good 
shelter. 

David and Hollie had to leave from Tralee on Sunday 16 so on 
the Saturday we took the afternoon tide north from Smerwick. 
Running under Genoa only in strong wind, and big seas, it 
was a pleasure to see the inexperienced Hollie reveal herself 
as a natural, as she held a better course than many more 
experienced could and seemed unconcerned about the big 
seas coming up astern. I had hoped to go through Magharee 
Sound, but ‘It should be avoided in bad weather and heavy 
swell,’ and we certainly had both, so we gybed out to give 
the Islands the recommended more than three miles berth. 
When we gybed in towards Fenit, it was gratifying how quickly 
the seas abated as we came under the lee of the Magharees. 
We made fast in Fenit Marina at 1850 and when everything 
was sorted, repaired to the West End, for refreshments and 
dinner. We were surprised when the bar emptied about 2130 
– even the regulars who looked as if they were installed for the 
evening left. A little later when we finished our meal and went 
back to the harbour, we discovered why. The truly enormous 
heavy lift ship was being nudged into her berth by four tugs 
and was providing the Saturday evening entertainment. She 
occupied the entire length of available quayside and towered 
over the yachts in the marina.

On Sunday 16 July, David and Hollie departed for Tralee 

Hollie at the helm in a big sea
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to catch the morning train to Dublin, while Colin and John 
McCrea arrived from the evening train. I spent the day doing 
odd jobs, provisioning and cleaning ship. I was now prepared 
to say that we were sailing round Ireland, as we were past 
halfway! After another fine meal in the West End, and a walk 
to pay our respect to St Brendan, we looked forward to the 
final two weeks of the cruise. We woke to a calm and sunny 
morning and as we left Fenit, Brendan kept an eye on us, far 
out to sea. As we motored towards Loop Head, we admired 
the vista of the Dingle Peninsula to the south. North of Loop 
Head, the entire Clare coast was laid out before us, with the 
Cliffs of Moher, particularly spectacular, despite their distance. 
With no wind, it was an easy way to make progress past an 
area with ‘few harbours and no good ones.’ A northwesterly 
breeze filled in and we enjoyed the peace of sailing with no 
engine for a couple of hours. When it left again, we motored 
through Gregory Sound, to pick up a mooring off Kilronan at 
2000.

The outlook was for heavier weather to come in from the west, 
so we felt it necessary to press on and particularly, not to give 
away any westing. Sadly, this meant foregoing the pleasures 
of Inishmore, Galway Bay and the Connemara Coast. In 
compensation, it had been settled enough to make a look 
at Joyce Sound Pass worthwhile.We left the mooring under 
engine and main at 9am. There was not quite enough wind 
to sail, but after an hour and a half, the sun had burnt off the 
last of the morning mist and the wind had freshened slightly. 
The spinnaker was set, and for 45 minutes we enjoyed gliding 
along in the sunshine. It was too good to last, and soon, the 
spinnaker was handed. The engine carried on as we passed 
inside the Skerd rocks and in the benign conditions set a 
course for the Joyce Sound Pass. Despite the apparent lack of 
swell, it broke right across immediately before our passage. It 
was an exciting passage and one which we were glad to have 
made, once we were through! 

Once through the pass and after lunch, we hoisted the 
spinnaker. In a little under an hour we reached High Island 
sound, passing near to but not seeing the Breaker in the 
smooth seas. The wind came forward and we enjoyed a brisk 
beam reached towards Inishbofin. We anchored by five o’clock 

in the shadow of Cromwell’s Barracks, and wondered about 
the history of Inishbofin, that a garrison was needed there. We 
made a trip ashore and were delighted to find a sign saying, 
‘Island Veg, Ask within.’ We duly knocked on the cottage door, 
and a young European tourist and his partner, who were 
minding ‘Lacey’s Farm,’ offered us a fork and directed us to the 
field. The farm had spinach, salad leaves, potatoes and much 
more, that it sells both from the doorstep and to the local 
fresh food market. A real treat for us, and an opportunity for 
John to demonstrate his talent with the fork! As the potatoes 
cooked, a black guillemot joined our crew. Hunkered down 
on the port guardrail, resting its head on the genoa sheet, 
it seemed oblivious to our company. It remained, preening, 
long enough for us to enjoy taking some photos and videos. 
Eventually, bored of its new found fame, it left, fortunately 
before bucket and brush were needed!

The approaching westerly blow was forecast to last for several 
days. Again, we decided to head north and not give up ground 
to the east. As we rounded the east end of Inishbofin, we were 
met with views of the island, and by many seals and seabirds. 
Initially we could see Clare, but within an hour mist and low 
cloud descended and visibility became poor. By coffee time, 
the visibility had improved again, and the wind had come up 
from the southwest. Sails were hoisted and good progress 
was made on a broad reach, with Achill head not quite abeam 
at noon. As the wind continued to build and veered to the 
west, we saw two yachts bashing their way to windward under 
Achill head and were glad to have kept our westing. We pulled 
down a reef and furled some genoa and before long, needed 
another reef and some more genoa furled. As we passed the 
Black Rock, we dipped our ensign as a mark of respect for the 
crew of Helicopter R116. Off the south end of the Inishkeas, 
it freshened further, so we pulled down the third reef. We 
kept well offshore of the Inishkeas and Eagle Island. This was 
exhilarating sailing in big seas. Having passed Eagle Island, we 
bore away for Erris Head, where we gybed and shortly after, 
were able to shake out the third reef. We finally handed sail off 
Ballyglass and anchored just north of Gubaknockan Point.
We had hoped to explore Donegal Bay and particularly to visit 
Killybegs, where an uncle of Elizabeth’s had spent his career 
as a fisherman and later as a net manufacturer, but again 

Colin beating out of Lough Swilly
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abandoned that plan out of a desire not to give away westing.
On Thursday 20 July, we left Broadhaven to be met by a rolling 
sea and a light to moderate south westerly. As the breeze 
came and went through the morning we had varying success 
with boomed out genoa, boom preventer, sailing on a broad 
reach and motoring, but eventually settled on motorsailing. As 
each rain cloud passed through we sailed fast in the pressure 
it brought, and the engine could go off, but we then lamented 
the return of the engine after it left us. As we approached 
the south end of Aranmore one passed near enough to allow 
us to hoist the spinnaker again and surge over the swell for 
the last part of our days passage. We handed the kite at six, 
rounding the north end of Aranmore and motored into Aran 
Sound at eight, on a cool evening but with a stunning sunset. 

We awoke to a fresh north easterly in Aran Road, which put 
our stern too close to the rocks for comfort, so we beat a 
hasty retreat to Burtonport, where we tied up alongside the 
pier. The forecast was for a short sharp gale due to blow 
through as the day went on. Essential activities, such as 
showers, provisioning and taking on water were the order 
of the day. Colin took the ferry to Aranmore, where the 
annual music festival was in full sway, while John did a guided 
walk with the local Historical Society. Burtonport proved 
an excellent place to spend the day. It was interesting to 
learn than nearly all the crabs and lobsters are bought co-
operatively for sale to China. The gale duly blew through, and 
after a meal in the Lobster Pot, we set off in the early evening. 
It was exciting to head out into the sunset, across to Owey 
sound. We made the passage in the last of the light, only just 
heeding the advice in the sailing directions, and anchored in 
Cruit Bay, to the southwest of Corillan, at nightfall. 

Next morning, Colin went ashore to walk the beaches that 
we had done many years before on a family holiday. I had a 
chat with the owner of Stravaiger, Sadler 34, beside whom 
we had anchored, who was circumnavigating anticlockwise. 
His response to the question ‘How long are you taking?’ was 
‘I hope to be home in October’ Now that is the way to cruise 
round Ireland. After coffee we headed north through the 
Carnbeg channel under a warm sun, but with a cool northerly 

breeze. At Gola sound we saw a kayaker drifting around the 
north end of the island, casting his line from the kayak. 
The conditions made for pleasant sailing as we tacked close 
inshore at the Bloody Foreland and enjoyed the pleasure of 
beating to windward. We headed north, to approach Tory 
on port tack and handed sail at the harbour entrance. We 
made fast inside the harbour and headed ashore for a walk 
to the east end of the island. There were many calls from 
Corncrakes, but we saw none. The echoes of a changing 
economy, from fishing to tourism and the lost working of the 
land were all around us. 

The northerly breeze gave up overnight, and the 23 July 
was warm and sunny. The tides were against us until nearly 
lunchtime, and so we set off to explore the island more fully. 
The path to the west leads to the Lighthouse, which seemed 
rather sad, without a complement of Lighthouse keepers. 
The grounds have been put to use, no longer for vegetable 
patches, but as a site for a Differential GPS Transmitter. We 
followed the path through the interior of the island, again, 
seemingly surrounded by Corncrakes, but unable to see 
rather than hear them. On our return, two fishermen were 
preparing their boat for an afternoon of pulling their pots. 
They lamented that this year was the worst for many years, 
with only 15 – 20 crabs coming from 100 pots. 

We used the light wind that had returned from the north 
to drift slowly east, trailing a fishing line and enjoying the 
weather. As so often happens, the breeze soon failed, and we 
motorsailed and finally motored. We passed Sheephaven and 
Mulroy, too early to head for port, and elected on Rathmullan 
as our destination. This would allow both easy berthing and 
access to public transport for John who had to leave at this 
stage. As we neared Rathmullan, there was great commotion 
ashore and rather worryingly the RNLI Lifeboat from Buncrana 
passed us at great speed. Thankfully, all was well, it was merely 
the local RNLI Fundraising day. We anchored off the pontoon 
and soon the revelers departed. We made fast and headed 
ashore to toast an excellent trip so far.

John departed next morning, to catch the ferry to Buncrana 

  John steering off Achill head
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and thence the bus to Belfast. We sent post cards, got some 
provisions and walked round Rathmullan. We made a quick 
departure, for a very pleasant beat down Lough Swilly in 
fifteen knots apparent. At Dunree Head we bore away for 
Malin Head and had enjoyable sailing with the occasional drop 
in pressure suggesting that the breeze might not last all day. 
Indeed, at Malin Head, the wind did indeed die and the engine 
was required to make progress in any direction but downtide! 
The tide carried us out towards Inishtrahull. Rounding the east 
end, we were somewhat surprised to be met by two departing 
motorboats. We soon anchored in almost exactly the spot 
shown in the sailing directions and headed ashore.

Inishtrahull was undoubtedly one of the highlights of the 
cruise. A large colony of seals, who watch you intently, 
gannets diving all around and countless other birds make it 
remarkable. The ruined east lighthouse and uninhabited west 
lighthouse give a sense of invading the privacy of different 
ages. On approaching the uninhabited houses, you are met 
by the angry calls of an Oyster catcher or the menacing 
swoop of a Fulmar, while surrounded by the noise of water 
rushing round the island and splashing against its rocks. After 
returning to the boat, we chose to take advantage of calm 
weather to stay for the night. 
We woke the next morning, still watched carefully by a few of 
the largest seals, to motor east for the next island. It was not 
hard to imagine a collective sigh of relief from the creatures 
who now call the island home. 

It seemed appropriate that the tide required a 6am start, 
the stillness of the morning, echoing the stillness of the now 
uninhabited island. The horizon stretched like a pencil line to 
the north, with the northern Irish coast to the south. It was 
fascinating, in the flat calm conditions, to see white broken 
water to the north, over the Shamrock pinnacle. Definitely 
a place to avoid in heavy weather! The wind never became 
steady but gave some drive as we motorsailed. Despite this, 
with the strong tides we made good progress as the morning 
became hot and sunny. We took the last of the tide into 
Church bay in time for lunch. It seemed like a metropolis of 
activity after the tranquility of Inishtrahull the night before! A 

friend appeared in his motor cruiser and was willing to trade 
help in gutting fish for a few for our pan. We bought some 
Rathlin potatoes – what better than mackerel straight from the 
sea and potatoes straight from the ground!

The tide was due to turn in our favour at 0800 on Wednesday 
26 July, but a front was forecast to pass through at 1000. 
We elected to wait until it had done so and set off in a light 
but rapidly freshening westerly. By the time we were off 
Rue point, we had a reef in and some genoa furled. Slough 
na more, which was nearby, was in benign mood, but was 
noted as another place to avoid in heavy weather. As the 
squalls funneled down the glens and round the headlands, 
the reefs were in and out. There were particularly heavy seas 
between Fairhead and Torr, where our SOG was 13 knots. At 
Muck, we settled on two reefs and an equivalent amount of 
Genoa furled, for the reach across Belfast Lough, where the 
weather buoy was recording 30 – 35 knots. There were very 
heavy gusts. We made fast in Bangor Marina, having averaged 
over 8 knots for the entire passage. It was a pleasure to have 
Elizabeth join us for dinner in Royal Ulster.

The wind settled resolutely in the southwest and showed no 
sign of shifting. After a couple of days of ‘R&R’ we set off for 
the familiar beat down the Ards Peninsula. Suitably reefed 
down, a long starboard tack from Donaghadee sound brought 
us well outside Burial Isle. It was in any case too fresh to go 
through the sound. The seas were getting bigger, so we tacked 
in towards Portavogie, to beat inside the South Rock and 
Butter Pladdy, in less sea. The wind eased at Ballyquintin point, 
so we shook out the reef to reach up the Lough to Whiterock.

A beat to windward in conditions as fresh as one would 
want was a fitting end to a cruise in which there were many 
windward passages, but none so strong as to be unpleasant. 
There were three memorable passages in strong winds on or 
aft the beam. We felt that the anniversary had been suitably 
commemorated. Our only regrets are for the many places past 
which we sailed. In compensation, we did get to visit several of 
the offshore islands. We are left with the conclusion that the 
best way to do a ‘round Ireland’ cruise, would be to have no 
time constraints at all!

Alan in a lull off the Antrim coast
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Getting there 28 June – 4July
This year’s cruise started in earnest on 28 June at Ardglass 
marina after a short hop out of Strangford Lough a few days 
previous. Dad and I were joined by Eoin Curran who had kindly 
agreed to help out with the delivery to the French coast after 
an impromptu meeting at the Yacht Club a week previous. 
The weather was far from pretty for our first passage south, 
although the fresh north westerly did allow us to make the 
58nm to Howth in just over eight hours.
We were joined that evening for dinner by my brother Fraser 
who was working in Dublin for the year. A very stiff breeze left 
us stormbound for the next two days but the crew were far 
from short of things to be doing. I finally clicked submit on my 
dissertation in the bar in Howth Yacht Club. Maurice O’Connell 
of North Sails joined us on board to provide some advice on 
our new mainsail and genoa.
Eager to get going, we departed Howth at 0400 on Saturday 
1 July benefitting from a fair tide past Wicklow Head. An 
examination of the forecast revealed a reasonable weather 
window and the crew departed Arklow again at 1800 that 
evening to take advantage of a fresh westerly wind down 
past Carnsore Point. The wind soon veered north westerly 
pushing Thor into the Celtic Deep before evaporating entirely. 
Nevertheless, we did enjoy a powerful sail for the last 4 hours 
into St Mary’s Pool on the Scilly Isles and fell into bed at 2200 
on Sunday evening.

Breakfast ashore the next day was followed by a stroll around 
St Mary’s village before going alongside the quay near the 
height of the tide to take on board some water. St Mary’s Pool 
became engulfed in a low mist in the late afternoon which 
raised some doubt over our plans to cross the channel that 
evening. Further examination of forecasts, and the very useful 

live data from weather buoys, gave us reasonable confidence 
that the pea soup was localised and we departed Scilly at 
2130. The visibility soon lifted and, in a repeat of the same 
passage a couple of year’s previous, we motored the whole 
way across the English Channel arriving into a sunny L’Aber 
Wrac’h just after lunch time the next day.

Meandering South 5 July – 8 July
With the tide not due to flow south down the Chenal du Four 
until early afternoon, the crew enjoyed a deserved lie in. A 
fresh north westerly made for an exhilarating passage under 
spinnaker with Thor maxing out at 10.2 knots of boat speed 
surfing down one particular wave. Brest was the destination of 
choice and the crew enjoyed gourmet double burgers on the 
marina front as a thank-you to Eoin for his very able hand over 
the past week.
 
Eoin departed on a bus to L’Orient the next day to take 
advantage of a €5 flight to Stansted. Meanwhile, Thor motored 
the 25nm to one of our favourite French resorts, Morgat. A 
humble little marina, a stunning sandy beach and what seems 
to be a very active yacht club. Indeed, we were delighted to 
be escorted into the marina by about forty 420 dinghies who 
were practicing ahead of a national regatta the following few 
days. We enjoyed a walk around the various surfing boutiques 
the next morning before departing at 1200 to catch the tide 
through the Raz de Sein. We always keep a careful watch for 
any other Sweden Yachts when we are away cruising and so 
we were delighted to see that familiar blue Sweden Yachts hull 
stripe coming towards us just as we had passed through the 
Raz. When we had come to Brittany a couple of years previous 
we were disappointed not to see a single other Sweden Yachts 
but encountered four others from the Stenungsund factory 

Thor returns to 
Atlantic France
Matthew Wright

Thor Sweden 34

Saiing in good company
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on this particular cruise. What was particularly surprising 
about this encounter was that it too was a 340 and, by sheer 
coincidence, was the yacht Karan, which hails from Ringhaddy 
Cruising Club, a couple of miles north of our mooring in 
Holm Bay on Strangford Lough. Both crews were delighted 
to exchange pleasantries on the VHF before Thor continued 
southwards under main and poled out genoa. Indeed, it was 
after 2100 before we tied up at Sainte Marine, yet the crew 
were still able to enjoy dinner in the cockpit under the late 
evening sun.

Next day following a drawn series that serves as a timely boost 
for the Lions brand, we marched up the hill at Sainte Marine 
with a spring in our step to explore the village. We just about 
found the epicerie before it closed and stocked up on a few 
provisions prior to casting off for Îles de Glénan. We picked 
up a mooring at Île Saint-Nicolas mid-afternoon and relaxed 
enjoying the flurry of boating activity around the islands. 
The little sandy causeway that links Île Saint-Nicolas with Île 
de Bananec really is picture perfect and we paddled across 
before enjoying a drink ashore. The visitors’ moorings at 
Glénan have the usual hoop on top and require some form of 
line passed through and back to the boat. I rigged up our rope 
strop (which admittedly was getting a little tired) and decided 
to back it up with our much heftier rope braided onto chain. 
Very glad I was that I chose to back it up. A F3 from the north 
picked up late evening leaving the anchorage a little exposed. 
Thor increasingly pitched up and down throughout the night 
and when I awoke at first light I was amazed to find our trusty 

rope strop chewed right through. We were hanging on the 
much stronger back-up, a useful lesson learned about the 
effects of chaff.

The real crew arrives    9 July – 15 July
We were tied up in Concarneau by 2100 and a furious spring 
clean ensued ahead of Mum’s arrival later that afternoon. 
Mike and Sylvia Hodgins, friends from back home who have 
a holiday house in La Roche Bernard, very kindly offered to 
pick-up Mum at Rennes airport and drop her to the boat. 
All arrived around 1600 and we enjoyed finger food in the 
cockpit under our makeshift bimini. We had a cockpit tent 
commissioned a few years previous to escape the rain whilst 
on board in Scotland but this was the first time we had rigged 
it up to escape the sun. Early evening brought a wander 
around the fortified old town where I managed to pick-up a 
new pair of Windy deckshoes, the same pair I had dithered 
over two years previous. The initial plan to show Mum the 
delights of Îles de Glénan required a rethink with the forecast 
showing some rather wet and blustery conditions for Tuesday. 
Instead, we headed for Ile de Groix, enjoying a fast broad 
reach in the afternoon sun. Upon arrival at Port Tudy, the 
young Capitainerie directed us towards the bow and stern 

     470’s escorting Thor into Morgat
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moorings in the outer harbour, promising that he would find 
us a berth in the inner basin shortly after.

Tudy is one of those harbours where you could sit and watch 
the comings and goings for hours. Whilst we waited, well 
into double figures of yachts descended upon the harbour, 
along with the very large passenger ferry steaming in and out 
while honking its horn. The bow and stern moorings aren’t 
the easiest to get tied up to and, what seemed to be the 
boss Capitainerie, stood on the pier shouting instructions 
at his apprentice about where exactly he wanted everyone 
to go. The boss man became so irate with one particular 
British flagged yacht that he jumped into a tender himself 
and boarded the yacht, much to the consternation of the 
owner, and proceeded to do the tying up himself. I must 
say, this particular Capitainerie must be the best pilot of an 
outboard driven tender I have ever witnessed as he spun the 
boat on a six-pence and had the bow and stern warps of the 
Englishman’s boat rigged in a flash. The whole thing makes for 
a great spectator sport.

Anyhow, we eventually got tied up in the inner basin, 
squeezing alongside a pontoon designed for a yacht with a 
beam of much less than Thor’s 3.5m. Even Mum was deployed 
in her role of roaming fender to help squeeze us safely 
alongside. It must be said, we were snug as a bug in a rug and 
enjoyed a busy 36 hours on Groix. We were amazed by the 
activity on the island, the sheer quantity of people, and this is 
reflected by the two significantly sized supermarkets up the 
hill from Port Tudy. We walked passed a string of impressive 
properties to Port Mélite, I purchased a momento from one of 
the many galleries and we enjoyed dinner ashore at a quirky 
little restaurant overlooking the harbour.
Wednesday 12 July forecast the breeze to recede and so we 
locked out of Tudy shortly after 0800. There was quite a swell 
left over from the strong south-westerlies of the previous day 
and Mum was less than impressed with our decision to leave. 
That said, it didn’t take long for Thor to eat up the 21nm to 
Belle-Île and we were secured to a visitor’s mooring at Sauzon 
around 1100. 

With the tide having turned around Quiberon, the sea state 
had significantly settled and we enjoyed a very pleasant late 
afternoon sail into La Trinité-sur-Mer. The breakwater was 
lined with spectators as we approached the marina and it was 
only when we looked over our shoulders that we realised why. 
The 105ft maxi trimaran Idec Sport was following us down the 
fairway. It turned out that the hoards of people had turned 
out to welcome home Francis Joyon who had just beaten his 
own solo North Atlantic record by 49 minutes. La Trinité is a 
real epicentre for yachting and we enjoyed reading the boards 
about famous French solo sailors and browsing in the various 
nautical boutiques.

Under yet more clear blue skies, Thor departed La Trinité the 
following afternoon and enjoyed a fast reach to set anchor 
off La plage Trearc’h Er Goured on île d’Houat. We counted 
over 120 yachts at anchor that evening and were joined on 
board for drinks by Brian and Paul from Galanta who also hail 
from Strangford Lough. The morning and early afternoon of 
our Bastille Day was spent relaxing on, and taking a swim off 
this stunning beach. In the late afternoon, we rode before a 
fresh westerly breeze towards Piriac-sur-mer. The shallow 

buoyed channel marking the entrance to the marina is quite 
exposed to a westerly breeze and we were delighted to heed 
the shelter of the breakwater, tying up in time to enjoy the 
town’s Bastille Day celebrations. The promenade was buzzing 
with activity and a large crowd marvelled at the terrific firework 
display to mark the occasion. We slipped our lines at 0700 in 
time to catch the last of the flood up the Villaine River. The 
Hodgins welcomed us into the Arzal lock and Sylvia stepped 
on board to enjoy the short hop upriver to La Roche Bernard. 
We had lunch under the awning in the Hodgins back garden 
before Mike was on taxi duty again, this time to collect Fraser 
from Nantes airport. Nick and Spike, the other two members 
of the next week’s crew, arrived into Nantes later that evening 
and could find no other option other than an Uber taxi all the 
way to the shores of the Villaine.

The Vendee and beyond 16 July – 22 July
The new crew headed back down river early the next morning 
and, despite the remonstrations of the good humoured lock-
keeper, just about sneaked into the 0900 lock. Dad joined 
us to add an extra pair of hands through Arzal before being 
deposited at the waiting pontoon downriver of the lock. 
Spike was left counting his blessings after stumbling onto the 
pontoon as the top rail seemed to catch him by surprise in his 
first coming alongside manoeuvre.
Mum and Dad were going to spend a few days with the 
Hodgins in La Roche Bernard whilst we motored out of 
the Villaine River and all the way to L’Hebaudiere on Île de 
Noirmoutier. By this stage, the heat was becoming almost 
unbearable and the crew made straight for the beach where 

Fraser and Nick’s 4x4 on Yeu
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we were never so glad of the cool Atlantic water. Having just 
about cooled down, Fraser and Nick felt an urge to raise their 
core body temperature once again and proceeded to engage 
in a series of sprints. What the Noirmoutier residents thought 
of the two pale white males racing each other up and down 
the beach I am not quite sure.

After the mandatory shower on the pontoon following any trip 
to the beach, a few drinks were enjoyed in the cockpit followed 
by dinner ashore. Having settled back into the saloon, a rather 
large French craft rafted alongside us approaching midnight. 
When the skipper realised Thor’s origins, he was keen to 
announce that he was on his way to Dingle, yet it transpired 
he had sailed south from the Morbihan that day. It seemed 
that he was taking a rather indirect approach to his voyage to 
Ireland’s west coast.

The next day brought a gentle sail south to Port Joinville on Île 
d’Yeu. Whilst Île d’Yeu has many delights, the price of its diesel 
is not one and, although the fuel berth is very accessible, it is 
unlikely we will tie up there again. If the heat was approaching 
unbearable the previous day, it had certainly now reached that 
state and the bimini was used to provide some respite over 
lunch. A search for a beach led the crew to one of the less 
memorable spots of the cruise but we did manage to pick-up 
some provisions in the nearby SuperU. ‘Thon Rouge’, or red 
tuna, bought fresh from L’Hebaudiere market and expertly 
prepared by the new resident chef Nick, made for a terrific 
evening meal, meanwhile the late evening breeze made the 
temperature wholly bearable. Evening activities were also led 

by Nick who laid on a ‘name all the countries beginning with...’ 
quiz. Safe to say the quizmaster was left less than impressed 
by the Wright’s geographical knowledge, or lack of it.
The crew arose around 0900 to find a silent exodus to have 
taken place early that morning and we quickly took the 
opportunity to secure to a finger berth near the entrance of 
the marina. A breakfast fit for a king was served in the cockpit 
whilst the crew enjoyed watching the comings and goings 
of a series of yachts in the strengthening breeze. More than 
one close shave was observed but one French reversing 
manoeuvre did result in that dreaded sound of crunching 
fibreglass.

With all the excitement, the crew were tempted to remain 
in the cockpit for the day but sense prevailed and we stuck 
to the plan of renting one of the open top 4x4s. Directed by 
some rather rash driving from Fraser, we visited the market at 
St Sauveur, enjoyed moules et frites at Port de la Meule and 
finished up with an afternoon on the splendid cove at Belle 
Maison. Thankfully the Gendarme turned a blind eye to our 
illegally parked 4x4. Back on board we enjoyed bolognese 
in the cockpit before I managed to redeem myself in that 
evening’s general knowledge quiz. Late evening entertainment 
was provided by a 20 something footer who seemed intent on 
trying to beat out of the marina at 0100. The crew were left 
wondering whether the skipper of this craft was drink driving 
as he did his very best to bump off the boats and rocks on 
either side of him.

The next day, a breeze of some 10-14 knots from the south-
west allowed us to make quick progress past Les Sables 
D’Olonne and we safely negotiated the rather exposed 
entrance to Bourgenay around the middle of the afternoon. 
It must be said, Bourgenay has excellent shelter inside, good 
facilities and a welcoming Capitainerie. Our chef was busy in 
the galley once again and rustled up a terrific lasagne before 
the crew enjoyed a wander around the extensive promenade 
market. I was delighted when one of the local artists agreed to 
sketch up a Munster Rugby plaque.

Fraser and Nick’s 4x4 on Yeu Matthew with his Munster Rugby Plaque

Fraser and Nick racing in Noirmoutier
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Thursday brought a lazy morning waiting for the tide to 
rise and the swell at the marina entrance to fall. The 20nm 
passage to St Martin on Île de Ré was made before a pleasant 
breeze and Thor proceeded to join a raft of seven boats deep 
in the picturesque harbour. 

An early start on Friday saw the crew cycling past the circus 
and along the shore to enjoy brunch in Loix. Of particular 
interest was the small land locked estuary in which several 
groups of youngsters were getting their first taste of sailing 
and windsurfing. We returned to St Martin just in time for the 
opening of the lock gate and retreated to the waiting pontoon 
in the outer harbour. But for some heavy duty fending off, this 
could well have turned out to be the most expensive lunch of 
the trip. A rather abrasive Dufour 34 did its best to rearrange 
Thor’s transom and received a rather cold welcome from the 
crew. That afternoon, an exhilarating sail brought us into the 
centre of La Rochelle where the very helpful harbourmaster 
directed us alongside a prime position at the bottom of the 
walkway. Nick made the best of the leftovers in the fridge for 
dinner before the crew enjoyed dessert ashore and a tour of 
the local hostelries.

La Rochelle’s streets were bustling with activity as 
shopkeepers turned the town into a marketplace, selling 
stock from stalls at their shopfronts. I was delighted to pick 
up a novelty size 10 promotional rugby ball from the Stade 
Rochellais boutique.The lads had an early departure  in their 
rental car the next morning.

Turning bows northwards 23 July – 29 July
Chris, Jonny and Robert were set to arrive at La Rochelle train 
station at 1500 the following day. As is often the case with this 
particular crew, events did not quite unfold as planned. Two of 
the three crew members stepped off the train mid-afternoon. 
Meanwhile, the third crew member, who will remain 
anonymous, was still on Irish soil having arrived at Dublin 
airport without his passport. The crew member in question 
subsequently arrived in La Rochelle shortly before 2200 via a 
last minute flight to Nantes and a Bla Bla car. 
The new crew were keen to explore La Rochelle and so Thor 
spent another day in the square. The morning commenced 
with an expensive’ petit déjeuner’ on the promenade before 
a wander around the shops and a trip up the three towers 
guarding the seaward entrance of the town. Robert and Chris 
were particularly smug when they managed to negotiate 
‘gratuit’ tickets with their expired student cards.

Chenal du Four under spinnaker
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We slipped our lines at 0600 on Tuesday morning and pointed 
our bow northwards for the first time in a month. The sailing 
had been fairly easy up until now and I dearly hoped that the 
remainder of the return journey would not take as long as it 
took us to make the short hop back to St Martin that morning.
Undeterred, the crew rented bicycles and set about exploring 
the island. The Commercial Manager of Stade Rochellais had 
let it slip that the team were training on Île de Ré and so we 
proceeded straight for the Sports Complex. Upon arrival, the 
squad were sitting down to a BBQ lunch and so the crew’s 
attention quickly switched to Île de Ré’s very own version of 
a velodrome. Jonny, who is always keen to make everything 
into a competition, suggested that we would hold time trials 
around the rather dusty athletics track.

And so it was, for the best part of an hour, four 26 year olds 
furiously pedalled their way around the track trying to better 
each other’s times. Some members of the Stade Rochelleais 
squad seemed to find great amusement from the four 
helmeted sailors on their traditional basketed French bikes 
racing around the running track. 

The forecast for the next day could not be described as 
positive but the worst of it never really seemed to materialise. 
Bicycles were rented once again and a much more thorough 
exploration of the island conducted. Back on board Thor, 
we had an early dinner and Thor departed St Martin at 5pm 
with the crew enjoying an invigorating fetch the 22nm to 
Bourgenay. Reverse gear had been somewhat unreliable on 
the cruise thus far and this was certainly the case upon arrival 
in Bourgenay. We were very lucky to be able to ferry glide into 
the fuel berth before roping Thor up the visitor’s pontoon, 
enough excitement for one night.

The free marina bicycles proved a boon and the crew enjoyed 
a trip to the beach the following afternoon. Rugby was 
again on the agenda, with the Armagh section of the crew 
deciding that some pre-season training was in order with a 
half-filled water bottle mimicking the rugby ball. Robert was 
subsequently scolded by the beach lifeguard for running up 
the sand-dunes in an effort to find some privacy to change 
into his swimming trunks.

That evening saw Thor make the short hop to Les Sables 
D’Olonne. It must be said, I was intent on avoiding the high-
rise flats of Les Sable D’Olonne after a disappointing first visit, 
but it appeared I must have caught it on a bad day on the 
previous occasion.It took all of the skipper’s negotiating skills 
to persuade the Capitainerie to allow us to remain rafted to 
the outside of the hammerhead at Quai Garnier, no reverse 
gear proving a very useful excuse on this occasion. What can 
probably be described as the best meal of the cruise was 
had ashore that evening in the Italian restaurant ‘Mona Liza’. 
After-dinner entertainment was provided by a string of street 
performers with the stand out being a gymnast on a unicycle 
cycling along a tight rope.Another early start on Thursday and 
another close hauled passage. It must be said, the latter half 
of this passage was particularly enjoyable as Thor cracked off 
and powered towards Île d’Yeu. An accessible berth came as 
a great relief to the skipper and the crew wasted no time in 
setting off up the town to hire scooters.

We departed Yeu Saturday lunchtime with an uncomfortable 
following sea and not a lot of wind. That said, the forecast 
was on the money, and it wasn’t long before the wind 
started to pipe up, powering Thor around the Northern tip 
of Noirmoutier and across the Baie de Bourgneuf towards 
Pornic.Having taken note of Ocean Gypsy’s woes at the 
entrance to Pornic last year, I was quite concerned about the 
prospect of arriving their at low water. With this in mind, we 
lowered sail half way across the Baie and ferry glided towards 
the marina. This seemed to provide an obvious opportunity 
to set our trawling line. Yet, despite his usual bravado, Jonny 
didn’t manage so much as a bite and quickly pronounced 
the line ‘a dud’. We circled outside the marina for some time, 
watching two yachts roll behind the breakwater and into the 
marina. Eventually plucking up the courage, we made our 
approach and, in the end, had a least depth of 5ft beneath the 
keel, this was almost a full two hours after low water it must be 
said.

Homeward bound 30 July – 13 August
The lads departed at 1000 after a tricky but successful re-park 
onto a more accessible finger. A text from Dad indicated he 
would be in Pornic around lunchtime, leaving me with a mad 
dash for provisions and some furious scrubbing in an effort to 

Time trials with Robert on the dusty athletics track A guided tour of Pogo
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rid Thor of the rather unique aroma that had settled into the 
cabin after two weeks of having four young men on board.
The Hodgins were beyond generous again, chauffeuring Dad 
to the marina, and I just about found the time to carry out my 
errands and have lunch sitting on the saloon table for their 
arrival. The remainder of the day was spent re-cleaning, or 
should I say following instructions from Dad on exactly how 
the cleaning should have been done the first time. Amidst the 
spraying of Flash, Febreeze and Faracula, I also managed to 
make use of the wash and dryer, despite the remonstrations 
of a very irate French woman who seemed beyond frustrated 
by the fact that the single dryer always seemed to be in use.
Late in the afternoon, we did find time to catch a few rays 
in the cockpit, marvelling at the ease with which the French 
residents moved in and out of their marina berths. While 
we fret several miles out from each marina as to how on 
earth we are going to get Thor stopped and nailed to the 
dock, the French take it all in their stride. We witnessed one 
J80 short tacking the length of the marina, reaching down 
their trot (at what must have been 5- 6 knots) and gracefully 
turning the boat up into the wind and alongside their finger, 
bearing in mind there was 20knots of breeze running at 
this stage. Meanwhile, the typical single or double-handed 
French cruising yacht, hang only a couple of fenders along the 
topside, there is no sight of any bow or stern lines, they fly 
into their berth, hammer on reverse and gracefully step onto 
the shaky cataway. At this stage, shore lines and a few more 
fenders are retrieved from the bottom of a locker!

Having made an early morning run to our favourite 
boulangerie, we departed Pornic just after 0800 and motored 
the full 48nm to Le Palais, Belle-Île. The bow and stern 

moorings caused the usual anxiety before we enjoyed a walk 
around Fort Vauban and an omelette in the late evening sun.
 Next day we enjoyed a fetch under clear blue skies for the 
final 8nm of the 54nm to Benodet. With a gale from the 
south west forecast for Wednesday and Thursday, we were 
pleased to arrive just in time to pick a berth on the inside of 
the visitor’s wavebreak. A combination of the ebb tide flushing 
through the marina and a rather ignorant motor boater made 
berthing somewhat challenging.
The skipper of this powered craft decided he would depart 
just as we were making our approach. It transpired that 
he had left his lines on the dock in an effort to reserve his 
space on the inside of the visitor’s pontoon. We chuckled to 
ourselves when a shiny new Hallberg Rassy pulled into his 
space some 20 minutes later. Upon his return, the skipper 
of this powered craft thought, by hooting his horn, the rest 
of us would stand to attention and lay on a welcome party. 
Needless to say, the owner of the Hallberg was not for moving 
and, after remonstrating with the Capitainerie, the motor 
boater was forced to raft outside a friend. His ignorance 
deserved a visitors mooring somewhere in the middle of the 
Raz.

We spent the following two days exploring the delightful 
Benodet on two wheels. Dad insisted upon an electric bicycle 
and frequently found himself at the top of some hill chuckling 
smugly as I put in the hard yards on the traditional push 
bike. The highlight of our stay was surely our guided tour 
of the Pogo factory. These are fascinating yachts, built for 
what I would regard as the stereotypical French yachtsman. 
We pitched up at the factory unannounced yet, the very 
knowledgeable sales manager for the Pogo 30, was beyond 
generous with her time, leading us on a guided tour of every 
step of the production process. The Pogo 36 was voted the 
winner of the ‘Performance Cruiser’ category of the European 
Yacht of the Year in 2016/17. Whilst their accommodation 
does not quite compare to the cosy atmosphere of a 
Scandanavian Thoroughbred, their off the wind sailing 
characteristics do hold great appeal.

On the morning of Friday 4 August, we joined a procession 
of yachts rounding the Point de Penmarche and proceeded 
towards the Raz. Motor sailing was the name of the game 
before the wind evaporated entirely and we made the final 
few miles into Camaret under power alone. I did take the 
opportunity to don my wet suit and scuba gear that afternoon 
in order to inspect our underwater profile. After engaging both 
forward and reverse, whilst nailed to the pontoon, it seemed 
that our two bladed folding prop was refusing to open fully 
in reverse gear. This, of course, tallied with our rather hit and 
miss efforts in reverse throughout the cruise. All solutions on 
a postcard please.

Saturday morning brought another clear day and we 
proceeded around the Pointe de Saint-Mathieu and up the 
Chenal du Four. Progress was not quite as rapid as when we 
were coming south a month earlier but we did enjoy a sail for 
some time. Arriving into L’Aber Wrac’h around lunchtime, we 
set about refuelling and organising in anticipation of making a 
channel crossing that evening. A light north westerly breeze, 
backing westerly, made for an acceptable forecast and we 
departed French ground at 2000 on Saturday 5 August. Given 

Thor in Le Palais
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the close hauled nature of the breeze, aiming for the Scillies 
was always ambitious and we quickly accepted that Newlyn 
would be the target. The breeze did freshen throughout 
the night, requiring a couple of rolls in the genoa, and the 
significant traffic meant the AIS really proved its worth. The 
Lizard was on the horizon by early morning and a fresh breeze 
on our forward quarter carried us into Newlyn by midday. 
Most of the remainder of the day was spent in bed but we did 
enjoy an authentic seafood dinner in the quirky Mackerel Sky 
Seafood Bar.

We slipped lines the following morning at 0600 intent 
on following the inshore passage around Land’s End as 
described in Reed’s Nautical Alamanac. The promised back 
eddy brought us past the Runnel Stone ahead of schedule 
although progress slowed as a result of painful overfalls inside 
Kettle’s Bottom. North of the Brisons, the crew were left in two 
minds whether to push on to Milford Haven or hang a right 
for Padstow. The uncomfortable swell on our quarter made 
another 16 hours at sea distinctly unappealing and North 
Cornwall became the destination of choice.

Now, if you are looking for a bolthole with some peace and 
quiet away from the main stream of holidaymakers, do not 
plan to visit Padstow at the start of August. The inner harbour 
lies at the centre of the town and is undoubtedly the busiest 
harbour we have ever entered, and I’m not talking about the 
boats. Half of Cornwall must holiday here, hoards of people 
lined all four harbour walls, children fishing for crabs, parents 
enjoying drinks and others moving in and out of the multitude 
of boutiques and eateries. We enjoyed a busy couple of days 
here, taking the ferry across to Rock, eating in Rick Stein’s Café 
and visiting the interesting National Coastwatch Institution 
lookout hut at Stepper Point. We even spotted ex-British 

Prime Minister David Cameron grabbing his groceries in a 
delicatessen in Rock. We departed the Camel Estuary early 
on the morning of Thursday 10 August hard on the fresh 
northerly breeze. The sea state hindered our progress at first 
as we headed out on starboard tack. That said, by lunchtime, 
the sea had begun to settle and when we flicked over to port 
tack we made faster progress, almost making for Milford 
Haven. As always seems to be the case when northing across 
the Bristol Channel, we punched tide for most of the day, 
but the tide did finally turn in our favour a couple of hours 
out from Milford Haven. Indeed, in the late evening sun, we 
powered past the entrance to the natural harbour, through 
Jack Sound and picked up a visitor’s mooring in the North 
Haven off Skomer Island.

What had seemed a great little anchorage at first, soon turned 
out to be rather rolly. Dad managed little to no sleep and 
ordered departure at first light. Whilst the day was grey and 
damp to begin with, we enjoyed an exhilarating sail across 
St George’ Channel. With a F5 gusting 6, on the beam, and 
a very fair tide, Thor carried upwards of 8 knots for almost 5 
hours and we were tied up in Arklow by 1530, delighted to be 
back on Irish soil. It must be said, the series of long passages 
proved tough going with only two up and an exhausted crew 
slept for the remainder of the day.

We pulled into Howth the following afternoon before making a 
smooth passage back to Strangford on Sunday 13 August. We 
crossed the bar mouth and rode the full strength of the flood 
tide down the narrows in the middle of the afternoon with a 
welcome party ready to take our lines at the pontoon at East 
Down Yacht Club. It was seven weeks to the day since Thor 
departed the Lough and with 1522nm under the keel, another 
memorable summer adventure came to a close.

Thor in Le Padstow
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Travemunde,
Germany to 
Galicia, Spain
Anne Kenny

I was sorry to be taking Tam O’ Shanter out of the Baltic 
and Scandanavia. We had sailed from Kerry to Norway in 
2010 and had very much enjoyed cruising and exploring 
ten Baltic countries. After the excitement last year bringing 
Shelduck back home from America, Neil (Hegarty) ICC, and I 
arranged to have Tam O’ Shanter professionally delivered from 
Travemunde to Cherbourg. 

We then planned to join her with friends and family for 
day sailing the French and Spanish coasts en route to the 
Rías Baixas Rally in Portosin. A good plan we thought. We 
had arranged for Neil’s son Mark to drive us to Rosslare on 
Sunday, 28 May. Our friends Peter Cassidy and Peter Clarke 
had planned to come from Dublin to join us on the same Irish 
Ferries sailing to Cherbourg at 15.30 on Monday, 29 May. 
None of this came to pass.

On Friday, 26 May Neil received an email from the yacht 
delivery company to say that Tam O’ Shanter was returning to 
the boatyard in Travemunde having only sailed 38 nm. The 
delivery crew had managed to break the gooseneck and vang. 
They also put the boat aground but the damage to the keel 
was cosmetic, thankfully. On Wednesday 31 May Neil and 
I travelled by bus from Cork to Dublin airport. On arrival at 
Hamburg, we hired a car. We had three 20 kg bags of gear. 
One bag had pilot books and charts for Germany, Holland, 
Belgium, France and Spain.

The insurance company, Pantaenius, had arranged for a 
surveyor to inspect the keel. She was lifted at 10.00 before we 
arrived. The surveyor phoned Neil later that day to say that the 
damage to the keel was such, that if we wanted to, we could 
sail immediately and that repairs could be done at the end of 

Tam O’Shanter Chance 37

Tam O Shanter as she would have been remembered by former racing crew who visited in Combarrow this year
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the season. However, having to wait for parts for the boom 
and vang from Ireland we decided to do all repairs at Bobs 
Werft Boatyard Travemunde where Tam O’ Shanter had been 
stored over the past two winters. 

Neil ordered the damaged boom and vang parts from Masts 
and Rigging in Ireland and started to deal with the boatyard 
and insurance company. I was shattered by the events but 
tried to keep our spirits up by arranging car and train trips 
to the surrounding area of Germany which we would not 
normally have had the opportunity to visit.

Monday 5 June was a holiday in Germany so the boatyard 
was closed. I drove us the 45 km to Wismar, a UNESCO world 
heritage site and part of the German Democratic Republic 
from 1949 to 1990. The centre of the old town is a huge 
market place surrounded by elegant buildings with styles 
ranging from fourteenth century North German Gothic, to 
the nineteenth century Romanesque revival, to Art Nouveau. 
On Wednesday we went to nearby Lubeck to have a SIM card 
installed in the iPad, returned the hired car, and then went 
back to Travemunde by train.

As we had no idea when we were going to start our journey 
and did not want to waste the time of the ‘two Peters’ we now 
found ourselves a little under crewed for a quick passage. 
Neil started searching for crew to help us on what could be a 
difficult 1,500 nm to Galicia for the Rias Baixas Rally. He visited 
the local One Sails Loft who immediately sent out a notice to 
local sailing clubs. He also asked his daughter Patricia, who 
lives in Paris, to check for crew in Holland as a central location 
between Travemunde and Cherbourg. He also put a notice on 
the Rias Baxias and Royal Cork WhatsApp groups.

On Friday 9 Tam O Shanter was lifted out and the keel 
repaired. There was no structural damage to the boat as had 
already been confirmed by the surveyor. Patricia also called 
that day to say that a company called Happy Crew could 
link us with an experienced sailor, Andre Smith who would 

sail with us as watch leader from Travemunde to Cherbourg 
where Patricia was to join us. She had originally planned to 
join in La Rochelle after the two Peters would have left for 
home.

During that weekend we did some site seeing by train. On 
Saturday we went to Hamburg and enjoyed our lunch at the 
water front and also visited the new Elbphilharmonie concert 
hall. On Sunday we went to Luneburg. The river Elbe flows 
through the town and it is part of the Hamburg Metropolitan 
Region. We were interested to visit here because last year 
we had sailed into Luneburg, Nova Scotia, a town named 
in honour of the King of Great Britain and Ireland George 
August of Hanover who was also the duke of Braunschweig - 
Luneburg. 

We hopped back on the train this time to Schwerin, a town 
surrounded by lakes which was behind the iron curtain after 
the war. On arrival at the main station we decided to repeat 
the Luneburg experience and took a taxi tour which was 
excellent. The landmark of the city is the Schwerin Palace, 
located on an island in the lake of the same name.

That evening, on our return to the boat Neil received a text 
from a 24 year old German boy called Moritz, who had just 
qualified as an accountant, and was offering to sail with 
us to Spain. On Tuesday he visited Tam O’ Shanter and on 
Wednesday confirmed that he would join us. We had been 
watching the weather forecasts daily since we arrived and 
decided that Saturday 17 June was the best day to set off for 
Galicia. 

Andre arrived on Thursday evening. Moritz's father also came 
to meet us and later he brought his own yacht, alongside ours 
so that his family could wish their son bon voyage.

On Saturday 17 June we were out of our bunks at 04.30 and 
we left at 05.00 arriving at the Kiel Canal at 18.00 after a 
passage in a fresh northwesterly. We were quickly into the 
lock and motored on to the marina at Rendsburg where we 
arrived at 21.05. It was a long day of sailing and motoring, 
91.9 nm at an average speed of 5.74 knots. The following 
morning we took on fuel, just to check consumption.We were 
never bored in the canal with the amount of shipping going 
each way keeping us alert. At the locks in Brunsbuttel we were 
instructed to go into the smaller lock. We were the only boat in 
it and so we exited in 18.00. We motored against a very strong 
tide on to Cuxhaven arriving there at 21.00. We immediately 
took on fuel for our planned 300 mile passage to Dunkirk. 
Happily the wind was forecast to be moderate northeast.

On Monday 19 we departed the marina at 09.00 to catch 
the tide down the Elbe. It was a very pleasant passage past 
Holland with little excitement until we came to the Europort 
at Rotterdam. It was tricky to navigate as there were so many 
ships coming and going in differently angled traffic separation 
zones. We arrived at Dunkirk at 07.50 on Wednesday 21 June 
after a passage of 329 miles. We felt lucky to get this far so 
soon, 536 miles from Travemunde. 

We took on fuel and water and left for Cherbourg at 10.00. I 
think the crew thought Neil was pushing on a little too quickly 
but I know he was worried about westerly gales in the channel 

Tam O Shanter in the hoist at Travemunde
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which thankfully did not materialise. The wind was still from 
the east and north. We arrived at Cherbourg at 13.30 next day 
and soon after Patricia arrived having travelled by train from 
Paris to join us for three weeks. 

André left after dinner to spend the night ashore before 
returning to Holland the following day to celebrate his 59 
birthday with his family.He had been a great help to us and  
a support for Neil in what,in more normal strong westerly 
weather conditions, might have been a very difficult passage 
from Travemunde. 

Our next short passage was to St Helier, Jersey where my son 
Ian and his family have lived for many years. Tam O’ Shanter 
had been to Jersey before but it was interesting for me how 
we navigated into port, our route taking us closer inshore than 
I was used to. We spent two days on Jersey catching up with 
family and friends. 

We departed St Helier on a Monday morning as soon as 
the gates were opened at 06.00. We motor-sailed in a light 
northerly along the French north coast to the Chenal Du 
Four which we exited at 02.00 on a windless night. I found 
that there were so many flashing lights around it was very 
confusing to be on watch in the black of night. In situations like 
this our system is that Neil watches the plotter below and I am 
lookout and watch the buoys. We don’t have a chart plotter in 
the cockpit but use an Ipad and phones there during the day. 

We motored on to the Raz de Sein where Tam O’ Shanter 
was tossed around by a very strong foul tide. I was happy 
that we had fitted a Flexofold propeller, in Finland, to go with 
the Yanmar 39hp engine, which we had fitted in Norway, for 
conditions like this. We arrived at the marina Concarneau at 
midday on 27 June ahead of a storm which was approaching 
from the Atlantic. At this stage we really could relax as we had 
broken the back of our passage to Galicia.

The 28 was Neil’s 79 birthday. It has been our tradition to eat 
lobster on this day every year, wherever we are in the world. 
We had a memorable dinner at Restaurant L’Amiral, possibly 
the best we have had over the years. 

 Very strong winds continued to blow on Thursday and 
Friday and included rain. This Atlantic storm brought all the 
Glenan boats in from their island. Even if you are not weather 
bound, as we were, Concarneau is a beautiful town to visit. 
It’s walled old town is splendid. They have a typical French 
covered market open every day for supplies, as well as good 
supermarkets. Neil particularly enjoyed discovering some 
great 1970’s architecture in the centre of the town including 
the local church which replaced the original church which was 
blown down in a storm. 

Tam O’ Shanter left at 15.00 on Saturday 1st July. Neil had been 
watching forecasts of an easterly gale developing on the north 
coast of Spain on Tuesday but he expected to be able to sail 
the 350 nm passage to Sada ahead of it. Neil and I continued 
to take one watch and Patricia and Moritz the other. They liked 
to carry more sail than we did. As we sailed out of Concarneau 
Neil saw a familiar yacht, it was Gobadan, built many years ago 
by Dermot Kennedy of the Baltimore Sailing School. Aboard 
was his son Irial and friend Ciara who were early into an 
Atlantic circuit via the Cape Verde and the Caribbean.
 
The sea was very lumpy until we cleared the land. Moritz was 
particularly pleased to be carrying full sail in a north westerly 
F 4 but we had to take in two reefs during the night. During 
Patricia and Moritz’s first afternoon watch a bird hit the main 
sail and landed on the starboard lifeline. It was so tired that it 
came down onto the deck and finally into the cockpit. It was a 
homing pidgeon who was a little off course. Patricia provided 
this beautifully kept bird with food and a bird bath and he 
stayed with us as through that night and into the following day 
until we saw Spanish land. We all enjoyed our new pet, who 
we named ‘Percy’, except maybe Neil who wasn’t too keen on 
the mess he tended to make on the cockpit floor.

The wind lightened during Sunday, so we motor sailed for the 
day. It continued to lighten to nothing and then started to 
come up from the east. This easterly was a day earlier than we 
expected from the forecast we had in Concarneau. The wind 
continued to strengthen on Monday and eventually as it was 
blowing gale force on the port quarter. Rather than heave to 
Neil decided to carry on with little sail. We were making good 
safe speed in the breaking waves. As we approached Islas 
Gabeiras Tam O’ Shanter and her crew began to feel more 
comfortable in the shelter and arrived at the marina in Sada at 
15.00. 

The seventeen day passage from Travemunde was in fact 
much easier than Neil and I had expected. We were lucky with 
the weather and wind direction.

The main reason we had sailed into Sada was to meet Anton 
Pellejero, the ICC Port Officer there who was recommended 
by Peter Haden. There was a problem with the outlet from 
the wash hand basin and Anton immediately visited the boat 
and arranged to have it attended to the following day by the 
boatyard/chandlery Cadonote. It was a great service from both 
parties. Here in Sada the heat hit me and so my first purchase 
was a fan to try to push the air around the cabin and cool it 
down a little.

A great bonus this year was that John Clementson set up a 
Rias Baxias WhatsApp so cruise members of the ICC could get Neil’s birthday in Concarneau
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and give information. Cormac Mc Henry’s fender step burst 
in Portosin and he had bought the previous one in Cadonete, 
Sada. On the Rias Baixas WhatsApp we think Cormac saw that 
we were in Sada. He emailed Neil who was happy to purchase 
a new one for him and bring it to his berth in Portosin. We 
also met David Bagnall who had a bit of engine trouble and 
we enjoyed our first Spanish gin and tonic in the local with 
him.

 Moritz was due to fly home via Porto to Hamburg on 
Saturday so we spent the next few days working on the boat. 
We had two folding bicycles aboard which were a great means 
of transport, a form of exercise, and with their paniers we 
could carry quite a lot to and from the boat. After a few days 
of relaxation and a little work aboard, Tam O’ Shanter was ship 
shape to commence the main event.

Moritz left by bus for Porto at 08.00 and we left the marina at 
the same time for Caramarinas where we enjoyed pre-dinner 
drinks aboard John Daly's Wave Dancer. This was another great 
port where the Marina manager even helps with your laundry 
as well as fuelling. We lost a few socks in the process but this 
had Patricia meeting many other members of the marina 
while tracking them down. Our neighbour on the other side 
was preparing for his passage to the Azores and on Monday 
10 we both sailed out of port amongst the fishing boats for 
our last passage before the Rally start.

We arrived in Portosin to a wonderful welcome from Peter 
Haden and were presented with our ICC battle flag. Bikes 

were put on the marina and the Kerry flag was raised to port. 
We were ready to begin the festivities. 

Having arrived early we had the opportunity to get to know 
the town, stock up and check the local restaurants. On 
Wednesday 12 the three of us dined in the Club and on 
Thursday 13 July Patricia flew home to Paris from Santiago. 
Neil did give me one fright in Portosin when he fell off the bike 
in darkness on the marina and went for a little swim. He was 
fished out by club workers and will not be doing that again. 
Apart from a few scratches and a modicum of embarrassment, 
plus removing my heart from my mouth, he was ok. 

On Sunday Neil’s brother Frank and his wife Ann joined us 
for the Rally. They had last been with us in St. Petersburg. As 
usual I enjoyed their company.

There were many highlights during the Rally but for me three 
stood out. First was Peter Haden’s faultless organisation. 
Second was the beauty of the Canal de Sagres and the 
Paso de Carreiro as Neil took Tam O’ Shanter through with 
the assistance of the chart plotter and the Pilotage Notes 
compiled by Norman Kean and Geraldine Hennigan. Third 
were our pre-dinner drinks aboard in Combarro where we 
entertained some of former Tam O’ Shanter crew of Mungo 
Park and Jimmy Butler. Aboard were John Bourke, Dan Cross, 
Jill Cross, Colin Hayes, Pauline McKechnie and Nick Musgrave 
who was also aboard for the ’79 Fastnet. 

On our cruise from Travemunde to Galicia Tam O’ Shanter 
logged 1504 nm. 

Goodbye to Patricia

Neil and Cormac celebrate Fender Step on Island Life
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On 11 June, 2017, we finally cast our lines and eased out of 
our Berth in Birgu, Malta at 0715, bound for Marzamemi, in 
Southern Sicily. The seas were flat and shimmering and a clear 
blue sky beckoned us seaward. Our log read 4,988. The crew 
for our trip was Pat, myself and Michael and Mary McCann. 
We had delayed our departure due to high wind, but also to 
allow us to wallow in the full-on experience of the predicted 
landslide victory of the strong and stable Teresa May. We 
sat up most of the night as the reality of a weak and wobbly 
Teresa was revealed before our glistening eyes. Jeremy Corbyn 
actually lost, but the commentary compared his miraculous, 
unexpected emergence from the abyss with the victory of 
Trump or Macron. The commentary on the extraordinary 
liaison between Foster and May proved too powerful a glue 
pot for us and we sat stuck to the radio for another day, as the 
winds abated. Eventually, the gale subsided and the sea state 
settled as we made a comfortable crossing of the Maltese 
Channel. Sadly, we saw no dolphins,tuna or turtles in spite of 
our very careful watch keeping. We did notice that the levels 
of visible plastic waste floating on the Mediterranean has 
noticeably increased.

We decided to try the town harbour of Marzamemi known 
locally as Porto Balata. Previously, we had used the highly 
developed Marzamemi Marina. The depth on the outside 
pontoons was 3 meters and it got shallower towards the 
quay wall. As we entered, at 1545 hrs, there was some 
leisurely movement on one of the trots. We edged towards 
an elderly chap and a young couple who, at the last moments 
of our approach, indicated a space between two ribs. We 
acknowledged and turned to position ourselves for a stern 
landing. We couldn’t actually see any tailed lines and the depth 
beneath our keel was 0.5 m. The water was clear and we 
could see several giant concrete blocks just under the surface. 
About 10 meters from the dock, Robert quietly announced 
that he had lost all power and neither the diesel nor the 
electric engines were working! We drifted back wondering 
if we should have chucked out a bow anchor, when the 
ormaggiatoro strolled down and disconnected a tailed line 

from one of the ribs, hopped into the rib and handed the line 
up to us. There were several lines floating about in the water, 
connected to God knows what. So it was just as well we didn’t 
have a propellor spinning. A second line was then recovered 
from the second rib and handed to us while the rib was left to 
dance free like its companion on the other side. What could 
have been an emergency landing turned out to be a graceful, 
calm and curse-free manoeuvre. 

The young couple owned the boat tied up beside us. They 
offered water based excursions and they spoke good English. 
They kindly offered to help if we needed an engineer or 
electrician. On enquiring about power and water, we were 
confidently pointed in the direction of the nearby utilities-post 
and were assured that it was free for visitors. In our broken 
Italian, we asked the ormaggiatoro where the shower block 
was. He waved vaguely in the direction of the harbour wall. 
We agreed that, it was a lovely warm welcome. On further 
investigation, we were assured that although the power and 
water weren’t actually working today, they would be fully 
available in the morning. (They weren’t!). The shower block, we 
discovered, hadn’t yet been built, but building was starting in 
ten days and it would be fully working in 22 days if we could 
stand the smell until then!

Robert and Michael spent all afternoon conducting open 
heart surgery to determine the fault that had caused both 
the diesel and electric engines to cut out so abruptly and 
totally. All engine electronics had failed. They checked all the 
fuses in the system, checked the engine battery for charge 
and walked through the manuals for the boat and the electric 
engine but could find nothing. A deep gloom descended and 
at 1900 hrs there was nothing to do but stitch up the patient 
and have a couple of beers before going ashore for dinner. In 
the morning, Robert took off the instrument panel to check 
all wiring and switches. Nothing! Then Robert fell back on the 
engine manual even though logic would indicate that it should 
not be an issue in the Diesel engine since all electronics and 
electric engine had failed. Eureka! He found a fuse on the 

Hadrian’s Beard makes a flying 
visit to southern Sicily
Robert Barker

Hadrian’s Beard Greenline 33
Hadrian’s Beard at anchor
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engine management board had blown and, when replaced, 
all systems roared into life. Owning a boat affords the owners 
and crew lots of these small but significant opportunities 
to recover from seemingly impossible problems of earth 
shattering consequence. These are opportunities to rocket the 
human psyche from the deepest darkest depression to the 
zenith of orgasmic ecstasy justifying jeroboams of champagne 
and self congratulatory orgies never even dreamed of by 
scientific researchers who discover cures for ghastly diseases.

12 June - We tried to hire a car but the only thing they 
could offer us was a Smart Car. The young and enthusiastic 
salesman brought enormous pressure to bear on us to 
persuade us that the Smart Car would be perfect for us. It was 
proposed that if the lads sat in the front and pulled the seats 
forward, the ladies could lie down horizontally in the back. Not 
even the most positive salesman could call that ‘priest’s’ hole 
a ‘back’ and lying down horizontally might have worked if we 
were comotose from excessive glasses of Korean whiskey and 
were no larger than average three year olds! So we decided 
to walk to the town of Pacino, some 4km distant. There were 
few people out and about in the heat of the midday sun, but 
we marched on enjoying the pretty houses en route. The 
SicilIans still believe in tending their gardens, luxuriant with 
bougonvillia, jacaranda and hibiscus. In Ireland, in contrast, we 
favour digging up all growing things, pouring tons of cement 
or Tarmac so that we can drive our cars right up to the front 
door and minimise the distance we have to walk with our Lidl 
shopping. Our only concession to ornamentation is to park 
our variagated wheelie bins as close to our front doors as 
the cars will permit. We found a Chinese huckster shop that 
sold everything from an outsized bra to a Peppa Pig pencil 
case. We bought assorted fuses, two deck chairs, windscreen 
wiper blades and a towel for the boat and came away only €20 
poorer. We’ll see how long they survive!

We dined in the very attractive old town of Porto Balata and 
enjoyed sitting out well into the night in the balmy peace.

Tuesday 13 June - We eased gingerly out of the tangle of lines 
at 0800 hrs and set course for Syracusa. There was no wind 
and the sea state was flat after the high winds of the day 
before. We dropped the anchor at 1115 hrs in the bay after 
22 miles and had a swim and lunched. At 1630 hrs we called 
Syracusa Marina Yachting on Ch 69 (Mob 00 3341795474) 
and were guided into an inside berth. Just as Robert was 
lining up to reverse in the fairway between the very crowded 
pontoons, he wailed piteously: ‘The engines have gone again!’ 
We scrambled to fend off the dangerously advancing bow 
mounted anchors and hauled ourselves around to line up with 
a vacant berth, flinging lines at the ‘marineoro’ as we went. 
Eventually, to waves of applause from the aghast onlookers, 
we safely secured ourselves with no damage to man or boat. 
We collapsed in the cockpit and rehydrated while Michael and 
Robert disappeared into the man cave to pin down the actual 
cause of the fuse blowing. Much testing of bow thrusters, 
stern thrusters, independent batteries and the reverse gear 
control later, the verdict was that it was the stern thruster that 
was stuffed, although it was not clear why: that will require 
underwater inspection and ultimately specialist diagnosis 
back in Malta. Meantime, we’ll have to try to manage without 
a stern thruster. Pat very helpfully recalled that she could 
remember sailing without auto helm, cockpit canopies, VHS, 

AIS, satellite assisted navigation, furling sails, salad lunches 
and gortex oilskins. She opined that it was highly likely that we 
could manage without a stern thruster, so we decided to re-
centre ourselves and stay in the precious present – in other 
words – suck it up and move on, We dined in the Trattoria Do 
Scogghiu on Via Scina – frequented by locals and run by two 
men of uncertain age, named by us as Plumpy and Grumpy. 
But the food is local and authentic and very good value. All 
thoughts of stern thrusters quickly dissipated.

Wednesday 14 2017 - Up early for a walk around Ortega 
Island and some shopping at the magnificent fresh fruit, 
vegetables and fish market. We cast off at 1200 hrs and 
motored around to the fuelling dock. There are two fuelling 
points in Syracusa – the inner one is more suitable for 
pleasure craft, the outer is used by the Guardia Finanza and 
larger commercial boats. The inner point was busy so we tied 
up at the outer one which requires serious fending off and 
good quality fenders. Very helpful staff, however, and mission 
accomplished without incident. We motored across the bay 
in flat windless conditions and anchored for the afternoon. 
As the afternoon progressed, we had a committee meeting 
and passed a resolution to stay put and cook up the fresh 
tuna for dinner. An excellent decision that steeled us for 
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the incoming news of Leo’s cabinet which dribbled in as we 
dribbled ourselves outside of several bottles of Nero Diabolo. 
Nothing can beat the peace and luxury of a night at anchor 
with a setting sun dropping into the sea as a blood red moon 
rises and slowly turns to silver. Totally relaxed, we drifted to 
sleep and dreamed of Leo Varadkar stern-thrusting himself 
silkily into his new role.

Thursday 15 June 2017 – After a dawn swim and an exchange 
of greetings with bemused fishermen who cast their circular 
nets into the mill pond waters, we raised our anchor at 0700 
hrs and headed for Ragusa. Only the merest zephyr of wind 
and sea state was flat as we left. We motored out of Syracusa 
Harbour and headed S. At 0910 we spotted two porpoise 
dancing along with us before breaking away and heading 
NE. Position 36’ 51.83 N and 15’ 16.35 E. The wind gradually 
increased from a southerly direction reaching 25 knots, giving 
us a very bumpy passage to Marina di Ragusa. We were 
closely inspected by a super-fast Guardia Finanza boat. The 
customs officers seemed intrigued by our spoilt ensign, but 
waved us on when they noticed that we were mixed gender, 
jubilado-aged, and harmless. We tied up in Marina di Ragusa 
(+39 0932230301), without our stern thruster in a cheeky 
side wind, at 1500 hrs. After some greedily devoured lunch, 
we hosed down everything with fresh water. The very helpful 
marina staff put us in touch with the car-hire office and we 
booked an adult-sized saloon car for the next day.

Friday 16 June 2017 - Up early to collect our hired car. In 
typical Sicilian style, we had the minimum of form-filling and 
very cursory glancing at driving licences and passports. We 
drove to Noto and found a parking space in the beautiful 
baroque town, which UNESCO has declared a World Heritage 
Site. The town, dating back to the Bronze age, was lovingly 
reconstructed in the 17 century after a violent earthquake. 
The Via Nicolaci is the site of the famous Infiorata where a long 
carpet of different coloured flower petals creates different 
pictures on the ground. We spent a really wonderful three 
house soaking up the beautiful architecture and traditions 
and then spent an equally wonderful hour soaking up the 

local cuisine and wines. We then drove to Modica, which is 
the famous baroque town, again, designated by UNESCO. 
It is especially famous for its chocolate and there were lots 
of opportunities there for us to pig out on the chocolate 
and explore the upper and lower towns. We restored our 
hired car to its owner, who did not even cast an eye on its 
condition.

Saturday 17 June 2017 - We set off at 0500 hrs from Marina 
di Ragusa for Birgu in Malta. We had an uneventful passage 
back, but again observed the increased volume of visible 
plastic waste floating on the water. What was not visible, of 
course, was the invisible micro-plastic waste which is also 
increasing and causing significant concern to the marine 
science community. We stopped for a swim en route and, 
while it was wonderfully refreshing, it is noticeable the rate at 
which the salt content of the Mediterranean is increasing as 
the years go by. It behoves us all to raise as much awareness 
as we can about the micro plastics and the need to examine 
the shampoos and shower gels ingredients we buy. We 
arrived in Malta at 1400 hrs after a very enjoyable mini-cruise 
to the beautiful island of Sicily.
Epilogue: The mystery of the stern thruster fault was solved 
by Robert and Michael, on return to Malta, when they isolated 
the stern thruster from the electrical system so that it was 
only connected to its own 12v. battery. It still did not work, but 
the rest of the system was fine and no fuses blew. The fault 
had to be in the thruster’s motor. But, before crawling around 
on their bellies to disassemble the thruster motor from the 
stern, they decided to check the battery itself. They found that 
it was completely dead. They then used the engine battery, 
connected by jump leads to the stern thruster, and found it 
worked perfectly without blowing any fuses. They figured that 
using the thruster on a dead battery caused the electrical 
system to become overloaded by trying to run the thruster 
and at the same time charge the defunct battery. The fuse on 
the engine, which was only 15 amp covered the whole of the 
electrical system and was blown by this overload. So a new 
battery solved the crisis!! Champagne all around!

Pat, Michael and Mary In Noto
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When you get asked, by a good friend and skipper, to do the 
ARC with him, but you’ve done it before, you have to think 
about it. When he asks you to be the cook and quartermaster, 
and you’ve done that before, and you know how much is 
involved, you think long and hard. When he tells you he 
has asked you because he wants your help and expertise 
because you’ve got the experience, well you suddenly feel very 
important and you say yes!

In the summer of 2015 I jumped ship from 7 years of cruising 
each summer on Mollihawk’s Shadow with Eddie Nicholson, 
and joined Nick Musgrave on Jasmine, a Jeanneau Sun 
Odyssey 50, for his first long distance cruise to the Azores 
from Vigo, northern Spain. We had a great trip and I flew back 
from the Azores after a week of sailing to and from many of 
the islands. Others flew out and joined the boat for the return 
trip to Vigo and Nick chose his ARC crew from these two trips.
There was a huge amount of sailing experience between us 
all but I was the only one with any long distance cruises under 
my belt. I was not aware of how much knowledge I had built 
up until our first crew meeting in the early spring of 2016. 
Nick had already received ‘The Bible’ on doing an ARC (Atlantic 
Rally for Cruisers) from the organization that runs the rally. 
This contains maybe 85% of what you need to know but it 
really helps if you have done the ARC before to know those 
details that can make all the difference between doing it, and 
doing it and enjoying it. I had opinions on a lot of the stuff we 
went through that day. Sail plan, lee cloths, safety equipment 
including personal AIS beacons, harness for the chef to keep 
him tied to the galley. Communication options, arrival times 
in Las Palmas before departure and not booking flights back 

Writer’s Tears -  
Gran Canaria to St. Lucia
Mike Hodder

from St. Lucia too early in case of a slow crossing, fishing gear, 
water, spares and clothing. All manner of things that need to 
be considered for up to three weeks and 3000 nautical miles 
at sea.

I encouraged Nick to get to Las Palmas at least a week before 
the start as there many inspections to check safety equipment 
and there are many seminars and talks for the skippers to 
attend. All topics are covered from weather and routing, to 
MOB drills and safety at sea. It is also a great atmosphere 
as the 240 boats gather in the port and the crews busy 
themselves preparing and provisioning .

Nick and James O’Brien (Joxer) flew to Las Palmas with ten 
days to go. Joxer was our expert on downloading information, 
particularly on weather, via the sat phone. He was also the 
decision maker on routing and sail plan along with Nick. But 
I had another couple of jobs for Joxer. I had remembered 
exactly where the butcher was in the market from whom we 
had bought all our meat on my first ARC. It was exceptionally 
good and I gave Joxer a shopping list and asked him to 
order the meat, and have it vacuum packed and frozen and 
delivered to the boat the day before departure. I also put Joxer 
in charge of buying all the wine, beer and soft drinks as well as 
tonic and bottled water. This took some of the pressure of Bill 
and me. Bill Kearney had the reputation of enjoying cooking 
on a boat so I recruited him as my ‘comi chef’. Together we 
would shop for all the provisions and share the cooking during 
the voyage. Bill and I flew down and joined Nick and Joxer with 
four days to go. Jasmine looked fine as we approached her 
from the dock but when we got below she looked like a bomb 

Jasmine Jeanneau SO 50
Arrival in Rodney Bay, St Lucia: Nick, Joxe, Mike, Con and Bill
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had hit her. There was stuff all over the place and by the time 
Bill and I had dumped our bags there was hardly room to 
move. 

The next day Bill and I headed off to do the main shop. I have 
a method for working out what to buy and it seems to work 
for me. I make a list based on the ingredients required for 
each meal, I decide how many times we are going to have that 
meal and multiply up accordingly. It does not work so well for 
lunches as I intended to make a salad each day, and thprovide 
bread, cold meats, pickles, cheeses etc. and hoped we would 
catch some fish to add some variety. It’s a question then of 
deciding how much cold meat and salad we would get through 
each day and how many days we were catering for. I had 
warned Nick that on my previous crossing we had estimated 
it would take 15 days and it actually took us 17. Based on that, 
I decided to cater for 20 days to allow for any unforeseen 
delays, a good decision as it turned out! I warned Bill as we 
entered the supermarket that we would be in there for the 
whole day, he thought I was joking.

The main supermarket in the center of Las Palmas is well used 
to ARC crews buying all their food there and they provide a 
great service. Everything is in Spanish so it can be hard to find 
what you are looking for but English speaking assistants are 
wandering around helping all the sailors with their enquiries 
which we availed of endlessly. After three hours we charged 
our batteries with a break for a coffee and a sandwich and 
with renewed energy finished this first day of shopping in a 
record six hours. Assistants are there at the till, to box up all 
the shopping, store it in a cold store overnight and arrange 
a time for them to deliver it to the boat the next day. Seven 
overflowing trolleys is a lot of boxes. We got back to the boat 
in time for a Nordes Gin, (quite the best gin in the world) 
before going out for a bite to eat. Con O’Leary arrived soon 
afterards.Con was the ship’s medic and was to write the blog 
everyday.He also turned out to be the musician and singer 
on board and never ran out of jokes! We had a night cap of 
the ‘Tears of the Writer’ and I arranged with Joxer to take Nick 
away somewhere the next day to allow us more space for the 
hardest job of all, stacking everything away.

Jasmine has good storage space but it’s all under the 
floorboards. With the floorboards removed we could see what 
space we had. The bottled water, soft drinks, mixers and one 
or two cases of wine had been delivered and then the boxes 
from the Supermarket arrived. I had remembered from before 
to take everything out of the boxes as the cardboard can 
contain cockcroach eggs, so the boxes must be left ashore. Bill 
remained in the cockpit sorting and handing stuff down to Con 
and I. Once we found a supply of bubble wrap and got into a 
routine we got the job done. I don’t recall a single breakage on 
the trip so we must have done it somewhat right.
With only two days to go we still had to buy fruit and fresh 
vegetables. Fresh bread would be purchased just before our 
departure. We bought netting baskets, which we suspended 
from the saloon ceiling to hold most of the fruit and 
vegetables. The frozen meat arrived on the last day and filled 
the freezer. Fingers crossed I had not forgotten anything as it 
could be three weeks before we see land again.

Start day was upon us and that feeling came back into the pit 
of my stomach. It has happened to me once or twice before 

always just as we are setting out on a big voyage. The enormity 
of what we were about to embark on suddenly hit home. The 
final phone call home, the bands playing on the quay wall with 
hundreds of people out to watch the boats leaving, all add 
to the realization that this is a huge trip, a real adventure, an 
enormous ,exciting and slightly scary challenge. From now on 
we would be alone, relying on each other and Jasmine to get 
us across the Atlantic.

We got off to a great start keeping well clear of other boats, 
and sailing under main and spinnaker in light winds. One boat 
passed us heading back into Las Palmas already in trouble. 
We heard that they had hit another boat at the start and were 
taking on water. The first night at sea is always difficult as no 
routine is yet established and most of the crew are finding 
their sea legs, but it was a calm night and what little wind there 
was died away to northeast F2 by the morning and Joxer had 
his hands full trying to decide what route to take. A northerly 
route is usually more windy and shorter but can be stormy 
too. The southerly route towards the Cape Verde islands is 
longer but the Trade Winds can normally be relied on to give 
good consistent breeze and downwind sailing once they are 
picked up further south. We took neither of these routes but 
found ourselves taking a more direct route straight across.
The wind picked up again which was good, but the skipper 
was increasingly worried by the speed at which the batteries 
were losing their power, and the need to keep running the 
generator. It was a problem I had seen before and warned 
Nick that we could be running the generator for six hours a 
day. However on the third day we ran the watermaker to top 
up the tanks and the generator was running for nine hours to 
keep the batteries up to power. The skipper was anxious and 
wandering around the boat looking for things he could switch 
off. However he was alerted by the sound of gushing water 
coming from under his bunk and on examining the water 
maker discovered a copper pipe had chaffed on a metal screw 
and water was spraying out of the resulting hole.
This was not looking good, we had enough bottled water for 
two litres per man per day but without the watermaker there 
would be no hot showers. A luxury maybe, but with expected 
temperatures of 30 degrees down below as we approached 
the Caribbean, washing becomes more of a necessity than a 
luxury. Looking at the damage I asked Nick if he had any spare 

Mike fixes the watermaker
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pipe. Not only did he have spare pipe but also a small pipe 
bender. I reckoned I could fix it, all I needed was the small 
ring that fits over the end of the pipe and forms a seal as the 
nut is tightened, it’s called an olive and I enquired of Nick if 
he had any. ‘Well you did the shopping’ he said, ‘did you buy 
any olives’? After explaining the difference between edible 
and plumbing olives we found two in the spares kit and I set 
about the repair. Bill agreed to cook the evening meal and 
after two hours of bending and cutting pipe, with some expert 
help from Con with filing the pipe, ( he is after all a dentist), 
the repair was complete. Nick gave the watermaker a try and 
much to everyone’s relief it worked with no leaks. It was G and 
T all round followed by an excellent meal of roast lamb cooked 
by Bill and a well earned drop of Writers Tears for the job well 
done.

The fourth day we had more problems with the watermaker 
because the water that had leaked out from the broken pipe 
had found it’s way into the bilge and had shorted out the 
intake pump. We drained the water and dried the pump as 
best we could but I discovered the wiring badly damaged 
when I opened it up. Luckily there was enough wire to allow 
me to rewire the pump and we were back in action again. 
Meanwhile the weather was a bit cool but an easterly F5 saw 
us travelling 160 nm in the last 24 hours. By day six we were 
settling into a routine and keeping busy with our various jobs. I 
try to deliver meals on time during the day so that the evening 
meal is over, and washed up, just as the first watch starts at 
20.00. We did watches of four hours, one man changing every 
two, and it was working well. Day seven saw good breeze and 
Bill achieved 15.4 knots on the front of a wave which was a 
speed never to be beaten as the wind died dramatically. We 
knew we would hit this patch of no wind but I don’t think any 
of us expected quite how flat it would become. 

We had a problem with the generator that would not allow 
us to start it up. The fault showing up on the screen was high 
exhaust gas temperature. This did not seem right as the 
generator was off and cold. We needed to get at it but that’s 
not so easy on Jasmine as the cover over the generator needs 

to be lifted off out over the transom. It would need a calm day. 
Serious squalls during the night saw F8 at times. Con and Bill 
were on watch and by keeping a constant watch on the radar 
were able to steer us away from the worst of them. These 
squalls show up very well on Nick’s colour radar due to the 
mass of rain in the center of the squall but it is accompanied 
by strong winds and that is what can do the damage. Flat calm 
seas on day eight allowed us to tackle the generator problem. 
All hands on deck made light work of removing the cover, we 
located the sensor with help from the manual and I removed 
it and cleaned and replaced it. Just before we put the cover 
back Nick saw a wire had become disconnected so we put that 
back too and tried to start it. She fired up no problem so to 
celebrate we went for a swim! Definitely another good excuse 
for a Writers Tears that evening. Day 8 we finished the last 
of the bread so from now on I would be baking bread most 
days. Day 9 and we had been motoring non stop for 20 hours. 
We were fishing constantly but apart from a few ‘bites’ and 
the odd flying fish landing on the deck there was no luck. Con 
and I were on deck in the morning when the radio crackled 
into life,’ Jasmine, Jasmine, Jasmine this is French yacht Henry 
Calvert are you receiving over’. We talked to him for a while 
and discovered he had been becalmed for three days and was 
looking for an up to date forecast as his fuel, food and water 
were low. We gave him the latest weather prediction that we 
had, and asked him if he needed any food and water. He said 
he would be very grateful for any that we could spare. He was 
already 11 days out of Las Palmas and with over 2,500nm still 
to go he was worried that his supplies would run out. He was 
not part of the ARC and was heading for Guadaloupe with a 
crew of four on board. We altered course to assist them and 
asked them to put a crew member in their dinghy and tow 
it astern so that we could come alongside and transfer the 
supplies without fear of any damage. With our generator and 
watermaker back in action we were able to give them 25 litres 
of water, juices, yogurts, biscuits, chocolate, fruit and rice. 
Once they recovered their man and the dinghy with all the 
supplies the grateful skipper radioed to say it was like getting 
‘champagne and caviar’. 

Mike fixes the watermaker

Cooling off mid Atlantic
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That evening there was not a breath of wind and the sea was 
flat, after a good meal with good wine we relaxed under a 
stary sky. We turned off the engine and drifted in utter silence, 
each of us in awe of the nature around us. Distant lightning 
lit up the northern sky again and again like a firework display 
and the sea and the sky were like one as the reflection on the 
flat water melted it all together. It was one of those moments 
I don’t think any of the crew will forget. 1200 miles out into 
the Atlantic ocean, shooting stars rushing across the heavens, 
lightning flashing in the distance, but utter peace, not a sound, 
not a ripple. We didn’t speak and didn’t move, basking in the 
beauty of our situation.

Day 10. Fish at last!! Nick and I had been determined to 
catch fish and even though Nick had been trying at every 
opportunity we had no success. But at last he caught a nice 
Dorado, also known as Mahi mahi. We had it for supper and it 
was delicious. Nothing like fresh fish to lift the spirits and day 
11 we caught another which was a bit smaller, around 3 kilos 
so we had it for lunch. Each day seems to drift into the next 
now as very little wind means we are motoring, but slowly, 
to save fuel. It gets a bit hotter each day, and day 12 sees us 
stopping for another swim. I volunteered to remain on board 
and had a hilarious time photographing my shipmates doing 
synchronized handstands in the water, in the nip! A sure sign 
this was a slow and laborious crossing.In a desperate attempt 
to find the breeze we head south where winds are predicted. 
Fingers crossed, still 1100nms to go.

Day 13 we awoke to Con singing the old Beatles song ‘when 
I’m 64’. By the end of the day we had sung it a hundred times! 
It was Joxers birthday and the festivities started early. A 
champagne lunch was followed at tea time by a freshly baked 
birthday cake and the crews present to Joxer was a bottle of 
that oh so special Nordes gin. So after sampling the gin to 
check it hadn’t gone off and the best Rioja with dinner we had 
to finish off with The Writers Tears. We slept well that night.
Day 14 and the crew were complaining that the food was too 
good and they were putting on weight. One thing that was 
proving very successful was the full leg of cured ham that 
we had bought. Each day before lunch Con would take up 

position in the galley taking a firm hold of this leg while I did 
my best to carve thin slices from it. The meat was so delicious 
and it lasted the whole trip only running out at the very end.
Day 15 and Con’s blog reads NO Wind. Jasmine is a quick boat 
given a breeze, and I thought we might do it in 15 days, but it’s 
day 15 and we still have700nm to go. Still, it’s a harmonious 
crew and all are going about their daily tasks, and we are really 
enjoying the whole experience. Everyday we check for chafe 
and alter the halyard or sheet if necessary to change the point 
of wear. However Joxer has it sorted and keeps all sheets tight 
which prevents any movement and so far we have no chafe 
at all. We fish with great determination as I find that we may 
have to ration the food slightly because I gave rather too much 
away to the French boat Henry Calvert. I did cater for 20 days 
but is it really going to take us that long?

Day 16 and another excuse for a celebration. My wife Carol 
and our son Paul share a birthday today so I ring home on 
the sat phone and we open a bottle of champagne as the 
crew help me to toast the occasion. Have to have a Writers 
Tears night cap as well of course!! It seems like a long time 
now to be away from civilization, the odd sea bird, which 
we identify from our book on Atlantic sea birds, such as the 
masked booby, keep us company. The dolphins visit regularly 
and flying fish never disappoint with their slightly out of 
control flying, particularly the landings! Bill is frustrated, he is 
trying to capture their antics with his camera but it’s proving 
impossible. I fill the crew in on the arrival into St. Lucia, the 
ARC committee put on a great welcome with steel drums 
playing at your berth on the marina. A welcome basket of fruit 
and rum, and a rum cocktail to toast your arrival. The other 
boats clap and cheer and sound their fog horns and it’s a 
wonderful experience. On watch with Joxer this night we have 
a series of squalls. We try to avoid them because the wind 
can increase to destructive levels and they occasionally bring 
lightning with them. We end up surrounded by intense winds 
and rain, we end our watch soaked through but something 
tells me there’s a change.

Sure enough I awaken to Jasmine healing over at last on day 
17 and we are doing 7.5 knots. This is more like it, the trade 

Joxer and Nick catch a fine dorado
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winds at last? The full Irish for breakfast this morning. Did 
you think I would give away the sausages and rashers? We 
are flying along now and the talk turns to bets on the ETA, 
and what are you looking forward to most when you get to 
St. Lucia. The general agreement is food that you don’t have 
to hang on to when you are trying to eat it! I tell the crew of 
the overwhelming feeling we all had on my first ARC, we did 
not want it to end. We could have quite happily carried on, so 
comfortable in our journey and with our boat and with each 
other.

Day 18 sees the watermaker break down again with my repair 
finally giving up as one of the bends in the pipe proves too 
severe and it cracks. Nobody worries too much this time, we 
can smell the land! Who cares what we smell like!
Day 19. It looks like we will arrive in the early hours of the 
following morning and I encourage the skipper to slow down 
a bit so that we arrive in daylight and have time for breakfast 
before arrival. Excitement was building and 6 or 7 AIS targets 
show up on the plotter as yachts converge on Rodney Bay St. 
Lucia.
Day 20, 10 December 2017 and land is sighted at 06.00. 
Nobody is sleeping in this morning and there is a flurry of 
activity as we use up the last of the water for showers and put 
our crew shirts on. Battle flags are raised and with 20 knots 
of breeze we have maybe the best sailing of the trip. We are 
alongside other boats for a while but once Jasmine feels the 
breeze we power ahead. A rib with a photographer speeds out 

to capture the scene and we give him a huge cheer. I could 
let the tears flow so easily now, I think it’s the huge sense of 
achievement, we’ve made it! We cross the line, we’ve crossed 
the Atlantic ocean. Finish time 09.04

We get a spectacular welcome into the marina and after the 
obligatory rum punch we head off for a coffee. The adrenaline 
drains from our veins and we sit there like zombies as the 
reality of being back to civilization kicks in. We have 3 days 
before our flight home and I am so glad I had given the advice 
of not booking too soon as these next 3 days gives us time to 
wind down and to enjoy some R and R.

On the last night we finish the Writers Tears, which if you 
have’nt guessed, is Jasmine’s whiskey of choice. It is our 
last night together as a crew although Joxer stays on in the 
Caribbean for Christmas. We reflect on our adventure and 
Nick puts pen to paper to thank the ARC committee.
‘On behalf of myself and my four crew I would like to thank 
ARC and all your team for making our time with ARC 2016 a 
mighty and most enjoyable experience. From the moment 
we arrived in Las Palmas till departure from Rodney Bay we 
were looked after so well by your team. All our problems and 
queries were dealt with in a most competent and satisfactory 
manner. It was a first class experience for all of us. I had 
always said I would only do a trans Atlantic once, however this 
has changed and I will hopefully do it again with ARC.’

Chef bakes a birthday cake
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Svalbard and a 
return to Norway
Michael Madsen

Gabelle Sadler Starlight 35

PREPARATIONS FOR THE CRUISE

Having sailed to Norway in 2015 and spending a wonderful 
summer inside the Arctic Circle, visiting the Lofoten Islands 
and surrounds, the Sirens were calling again for a return visit. 
Our boat, Gabelle, a Sadler Starlight 35, had looked after us 
well during many long summer offshore cruises in recent 
years. Crewed primarily by myself and Anne, my wife, we were 
familiar with the route up the west coast of Scotland and 
across the North Sea to Norway. Svalbard beckoned, calling us 
to make a visit. 
  
In the planning stage, over 36 months, our intention was to 
overwinter the boat on the west coast of Norway and return 
in 2018 to cruise south to Bergen and Stavanger and then 
sail home. Our preparations included the usual review of 
boat needs, route planning and crew planning. New rigging 
was installed, charts were purchased or borrowed, weather 
websites were explored and crew recruited for various 
legs. There were two further issues which needed attention 
over the final six months leading up to departure, firstly, 
dealing with the Svalbard Governor/Sysselmannen system 
and secondly, getting insurance cover. Dealing with the 
Sysselmannen red tape was very time consuming and likewise 
the related issue of obtaining special insurance cover for that 
latitude including Search and Rescue Bonds. These issues 
were finalised just two weeks prior to departure, which caused 
some additional stress to the preparations.

DUBLIN TO LERWICK VIA CAPE WRATH   

We left Dun Laoghaire at 1830 on Wednesday 24 May in local 
sea fog with the radar on, but it cleared within the hour, and 
we had a lovely evening sail in a gentle breeze. Then at about 
2200 the fog thickened with darkness around Clogher Head, 
and we spent the night and all the way to Bangor in visibility 
under 0.5 nm, checking AIS and radar to avoid the many 
fishing boats off the Co. Down coast.We arrived in Bangor in 
warm sunshine and I discovered I had left my UK and Norway 
Sim cards at home in the last- minute panic to leave. Anne 
hired a car, drove home to Kildare, collected them and drove 
back to Bangor by 2300! 
Caroline joined us to sail to Mallaig and next morning we had 
a great sail with Spring tides across to Port Ellen. We sailed to 
Craobh Haven, then on to Tobermory. Sailing conditions were 
ideal as we continued on to Mallaig. We spotted a Minke whale 
on the way plus lots of bird life and porpoises. In Mallaig we 
took a rest/work day, sorted out a few boat issues, and Anne’s 
sister Pat and husband Fedor came for lunch on the boat. We 
lost a day in Gairloch due to strong winds then continued to 
Kinlochbervie on Friday. On Saturday we left for Stromness, 
missing an alarm call for 0500 and left at 0600, getting caught 
in a foul tide at Cape Wrath in slack winds and it went downhill 
after that. The winds increased to 22knots, on the nose from 
the East, our boat speed dropped to 3 knots and the sky 
became black. We entered a massive thunderstorm with large 
hailstones, thunder and lightning directly overhead and one 
lightning flash hitting the water maybe 0 .5 nm away. As we 

Gabelle in Longyearbyen



88 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

were going to miss the tidal gate for Stromness, we diverted 
to Scrabster and were given a great welcome into the fishing/
ferry port, along with three other yachts seeking shelter. A 
good find! After a lovely short sail from Scrabster we arrived 
in Stromness on Sunday 4 June. We were stuck there for a 
week with a mixture of southerly, northerly and then again 
southerly gales. Many boats were sheltering there, attempting 
to go north or south. Our overnight run to Lerwick took 
21hours, initially in dry and bright weathere then dark and wet 
conditions arriving in Lerwick on Monday 12 June.

LERWICK TO TORSVAG HEADING NORTH
We had a weather window next day and left for the North 
Sea crossing which took about 46 hours. The winds were 
southerly, presenting no problem through the oil rigs, but it 
got very gusty on the last leg so we reefed down and arrived in 
Ålesund at midday on Thursday 15 June just ahead of stronger 
winds coming behind us. There was a rest day on Friday but 
the forecasts were bad for the next week with gales forecast 
for Sunday to Wednesday. We had to cross the infamous 
16nm stretch, the Hustadvika, so we were biding our time 
doing boat work and sightseeing. There was a festival weekend 
in Ålesund, with lots of music, fund raising groups and visitors. 
We got the last alongside pontoon berth on Thursday, but by 
Saturday there were about 35 motor boats rafted up, some 
very big, and only about five yachts. When the wind came in 
on Saturday, it became very uncomfortable in the harbour, 
and we put snubbers on to reduce the strain on the lines. The 
crowds disappeared on Sunday and on Monday we moved to 
a more sheltered berth.
 
The week was spent making frantic phone calls changing 
crew arrival dates and ports depending on the latest weather 
forecasts. Our next crew change was due in Tromsø but the 
prospects of arriving on the agreed date were slim.
After Bodø we would be in more sheltered waters but up 
to Bodø it would be more like the Atlantic coast in the west 
of Ireland, wild, bleak and wet. We were about two weeks 
earlier in Norway now compared to 2015 and the weather 
was completely different, being much worse – a sign of things 
to come. We still had 618 nm to travel to Tromsø. We left 
Ålesund in cold rain and got through the Hustadvika in light 
winds but there was a big swell, like off Mt. Brandon. We 
bypassed Kristiansund and did an overnight to Brekstad, a 
harbour at the entrance to the Trondheim fjord. Thursday in 
Brekstad was an aberration weatherwise with temperatures 
around 25⁰C. On Friday, we moved on for another overnight 
run to Brønnøysund, which would be two thirds of the 
journey from Ålesund to Bodø and, praise be, the winds were 
moving from north to south during the day. On the trip to 
Brønnøysund we were getting used to Svalbard temperatures, 
needing warmer clothes.

We left Brønnøysund on Sunday morning, intending to go 
overnight to Bodø in light winds. Passing Tonnes at 2100 in 
good conditions we decided to press on. Within the hour 
the wind went from northerly F1/2 to northeast F4/5, gusting 
23knots, right on the nose, and our boat speed went from 5.5 
knots to 2.5 knots in a very lumpy sea. We diverted to Halsa, 
near the Svartisen Glacier, a sheltered bolt hole and wind and 
sea state both improved. We hit a rock at about 1.5knots with 
our wing keel in the very narrow entrance channel, arriving at 
0300 on Monday morning, very tired, hungry and fed up.

Next day was very wet and cold with strong northerly winds, a 
‘stay on boat day’. The Eberspacher central heating was getting 
good use up here.When we left Halsa for Bodø on Wednesday 
28 at 0630 it was raining and very cold but there was no wind. 
It picked up on the way after four hours and became gusty at 
20 plus knots from astern before we reached Bodø. So far, 
we had seen about six sea eagles all very close, plus an Arctic 
Skua having a fight with a poor Herring Gull over and around 
the boat. A highlight for us was a pod of orcas, passing us at 
speed. Even in the distance they looked huge as they carved 
through the waves like dolphins, but much bigger and faster. 
The inner marina was quite full and we had to berth on the 
outside long pontoon. We were being blown off and Anne got 
ashore. She twisted her ‘good’ knee, but not too badly and we 

Gabelle in Longyearbyen
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tied up. I had to put snubbers on the lines as we were being 
knocked about quite badly by the wash of passing ferries. 

We checked five weather websites and they all differed in wind 
direction and strength over the next week. This Norwegian 
weather was becoming a lot different to our experience of it 
in 2015. Daven arrived in Bodø on Thursday, having changed 
his flight from Tromsø. We had a chill out night onboard and 
planned our departure for Tromso at the weekend . We had 
just two hundred miles to go before the real adventure would 
begin.

Around us in the marina were quite a few big yachts taking 
on fresh charter crew for their next trip. A Parade of Sail of 
about 20 old traditional sailing boats came into the harbour 
on Friday evening, which provided us with entertainment and 
caused no end of frustration to the many ferries coming and 
going in the large harbour. We left on 1st July , for an overnight 
run to Tromsø. It was to be a mix of sailing and motoring, 
some rock hopping, with very little traffic, and missing a cruise 
liner on a blind corner that didn’t show on AIS until we could 
see her. We got into Tromsø on Sunday evening very tired. 
On arrival we met Kathleen, my sister, having waited in 
Tromsø since Thursday expecting to see me, but no show I’m 
afraid!We spent a few days doing a bit of sightseeing (including 
very enjoyable visits to the old wooden Dom Kirke and Arctic 
Cathedral for organ recitals). I also made a useful visit to the 
local Norwegian weather centre to check on ice, wind and rain. 
After a few warm days it started to get cold again, so it was not 
going to be too much of a shock to the system when we get 
going to Svalbard. 

We left Tromsø on Wednesday 5 July, with a full tank of fuel 
plus eight jerry cans and motor sailed in light airs through the 
islands to Torsvåg, on the edge of the Barents Sea. We stayed 
there overnight and left next morning for Svalbard in relatively 
warm, sunny conditions and little wind. The forecasts looked 

good, with mainly favourable winds 15/20 knots and no fog, 
but very cold and showery.

TORSVAG TO SPITZBERGEN
The intention was to bypass Bjørnøya island unless forced to 
seek shelter and to reach Spitzbergen and Longyearbyen on 
Monday – 600 nm and 5 days at sea. The trip was uneventful, 
with winds peaking at about 27 knots, usually around 20 
knots. The wind direction went around the compass as the 
depressions passed through, with a pattern of 6-12 hours 
in any one direction, but rarely on the nose which was a 
relief. It was cold, especially when it rained which was about 
half the time. The watch system was 3 hours on, 6 hours off, 
which seemed to work fine. Getting sleep wasn’t a problem, 
even in rough conditions – I slept on the cabin floor twice 
in the sleeping bag, just wedged in and not rolling about. 
After half way we were like passing ships in the night – hello, 
good morning and updates or whatever at the change of 
watch and then putting the head down for those coming 
off watch, except for communal evening meals which Anne 
heroically prepared.There were lots of dolphins,and we were 
accompanied by sea birds such as fulmars and petrels, which 
brightened our lonely watches. There was no shipping traffic 
after passing through a TSS some 12 hours after leaving 
Torsvåg. After that there was no traffic for four days, no VHF 
chatter, no Navtex, no broadband. We were very much on 
your own.The wind headed us slightly on the last leg but we 
pinched enough to keep up speed in blue skies and sunshine. 
As we got closer the scenery was stunning with ‘glaciers to 
the left of us, glaciers to the right of us, stuck in the middle 
with you’.The surrounding mountains of all shapes and sizes, 
usually around the 1,000m height were snow covered from 
half way up. 

LONGYEARBYEN
Sailing up the Isfjord and into Adventfjord we arrived in 
Longyearbyen on Monday afternoon, July 10 full of anticipation 

Tromso
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and excitement. Finding a pontoon berth was a bit chaotic but 
we got a snug berth alongside on the new Commercial dock. 
We were the smallest boat by far, most were 45/50 footers 
or larger, and there were a lot of expedition boats, with steel 
or aluminium hulls. We had planned to spend two weeks in 
Spitzbergen with a crew change after the first week.
Longyearbyen presented us with a culture shock. The place 
was like a bomb site -  it was in reality a frontier town, surfaced 
roads were almost non- existent, pick-up trucks were creating 
huge amounts of dust on the tracks. Instead of horses in the 
stables as in the Wild West there were hundreds of skidoos in 
open parking lots, waiting for the winter snows, most with their 
rifle bags attached. There was much open ground with surface 
pipe works crisscrossing the landscape and the remains of 
the old mining operations all over the place – wooden pylons 
for the cable cars transporting the coal from the nearby 
mountains. Not a pretty sight! But, there is a certain charm to 
it, even if you have to dig deep to find it. It is a busy town with 
plenty of places to eat, lots of tourists, cruise ships coming 
and going, tours and excursions aplenty. The weather on our 
arrival was mixed, with constant rain for over 12 hours and the 
winds outside Longyearbyen were variable, generally 20plus 
knots in the Isfjord. We were expecting stronger winds over 
the next weekend. As the weather was very unsettled we 
started exploring on foot and booked some boat excursions. 

We saw reindeer grazing in the town, lots of snow buntings 
with their cheerful song, eider ducks, little auks, flocks of 
Barnacle geese and some seals, but no polar bears. 
As the first week progressed the weather became very mixed, 
more bad than good. On a good day, with blue skies and 
sunshine, the place was stunning, the sun shining on five 
nearby glaciers. On bad days, with grey skies and rain and 
with a cold wind it was miserable, and you needed to keep 
moving to stay warm and interested. Unfortunately, the latter 
predominated. I was reading the book ‘ICE GHOSTS’ at this 
time about the search for the Franklin Expedition of 1845 and 
the recent discovery of the boats. They were lost searching for 
the North West Passage. We were further north at 78⁰ than 
they were – a fact both exciting and depressing!
Eventually we had to move our berth after an expedition boat 
of some 80 T and 21m wanted to berth alongside us. The 
Harbour Master asked us to move to the small boat pontoon 
about 100m away, with much less protection from the almost 
constant swell which was bouncing us about. Cruise ships 
were coming in every day, sometimes two in a day, with the big 
ones locking us in with their massive stern lines, so we would 
need to plan our departure time to get out.

Daven and I booked to go on a Walrus Safari in an enclosed 
RIB. There were two of them,both of which had been built 

Isfjord
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in Red Bay in Co. Down. The weather was too bad to go out 
of the Isfjord into the open sea to the Walrus colony about 
100nm away, with 20/25 knots headwinds and large waves. 
We got knocked about but visited two glaciers close up 
and saw plenty of icebergs floating about, the debris from 
the calving glaciers. There were some amazing ice crystal 
formations on the small floating pieces of ice in the shapes of 
birds and animals.

Daven left on Sunday, leaving Anne and myself on board to 
await the arrival of our next crew member Mark five days 
later. To date in Longyearbyen winds from the south had 
predominated, making for a very uncomfortable berth. As we 
began our second week, Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday 
were grey, windy days with some rain. We went on a day trip in 
a steel catamaran to visit the two Russian coal mining towns, 
Barentsburg, still in limited production and Pyramiden, closed 
down and a preserved ghost town. The day we visited was 
wet, windy and grey. In both places we were greeted by Lenin, 
his bust placed in a prominent position. Wet coal dust stuck 
to the paths and buildings. Both sites are governed by Russia 
and staffed by Russians, even though Spitzbergen is under 
Norwegian control. In my opinion it is hard to consider a visit 
to anywhere more miserable. Anne disagrees. It would be 
like Dublin Corporation offering tours to visit the old and long 
demolished tenements in Dublin in the middle of winter. The 
one redeeming feature of this day trip was watching about 
12 Beluga Whales feeding at close range just off a big glacier 
which was magical. Mark arrived on Saturday morning after 
a delayed flight and gave us all an excuse for GandTs. The 
weather was very sunny and mild for a change on Saturday 
and we gave Mark a whistle- stop tour of Longyearbyen. The 
crew was now back up to it’s full strength of three. Sunday was 
our second attempt at the walrus watching tour but strong 
winds caused it to be changed to glacier watching again. This 
time we saw major calving of the Wallenberg Glacier and 
hearing the continuous loud groaning and creaking of the 
glacier as it moved forward was amazing. 
To me, Longyearbyen and Spitzbergen were a mass of 

contradictions. And the fact that the weather was constantly 
unsettled during our stay certainly coloured my thinking. I 
must admit that at this stage I was feeling very frustrated, 
verging on being depressed, at the lack of settled weather 
which would have allowed us to move around Spitzbergen, 
rather than feeling trapped in Longyearbyen. Outside 
of Longyearbyen the scenery and the natural world was 
spectacular. Longyearbyen itself is possibly more beautiful 
in winter, covered in snow and in constant darkness. There 
is no indigenous population in Svalbard. The average age of 
the residents (they come from all over the world) is about 35 
years, they stay for about five years and are mainly involved in 
scientific research, the tourist industry or related areas.
Because of legislation and protection by the Sysselmannen 
the wild life is recovering after centuries of hunting had 
destroyed the local populations of polar bears, seals, walruses 
and reindeer. The population of Svalbard is about 2,500 
people, living in Longyearbyen, with about 3,500 polar bears. 
The AuThorities want to preserve Svalbard as a final unspoilt 
frontier of nature, but also want to foster and encourage 
tourism. It will be difficult.

My parting shot to Longyearbyen is a cynical one, coining a 
film title, this was ‘No Country for Old Men’.

SPITZBERGEN TO TORSVAG
Monday July 24 was prep time for our departure in the 
afternoon. The forecast was good and hopefully we could 
arrive on the Norwegian coast before the expected strong 
winds. It was a very breezy departure with headwinds of 20 
knots for six hours going west while getting out of the Isfjord. 
As the Isfjord opened up into the Barents Sea and we turned 
south, the wind dropped to 3/4 knots quite quickly. Monday 
evening saw some dolphins bow riding about the boat. On 
Tuesday evening. I was on watch, and saw what I thought was 
a white sail in the sunlight for a few seconds. It disappeared 
then reappeared in a different position close by, it was a 
Blue Whale blowing. Then more blows appeared .There must 
have been six to ten blows at any one time, they were like 

Longyearbyen
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geysers or explosions going maybe 10 m into the sky. Only 
Blue Whales,100 tonnes and 30 metres, the largest animal on 
the planet, are able to blow that high. This display went on for 
about 20 minutes. Light airs continued into Wednesday. That 
afternoon saw two more performances from the Blue Whales, 
surface diving and showing their tail flukes in the air less than 
500 metres from the boat. maybe less than 500 metres. What 
followed was a spectacular display by dolphins before a Sperm 
Whale came very close and started tail slapping and blowing 
and showing off, possibly with a young companion. That alone 
made the journey worthwhile. It felt very lonely out in the 
Barents Sea. We were not receiving Navtex, and had no VHF 
contact and when I tried to use the sat phone to contact a 
weather station I found that the phone number was no longer 
in use. The light easterlies continued on Thursday and it was 
still cold with quite a few fog banks. The baro was still slowly 
falling. Next day July 28 was full of anticipation as we expected 
to reach Torsvåg on the mainland in the afternoon. The wind 
increased to 15/20knots from the east and the sea state 
became confused and lumpy. We arrived at 1700 and decided 
to stay overnight in a very quiet, protected fishing harbour.

TORSVAG TO LERWICK HEADING SOUTH
We left for Tromsø next morning, the wind astern changing 
from 4/5 knots to 15/20 knots every half hour. We refuelled 
on the way in and docked at the town pontoons, tired and 
exhilarated at the same time. Safely berthed on Sunday 30 we 
saw the big low passing through which would have pasted us if 
we had been 24/36 hours later arriving. Sunday was a horrible 
day in a few senses, wall to wall rain and our heads stuck in 
the head compartment, trying to sort out a pressure problem 
in the system which had a holding tank. We disassembled 
the pipework and valves, cleaned all the lime scale and gunk 
off them, sorted out a blockage, reassembled it all and it now 
worked fine. Everything was then dosed in Dettol and Anne 
emerged from the forward cabin spraying Jo Malone perfume 
about the place.

Mainly because of the disappointing weather I had decided 
not to overwinter in Norway and was reconciled to a long and 
arduous return trip home. The knock-on effect of this was we 
would run out of Camping gaz before reaching Shetland, as 
it is not available in Norway. We spent a few frustrating days 
at considerable cost searching for and purchasing Norwegian 
gas cylinders and regulators. By this time we were out of 
the High Arctic with its relentless cold and lovely light. It was 
getting warmer and the weather was more predictable and 
stable. We were homeward bound.

Celine, Mark’s wife, arrived on Thursday and brought some 
really warm weather with her, blue skies, sunshine and 
temperatures up in the 20’s. We visited the Arctic Cathedral, 
the Polar Museum and getting the cable car to the top of 
Mt. Storsteinen for some spectacular views over Tromsø. 
After a good dinner on Saturday night and after some wine 
Anne insisted on bringing us all to a local noisy club on the 
quays - picture two OAPs getting stamped on the hands upon 
entrance and half of the Tromsø Hells Angels drinking there 
- we hadn’t seen such a weird collection of people for many a 
year! One drink and we escaped back to the boat. On Sunday 
6 August  Mark and Celine left for home. Tom and Ellen arrived 
two days later and the weather was dry and cool. After dinner 
Tom (a train anorak) brought us to the Train Station Bar – no 
train, no station, but a bar furnished with train seats and other 
paraphernalia, filled with 99% men, watching two TV screens 
showing football and us two couples being eyed up and 
down as we entered – memories of last Saturday night at the 
Tromsø bikers club!
Our next stage was to get to Bodø while visiting the Lofoten 
Islands on the way south. Wednesday brought rain as we 
prepared for a 0600 departure for Harstad. It was a wet, 
windless run over 15 hours, but the last few hours were 
pleasant. We pushed on the following morning to Lødingen, 
a shorter 5 hour run through very narrow passages between 
the mainland and the island of Hinnøy, part of the Lofoten/
Vesterålen group of islands. We did this leg knowing that 
trouble lay ahead – very severe weather with gales coming 
in on Friday and the weekend. Lødingen is a very secure 
bolthole, well protected against south west winds and we were 
joined by several more yachts seeking shelter.
Thursday night brought heavy rain and wind all night and for 
most of Friday. Saturday was very windy, with gales outside 
and our wind speed indicator showing a steady 31 knots in the 
afternoon in the harbour. Our push to reach the Lofotens and 
Bodø had been spiked. This low weather system was a big one 
covering most of the Norwegian west coast.
The 18 hour run to Bodø six days later was miserable- it 
started in light airs, then strong winds came from astern, then 
no wind, then head winds of 20 knots with driving rain. We 
arrived at 2310 on Wednesday August 16 in the dark, very 
tired and very wet. Thursday was very warm with light winds. 
Most things dried out and we decided to leave at 1400 for 
Ornes, a very pretty place in Glomfjord.

For once the weather appeared reasonably settled. There 
was high pressure hovering over Norway/North Sea for about 
the next week which should give us favourable winds heading 
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south. We were due a break from the weather gods.
The days were passing quickly now, Friday in Sandnessjøen, 
Saturday in Brønnøysund, Sunday in Rørvik (a very wet run), 
Monday in Kuringvagen (a holiday marina/resort, totally 
deserted, no sign of life – people here were already preparing 
for Winter).

On Tuesday, 22 August we headed to Brekstad to drop 
off Tom and Ellen for a flight from Trondheim to Oslo and 
home.  Again it was a crew of two from here to home. The 
nights were closing in fast as we moved south. It now became 
dark from about 2130 in the evening to about 0500 in the 
morning, too dark to do any overnight rock hopping.
As I mentioned earlier, Norway was closing down for the 
winter now, marinas were empty with no one about. I saw 
a few swallows skimming the water for flies. They were late 
leaving. In Ålesund we got a slightly better weather forecast 
and decided to go for the North Sea crossing. A good 
decision, it was a bit uncomfortable with a following NE wind 
of 20 plus knots at times for the first 36 hours, big waves from 
astern, mostly 3m but some 5m, pretty big when you look 
around behind from the cockpit. They lifted us up and placed 
us down gently but not always facing in the right direction. 
We arrived to an almost empty Lerwick harbour on the UK 
August Bank Holiday Sunday. The big wind arrived on Sunday 
night, with 25 knots in the harbour coming from the south 
west. I think we got the last favourable weather window for 
the North Sea crossing without having to sit out another week 
or two or face the alternative of bashing into headwinds.
The fulmars had kept us company during the crossing, day 
and night, but the best feeling was getting the first sighting of 
gannets while approaching Shetland, flying in formation, going 
high and going low and diving for fish – we hadn’t seen them 
for three months. Geese were migrating south for the winter 
in their V formations. We also noticed a lot of late fledgling 
gulls and guillemots, I wondered if they would survive.
During the storm in Lerwick we went for a cliff walk, watching 
the wind and waves crashing into the cliffs. The stronger 
seabirds were having great fun in the big winds, including 
two crows who were playing together like teenagers trying 
to outdo each other in their aerial manoeuvres. On the path 
in front us a bewildered young immature Black Back gull sat 
by himself calling out for his parents. He walked towards us 
and began inspecting Anne’s boots, totally unafraid of us but I 
think he was terrified of the mayhem a few yards away on the 

windswept cliffs.

LERWICK TO INVERNESS AND HOME
After some two and a half weeks of constant movement, long 
days and early 6 am starts, tiredness was definitely setting 
in and it was taking longer to recover when the batteries ran 
down. We took a welcome enforced break of two days in 
Lerwick. Contrary to our original intentions, we decided to 
return via the Caledonian Canal and not try to go over the top 
to Cape Wrath and down the west coast. 

We left Lerwick for an overnight run to Kirkwall on Wednesday 
30 August, then on to Wick on the mainland on Friday arriving 
in Inverness on Saturday 2 September. Vint and Naomi joined 
us in Inverness and their help was very welcome in transiting 
the Caledonian Canal. Despite it being early September, the 
canal was very busy with both yachts and motor boats.The 
weather gods continued in their bad mood, with wind and 
continuous rain accompanying us for the length of the canal. 
We exited the canal at Corpach on Thursday 7 September 
after saying goodbye to Vint and Naomi and continued onto 
Kerrera, Ardfern and down to Port Ellen, ducking and diving 
between periods of strong winds and heavy rain. In Ardfern 
a local described the continuous rain as ‘Argyll sunshine ‘. I 
would have preferred some real sunshine after 4 months of 
pretty miserable weather.
We crossed the North Channel from Port Ellen to Bangor 
on a cold, wet and windy Saturday with northerly winds 
pushing us through the adverse tides and arrived in Bangor 
in darkness. From Bangor onwards to Ardglass and down to 
Dun Laoghaire the weather improved enormously. It was dry, 
warm and a gentle northerly breeze pushed us home. We 
tied up in Dun Laoghaire Marina on the evening of Monday 
18September and were welcomed by Mark, Celine and 
Kathleen with a celebratory bottle of Prosecco. It was good to 
be home. 

SUMMARY
From 24 May to 18 September we spent four months on 
the boat, travelled 4,027 nm and arrived back safely, with no 
major problems or damage to boat or crew. We achieved our 
objective of reaching Svalbard, Spitzbergen, Longyearbyen 
and I ‘scratched that itch’. On the positive side I feel chuffed 
that we did it and saw some exciting new places and events. 
On the negative side, however, I was very disappointed with 
the weather and the trip was much too long, the return 
journey becoming a marathon. This could have been avoided 
by overwintering in Norway, but I am afraid that the poor 
weather caused me to turn my back on any further visits to 
Norway – next year we are going to get some sun on our 
backs. As Anne’s sister Susan said in response to my moaning 
about the wet and cold – ‘Go south old man!’

TIPS
Allow six months to sort out Sysselmannen requirements and 
special insurance.

All significant marinas and pontoons north of Ålesund use the 
website ‘GO MARINA’ as a means of paying berthing fees.

Have gas needs and sources sorted out before reaching 
Norway.

Michael and Daven in Torsvag
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Cascais to Galicia 
via the Azores
Ailbe Millerick

Hecuba MG CS

Daragh Nagle and I joined John Duggan in Cascais from 
Vancouver Island and Dublin respectively. John had prepped 
Hecuba in advance and all that remained was a quick shop 
for fresh goods in the local supermarket. We set off from 
Cascais marina that afternoon. The crossing from Cascais 
was relatively uneventful in the great scheme of passage 
making. Sailing out of Cascais in a 15 kt northerly created 
to a great degree by the Sintra hills we romped along in a 
flat sea doing six knots under genoa, eventually hoisting 
the main to maintain speed at dusk. After passing astern 
of the four masted tall ship schooner Creoule, a restored 
cod fishing vessel which used to ply her trade on the Grand 
Banks, we settled into the three hour watch system easily. I 
at least avoided the dog watch first evening. I know that it’s 
not technically the dog watch but 03.00 to 06.00 is the dog 
watch in our book. We had good sailing for the first three 
days in a north-westerly 12 knots, with Helga the Hydrovane 
doing much of the steering. The engine was required when 
speed dropped below 4 ts as we approached the Azores high 
and it provided welcome hot water for showers. Although it 
was sunny every day there was much cloud activity about, 
including low level mares’ tales forming, indicating strong 
winds ahead. We (by majority decision not including myself) 
made the mistake, nay blunder, of changing time zone on 
achieving 20 degrees west. This really upset the night watch 
rhythm.

We made landfall at midnight day six on the small island of 
Santa Maria, the most easterly of the Azores after five and a 
half days at sea ( 760 miles) punctuated by dolphins and an 
encounter with a Pilot Whale some one hundred miles out.  
This whale, the Azores marine life literature advises, does a 
characteristic coy pirouette curling back on its tail looking at 
you with its tiny briney eye set in a large bulbous head. Our 
whale performed according to the script, unfortunately, 
before the cameras were drawn.
 

We celebrated with a fine continental breakfast the following 
morning in a spanking new hotel in Vila do Porto . We stayed 
a couple of days, exploring the island with a Super Mario 
looking taxi driver with no English. John conversed with him 
but reported the conversation to be short on facts other than 
the fact that he kept ten cows to supplement his taxi income 
rather than his income tax I surmise.

You get an idea of the power of the winter Atlantic gales that 
frequent the Azores by the degree of massive armouring 
deployed on the breakwaters and the cunningly concealed 
serpentine entry into harbours designed to deceive the 
Atlantic swell. The rip-rap, as Daragh denotes it, comprises 
large tetrahedrons tossed up like discarded toys by a long 
gone giant. The rule of thumb is the breakwater rock size 
should be the cube of the wave height. The geometric shapes 
reduce the need for these enormous stones. The harbour 
environs are occupied by many Shearwaters who chase each 
other at night by the light of the harbour floodlights caw-
cawing at each other like wailing cats.

Angro de Heroismo

Ailbe , Darragh and John, Peter’s Bar
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We left Santa Maria and sailed overnight to Lajes do Pico 
on the island of Pico, similarly exploring it by local taxi-van 
conducted by a somewhat over exuberant thirty something 
full of himself and the island. There is a fierce jealousy 
between the islands. He was keen to show us the craft shops 
and Daragh bought a bottle of the local hooch, honey brandy 
to cure his jetlag cough. It worked!! John sampled the local 
Pico wines, his grimacing face somewhat betrayed the quality 
on tasting, but nonetheless he invested in three bottles for 
later sampling. 

Pico makes a big deal of their whaling past which lasted only 
ninety years from the 1880s. It was terminated however in 
1970 mainly because by then, whale oil was worthless and 
the anti whale hunting movement took umbrage from the 
position of their comfortable middle-class coddled existence. 
'Tis well to look down on poor peasants clinging for life to the 
rocks in mid Atlantic, whatever about judging the Japanese 
who still hunt whales. The islands probably almost completely 
rely on the triple disadvantaged status in the EU as the tourist 
season is short. The whaling museum is new, swish and very 
well appointed. Money is being invested into developing the 
harbour area by converting the old corn store sheds into bijou 
outlets but only the future can tell what will be purveyed as 
scrimshaw is out of fashion. The whaling history and culture is 
preserved and the whaling boats are mainly engaged in racing 
and whale spotting.  We were told that an old whale spotter 
still plies his trade and talent from the mountain slopes for his 
five whale spotting boats, directing them to where he figures 
the whales will breach for the punters. The local eatery on 
the waterfront is bizarrely called the ‘Whale'come’ restaurant 
(which they clearly think is a great play on the English word for 
welcome) and they serve soup of that name. Hilarious!  

Pico is impressive and is home to Portugal's highest peak at 
4,270m. Clouds obscure the peak from 09.30 onwards. On 
the mountainside the locals attempt planting the vines in little 
rock grottoes to trap the heat and shield the wispy plants from 
the wind. This technique does not work well with red wine and 
the ensuing wine is thin and metallic. (Hence John’s earlier 
grimaces). It had a fine reputation for wine in the last century 
until the vines were wiped out. John informed us that some of 
the old vines survived due to their deep roots into the pumice 
sand but the resultant beverage is rather mediocre. 

On to Faial and the famous yachting port of Horta which is 
the crossroads of trans Atlantic trippers. As we left Lajes the 
town’s whaling skiffs were headed out to a regatta further up 
the coast. On passage under motor in the calm morning the 
prop whirred and started to labour. It was put rapidly into 

reverse to shed the offending wrap but to no avail. Over the 
side went John SBN but decided the water was too bracing for 
his health. A wet suit was ransacked out from under a foc’sle 
bunk and partially donned but proved  non compliant with the 
midriff. Another wetsuit was to hand and success achieved 
with the boat hook. (Not with the wetsuit but the offending 
flotsam). An old short piece of weed covered, faded orange 
poly rope was the culprit. We were rewarded shortly after by 
the sight of a pod of what we assumed were pilot whales but 
on closer inspection and with the help reference book turned 
out to be a pod of Riso’s Dolphin -a large dolphin with a 
whitish back. Socially they ‘reef‘ each other’s back presumably 
with their teeth, and the ensuing scarring turns the skin 
white. They feed at night so were satiated and ambling along 
aimlessly as opposed to following the boat frenetically leaping 
about as the common dolphins do. I noticed that the Azores 
dolphins are less likely to breach ahead or alongside the boat 
as do those in Irish waters.

As usual for short stay boats in Horta we were moored 
outside a weather-beaten Frenchman on the main jetty. 
Long springs were deployed to the quay to mitigate any swell 
independently of our neighbour. Later a forty foot French 
racing machine ( a Pogo 9.5 John surmised) moored outside 
us in turn from which three emaciated sailors emerged. They 
had left Martinique three weeks earlier and had disappointing 
winds along the voyage, running out of diesel and most life 
sustaining supplies, leading to much desperate sailing in light 
airs.
 
Peter's Bar is the yachty hub of Horta and although small, 
has an alfresco area across the road overlooking the harbour 
which triples it's capacity. Food served is reasonably priced 
and good; they do a roaring trade with the crusty wrinkled 
auld sailors and their weather beaten mates of varying gender 
orientation. Best fare in Horta was to be had in restaurant 
Genuino overlooking the Horseshoe bay to the west of the 
harbour where we had a generous fish stew with plenty of 
ocean critters therein. Alentejo red was required fare. We 
found Hecuba’s decal (a Greek in a blue helmet) on the quay 
top where John and Desmond Green had painted it in 2012. 
Alpaire’s blue turkey (sorry, vulture) 2017 was found on the 
wall further along after Dermot Bremner had sent directions 
from Palma. A visit to the Capelinhos volcanic eruption site 
on the northwest of the Island is compulsory. A spectacular 
subterranean interpretive centre has been constructed 
beside the lighthouse which is still buried under one storey 
of pumice. The geological exhibits are extraordinary and 

Whaling boats with Pico in the distance 

Peter’s Bar, Horta
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beautifully displayed. Most of the land gained during the 
eruption was ash and pumice dust and has been washed 
away in the last sixty years. Fifteen thousand people fled the 
island emigrating to the US never to return thus halving the 
population. A vent opened up in the old volcanoes Caldeira 
five miles away relieving the pressure buildup and ceasing 
activity after eighteen months of teeth chattering rumblings. 
It was the psychological strain of not knowing when it was to 
end that was responsible for the exodus. We viewed the sad 
photographs of smiling families making their last visit to the 
site responsible for their disruption prior to leaving.

We had a grand sail in sunshine to Graciousa, 50 nmto the 
east, with 8-10 knots on the beam. A frolicking big whale 
breach completely clear of the sea a couple of times about 
half a mile away made for a most spectacular sight. I noticed 
as we approached the Azores there seemed to be a lot 
of small plastic bottles upended in the water. Disgraceful 
pollution I thought. On closer inspection they turned out to 
be the transparent sails of the Portuguese Man of War. Dainty 
little pink ribbed inflated pillows sailing to windward with 
nasty short tentacles hanging beneath. They were beating 
far more effectively than a nearby yacht heading around São 
Jorge island.Graciosa's green hills looked quite pastoral on 
our arrival at Praia with cows grazing the grassy slopes. Again 
the harbour here is protected by massive defences. There 
is actually a concrete factory nearby producing hundreds of 
hexahedrons for coastal deployment. The good news is that 

work has started on a new , if rather small, marina to the east 
of Santa Cruz de Graciosa, which should make it a lot easier to 
spend time on this charming island.

A sour Dutchwoman on a Barta 40 named unsurprisingly 
Barta greets us disapprovingly our arrival when we raft up 
alongside near the inner harbour entrance. Gretta’s excuse 
is that we are at the fuel berth and we'll both be moved. 
We remain temporarily while John seeks officialdom to 
allocate space, as the locals populate all the small marina 
pontoon berths. The local multi-tasking cop (in the absence 
of a murder to pursue) does just that and we move up the 
wall totally blocking access to the heretofore vital fuel dock. 
It took three officials to achieve the same task in Horta. A 
walking tour of the village reveals one hostelry with raucous 
laughter emanating from within. A ‘klick’ down the road past 
the restored windmills civilisation runs out and we are 6 km 
from the local town -Santa Cruz no doubt. Back then to suss 
the 'restaurant'. A pleasant surprise reveals a busy dining 
room with burly bronzed fishermen feeding therein. Fare was 
modest but good and tasty. 
 
On Wednesday we explored the local sights by taxi including 
the Island’s extinct volcano’s deep fissure ‘Furna do Enxofre’ , 
walking down eighteen storeys (Fitbit said so) in the footsteps 
of Albert of Monaco. The depths of the volcano lava tube 
gurgled with sulphurous vapour and comprised also an 
underground lake ‘Lagoa do Styx’ where water skiing was 

 Santa Cruz, Marina Site

 Capelinhos Subterranean Centre, Lighthouse and Interpretative Centre
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discontinued due to a sulphurous fatality. (I joke only about 
the waterskiing.) To access this you drive into the Island’s 
main Caldeira through a tunnel in the crater wall and then 
wind down through wooded slopes to a delightful interpretive 
centre adjacent to the fissure into which you then descend. 
After climbing back out we recovered our heart rates and 
taxied down for lunch to a delightful restaurant on the south 
coast overlooking the adjacent island of Sao Jorge at Folga. 
Pico stood majestically looking like Mt Fuji a long way distant. 
Thursday morning was dull surprisingly (Daragh’s latest 
GRIB file as usual advised otherwise and he was urged to 
download another with more suitable weather). Hecuba made 
southeast for Terceira at 0800, some 48 miles away with light 
breeze astern. Angra do Heroísmo the port of choice was so 
designated for the ‘Liberalist Regency’ brigade ensconced in 
the town, who heroically repulsed the 'Absolutionist’ attempt 
to take over Terceira. Thereafter the Royal family ran off to 
Brazil having decided that Portugal was for losers. So it wasn't 
awarded for repulsing swashbuckling bandit of the sea Francis 
Drake after all. He had attacked in 1587, prompting the 
fortress of Sao Joao to be constructed to protect the Spanish 
ill gotten gains from becoming England’s pillage. The Earl of 
Essex had a go too a few years later and failed, clearly trying a 
new ploy to get into Liz’s bedchamber. 

Hammered by a quake on New Year’s Day 1980 at 03.40 
Angra has largely been rebuilt, we were advised by a local. 
Sixty thousand souls apparently live on the island, which is 
impressive after only four and a half thousand on Graciosa. 
Again as we approached the landscape looked quite pastoral 
with a patchwork of colourful fields below the conifer lined 
heights of modest elevation. The highest hill stands at 1025m: 
alright, I concede that it almost eclipses our own mighty 
Corrán Tuathail. The swell in the harbour was noticeable, 
although the sea was flat outside. A tour boat manoeuvring 
erratically and held by only one line, was being fended off 
the heaving pontoon by her motley crew with the aid of only 
one ball fender. We offered nothing but disdainful looks from 
our well sprung craft. She took on two thousand litres of fuel 
which took the best part of an hour to process. After fuelling 
we berthed in the last available spot in the marina which 
protected a fair few craft in the 35 ' to 45' size range. We laid 
double springs and snubbers to hold Hecuba to the surging 
dock. Snugly is not a term I would use in this instance as a 
certain amount of slack was required to allow the boat and 
pontoon room for the Holy Spirit while dancing out of phase. A 
number of Dufour 41s groaning in their berths were available 
for charter. A walk up the pretty town, still decked out for the 
recent festival yielded a number of traditional restaurants to 
choose from. Fish dinner in the Beira Mar Hotel overlooking 
the marina was good and inexpensive that evening. There 
is a habit on these islands of letting off maroons to fake the 
spotting of whales in keeping with old traditions. The locals 
enhance the experience by letting the things off into the night 
somewhat diminishing the intent. One of these rent the air 
at ten minutes after midnight accompanied by an exuberant 
scream. We found a spent rocket shell in the cockpit the 
following morning complete with bamboo stake. Maybe it was 
a scream of pain.....Other than that the springs lulled us back 
and forth into a fitful slumber.

The following day our thoughts turned to our return voyage 
and the heretofore benign GRIBs were replaced by a decidedly 

unfriendly type with winds veering into the east. These also 
indicated a strong northeasterly later in the week on approach 
to Spain. Our plan had been to make north to the edge of the 
Azores high into the westerlies. There remained only 48 hours 
of westerlies so we decided to victual and leave that evening 
to get a jump to the north. After stowing enough food for a 
small navy and a late lunch we engaged a friendly taxi driver 
for a sixty minute tour of the sights. He took us up the local 
‘Burma Road’ and showed us the farmlands stretching across 
the Island and the town below. An eagle atop a dry stone 
wall winged away lazily as if he owned the place as the old 
Merc struggled up the hill between the Connemara like stone 
walls. The eagle does of course own the place as the symbol 
of the Azores is the buzzard or eagle. (Alpaire is closer to the 
Azores than they think!) Thoughts turned to the efficacy of the 
elderly Merc’s brakes for the return down the steep partially 
washed away boreen. Our man coincidentally had cattle too 
to supplement his taxi income or vice versa. A splendid view 
from the fort overlooking the harbour completed the tour and 
we posed with Vasco da Gama's full scale bronze effigy before 
leaving.

We undid the knitting and headed out of Angra harbour at 
1915 to the farewell waves of our French neighbours and 
the Barta Dutch who had become a mite more friendly. They 
informed us that the policeman cum harbour master had 
kicked them out of Graciosa. The sea was calm with little wind 
to urge us on so we motored the first few hours with the light 
breeze astern. Some acceleration was experienced as we 
passed Vitoria in the setting sun but we didn't experience the 
gradient wind until the small hours. This manifested itself as 
13 knots northwesterly at 03.00 and strengthened an hour 
later to 15-20 knots, later requiring a slab. The next 48 hours 
saw us making good progress well north of the rhumb line 
clocking 360 miles. Various reefs were hauled in and let out as 
the wind backed, strengthened and slackened as we tracked 
along a warm front in a lumpy sea of up to 3 meters. 

Ailbe and Vasco De Gama
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Little sunshine was had and the odd breaking wave sought out 
any leaky port-hole requiring thumb latches to be hardened 
up tight. We hadn't unfortunately rigged Helga's rudder, 
which would have done a masterful job in the conditions. A 
sad moment was experienced when Astraeus and Neptune 
conspired successfully on the dog watch to relieve JD of his 
new blue Tilley hat as they had done with Ailbe’s Dragon crew 
hat earlier, which dated back to the Edinburgh Cup in Bangor. 
The ensuing expletives were lost in the crews cacophonous 
snoring below. But Hecuba danced over all sea states that 
came at her and John kept us well fed with plain fare to 
maintain easy digestion in the lumpy conditions. Mind you a 
delicious light Malaysian curry was served for Sunday dinner. 
Even spuds were a constituent as Daragh’s grá for the prátaí 
with every dinner knows no bounds. Monday dawned with 
more pleasant conditions as the front cleared southwards. 
Sunny conditions prevailed in a clear sky providing 12 knots 
from 320 requiring all canvas to be flown in a slight sea. 
Hecuba clipped along happily at six knots. Proper gentlemen's 
cruising. The wind strengthened and backed westerly so for 
diversion the spinnaker pole was hoisted and the jib goose 
winged. The 8 kt speed it brought was very comfortable 
down the waves but divergent south. The pole was shipped 
before dinner of roast vegetables and lamb chops and course 
resumed to our waypoint north west of Ria Muros.

We used the French ‘Sea-Tags’ man overboard system to 
hand over the baton at each watch change. It is a wrist worn 
Bluetooth distance sensor which alarms the App on your 
mobile phone if the Bluetooth signal is stretched beyond 30m. 
It records the MOB position and provides audible sound and 
visual strobe on your or indeed everyone’s mobile aboard. 
A useful safety improvement for €84. We have two phones 
switched on at all times.

The next two days were sailed under the influence of an 
additional two shallow wave fronts that crossed us providing 
a good west north west 15 knot sailing breeze to maintain 
our pace to Galicia. These fronts appeared and disappeared 
in the synoptic charts that Daragh downloaded via SSB radio 

to his iPad. A fantastic facility for real time passage planning 
underway. Transmissions were picked up clearly from 
Northwood UK. (For techies the SSB audio out plugs into the 
iPad microphone. A custom lead is utilised and the TIFF file 
comes down like a sputnik transmission of warbling tones...). 
He also used a buddy facility to get point GRIB information 
which confirmed our planned approach to the coast.

Suffice it to say in prospector’s parlance, the plan panned 
out. We encountered up to 25 knots NNE in the last 100 nm 
but had enough in the bank to fetch along at 7 knots into 
the coast which appeared to us as a thin ribbon of gold on 
the horizon bathed in the bright sunlight which we had not 
experienced for three days. We dodged through the shipping 
lanes in the dawn hours with a couple of close encounters 
involving giving away hard earned windward positions but 
emerged into the sun and a moderating breeze shifting north. 
Cap Finisterre was to our north pushing up billowing clouds. 
We looked back at the shroud of gray where the low over 
Spain collided with the edge of the high and its dull undefined 
frontal system. The striking impression meteorologically 
speaking was the amount of activity we experienced at a 
pressures of 1030mb which at higher latitudes would kill all 
wind and clear the skies. The eddies, holes and wind twists 
were a constant and kept the watches interested trimming the 
sails. The wind of course died as we reached 15 nm from Ria 
Muros. We anticipated a northerly funnelling down the Ria and 
stowed the canvas and summoned Alfred (Diesel). 
After being allocated a rather too narrow berth in Portosin, 
we prised Hecuba in rather carefully with the help of the 
Marineros. With a now brisk warm breeze on our transom, 
we wondered whether the short pontoon could keep our 
stern in check. It did and we repaired promptly to the Real 
Club Nautico and ‘ice cold’ pints of Estrella to celebrate the 
two thousand nautical miles sailed. We couldn't fathom why 
the beers weren't spilling as the floor was still lurching fore 
and aft. 'Salut' to an epic voyage, Tony Castro's well designed 
and built craft, the acerbic, entertaining, competent crew 
and to gentler times ahead cruising the Rias and of course 
uninterrupted sleep. Sin scéil eile! (That’s another story!).
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A couple of years ago I looked up the distance from Belfast 
to Svolvær, the capital of the Lofoten islands: 1120 nm as the 
crow flies. My estimate of the chance of encountering bad 
weather along the way – what about 99%? Lofoten took its 
place on the growing list of cruising destinations I would love 
to but have never visited. But I got lucky. In June of this year, 
we flew to Bodø and joined my cousins, John and Anne, on 
Wave of Maldon, their 50’ Dutch steel motor yacht.

The weather for the 40 nm crossing of the Vestfjord was 
perfect. The surface of the water was as smooth as a jelly. 
While still 20 miles off, we could see a wall of snow-splattered 
peaks topping the charcoal-black mountains, they stood out 
razor-sharp against a sky as blue as Bombay Sapphire. As we 
approached the outer breakwater at Reine, our landfall on 
Moskenesøy, one of the larger islands in the Lofoten chain, 
the stillness was broken only by the low throb of Wave’s 
engine. We could make out a sprinkling of buildings along the 
shoreline and a couple of low sweeping bridges spanning the 
inlets while the occasional flash of sunlight on a car looked 
incongruous in the wild landscape. 

The sensation of utter remoteness quickly dispersed once 
around the breakwater and into the well-sheltered bay; it was 
filled with small jetties mostly occupied by well-maintained 
fishing boats and sight-seeing RIBs while little convoys of 
camper vans jostled with the occasional tour coach on the 
narrow road clinging to the shore. Two yachts swung to their 
anchors in the bay but they occupied the only area shallow 
enough for us to get an anchor down so we were lucky to 
find a slot on a pontoon alongside three yachts hailing from 
Holland, Germany and Switzerland. 

Next day we made a short excursion under an 18m bridge up 
one of the side fjords to Kirkeviken, a tiny scattering of houses 
at the top of a drowned valley; it had something of the wild 
ambience of Loch Scavaig on Skye about it. Ashore we met 
a group of French hikers waiting patiently on a small pier for 

Midnight Sun in Lofoten
Maeve Bell

Wave of Maldon

a ferry and some Norwegians leaving their cottage after the 
weekend to return to the mainland; they told us that just one 
elderly man lived there all the year round. The topography 
ensured lots of down draughts or fallwind which, coupled 
with the anchor chain rattling loudly on the rocky seabed, 
encouraged us back to the security of Reine for the night. 
These conditions seemed to be fairly typical of most of the 
anchorages we encountered and, assuming it can be found, a 
jetty or pontoon in a harbour would guarantee a more restful 
night. 

The forecast for another couple of days of clear skies and 
balmy weather, almost warm enough for shorts, dictated our 
next destination – Ramberg at the western end of a channel 
between the islands called Sundstraum as this would give 
unobstructed views of the midnight sun. Straum is the Norse 
word for a strongly flowing stream and aptly named it was with 
the current at the pinch-point sweeping us through at 9 knots 
while a sea eagle soared overhead. After dinner on board (no 
eating out with Norwegian prices!), Adrian and I set off walking 
westwards out of the village past the campsite and holiday 
homes to experience the midnight sun. John and Anne turned 
in having seen it all before. Reaching a low headland we gazed 
out across the vast expanse of the ocean; the short turf was 
studded with orchids, Chiffchaffs were still calling from the 
scrubby bushes and, although the shadows lengthened, the 
sun hung well above the horizon suffusing everything with an 
enchanting golden light.

Whaling and cod fishing has fuelled the economy of these 
islands for centuries. While its heyday has long gone, the 
industry has shaped the pattern of settlement in the Lofoten 
with villages mainly found around the best harbours on the 
eastern Vestfjord side. Quantities of decapitated fish still 
dangle on drying racks along the shore while the severed 
heads, destined for West Africa, hang separately. In the 
morning, having reversed our route back through the 
Sundstraum at slack water, we experienced two different 

Midnight Sun looking towards Ramberg
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aspects of the local economy. Our lunch stop was at Sund at 
the eastern end of the sound; it was a bit run-down but still a 
working fishing village. Then we motored on to tie up for the 
night on the quayside at Nusfjord. Here, tucked into a gut in 
the rock, a cluster of ochre and crimson traditional buildings 
had been gentrified and gave the sensation of being part of a 
film set. Japanese tourists holidaying in the converted rorbua 
or fishermen’s shacks added to the feeling of unreality.

What a shock when the weather changed completely the 
following day! Low cloud and mist obscured the dramatic 
mountains and the south easterly breeze felt raw keeping all 
of us tucked under Wave’s substantial canopy which protects 
the steering position. Balstad had a large, well-protected, 
natural harbour but its quays and jetties were fully occupied 
with fishing vessels, repairs and boat building; after an 
unsuccessful circumnavigation it became clear there was 
no room for us so we proceeded to Stamsund. Large signs 
promised excitement ashore - a bar, a restaurant and even 
a theatre - but despite a long walk up the road in the drizzle 
the only sign of life we could find was in the local Co-op 
supermarket. 

Over the past decade my cousins have covered several 
thousands of miles in Wave cruising through the Dutch canals 
and completing a circuit of the Baltic. Now having over-
wintered in Ulsteinvik near Ålesund, they were reprising an 
earlier voyage and heading for Tromsø. In terms of comfort in 
these high latitudes Wave has many advantages over a yacht 
but easy motion in a quartering sea is not one of them so with 
the wind picking up to F5 a short hop to Henningsvær was 
the answer. Another one-time fishing village, it was originally 
spread over two islands which are now linked by a stone 

causeway and connected to the mainland by a bridge. It too 
has evolved into a tourist ‘destination’. 

On our final day we enjoyed a lunch stop in Kabelvåg where 
we walked ashore to find the ancient rock associated with 
Norwegian royalty; it has been inscribed with the names and 
crowns of three kings who have visited in the past hundred 
years or so. In the afternoon we covered the final miles 
to Svolvær, a busy town with a population of 4000, before 
boarding the Hurtigruten for a twenty four hour cruise of a 
rather different nature to Tromsø and a flight to Stockholm to 
rejoin our own boat, Oisín Bán. 

On the way we tried to capture our thoughts. Having cruised 
for some years on the west coast of Norway as far as Ålesund, 
we have no doubt that the most spectacular scenery and 
abundant wildlife is to be found at and above the Arctic Circle. 
Everywhere there is evidence of the Norwegians’ decision to 
invest the country’s wealth from North Sea oil in infrastructure 
such as roads, bridges, and tunnels to connect its far-flung 
population and to enable them to remain on the scores of 
islands through the provision of extensive ferry services and, 
perhaps most importantly, schools. While Lofoten is still 
remote and in places inhospitable, these developments have 
greatly increased the number of visitors: at times camper vans 
ruled the quaysides, in Reine we met a couple from Belfast 
who were there for a family wedding, and almost every yacht 
we met was flying the ensign of a different country. With the 
polar high in charge, the quality of the light is extraordinary 
making it difficult to put the camera down while twenty four 
hour daylight makes it a challenge to go to bed. And the rain is 
no wetter than here or in Scotland.

Maeve admiring a stockfish in the evening sun         Traditional fishing village of Sund
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Reiver’s Biscay Circuit
Peter Williams

Reiver Mylne Design

With my 75 birthday looming, I wanted to go back to Spain this 
year while I still could.
 
Reiver sailed from Whiterock on the 12 June with Robert 
Perceval-Price and Rod Brassington as crew. Robert has been 
my regular crew for many years now and although signed on 
as cabin boy is now over 70. Rod has cruised with me once 
before and has a fair bit of experience.
I picked an early June start to be fairly sure of Northerlies, 
which naturally meant that we had an exactly southerly wind 
all the way to the Scilly Isles. We spent one night each at 
Audley’s Roads, Howth, Dun Laoghaire and Arklow. Finally 
on the 16  June we managed to get south of the Tuskar. I 
always seem to find it difficult to get out of the bottom end 
of the Irish Sea. We eventually got into New Grimsby Sound 
(between Tresco and Bryher) on the evening of the 17 June. 
Next morning it was warm and sunny and we went ashore to 
stretch our leg. This meant blowing up the dinghy, installing 
the outboard and then reversing the process. It was nice, 
however, not to be bashing to windward.

Later, with the wind free, we crossed Tresco Flats on a rising 
tide and headed south into the Western Approaches. A couple 
of hours later a call came up on the radio from a fishing 
boat we hadn’t even seen asking us, politely, to alter course 
to avoid him as he was pair trawling and could not easily 
change course or speed. We complied when we located him. 
Although the AIS is a huge help, it is still important to go on 
deck and consider the matter carefully in the light of what you 
can actually see. Our usual route to France is to go outside 
everything to the Chaussée de Seine buoy, 30 nm west of the 
Raz and then turn East for Audierne. This misses out Ushant, 

the Four and the Raz and all the tides and rocks, which can 
be an interesting area, but better avoided if you want to get 
on South. We arrived at Audierne on Sunday evening in warm 
sunshine, so warm that I had a swim. Very rash. 

A good night’s sleep was had by all before we sailed for the 
Isle de Groix next day. There we were given a mooring in the 
outer harbour, which meant blowing up the dinghy again 
but outboard not needed. We had our first meal ashore in 
France, and did a bit of shopping, where we discovered that 
Rod had lived in France and spoke good French – always 
an asset. For self-steering on the Reiver, there is a Windpilot 
servo pendulum gear with a vane for suitable wind and sea 
conditions. An Autohelm can be connected instead of the 
vane which will give accurate servo-assisted steering, but 
can be overwhelmed in some conditions. We cannot use the 
Autohelm directly on the tiller as the steel hull makes the 
compass unusable. This system works very well and we only 
have to hand steer in difficult circumstances such as a strong 
quartering wind with an awkward sea. Careful trimming of 
sheets can help greatly in easing the load on this gear.

Next morning we set off in almost calm conditions and towing 
the dinghy. We were headed to the Isle d’Hoëdic where I 
knew I would need the dinghy as mooring is to a big buoy in 
the harbour; all the boats tying bow to it and as time passes 
form a circle. Quite friendly, you get to meet the neighbours. I 
wanted to go back to Hoëdic as my late wife, Anne, and I spent 
part of our last holiday together there. So I had a quiet couple 
of hours ashore before joining the rest of the crew for dinner 
in one of the island’s restaurants. Sailed next morning without 
seeing any officials or checking in, so I was impressed when I 

La Rochelle



102 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

got home 4 weeks later to find an account from the Port for 
13 euros for our stay. Since someone had gone to the trouble 
of doing a bit of research, I was quite happy to send them the 
money. Next day we had a pleasantly quiet sail with a following 
wind (so rare), which brought us to L’Herbaudière on the Isle 
Noirmoutier. This was a new port for me, quite a nice town 
but a bit out of the way. The water now getting very shallow 
as is the whole area south of the Loire. A 5.30 departure next 
morning and a pleasant sail inside the Isle d’Yeu took us to 
Les Sables d’Olonne where we followed an Arklow cargo boat 
up into the harbour. We went straight to the fuel berth for a 
top up (130 litres). Next day saw a quiet sail inside the Isle de 
Ré (the Pertuis Breton), depths charted often under 2 metres, 
rather alarming, a bit like sailing on Strangford Lough, the 
bottom being all too often quite close to the top. We then 
passed under the big road bridge linking the Isle de Ré to the 
mainland.

So on Saturday the 24 June the Reiver sailed in bright sunshine 
up into the centre of La Rochelle. The Bassin de Ville inside the 
twin towers.This was the end of the first part of the cruise. Six 
hundred nm from home. We had a couple of days’ rest, a good 
bit of shopping, and a crew change.
We had a visit here from a French couple, Charles and 
Nadège, old friends who had lived in Comber for three years. 
They were going to visit Northern Ireland in July and had the 
use of my house and car while I was in the North of Spain. It 
was great to see them and we enjoyed some delicious meals 
of seafood ashore together.

Rod left next day and we had to wait until the evening of the 
26 June until Bill Perceval-Price arrived. Unfortunately there 
was a very bad weather warning, a real gale coming in from 
the west. So as Bill jumped on board at 5.30 on the Monday 
afternoon, expecting a nice meal ashore and some wine, I 
had to say: ‘sorry but we need to sail right away as we have 
a 40-hour passage to Santander and about 36 hours before 
this gale hits’. He stoically agreed and we sailed 20 minutes 
later. I don’t like facing newly arrived crew with a long passage, 
people need a day or two to acclimatise. However Bill coped 
well and we went on to 2 hours on and 4 hours off right 
away and the first night was warm and balmy with the only 
entertainment being a (French?) warship blacked out and in 
stealth mode practising helicopter manoeuvres, landings and 
take offs all round us. We just assumed that he could see us! 
As the second night approached the weather began 
to deteriorate but no real wind came and although 
uncomfortable we made it into Santander next morning, the 
28 June tying up in the marina at midday in bright sunshine. 
An hour later the gale struck, howling wind and sheeting rain 
and gusts over 50 knots, blew for over two days with hardly a 
pause. It was also surprisingly cold. Soon various bedraggled 
yachts came in, some with the local lifeboat in attendance, and 
local TV was full of dire reports and film of yachts aground. 
Three days were to pass before we could sail, spent in visits to 
the town (a taxi ride), playing cards, and various visits to tapas 
bars and restaurants.

Spanish bureaucracy is still in a 50s time warp with endless 

Bay of Biscay

   Rod, Peter, Nadége , Charles and Robert in la Rochelle
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form filling. Every marina requires documents to be shown: 
ship’s register, insurance, all crew names and passport 
numbers. Arcane questions are asked, including engine type 
and ‘how many cylinders’. All details had to be laboriously 
typed up, with no suggestion that it could all go online. This 
contrasted with France, Ireland and the UK where nobody 
once asked for papers.

Sunday morning the 2 July, the weather cleared at last, 
though it was still overcast. It was good to be at sea again. 
Sailing along the North Spanish coast, we had views of the 
huge ramparts of mountains inland especially the Picos of 
the Asturias shining white with snow. It is a very impressive 
coastline. We went that night into a tiny fishing harbour, 
Llanes, and tied up to a fishing boat where no one bothered 
us until 6.30 next morning, when the fishermen returned and 
we sailed towards Gijón. On the way, we went into Ribadesella 
for shopping, a lunch stop and a look around. This is a nice 
little town and you moor up to the town quay at the Lonja or 
fish market with shops just across the road. it is a good place 
to stock up on heavy stores. We left after lunch and had a 
pleasant sail to Gijón. This is a large town and extensive port 
with massive breakwaters, but there is a good marina in the 
eastern corner with restaurants behind, giving a village feel to 
this area.

The weather along this coast was overcast in the mornings 
and quite cool, slowly warming up as the day went on, clearing 
in the afternoons with sunny evenings.

The following morning we had a quite strong East wind so 
sailed under jib alone. This was unusual to say the least and 
we made such good progress, touching 8 knots once or twice, 
that I decided to miss out our next intended stop, Luarca, 
which did not look very attractive for mooring. We sailed on 
to Ribadeo, making this an 80-mile passage. As we sailed into 
Ribadeo in the evening there was a monumental thunder 
storm with fierce lightning stabbing all around and torrential 
rain. It was very frightening as we rolled the jib and motored in 
the last mile under a huge bridge with the marina just beyond 
it. I just hoped that none of the bolts would hit us and we were 
very relieved when we got into a berth and were able to switch 
everything off. As we had not had time to kit up properly we 
were all soaked to the skin. Of course, as soon as we had tied 
up, the storm moved on.

Ribadeo is a pleasant town so we had a day off here exploring; 
well, mostly spent in tapas bars. We also met the proud owner 
of a brand new Gunfleet 58. Now that really is a yacht. At 32 
tons and £1.5million, a real state-of-the-art cruising yacht, 
designed to be handled by a husband and wife. I was really 
impressed.

We were now in Galicia, and had covered the main bulk of 
the distance to A Coruña (La Coruña) so with a week in hand 
were able to slow down, sail more and motor less, and do 
shorter daily distances. The next hop was a mere 15 nm to 
Burela –very definitely a fishing port – but the Harbour Master 
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squeezed us into a pontoon berth and more importantly did 
not ask for money or bureaucracy. Next day, the 7 July, saw 
a 20-mile hop to Viveiro. This town has a marina and was the 
first place since La Rochelle to which I had been before (in 
2014). A Gadis supermarket is beside the marina, always an 
important consideration. Next day another gentle 20-mile sail 
brought us round the first of the two most Northerly capes 
of Spain: Punta Estaca de Bares, and into a little village called 
Cariño in the bay between Estaca de Bares and Cape Ortegal. 
Here for the first time this cruise, we anchored. We rounded 
Cape Ortegal next day and found ourselves in the middle of 
the local Sunday cruiser race.... we didn’t do very well. We 
sailed on down the coast to Cedeira where again the anchor 
was deployed.

We rounded Cape Prior and sailed up the Ria into El Ferrol 
next day; this is a huge natural harbour and naval base, and 
after looking around tied up to a motor boat on the outside of 
a pontoon at a place called Graña at the NW of the main port 
where we found a nice restaurant. I had been slowly coming 
to the conclusion, after frequent dinners ashore in a great 
variety of restaurants that I could live without pulpo (octopus). 
Next day we sailed in the lightest of airs round to Arès , an 
interesting town with a marina. We tied up alongside one of 
the yachts which had sailed past us two days before and were 
slightly mollified to find it was a 50-footer. This was really the 
end of the cruise as we sailed, next morning, the last 10 nm 
into Corunna where we cleaned up the boat and topped up 
fuel and water ready for the arrival of my brother David and 
his crew. We logged 1100 nm over a month, bought 300 litres 
of diesel and had too many 150 engine hours motoring (a bit 
much)

The voyage home.
I returned to Corunna on the 26 July to help bring the Reiver 
home. We sailed at 1000 on Thurs 27. David and I elected to 
do 2 two hours on and two off and we kept that up for 105 
hours until we dropped anchor at Polduff, just north of Cahore 
Point, about 20 nm north of Rosslare. We had logged about 
600 nm from Corunna (the log had ceased to work early on in 
the cruise). We found somewhat to our surprise that we could 
manage that regime quite successfully, although never getting 
more than one and a half hour’s sleep at a time and usually 
less. We also found that we almost never had to call the watch 
below – we had tuned into the rhythm, it would seem.The first 
night was mild with light wind, mostly favourable and our due 
north course led us straight along the Milky Way towards the 
Pole Star. The subsequent nights were overcast with increased 

winds mainly SW, so we were lucky and made reasonable 
progress, but no more starry nights.
As we crossed the shipping lanes in the middle of the Bay 
(Ushant to Finisterre), we had one laconic exchange from a 
large cargo vessel who wanted to know our intentions. I said I 
would alter course to starboard and got the laconic response: 
‘I vill do likewise, Sank you, out.’

We had a lot of rain, some very heavy. At one stage a big 
tanker outbound from Europe in ballast came past rolling 
very heavily, with water sheeting from her scuppers. The 
bridge, very high up, was describing a huge arc with each roll. 
It must have been incredibly uncomfortable for her crew. We 
reckoned they were earning their money.

With a favourable wind we decided to miss out the Scillies and 
passed about 20 nm West of the Bishop lighthouse. Too far 
to get a phone signal, and headed on for the Tuskar which we 
passed on the afternoon of Monday 31 July, and made it to 
Cahore Point with the last of the tide and gratefully dropped 
anchor for a good sleep. The next day we were back in cruising 
mode and had a quiet sail up to Howth, with sunshine and 
a light following wind. However, leaving Howth at 8.30 next 
morning, there was a really nasty little trough going through 
giving us a quartering sea and for a time some very strong 
gusts. This was a very uncomfortable day with the worst 
weather of the whole cruise. We got into Whiterock at 20.00 
where we unloaded and had time for a (self) congratulatory 
drink at SLYC.

I was very pleased with my 75 Birthday cruise. Almost 2000 
nm logged and no serious disasters or mechanical failure. 
I attribute the perfect running of the engine to David’s 
meticulous preparation, servicing and care of it. 

  Peter, Robert and Bill in Santander

Outer harbour. Port Tudy
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Galicia and 
a Biscay
Crossing
David Williams

Reiver  
Mylne Design

George Wylie and I flew to Santiago de Compostela and met 
up with the outgoing crew (Peter Williams, Bill and Robert 
Perceval-Price) who had taken a month going round Biscay. 
Peter and crew left next morning to fly home and we got the 
train to A Coruña where Reiver was in the usual place in Marina 
Coruña. The rest of the day was spent shopping for food and 
re-finding our way around the city. In the evening we started 
with the first rounds of Biscay Whist Championship 2017 and 
George won all three games. With only two players it becomes 
more a game of chance with less skill required: so the skipper 
thinks!

At 09.15 we left A Coruña heading southwards with two slabs 
in the main and half jib on a broad reach. The wind increased 
and I went to put in the third reef but decided rapidly to drop 
the main and continue the roller coaster ride under half jib. 
We made Corme by 15.30 in the ever increasing wind and 
anchored. An English yacht came in later and spent over an 
hour and a half trying to anchor. We did not go ashore but 
were entertained in the evening by the bands of a fiesta as we 
played some more whist.

We left Corme next morning starting with two slabs in the 
main and full jib but soon reduced the jib as the sea breeze 
built in the afternoon. We rounded Cabo Villano accompanied 
by many dolphins. While George was steering we fell off a 
wave, half filling the cockpit and water came in the open 

porthole wetting the chart table and the drawers underneath; 
George got quite wet also! As we approached Ria de 
Camariñas we met about forty fishing boats heading towards 
us blowing their horns; they were crowded with people, 
dressed all over with flags and branches from trees. We were 
eased over to one side by a rib to make way for them. On 
entering Camariñas marina we discovered that it was La Fiesta 
de Carmen. The shore was crowded, fun fairs and attractions. 
That evening and through the night we were treated to 
fireworks, many maroons (exploding rockets) and a parade in 
traditional dress.
 
Next day we left the marina and motored southwards in fog 
passing, unseen, Cabo Finisterre at mid day and anchored in 
Muros at 17.00 hours. The log had been misreading but finally 
went blank so we pulled the fuse and forgot about it.
The following morning we set off southwards but it was 
blowing very hard from where we wanted to go so decided 
to head north again. The forecast for the next few days was 
northerly winds and we did not want to get stuck as we had 
to be back in A Coruña by 26 August. This time we had a good 
view of Cabo Finisterre and the numerous wind turbines 
around it. We made Corcubion by 14.00 hours but there was 
no shelter and it is not a very nice place so we continued 
northwards on a reach and then a run back to Camariñas by 
19.30. We stayed there for two nights.
 

Walter der Windpilot steering well in the increased wind
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 We slipped on the following morning at 11.30 with a light 
northerly against us and eventually anchored again in Corme. 
On Friday 21 August we raised the anchor with some difficulty 
and set off on a reach which developed into a run under 
full sail but rapidly reduced to no main and half jib in the 
afternoon as the sea breeze developed. We went past Ria da 
Coruña to Ria de Ares with large following waves as the depth 
shelved and tied up outside the breakwater of Ares marina 
which is a favourite spot. It was La Fiesta del Langostinos and 
as we were now within easy reach of A Coruña so we just 
took it easy for a few days. We ate at a bar along the front 
and had pulpo, gambas y pimientos de Padrón (octupus, 
prawns and blistered peppers) washed down with a few 
cañas. It was so good that we returned the following night and 
had the same again! It rained all Sunday! In the afternoon a 
gig passed close by with fourteen rowers, a coxswain and a 
bowman. On Monday we slipped the short distance across 
the bay to the very large Sada marina at Fontán. On Tuesday 
we found no shops or bars open and were told that it was 
yet another Fiesta but there was nothing going on by way of 
entertainment. The skipper used this time to desperately try to 
catch up George’s commanding lead in the Biscay Whist in the 
last few games of the championship. He failed. We had to wait 
until the following morning for the large supermarket to open 
where we purchased more wine and gin to be brought home. 
On Wednesday morning we motored round the headland to 
A Coruña and refuelled in preparation for the passage home. 
I noticed particularly during this cruise that as George and I 
have been sailing together for twenty four years we seldom 
need to communicate about boat handling as the other 
knows what we are going to do. The result of the Biscay Whist 
Championship 2017 was George 16, David 11.The cumulative 
points were George 2,168, David 2,063 so it wasn’t a total 
runaway victory for George. 
Having spent two weeks cruising the Galician coast George 
Wylie flew home and my brother Peter joined me for the 
passage back to Ireland.
 

Log Extract
 27 July  
c	 Left	A	Corunña;	course	for	the	Tusker	004
10.30 Encountered very large bulk carrier 
surrounded by four tugs preparing to enter A Coruna                  
.12.00  Little wind, motoring using Tillerpilot on Windpilot, rain, 
good swell. Cleared later. Established watches, two hours on two 
off. Gannet like birds with dark patches and no yellow head.
15.00 Dolphins, lone whale (probably a Sperm), sails 
approaching.
16.00 Made Irish stew. Many Cory's shearwaters.
23.00 Clear sky, Milky Way very prominent. Off the 
continental shelf, depth 1,000+ metres. 

28 July 28 
10.00 Day's run 130 miles (no reading as log had packed up 
about two weeks beforehand), course 004ish.            14.00 
Many	ships;	thank	goodness	for	the	AIS	transceiver.	One	ship	
called us on the VHF by name and we both agreed to alter 
course to starboard. Received a big wave from the bridge as 
we passed close to the ship. Dropped main.
18.00 Resuscitated Irish stew remains with a tin of mixed 
beans. Motor-sailed through the very dark night carrying full jib.

29 th July 
08.00 Rain, motoring.
1000 Day's run 135 miles.
11.00 3 Slabs in the main and 1/4 jib. The closest bit 
of France is 130 miles to the east of us = 24 hours sailing!    
1400 Attached vane to Walter der Windpilot, steering well 
in the increased wind.
 16.00  Made a beef curry with some very tough Spanish 
'toro'!

 30 July  
04.00 Hard boiled eggs in the middle of the night are lovely.
05.20 Managed to get a very faint shipping forecast on 

Ares

Fiesta de Carmen, Camariñas
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LW;	SW	4-5	occasionally	7. Reasonable forecast so decided to 
plough on and not stop at the Scilly Isles which are 30 miles 
away.
10.00  Day's run 110 miles, course 010.
12.00 Saw very large ship heading southwards which was not 
transmitting an AIS signal!
17.54  Shipping forecast LW signal much stronger and outlook 
similar. 
18.30 Sighted yacht Mistral. Dolphins. Peter produced a tin 
of French chicken stew (with goose grease!) for dinner which 
was disgusting!

July 31 
10.00 Day's run1 40 miles. Sea birds getting more plentiful, 
dolphins. Many storm petrels flitting over the waves. 
14.00  Land ho, Ireland! First sight of land after four and 
a half days at sea.
15.00 Tusker Rock on starboard beam, 550 miles out from 
A Coruna, fair tide.
18.50 Dropped anchor in Polduff. Dinner (Peter finished 
his foul fowl stew and I had fried potatoes and bacon) and a 
few drinks.
21.30 Bed.

1st Aug  
10.00 After a much needed wash and change of clothes we 

weighed anchor to take the late morning tide northwards. Lovely 
sunny day with the wind right behind us, full sail.
19.15 Howth marina. Fish and chips and a few pints in 
Howth Yacht Club.

2 Aug 
08.15  Left Howth in rain with a rising very strong wind 
(not forecast) from the south east. Had a horrible, heavy, 
wet motor- sail with 3 slabs in the main and part jib. On 
starboard tack for the first time since Spain. Any waves that 
hit us were warm!
18.30  Angus Rock, Strangford abeam, large waves slowly 
diminished as we entered the bar.
20.00  Whiterock. Distance run from A Coruna 680 miles.

Peter covered 1,100 nm in four weeks and we did 900 nm over three weeks, 

giving a total of 2,000 nm for the whole cruise.

David

Tusker Rock,
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Strangford to the 
Rias Baixas and other 
Galician wandering
Bob Brown

Narnia Najad 441

Passage Strangford Lough to Crosshaven, Co Cork
After preparation, storage, permit applications and much 
more, Narnia, a Najad 441, cast off from the pontoon at the 
Quoile Yacht Club in Strangford Lough on 14 June, with Derek 
Jones (Derek J) skipper and owner, Adrian Veighey, Graham 
Wright and David Stewart, who were all Strangford Lough 
sailors. They left Strangford village the next morning, a little 
later than planned, at 05.15 just after high water, so the bar 
kicked up a slight southerly swell which soon woke them up. 
This was to be the first section of a cruise to join the ICC Rally 
in the Rias Baixas of Galicia during July, and the aim was to 
deliver Narnia to Cork ready for her first big hop, from there to 
the land of rocky coasts, pilgrims and seafood. 

Derek J writes: ‘The SW wind was forecast to go west, but 
didn’t, so we had to motor the whole way to Howth where we 
planned to re fuel and spend the night. We went to the fuel 
berth on arrival so that we could get away first thing in the 
morning, however they had no fuel. Come back tomorrow 
we were told! Our journey southward thereafter continued 
pleasantly and uneventfully via Arklow, Kilmore Quay, and 
Dunmore East to arrive in Crosshaven on the afternoon of 19 
June after 235nm where we left Narnia until the crew for the 
main event arrived.’

Passage Crosshaven to Muros, Galicia
On 28 June, with Narnia alongside the pontoon in Crosshaven, 
and a very stiff N-NW wind delaying our departure, we had 
time to assemble. We were another motley extract from the 
Quoile Yacht Club: skipper and owner Derek J this time was 
joined by Derek (Derek W) and Viv White taking time out from 
Ballyclare, myself and Linda from Sapphira. Later in the cruise, 
Derek J’s wife Margaret would join us, but she was already 

there in spirit, having cooked up a generous allocation of 
excellent frozen meals. Most of the supplies were already 
on board, but of course this didn’t prevent expeditions for 
‘top-ups’ and fresh perishable foods to be obtained at the last 
minute.

Finally, both forecast and actual conditions conspired to 
improve, and at 06.05 on Saturday 1st July we cast off, 
heading past Ram’s head into a lovely fresh north-westerly 
giving us fine sailing conditions at about 7.5 knotss. It was 
quite overcast, with a disturbed, choppy sea, but after days in 
harbour it was good to be under way at last. Later the wind 
piped up to about 25 knots with Narnia was tramping along, 
even touching 9 knots. Our course of 190° was set towards 
the inshore traffic zone off Galicia (9’ 30’W) about 40 nm 
west of A Coruña, leaving a little westing in reserve in case 
of a strong south westerly. We forgot about the local north 
easterlies in that area which were to bite us later! The result of 
our excellent progress did bring about some ‘mal de mer’ for a 
while, but otherwise all things were well.

Morning of day two of the passage saw us crossing the 
boundary between sea areas Fastnet and Sole, with far 
distant Scilly Isles on the beam beyond the horizon. This was 
big dolphin territory with schools of short-beaked common 
dolphins, including many youngsters coming to visit us, their 
distinctive ‘hourglass’ patterns and sickle fins clearly visible, 
even when below the surface. Everywhere we were also 
accompanied by gannets and storm petrels, the latter dancing 
across the waves, picking up tiny food items. The sea settled, 
and Derek W insisted that this was the time for ‘nooners’: 
drinks to accompany a fine lunch on deck. As the day wore 
on, the wind dropped and about 16.30 we were compelled 

Illa Martino with Bayona in the distance
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to start the engine – but never mind, it had been a grand sail, 
representing a considerable saving on fuel. 

A settled night followed, the breeze freshening slightly allowing 
a resumption of sailing, and Narnia maintained a steady 6-7 
knotss, now with Brest far away below the horizon. Since 
by now we had made good southing, we hoped for warmer 
conditions, but the dawn brought little promise of that; grey 
and slow to arrive, it seemed a long time before night vision 
receded and true colours made themselves felt. From this 
inauspicious start the day steadily improved, the sun finally 
broke through, warming nicely, and by mid-morning we were 
getting a regular 7 knotss, still steering 190°, over a lively 
sparkling sea that, took an even greater sparkle seen through 
the bubbles of a lunchtime gin and tonic! 
However it was not to last. Our friendly NW wind dropped 
away, and the sea settled into a blue, smooth oily swell, only 
disturbed by our passage, now motor sailing. With warm 
sun and the only breeze being created by Narnia’s motion, 
certain crew members seized the opportunity to lie out on 
deck and change colour. If only it had remained that way! By 
about 16.00, a light breeze began to pick up, this time from 
an easterly quarter, and we were able to make sail and give 
the engine a rest. A while later, Narnia was heeled over and 
we were soon speeding along. By the evening time the wind 
had freshened significantly and we were on a beam reach with 
stays’l and two reefs in the main – the anchor and foredeck 
getting a good washing, and Margaret’s beef stroganoff was 
heated and consumed with much less ceremony than it 
deserved.

Dusk fell with low clouds scudding across, the wind now 
piping up to somewhere around full force 8 (actually a gnat’s 
breath short of 9) from E-NE, and the sea a churning mass of 
confused waves heaped up by the wind against an east-going 
current. This was possibly generated by the seabed profile: we 
were not far from the edge of the continental shelf where the 
depth rises from about 3-4000 m to a mere 200 m within a 
few miles – an impressive feature on the chart plotter. It was a 
lively night. Several generous cascades of sea found their way 
into our oilies, but Narnia handled the situation well, still on a 
beam reach and still making good progress, maintaining about 
8½ knots for some 8 hours. There was one extra challenge: by 
22.00 we were meeting vessels that had exited the Separation 
Zone that governs shipping off the NW corner of Spain, and as 
night wore on and the visibility deteriorated further, we found 
a fast moving queue of ships heading northwards, their lights 
only faintly visible in the poor visibility and dark – container 
ships, tankers, a cruise ship (probably with happily drinking 
passengers, warm and utterly oblivious to the conditions – you 
can go off some people) and fishing vessels. The challenge was 
to cross this one-way street and close with the Spanish coast. 
Thank God for radar and A.I.S! Finally a slight gap emerged 
between two ships set on slightly different courses, and we 
were able to nip behind the stern of one before the bow of 
the next got anywhere close.

By about six in the morning, we noticed that whilst earlier 
the wind had regularly gusted up to 38 knotss, now it was 
generally under 25 knotss, and the seas had become less 
aggressive. A dawn began to emerge, patchy blue between the 
racing clouds, and Narnia resumed her easy rolling-smooth 
motion once more. Discussions about breakfast ensued, and 

by the time this was consumed the sea was deep blue, the 
waves without threat, and there was a truly wondrous, hazy, 
sight on the far horizon – the coast of Galicia!

For the rest of the day we gradually closed with the Galician 
coast in very pleasant conditions, passing Cape Finisterre with 
its elegant lighthouse on our beam about 15.10 in local time. 
The wind had dropped, so we motored for the rest of the 
day, heading further south and keeping close watch for local 
fishing boats and creels – plenty of both. This was a delightful 
contrast to the stresses of tangling with mega-shipping from 
separation zones – nice to watch a scatter of brightly coloured 
little boats, bronzed characters sorting catch, cheerful waving 
between hauls of line, the whole fleet gently rising and falling 
in a limpid blue sea.
At about 18.00 we rounded Punta Queixal, turning NE into Ria 
de Muros e Noia, and before us was the little port and marina 
of Muros. Following previous phone calls, at 18.20, marina 
berthing was easy, aided by an ebullient and lively manager, 
Pedro, who must have kissed the Blarney Stone rather 
vigorously in his past. Our passage had covered 541 nm in 
roughly 3 days, and not an (extra) grey hair to show for it.
Showers, and not a few tinctures, allowed settle-down time, 
followed by a foray into the small town. It’s a pleasant place, 
robust but quite graceful granite architecture, winding streets 
and a picturesque waterfront with an abundance of small 
restaurants, and brightly painted traditional boats, ‘dornas’, 
in the harbour. This abundance is a bit misleading as to 
variety, because mostly the same dishes occur on every 
menu – mostly seafood, but all of it excellent, with octopus, 
‘pulpo’, the default offer. Our particular choice, a ‘pulpería’ 
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near the harbour, had an added ingredient – Fawlty Towers 
style incompetence - which resulted in mixed up dishes, a 
Galician-speaking Indian waiter who, apologising for his many 
mistakes in our orders, leaned forward solicitously, tipped his 
tray, and managed to pour most of a bottle of cheap sweet 
coffee liqueur over us. Never mind, when in Galicia do what 
the Galicians do!

ICC Rally in the Rias Baixas of Galicia and the offshore islands
We spent two nights in this pleasant little port, eating, 
drinking, exploring and sorting Narnia after our passage. By 
the morning of 6 July it was time to leave. The general plan, 
since we’d arrived some days prior to the formal start of the 
ICC rally, was that we’d take time out to explore some of the 
remoter islands of this complex coast. Accordingly, at 13.38 
that day we cast off and headed out into the Ria, motoring 
along over a bright blue sea. Most of the offshore islands are 
within the designated National Park, and prior to visiting one 
obtains a type of outline permission with the zappy title: ‘Xunta 
de Galicia Navigation Permission in waters of the Galician 
Atlantic Islands Maritime-Terrestrial National Park’ in order to 
anchor and land well in advance of arrival; then before actually 
visiting an island, a simple log on to their website identifying 
the vessel and referring to the desired anchorage will produce 
a specific permission. Apparently there are coast guard vessels 
visiting and checking boats but we were never approached.

Our planned (and approved) destination was Illa (Isle) de 
Sálvora, in the outer reaches of the Ria de Arousa. As we 
headed out from the Ria de Muros e Noia, a nice NW to W 
breeze of about 16 knotss picked up, so out with the genoa, 
which gave us extra speed and settled us against the swell 
that runs round the islands and headlands. Most of the 
headlands have clusters of evil-looking rocks and reefs around 
them, and these usually have an array of creels of varying 
visibility, so a close watch was needed. We were accompanied 
by flocks of Cory’s shearwaters – a heavy and fast gliding 
relative of our own Manx shearwaters. Approaching Sálvora, 
the wind dropped and the sky grew rather thundery. Shortly 
after, heavy raindrops started spattering down to the echo of 
distant thunder, but eventually all was well and we rounded 
the south side of the island past the dramatic lighthouse, and 
Punta Pirula. There are two recognised anchorages on the 
more sheltered eastern shore – we took the more northerly, 
a wonderfully sheltered bay, Praia dos Bois, protected by two 
‘claws’ of rounded granite outcrops, with a bed of coarse clean 
sand between, where the anchor took nice and firm.
The evening gave us a wonderful sunset, a golden light 
throwing the rock formations into weird rounded shapes, deer 
moving around on the slopes behind. As the breeze dropped, 
we were able to enjoy a splendid dinner on deck. This late 
afternoon breeze was a regular feature of many of these 
anchorages, both offshore and within the rias, and would play 
a role in a number of our passages. It would pick up around 
16.00, blowing up to about 16 knotss from the NW, and then 
fade away about three hours later. We later had company: 
numbers of small fishing boats arrived, setting nets marked 
with tiny flashing lights that twinkled long into the dark, and we 
went to bed to the sound of distant voices offering their own 
versions of Galician ‘craic’.

The next morning we emerged, surprised to find thick mist 
and drizzle, and some sixteen fishing boats having worked 

overnight, grey and shadowy in the gloom, making it all look 
rather mysterious. As far as we could tell, they were netting for 
sardines whilst some were hand trawling for clams, ‘almejas’. 
Moving Narnia to the more southern anchorage, lying off a 
sort of fake-castellated castle that serves as a useful landmark, 
the temptation to acquire some tasty shellfish was irresistible. 
Out with the inflatable, and motoring across, with the aid 
of my appalling Spanish and some beers, we were able to 
negotiate with these cheerful (if bleary-eyed) characters for 
2kg of clams as an addition to dinner, where they (the clams, 
that is) awaited a fate of boiling water, oil and butter, chopped 
garlic and herbs. Good day for Narnia, very bad day for clams.

We found the island well worth exploring. From our 
anchorage off the ‘castle’ it was a short run in behind the 
ferry quay, where we pulled the dinghy up a clean sandy 
beach, surrounded by wildflowers and granite outcrops. The 
whole bay was supervised by an enormous sculpture of a 
mermaid type-character that seemed to be the permanent 
roost of a yellow-legged gull, lending the thing a rather surreal 
appearance. From there, paths headed off in all directions; 
we took the one leading to the large and dramatic lighthouse, 
which on first appearance would seem to be a bit of excessive 
for such a small island, until one remembers that all the rias 
have substantial commercial shipping passing in and out.
On the 8 July, leaving behind a reef of empty clam shells 
tipped overboard, we weighed anchor at 11.00, and made 
the hour’s passage to Illa de Ons in a reasonable NE breeze 
allowing the genoa to do most of the work. The route entails 
picking out the large Bajo Los Camoncos mark, and sailing 
between it and the Centolo Grande cliffs at the N end of the 
island. It becomes quite shallow but we slipped through easily, 
anchoring off Praia de Melide, again on the sheltered eastern 
side. Many of these anchorages and beaches are very popular 

Derek and Linda sailing to Salvora
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with yacht and ferry borne trippers, despite the apparent 
isolation of the islands. Whilst Narnia’s anchor took hold and 
we were nicely settled, we had to keep a wary watch on other 
craft, not least a local auThority boat laying a row of anchored 
plastic buoys to delineate the ‘swimming zone’ off the beach; 
he managed to do this without any reference to the possibility 
of several anchor chains lying across the seabed, indeed he 
seemed to be tinkering with the idea of enjoying a collision of 
some sort. However, in time all settled nicely, whilst the beach 
filled with sunbathers for whom a layer of sun lotion seemed 
to be the only dress code.

From an overnight stay here, we began to make tracks back 
northwards, in preparation for the various gatherings of the 
ICC rally. 

 One hour’s motoring (little or no wind) took us almost directly 
north to the little port of San Vicente, the only challenge once 
again being avoidance of large numbers of creels along the 
route. The marina has a length limit of just 12m LOA, so Narnia 
at 13m/44ft had to make a very ‘convincing’ case for being 
allowed in, and it is true, we did look a little oversized, jutting 
out from the pontoon, but we weren’t the only ones, and 
nobody seemed to worry! Anyway, we managed to celebrate 
the conclusion of this arduous little passage with Albariño and 
various ‘mariscos’ at the Club Nautica, strategically positioned 
at the head of the harbour. The little town is attractively sited 
beside the Punta Miranda, a rocky headland that for the 
most part is skirted by a long and very impressive boardwalk 
that must have strained the local authority’s budget. Leading 
past various beaches it soon weaves its way into wild heathy 
outcrops, alive with butterflies, birds, and bizarrely for such a 
beautiful coast, a series of massive gun emplacements with 
rusting barrels pointing out to sea from crumbling concrete 
bunkers. Presumably this is a relic of General Franco’s regime 
but it is difficult to see what they could have achieved.

From San Vicente, at 08.50 on 11 July, we cast off, and made 
our way back to Muros for provisions prior to the start of 
the Rally; a run of about four hours. This wasn’t the most 
comfortable passage; a long low swell, relict of some blown-
out weather system kept Narnia flopping around with no 
wind to hold her steady, and the engine rumbling away. The 
swells appear to be a regular feature of these waters, even 
penetrating to the more sheltered anchorages away from the 
open ocean. During the passage, from off Sálvora through to 
Las Basonas rocks, we encountered the greatest number of 
dolphins during the cruise; at least 10-15 schools, with up to 7 
individuals breaking surface at any one time, and who knows 
how many were below. However, as with earlier sightings, 
relatively few of them came along to ‘play’ with us.

Amazing how word gets around boating folk. Next morning, 
enjoying a bright 12 July in Muros, gossip via radio and along 
the pontoon elicited the fact that Portosín, the first venue for 
the ICC Rally, was filling up rapidly. A sense of restlessness 
began to permeate Narnia, and once the provisions were on 
board, payments made, the ladies acquired the necessary 
earrings (so essential for precise navigation, don’t you think) 
we cast off and in hot sun made the tiny passage to Portosín 
on the other side of the Ria de Muros e Noia, anchoring briefly 
off the adjacent Praia de Gafa for lunch, and of course more 
Albariño, before working our way into the marina, tying up, 

and adding to the strain on the pontoon electrics. Before long 
we were sitting up in the bar and balcony of the very well-
appointed Real Club Náutico Portosín, chilling out on beers, 
and passing critical, if unjustified, comments on other vessels’ 
manoeuvres. Afternoon progressed into evening, and back 
on board, skipper prepared a rather generous allocation of 
Harvey Wallbangers. Maurice Butler of Leemara joined us and 
things got rather convivial, although as we later tottered below 
for dinner, one crew member remarked that he didn’t think 
the cocktails were strong enough.

We spent five nights in Portosín enjoying various ICC events 
(which doubtless are recorded elsewhere) and visiting local 
towns.This stay was just as well, because a strong wind, 
somewhere around F6-7, picked up from the N-NW and blew 
steadily almost the whole time, occasionally sending a swell 
into the marina. It was also a time to look into the stiffness 
in Narnia’s steering system which had been a topic of some 
discussion. Accordingly, the two Derek’s spent an entire 
morning dismantling the binnacle and associate gearings 
under the compass; whilst a solution to the issue wasn’t 
found, it allowed a thorough cleaning and lubrication of the 
upper parts of the mechanism. During this time, Margaret, 
who had supplied those excellent meals to sustain us during 
the passage from Ireland, arrived from her flight and settled 
on board, thus completing our full complement of six.
Meanwhile, the nearby town of Noia was enjoying a weekend 
festival; we met with troubadours, music including the 
inevitable Galician bagpipes, market stands, jousting, and 
joyously over-crowded bars and restaurants, with colourful 
jugglers on stilts wobbling between wine-swigging girls on 
the razz. By Monday, as we headed through Noia to Santiago 
de Compostela, the little town had impressively cleaned up, 
and presented a oughly sober, even subdued appearance. 
Santiago was everything it’s billed to be, with magnificent 

Margaret
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cathedral, pilgrims burdened with oversized rucksacks and 
carrying wooden staves decorated with scallop shells (we 
could have supplied lots of those) mingling with tourists and 
be-frocked clerics talking on their mobiles, presumably to very 
much higher auThority,. The crowded mass in the cathedral 
concluded with the lighting of the enormous incense burner, 
suspended by rope from way up high in the ceiling, which 
was then swung in a massive arc, puffing sparks and scented 
smoke over the congregation, a health and safety buff’s 
nightmare, but glorious to behold. However the drama of 
this was lost somewhat in the blast of i-phone photo flashes, 
despite priestly requests in about six languages (including 
Latin, I think) to abstain.

The grey morning of Tuesday 18 July greeted us with a fresh 
breeze, this time from the southwest, and everyone felt it 
was time to break free from the confines of the marina. At 
11.30 we cast off, and headed out of Ria de Muros e Noia for 
the last time, eventually settling on a course of about 190° 
(we had a lot of 190° on this trip) past Las Basonas rocks, 
round Punta de Area Bast. This time, we didn’t skirt Sálvora, 
but opted for a little short cut, the Paso do Carriero, between 
reefs and rocks, requiring some nifty helm work. All went 
well, and we were rewarded by spotting a nicely sheltered 
beach to starboard, enclosed by rocky headland, on the tiny 
island of Illa Vionta. Down with the hook into clean sand, 
and up with tray-fulls of lunch prepared by Derek W. The 
surrounding granite landscape is worth an extra mention. On 

these outer islands the granite, a light pinkish-buff colour, has 
been eroded into enormous smooth, rounded outcrops with 
deep clefts in between. As the morning had worn on, the light 
had brightened but was still a bit hazy, lending these strange 
shapes a sort of other-worldly appearance in which a dinosaur 
wouldn’t look out of place. The best comparison for those who 
know it, are the similar formations around Tinker’s Hole near 
Iona.

From there we turned into Ria de Arousa, and a short passage 
to the ‘Illa’ of the same name. Finding an anchorage of this 
island required threading our way through large arrays of 
‘viveros’, mussel rafts, that lay to the south of the main route, 
but this was easily achieved and we found ourselves in a 
very sheltered bay backed by some sort of amenity beach 
with elegant woodland above. We weren’t the only ones to 
enjoy this spot; indeed by the evening we’d formed a sort of 
ICC mini-armada, but there was plenty of room for all. The 
evening’s curry was followed by a sort of musical (if that’s the 
right word) soirée, with Derek W on the squeeze box and 
myself on the guitar, and various recitations of dubious sorts, 
to a great deal of hilarity. One would have thought this racket 
could have driven the other vessels away, but perhaps sound 
doesn’t carry well over Spanish water.

Overnight we had a period of heavy rain requiring excursions 
to close hatches etc, but by morning this had eased back to a 
gentle drizzle, with mist and low cloud drifting over the dark 
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green hills around us. We soon weighed anchor which this 
time required some cleaning of mud and kelp before it was 
stowed, and we made the 3.5 nm passage past the viveros 
to A Pobra do Caramiñal and into its marina for the next 
stage of the rally. The town is very pleasant, and unlike our 
previous venue, appears to have some history and culture 
instead of ugly flats and harbour-side developments. As ever, 
the hospitable Galicians put on a reception for us in the 
evening, all bagpipes, tortillas and happy confusion, and, of 
course, octopus. However, the most memorable aspect was 
the celebration of the cultural and trade links between Galicia 
and Ireland, through the launch of a small book ‘Un Galego 
en Irelanda’ by Plácido Castro who visited the Blasket Islands 
about 90 years ago. The book is written in both Galician and 
English – if they’d included an Irish text it would have been a 
nice touch. Eventually, we left the hubbub of the reception and 
enjoyed a spicy pasta dish concocted by Derek W, but we’d 
barely had time to finish this before a series of loud explosions 
announced the start of a dramatic firework display, enhanced 
by bursting reflections over the dark waters of the harbour.

By Friday 21 July, it was time to leave. Firstly domestics 
needed to be attended to, and the local supermarket took a 
remarkably relaxed approach to the hijacking of their trolleys 
for a trundle across the waterfront and down the pontoons. 
At about 13.30 (nothing if not leisurely in our schedules) we 
headed out for the passage to the Ria de Pontevedra, and 
the sky lifted to give us a pleasantly warm day, although we 
had to rely on the engine in those light winds. We re-joined 
our previous route to Ons which by now was becoming 
familiar territory, and for a while anchored back in our former 
spot whilst Derek W subjected some prawns, olive oil and 
garlic to a hot experience. Some consideration was given to 
overnighting in this pleasant spot once more, but as ever 
there was a swell curling around the north of the island which 
wouldn’t have helped with a good night’s rest, so on we went, 
setting a course of 140° for Ria de Aldán, an offshoot of the 
Pontevedra.

Heading into the Ria de Aldán, it was easy to pick out the 
key landmark in Norman Kean’s guidance; an enormous 
green block of flats at the head anchorage of the Ria, but we 
conceived other plans when it became clear that there were 
very attractive anchorages along its western shore once you 
had tucked behind the viveros. Within a short while we had 
anchored in about 7m of water off Praia de Terra da Laxe, with 
the pine-forested Punta Corveira immediately to the north of 
us. Once Narnia’s engine was off, music came across from a 
nearby cabin cruiser full of local lads singing along with guitar. 
Initially we thought ‘oh lord is this going to go on all night?’, 
but it soon became clear they were very good (particularly by 
contrast with our own musical efforts) and after a couple of 

hours of glorious Galician folk music, they finally left and we 
all clapped and cheered, receiving waves and broad grins in 
response.

Another wet night ensued, but the weather was clearing up 
by morning and four of us decided to go ashore in the small 
inflatable. As ever, a slight swell out at anchor usually results 
in a lively arrival on the beach, and this was no exception, 
but with only a minimum of shouting and cursing we were 
ashore and tied to a nearby Thorn tree. Behind the beach, a 
pretty little lane led up to the local village past a string of small 
restaurants and happily, a garbage trailer. At this point skipper 
got one of his famous bright ideas, and following coffee it was 
agreed we’d cast off and motor round to the beach where 
we could deposit our waste. So, another lively landing, but 
nothing compared with our post-garbage departure. With 
waves crashing in, Derek J and I held the dinghy, Linda and Viv 
piled into the bow to paddle out furiously, to be followed by 
us leaping aboard. Then Viv got in a tangle, did some yelling, 
we lost way, Derek J missed his chance and fell, plunging up 
to his neck into the water, and we were swept back ashore 
for a second drenched effort. Finally, a shake-down, rescue of 
mobile phone and composure, and a more co-ordinated effort 
saw us past the breaking zone, even recovering some dignity. 
But alas… I looked back at the shore to see locals watching 
with incredulity, both bemused and amused at this display of 
true ICC seamanship: ‘Señor… they came from …Cork??’

On a more technical note, later that day we discovered a fault 
in Narnia’s generator which rumbled away quite happily but 
was no longer delivering electricity. In one sense this wasn’t 
an overwhelming problem; the main engine was still charging 
the batteries, but as the day wore on, and it became hot, 
life under the cockpit awning was dominated by discussions 
of an obscure technical nature. These considerations and 
investigations went on to the next day, with a suitable 
application of swearing, but the general conclusion was, after 
much consultation with manuals and wiring diagrams and 
some terms of a less technical nature, that it couldn’t be fixed 
in the time available and would have to await return to Ireland. 
At the time of writing it has now been sorted.

Undeterred, we weighed anchor and motored the 12 nm 
round the Cabo Udra into the main Ria de Pontevedra, 
heading for Combarro. The marina and waterfront of the little 
village isn’t fully apparent until one passes the ‘Escuela Naval 
Militar’ and then the beautiful wooded Illa de Tambo, to see 
the lurid pink marina office like a giant piece of strawberry 
cheesecake at the head of the quay. Beyond, the old part 
of the village curves around a wide bay of shallow mudflats, 
as everywhere, built of sturdy granite, many old houses 
sporting attractive balconies supported by robust pillars. And 

Viveros in ría de Aldán
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in amongst them, the traditional ‘hórreos’, stone granaries 
perched on mushroom-shaped posts shaped to keep rats out.
As with each marina, we reported to the ‘pink cheesecake’ for 
our passports and Narnia documents to be checked yet again. 
This was a ritual with every marina, and with an event like the 
ICC Rally of some 70 boats, occupied a lot of staff time. Yet, 
out of the marinas, you can anchor and land at almost any 
feasible spot without so much as an officious blink (provided 
you have that permit if visiting islands).

Paperwork done, we all dispersed in various directions 
to explore, shop, eat yet more octopus, or fret over the 
generator. Whilst Combarro is an extremely attractive village, 
it is also a tourist honey-pot (after all, we were there, too) and 
the narrow shore-side lanes were stuffed with trippers and 
stalls selling seaside hats, plastic witches, fridge magnets and 
similar items of great cultural value. So the original character 
of this community has been completely overwhelmed by 
the paraphernalia of making a buck out of those who wish 
to experience it. But would it be a ghost town without such 
dealings?

The next day saw Derek W and Viv visit the ‘Escuela’, or Naval 
College, as part of the formal hospitality arrangements, 
whilst Derek J, Margaret, Linda and I opted for a trip to the 
nearest substantial town, Pontevedra. Since logs are mainly 
about navigations, a note about our visit is appropriate. A 
ferry, with glass bottom, normally used for sight-seeing trips, 
was employed to take about thirty of us from Combarro, up 
the river to the waterfront in Pontevedra. However, it was 
extremely low tide, roughly springs, and as the boat turned 
north-east into the dredged channel, clearly marked by high 
banks and regular beacons, those peering through the glass 
bottom found themselves eyeballing mud and shell debris 
at remarkably close quarter, as we came to a gentle but 
distinctive halt. With lots of revving and spinning of helm the 
crew got us off, only to run aground a few times more. Finally, 
by hugging the west side of the channel we made it under the 
big road bridge and to the intended pontoon, only to find its 
exit gate was locked. Not to be outdone, and avoiding more 

mud, the skipper took us to a set of perilously weedy steps 
nearby and cautiously nudged the nose of the ferry against 
it, where finally we were able to invade Pontevedra. There, a 
helpful guide told us how the mediaeval port had lost its trade 
through siltation of the estuary!

On Tuesday 25 July it was time to leave Combarro and once 
again enjoy the freedom of an open anchorage. Provisioning 
had to be a bit creative because it was St James’ Day, and 
reflecting the importance of the saint in these parts, almost 
all shops were closed, with the happy exception of a small 
market along the waterfront. Fees paid, refuelling completed, 
we headed out at about midday in clear conditions, hot sun, 
and a good breeze that allowed us to up the main, then out 
with the genoa, giving us a nice 6-7 knotss as the shores of Ria 
de Pontevedra slipped past.From there, things just got even 
better. As we rounded Punta Couso passing the entrance 
of Ria de Aldán and turning south, the breeze was nicely on 
our quarter, and Narnia was just galloping along, especially 
when that regular afternoon wind kicked in as well. So we 
just ran down the wild, rocky coast with the Illas Cies with 
their pine woods and heathlands ahead of us. As ever, a bit 
of a swell was running in, so once we had cleared a rescue 
boat giving a disabled yacht a tow, we favoured the more 
sheltered island shore, closing with its little headlands and 
beaches. The ‘Illas’ are a string of three, the northerly two 
(Monte Agudo and Faro) connected by an isthmus, whilst San 
Martiño is separated by a small scenic channel. After only 
brief speculation we opted for the southern end of Faro, and 
tucked into a small bay, off Praia de Nosa Señora, protected by 
a rocky islet to the east and the curve of the island to the west. 
It was a good choice and by evening many other boats had 
left, so we almost had the place to ourselves.

So began two nights’ stay in this lovely anchorage, surrounded 
by the clean white beach, low rocky cliffs and pine forest, 
with the beautiful Illa de San Martiño opposite. The following 
morning we soon (in a leisurely sense) had the dinghy inflated, 
and motoring ashore left me onto a small pier where helpfully 
there was a waste bin, and the others back onto the beach, 
which was now filling with trippers seeking the sun. That is the 
thing about these islands; through creative management the 
park auThorities have managed to accommodate sun bathing 
and cafés in some key locations, whilst leaving the much 
greater part of the islands wild and undisturbed. We followed 
a path through the woods, finally arriving at a café and visitor 
centre that gave a view across the isthmus to Illa Monte 
Agudo, where we were astonished to see about 5000 packed 
trippers worshipping St James, the sun, or both. Avoiding this 
packed mass of humanity, we turned back towards the forest, 
and instead Linda and I followed a beautiful path through the 
forest, all dappled sunlight, rocks and heath. Gradually, as the 
path climbed, the view opened out, and by the time we had 
reached the pinnacle on the south-west corner of Faro with its 
massive lighthouse above Punta do Principe we had an eagle’s 
eye view of these craggy islands, and our anchorage far below, 
with Narnia lying sweetly in the crystal waters.

Thursday 27 July saw the final leg of our Rally cruise. With 
dinghy stowed, decks cleared of the usual clutter of leisured 
anchoring, our anchor came up nice and clean, and at 11.20 
we headed out, diverting to have a brief look at the islands’ 
inhospitable outer coast, then the very sheltered anchorage Viveros in ría de Aldán Derek and Viv White
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off San Martiño, before undertaking the 8 nm passage to 
Bayona. This entailed crossing the Separation Zone that 
dominates the approaches to Ria de Vigo, but we only 
encountered one large ship, and passed neatly behind her, 
resuming course and on into the bay. So here was the final 
assembly of the ICC Rally and the end of this phase of Narnia’s 
cruise. We had a splendid lunch in what must be one of the 
finest sailing club houses anywhere, with rich oak panelling, 
and fine paintings, even crisp white table cloths. 
A gentle day followed as a preamble to Derek W, Viv, myself 
and Linda departing for home on Saturday 29 July, allowing 
some reflection on our small expedition. This was a cruise of 
contrasts: the hubbub and jollifications of meeting old friends 
and new at the different Rally events, the fine hospitality 
(Albariño, octopus, welcomes and bagpipes, more octopus) 
offered by our Galician hosts. And then, very differently, there 
were our own explorations around the islands and Rias of 
Galicia. The only passage of any length was of course the 541 
nm from Cork to Muros. Thereafter, we totalled about 157 
nm in little hops around the close-knit Galician coast, giving 
us 698 nm overall. The coast is extremely beautiful, with 
rugged headlands and islands, perilous looking reefs offering 
nifty navigation, contrasting with sheltered inlets, viveros, 
and sandy beaches (every village seemed to have one). 
Perhaps the biggest surprise was how densely populated 
the inner coastlines were – at night they were often an 
almost continuous string of lights and roads. By contrast, the 
offshore islands were largely wild, beautiful and undeveloped, 
except of course, those particular spots whereby folk from 
the inner rias get ferried out for their sun, sea and Albariño. 
Everywhere, we were greeted by warm hearted, humorous 
people, patiently interpreting our stumbling Spanish. I’m just 
glad I’m not an octopus living on this coast….

Homewards through Galicia, N Coast Spain, France, Brittany, 

to Strangford Lough

After we left to go home, Derek J’s daughter Rebekah and her 
family joined Margaret and Derek J for a few days enjoying 
Bayona and surrounding islands. They’d expected Bayona to 
be expensive to eat out but that was not the case at all. A few 
days on the neighbouring islands, swimming off the beach and 
off the boat, was all good fun, especially for the little one.
Then passage-making resumed. 

Derek J writes: ‘On 3 August the new crew arrived thanks to 
the Cruising Association: Caroline Milmo, Joyce Moon and 
Derek Prickett. After restocking we headed north in a gentle 
westerly breeze and anchored off San Vicente for the night. 
There was no sign of the local north-easterly so we pressed 
on. We were just past Cabo Finisterre when up it came out 
of nowhere, wind gusting up to 35 knotss on the nose. Do 
we go back and have the same again tomorrow or battle on? 
We battled on, but the 15 nm to Camariñas took 5 hours! 
Once safely anchored in the Ria we decided that a rest day 
was much in order and so stayed well protected from the 
northerlies in this pretty Ria. On then to the north west and 
west along the north coast of Spain to Gijon where it seemed 
to be local party time, lovely unspoilt area. An overnight now 
to La Rochelle, a fast and furious reach, 250 nm in 36 hours.
 We were now in France in the middle of their holidays. After 
one night in the large out of town marina, Port de Minimes, 
with some 4000 other boats, we motored up to the twin 
towers of La Rochelle, turned hard starboard into Bassin des 
Chalutiers, within walking distance of all the action. Derek P 
had to leave us now, but David who had sailed to Cork with us 
re-joined. A little R & R before sailing under the big bridge to 
St Martin-de-Ré. We were met at the lock gate by a marinier. 
‘Sorry you can’t come in, we are full’ ‘But we telephoned and 
booked’ ‘Sorry we are full’. So we anchored off for the night 
and went in next morning after an exodus of yachts and 
straight onto a pontoon. Wow, we ended up the inside yacht 
on a trot of nine! All good fun. Next day, there was no problem 
with getting out, everyone being in holiday mood, and it seems 
to be well accepted in the French islands that boats come and 
go and one just goes with the flow. Next was Port Joinville on 
Ile d’Yeu. It seemed the whole of Paris was on holiday here, 
but once out of town on the bikes one was met by a peaceful 
countryside and quiet lanes. Then on to Belle Ile, (Le Palais), 
where one moors with a stern line to a vertical chain hanging 
from the harbour wall and a bow line to a buoy, with other 
yachts sharing the same chain and buoy I am glad that we 
had plenty of fenders. The mooring system in Ile de Groix 
(Port Tudy) was different again. The mariniers take the various 
yacht’s bow lines to a buoy and one ends up in a sort of daisy 
formation. Sometimes they take stern lines to another buoy. 
Getting ashore in a dinghy is a little obstacle course, and once 
ashore beers are about treble the price of Spain, but the sun 
was hot and beer was cold. The moorings were all close up 
and friendly, even when the large ferries are manoeuvring 
just yards away. Then on to Concarneau followed by a hot 
and windless day at Iles de Glénan where we anchored in 
the calm waters off white sandy beaches. More swimming, 
more cold beers, dinner in the cockpit and all calm at sunset. 
Not at 05.00hrs though. It was blowing 28 knotss from the 
east but all the boats in the anchorage looked well settled. 
However, at 07.30 we were awoken by a great rumbling on 
our anchor chain, and we found a small motor cruiser almost 

Faro anchorage
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impaled broadside on to our bow and calling for help. The 
wind was pushing her onto us. Four of us fending off was 
not having much of an effect but then the cruiser gradually 
started to move onto our starboard bow, whilst their dinghy 
was blown down onto our port. The painter between the two 
was now around our anchor chain holding them pinned to 
us. Eventually they cast off the dinghy which is probably in 
America now but this released the cruiser to drift down our 
starboard side. The last we saw of the motor cruiser was that 
he was having difficulty anchoring further downwind. We 
believe that he was weighing anchor and was not aware that 
he was being blown down wind whilst recovering his anchor. 
A couple of little scrapes to us which soon polished out. I think 
that what saved our pulpit from damage was that our anchor 
chain was stretched out tight and that he grounded on our 
anchor chain reducing the impact on Narnia.

Up the river to Audierne next, then onto Cameret with the 
colourful and picturesque disbanded fishing trawlers. In order 
to catch the next day’s north going tide through the Chenal 
du Four would mean transiting it before sunrise, and with 
fog about I didn’t like the sound of that, so in the afternoon 
previous we went up the Chenal as far as Ile Molene ( SE of 
Ouessant) and anchored inside the harbour where there were 
plenty of other yachts, all the moorings being occupied. The 
harbour is rather shallow and I would not try it at springs – 
moreover, the moorings are in shallower water than nearer 
the quay. There is a bay SE of the harbour which might be 
worth a try. Staying the night in Ile Molene had the advantage 
that once out of the harbour we were in clear water away from 
the Chenals. This served us well because it was thick fog early 
next morning.

We then had flat calm then all the way to Kilmore Quay, so 
it was motoring all the way, but blue on blue. Compensation 
set in with a lovely few days sailing up the Irish coast; we even 
had the spinnaker up, finally arriving in Strangford village at 
16.00 hrs on 30 August, 1,315 nm and 27 days from Bayona. 
Later on that day after showing my new English friends from 
the Cruising Association around Strangford Lough we tied up 
at the Quoile pontoon and I realised something had changed, 
something was different. It took a moment to realise what it 
was: after 2,248 miles, the boat was still!’

Derek J enjoys a swim
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Geronimo-running on empty
Robin and Denise Wright

Geronimo Jeanneau SO 40

Inspired by the BBC programme, Britain’s Secret Capital, 
which we watched one cold, wet and windy night at the start 
of 2017, our plans for our summer cruise centred on a cruise 
to Orkney to see first hand the ancient site of the Ness of 
Brodgar. However events in the first half of the year dictated 
that we stay closer to home and we therefore decided to take 
Geronimo to Rathlin for a week at the start of July and then 
to head north to the Inner Hebrides or perhaps east into the 
Clyde.

Sadly a family bereavement meant that Denise was 
unavailable for the passage to Rathlin and so our daughter 
Amy and I departed Ringhaddy at 06:00 on a most glorious, 
windless Saturday morning heading south towards the 
Narrows and reaching the Bar Pladdy just at the start of the 
flood tide. Rounding the cardinal buoy we headed northeast, 
punching a foul tide and with an eagerness to reach Black 
Head in time for the tide to take us north to Rathlin Sound 
before the flood started. Passing between North and South 
Rock we heard a Mayday on the VHF from yacht Sapphire, near 
Skullmartin, taking on water and in need of assistance. As we 
were a good 30 minutes away, Saxon, the Trent class lifeboat 
from Donaghadee got to her just before we did and two crew 
members climbed aboard with a petrol driven pump though 
they couldn’t get this started and had to hand pump. With the 
lifeboat in attendance we couldn’t do much to help and so 
continued on towards Black Head, a light westerly allowing us 
to motorsail in the warm sunshine. Thankfully we were able to 
catch the last of the tide at Rue Point tying up on the pontoon 
in Church Bay just after 17.00. Our youngest son, Tom, was 
there to take our lines, our friends Richard and Jan arrived on 
the ferry and Denise arrived an hour or so later having spent 
the day with her cousins. That evening we enjoyed a fine meal 
in the newly reopened Manor House and ended the day with a 

few nightcaps in McCuaigs.

Last year’s Eberspacher and Frigoboat faults had been 
resolved during the winter layup but I had failed to complete 
one important task – the replacement of our VHF aerial. The 
need to do this was emphasised when I tried to contact the 
Coastguard in response to Sapphire’s Mayday. They couldn’t 
hear me. I had ordered and taken delivery of a Metz aerial 
from Salty John but just hadn’t got round to its installation. 
My plan was to leave Geronimo in Rathlin, return the following 
Wednesday and with Denise as mast monkey run in a new 
cable and install the aerial. On the passage from Ringhaddy I 
had also noticed some diesel in the bilge and before leaving 
that weekend I closed the fuel shutoff valve to stop any 
possible further leaks. I could sort out both issues when we 
returned midweek.

Wednesday was a beautiful day, warm sunshine and a light 
breeze, and Denise was hoisted up the mast to replace the 
aerial. Unfortunately we seemed to pick the busiest time of 
the day for the ferries and she had to endure the pendulum 
effects of their wash as she removed the old and installed 
the new. Back on terra inferma a test call to the Coastguard, 
whose nearest receiver was on Torr Head, proved that comms 
were restored. My search for the diesel leak however was not 
so successful and I mopped up the small amount in the bilge 
and decided to monitor the situation. I returned to Belfast 
for work leaving Denise on Rathlin to do some walking and 
reading though she discovered that it’s better to take your 
purse with you when you walk the five or so miles to Bull Point 
because the new RSPB visitor centre has an entrance fee. On 
Friday afternoon Tom left me back to Ballycastle and after a 
good boat cooked meal we seemed to be ready for the off.

Exiting Strangford Lough
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Geronimo-running on empty
Robin and Denise Wright

Heading for Islay we left Church Bay at 06.00 the next morning 
with foreboding dark skies and a F2 from the west. Motor-
sailing round Bull Point we set a course that would counter 
the strong west going ebb tide estimating that we be in 
Port Ellen around midday. Tying up in the inner berth of the 
hammerhead on the southern-most pontoon seemed like a 
good idea but as the breeze freshened to a strong southerly, 
a choppy sea slapped noisily on our stern and I wished we 
had gone in stern to. To escape the noise we opted to do the 
Three Distilleries Pathway (a three mile path which takes in 
the distilleries at Laphroaig, Lagavulin and Ardbeg) and after 
coffee at Ardbeg we avoided the rain by getting the bus back 
to Port Ellen and headed back to Geronimo for dinner. Later 
the wind eased, the rain and slap disappeared and a nightcap 
in the Islay Hotel listening to some fine traditional music 
rounded off a good, though damp, start to our cruise.

Sunday delivered sunshine and clouds and we crossed the 
Sound of Jura to Gigha, the F4 on our stern enabling us to 
goose wing most of the way to Ardminish Bay where we 
picked up a visitors mooring and prepared the wide mouthed 
frog to go ashore. We had walked to the northern end of 
the island a few times so this year it was the southern end’s 
turn. Later whilst eating a picnic lunch with the noise of 
the Dancing Ladies in the background we sat in the warm 
sunshine and talked about our plans for this trip. Denise 
decided that she would have to consult with Hamish and I as 
per normal decided that I would do as I was told (resulting in 
a visit to the ruined Kilchattan church and graveyard beside 
Achamore House and an unsuccessful search for the Ogham 
stone nearby). After dinner, Google via the Gigha Pontoon 
WiFi, showed us where to find the Ogham stone and Hamish 
gave us inspiration for the next couple of days.Next morning 
another walk to the graveyard and this time we found the 
Ogham stone, which is thought to date from 500AD. A 
significant coating of lichen made it hard to make out the 
Ogham but its location offered great views of Geronimo at 
anchor. Returning to the bay we stopped in the Post Office 
for some local ‘Wee Isle’ Bramble and Whisky ice cream and 
a bottle of tomato food for Denise’s mini allotment on board. 
This is planted up in early spring and consists of two tomato 
plants, a pepper plant and a variety of herbs including parsley, 
thyme, chives and fennel. The owner was a bit surprised when 

she was told that it was for the tomatoes on the boat – she 
hadn’t sold a bottle in three years and had never sold a bottle 
to someone on a visiting yacht. The liquid did the trick though 
and the tomatoes have continued in abundance throughout 
the summer.

After lunch the sun that had promised to break through the 
clouds eventually did so and with the temperature rising we 
said goodbye to the Greenhalgh clan on Bonnie Boots (ICC) 
beside us and motored north between Druimyeon Reef and 
Sgeir Nuadh to Loch Sween and our planned anchorage for 
the night, the Fairy Isles. Passing us on their way south were 
friends on two boats from Ringhaddy, Drommedaris and 
Baraka, both heading home. The anchorage in the Fairy Isles 
is described in the pilot guide as being snug and snugness it 
certainly delivers. However if a sunset and evening sun is on 
the wish list then unfortunately the Fairy Isles, being to the 
east of a tall forest, cannot deliver and we lost the evening sun 
half way through the evening. 

A 05.30 start with another promising forecast and as 
we motored back down Loch Sween the early morning 
mist dissipating the rays of the rising sun offered some 
consolation for the lost sunset of the night before. Hamish’s 
recommendation for the next part of our cruise was the island 
of Eileach an Naoimh, one of the Garvellachs (Isles of the Sea) 
and on a windless sunny morning we motored north along 
the Sound of Jura considering the option of heading west 
through the Gulf of Corryvreckan to reach our goal. However 
the standing wave on its western entrance, visible without 
binoculars, terminated that thought and as we motored 
further north the option of the Grey Dogs was also considered 
but lost out to the obviously more sensible passage through 
the Sound of Luing. Passing south and west of Fladda we 
were making almost nine knots over the ground and using 
Bob’s Antares Charts entered the anchorage between the 
skerries and the rocks on Eileach an Naoimh’s eastern shore 
and dropped our Rocna in ten metres of clear blue water. 
It was 10.30 and after early elevenses we went ashore to 
assess Hamish’s destination of choice. In 542AD the Irish 
saint, St Brendan the Navigator, founded a monastery here 
predating that of Columba’s Iona and although the monastery 
was destroyed in the 9 century its ruins are thought to be the 

Denise and Hamish Ogham Stone
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oldest ecclesiastical buildings in Scotland. A grave lies on the 
hill overlooking the anchorage and this is thought to be that 
of Eithne, Columba’s mother. The site is well tended, Historic 
Scotland maintaining the information signs and paths leading 
to the various buildings. We couldn’t have asked for a better 
day to visit. Bright warm sunshine, no wind and no one else 
around. Good choice Hamish.

Before returning to Geronimo we had a swim in the inlet 
beside the landing place and imagined what it would have 
been like to live here, isolated but within sight and reach of 
the mainland. We spent the rest of the afternoon on board 
soaking up the sun and enjoying the peace and quiet the 
only reminder of civilisation being a lone fisherman off in the 
distance checking his pots. Late afternoon and we weighed 
anchor and exited the anchorage to the southwest intending 
to anchor in Puilladobhrain for the night. With six knots of 
breeze we managed to sail slowly across the Firth of Lorn 
but as we reached Insh the wind disappeared and we had to 
resort to the engine. Shortly after starting the engine stalled. 
Our Yanmar is not prone to this kind of behaviour but a check 
of the belts and the engine bay revealed nothing untoward 
and with a turn of the key she started again albeit slightly 
reluctantly. We motored on to Puilladobhrain, anchored near 
the entrance because there were a dozen or more boats 
already at anchor and settled down for the evening. I surmised 
that the stall was down to a clump of weed around the prop 
picked up when we were sailing and so donning mask and 
snorkel I popped off the stern to check the prop but found no 
evidence of fouling weed. Puzzled we barbecued and watched 
the sun go down over Mull enjoying the view that we had 

missed the night before.

Wednesday’s forecast was for a southerly F 5 so with two 
reefs in the main and some genoa we headed out and made 
great progress past Bach Island at the southern tip of Kerrera 
heading for the entrance to the Sound of Mull. Despite having 
the wind and the tide with us the overfalls off Loch Don were 
still significant but Geronimo impressed as she powered her 
way north, the wake from Calmac’s Clansman not making her 
task any easier. The wind has strengthened and we now had 
a steady F 6 behind us and found that even with two reefs in 
the main that the genoa was being shaded and was therefore 
furled away. We averaged a good seven knots up the Sound 
of Mull and entered Tobermory Bay having recorded a gust of 
43 knots on our anemometer only to find that every sensible 
boat owner (including that of Bonnie Boots) had converged 
on the bay before us and that all visitor moorings were taken. 
Even Aros Bay at the south end of the bay was full and our 
attempts at anchoring close to shore and in the lee of the 
forest were unsuccessful finding that each time we fell back 
to set the anchor we were in touching distance of the already 
anchored yachts. Friends on Bacchus had more success 
finding a spot just off the old quay and made it look easy (we 
later discovered when we had a drink with them that night 
that they had just endured a very rough passage coming from 
the western side of Coll via Gunna Sound). Not happy we 
turned and decided to try Loch Drumbuie. Half way across the 
Sound of Mull, with a F7 from the south and a big swell, our 
Yanmar died again. I knew Tobermory’s Elizabeth Fairlie Ramsey 
was on station and that we had comms with the Coastguard 
but my heart was still racing. Plan B at least was available. Plan 

At anchor Eileach an Naoimh
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A of course was to turn the key and start the engine. Again it 
reluctantly started but this time it ran with an uncomfortable 
tone. One call to Bonnie Boots to request alongside assistance 
saw us do a U-turn and head back to Tobermory and to 
Denise’s immense credit she quickly got fenders and lines in 
place and with the help of David, Maureen, Michael and Kathy 
on Bonnie Boots we tied up safely as the yacht bucked about 
on her mooring. Just as we were happy with bow lines and 
springs the engine stalled again. Now one stall was maybe 
symptomatic of an external F but two in the space of 20 
minutes. In the words of Apollo 13’s Jack Swigert – ‘we’ve had a 
problem’.

Initial focus of attention was the fuel system but both the 
primary water separator and filter and the secondary spin 
on filter were changed at the start of the season and I had 
checked them again in Rathlin when I searched for the fuel 
leak. As I loosened the bolt securing the aluminium bowl 
of our Purflux water separator I heard a significant release 
in suction and that’s when the realisation hit me that I had 
forgotten to open the fuel shutoff valve that I had closed when 
searching for the fuel leak ten days before. The Yanmar had 
been starved of fuel and this had caused the stalls. I calculated 
that we had motored for 20 hours with this valve closed 
(though closed I now think is a rather loose term). Apparently 
the injection pump will suck until it cannot deliver enough fuel 
to cause an ignition and the engine will stall. This stall allows 
time for more fuel to be sucked into the pump and allows 
the engine to restart, though, depending on the amount of 
fuel being delivered, it may not run smoothly. Confessing my 
misdemeanour and expressing my great relief to my roadside 
assistance team I put everything back together, opened the 
valve and ran the engine for 15 minutes to ensure that all was 
well. Accepting the offer from David and Michael to assist in 
anchoring in Aros Bay we tucked in behind two boats near the 
waterfall, dropped the Rocna in 7m of brackish water and fell 
back to let things settle. This end of the bay was very different 
to where the moorings were. The trees offered such good 
shelter that there was hardly any breeze and after we set 
the anchor we hardly moved about at all. After a celebratory 
coffee and slice of my mother’s homemade fruitcake I 
dropped the guys back to Bonnie Boots and returned to 
Geronimo to berate myself for my forgetfulness. At least it was 
a simple fix. Late into the evening another dozen or so yachts 
came in and anchored in this corner. How they found the 
space I’m not sure but no one seemed to touch.

Thursday’s forecast gave hope and we woke to bright 
sunshine and lighter winds from the west. The anchor chain 
had grumbled a lot during the night and retrieving it the next 
morning proved difficult, Denise having to drive Geronimo 
forward to break it free of the boulders it had obviously 
become wedged between. Eventually we were free of them 
and the remaining 20 m of chain came up easily with a wedge 
of mud on the fluke of the anchor. If we have to anchor 
there again I will go much closer to the shore to avoid the 
boulders. We left Tobermory and enjoyed a leisurely sail 
round Ardnamurchan Point, though there was still a disturbed 
swell as a result of the strong winds from the day before, 
turned east and goose winged our way to Glenuig Bay and the 
moorings provided by the Inn. Another fine meal ashore and 
a nightcap on board watching the sun go down over Rum saw 
my heart rate return to normal. Mallaig was our next port of 

call and as usual we booked a visitors mooring, stocked up in 
the Co-op and dined on the finest wood fired pizza from the 
Crannog pizzeria.

We had a late departure from Mallaig heading north along the 
Sound of Sleat delaying so that we could catch the start of the 
north going tide through Kyle Rhea unsure of where we would 
anchor for the night. Portree, Plockton and Acarseid Mhor on 
Rona were all options. Having been to each of these a number 
of times we opted for the new to us anchorage in Fladday 
Harbour between Raasay and Eilean Fladday. Anchoring at 
the head of the sheltered inlet we had the anchorage to 
ourselves and we barbecued and enjoyed the remaining rays 
of the day’s sunshine. Later another small yacht came in and 
anchored just ahead of us and as the spit at the head of the 
inlet dried we watched as a large stag came down from the 
hill above us on Rassay and waded over to Eilean Fladday. 
Perhaps the grass is greener on that side of the harbour. 

Sunday’s forecast was again favourable with a northwest F 4 
decreasing F 3 later. We sailed across the Inner Sound and 
down Loch Shieldaig and picked up one of the two visitors 
moorings near the community pontoon. Arriving after lunch 
we spent the afternoon on board enjoying the warm sunshine 
and as the moorings are quite close to the road known as the At anchor Eileach an Naoimh
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North Coast 500 (Scotland’s equivalent of Route 66) I spent 
an interesting afternoon watching a large number of cyclists, 
expensive sports cars, German Unimogs and motorhomes as 
they navigated their way round this increasingly popular route. 
Going ashore before dinner we paid our dues in the honesty 
box on the pontoon and walked round to the Sheildaig Bar 
for a drink. Sitting at a picnic bench with some of the locals a 
Tesco delivery van pulled up to a cottage and we discovered 
that many residents found the service to be the best way to 
do their weekly shop. We returned to Geronimo, barbecued 
on board and watched the sun go down, the backdrop of the 
wooded hills turning a burnt orange as the sun slipped below 
the horizon.

The forecast for Monday was again favourable with a F3 from 
the north, clear skies and 25. Factored up we motored out of 
the loch and turned south heading for an anchorage in Loch 
Hourn on the Sound of Sleat. However just after we left Loch 
Sheildaig the northerly increased from F3 to F4, then to F6 and 
finally to a good F7. It was also a cold northerly and although 
the sun was warm the air was bitterly cold. As we approached 
Applecross we recorded a gust of 33 knots and we were on 
the cusp of having too much sail out for the conditions. The 
wave height, though not huge, was large enough to make it 
difficult at times to see the large lobster pot buoys that pepper 
this area and a careful watch was required to make sure we 
didn’t get too close to them. I didn’t want a repeat of last 
year. Loch Hourn would have been untenable as an overnight 
anchorage in these conditions. Therefore Plockton became 
our destination and as we exited Caolas Mor and headed 
east we could see that the sea ahead was flat calm. Sure 
enough the wind died completely and looking back towards 
the Crowlin Islands we could still see the white horses created 
by the wind whistling down the Sound. We motored into Loch 
Carron and selected the outermost visitors mooring (crew 
wanted to spend the afternoon sunbathing in the cockpit in 
peace). There was no wind and when the Harbour Master 
came out to collect the mooring dues (honesty boxes don’t 
deliver the same revenue) he told us that it had been like this 
all morning. Different day to the one we had experienced in 
the Inner Sound. I took a trip ashore to find my favourite Isle 
of Skye Red Ale and returned to find that Denise had opened 

the centre panel in our sprayhood to try and let whatever 
breeze there was into the cockpit. It was hot. We barbecued 
again that evening and watched the Plockton small boat races. 
They had little wind but enough to race though we seemed to 
be lying on the layline to the windward mark and more than 
once I had to shorten the wide mouthed frog’s painter to allow 
the boats to pass close to our stern. On one round the boats 
were tacking quite close to us and a loud shout of ‘Starboard!’ 
was followed by the dull thud of two wooden hulls coming 
together. This was followed by ‘Sorry John, I’ll buy you a drink 
later’. A most entertaining evening.

This was Tuesday and the poor forecasts for Wednesday 
and Thursday were different to the ones I’d ordered so 
an early start (07.30) was called for with the intention of 
passing through Kyle Rhea and making the passage round 
Ardnamurchan Point and back to Tobermory before the 
weather deteriorated. We had little wind for most of the way 
but the sun was shining and it was warm enough to be in 
shorts and a t-shirt. Arriving in Tobermory we tried to pick 
up the last 15 tonne visitors mooring but the riding strop 
had become completely entangled in the riser to the stoy. 
Managing to get a line through the pick up buoy’s handle 
we then secured Geronimo to the stoy with a bridle that we 
use when we pick up a mooring. We later discovered that 
Tobermory Harbour AuThority had installed two 20 tonne 
moorings closer to the pontoons and at the time of our arrival 
they were available but I was unsure as to whether they were 
private or not. They would have been a better bet for catching 
the last of the evening sun.

Wednesday was grey and rather damp and after a fabulous 
walk to the waterfall in Aros Park forest we headed off to Salen 
Jetty planning to eat in Salen Hotel and purchase some diesel 
at the moorings. We had a great sail down Loch Sunart with 
the wind behind us again and recorded a wind speed of 27.2 
knots as we passed the entrance to Loch Sunart and Oronsay. 
A Malo 46, whose Swedish owner I had talked to in the marina 
at Mallaig, was on the pontoon and while I was getting diesel 
we got chatting again. Later as Denise and I rowed over from 
the mooring to the pontoon we passed his stern and he kindly 
invited us to come aboard for a drink. As Denise stepped into 

Sunrise in the Fairy Isles
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the cockpit she was greeted with a ‘Hello Denise’ from the 
owner’s guest. Slightly surprised by this it took her a second or 
two to recognise Jan whom she had met on many of her trips 
to conferences around Europe. Earlier as we rowed past the 
stern of the Malo, Jan had surprised his host by saying that he 
knew the lady in the dinghy. Small world. Thus was the start 
of a very entertaining evening spent in the company of four 
people whose English was much better than our Swedish, 
despite the many hours we’ve spent in Ikea.

It was time to work our way south and we left Salen heading 
for Port Appin aiming to spend a night on a visitors mooring 
provided by the Pierhouse Hotel. A headwind forced us to 
motor along Loch Sunart but once we were in the Sound of 
Mull we were able to sail with one reef in the main, past Loch 
Aline and eventually bearing away into the Lynn of Morvern. 
Rounding the northern tip of Lismore we dropped and furled 
sails and motored through the narrow passage between 
Lismore and Inn Island crossing the entrance to the Lynn of 
Lorn, finally picking up a visitors mooring for the night. The 
Pierhouse has a great gastronomic reputation and for us it 
didn’t disappoint. We left Port Appin the next morning and 
had to motor into 20 knots of breeze and a very lumpy sea 
but we had to make for Oban to meet Amy and her husband 
Hugh who were coming up from Glasgow that afternoon. 
Taking our time we eventually entered Oban Bay and had to 
decide whether to pick up a visitors mooring at the sailing 
club on the eastern side of Kerrera Sound or try the moorings 
in the marina at Kerrera. This had changed ownership at the 
start of the season and reports so far had been good. Given 
the conditions the western shore was more sheltered and 
therefore Kerrera it was. After picking up a mooring I went 
ashore to pay our dues and to get a timetable for the water 
taxis to Oban and whilst doing so met Uel Gillan (ICC and 
fellow Ringhaddy member) loitering in the chandlery section 
of the office. He was with this wife Liz on Valhalla and they 
suggested that we meet up for a drink before dinner. Amy 
and Hugh arrived, we enjoyed Uel and Liz’s hospitality and 
then the four of us had a superb meal in the new marina 
restaurant. The next day Hugh had to go back to Glasgow for 

rugby training and so with the two girls shopping in Oban I 
decided that we would stay another night in Kerrera. . This 
time it was our turn to host and I persuaded Uel and Liz to 
come over to Geronimo for dinner. One interesting dinghy ride 
from pontoon to mooring followed by dinner, accompanied by 
very pleasant company and all washed down with scintillating 
conversation made for a memorable evening. 

Amy was with us for a few more days and not having transited 
the Crinan Canal we decided that we would spend two days 
in the Canal and then drop Amy off in Tarbert to catch a bus 
back to Glasgow. We made good speed through the Sound 
of Luing managing to sail from Easdale through the Dorus 
Mor before the wind disappeared as we entered Loch Crinan. 
A lock’s worth of yachts was ahead of us and as we waited 
outside the basin the skies darkened and the heavens opened 
though once we were through the lock and were rafted 
up alongside another yacht in the basin the rain had gone. 
The following day we worked our way along the narrow first 
section of the canal, Amy and Denise working the locks as we 
climbed the flight to Cairnbaan. We transited the Caledonian 
Canal a few years ago and so knew what to expect though the 
girls thought it was much harder work in the Crinan for some 
reason. We stopped at Cairnbaan for the night, had dinner in 
the hotel and overheard a guy in the bar who sounded exactly 
like the Scottish comedian Kevin Bridges. Amy recognised the 
voice and the next minute we were introduced to two of her 
friends from University. They all headed back to Geronimo for 
a drink and we followed a short time later. This was turning in 
to a cruise where we didn’t know who we were going to meet 
next.

Next morning we worked our way down through the four 
locks to the bottom of the Cairnbaan flight and after coffee 
walked the short distance to the cup and ring carved rocks 
in Kilmartin Glen overlooking the village. These three sets of 
carvings are thought to date from 5000BC but their purpose 
is unknown and they are generally regarded as a form of 
prehistoric rock art. A Neolithic Banksy perhaps. We had 
lunch on the final section of the canal towards Ardrishaig and 

Sunrise in the Fairy Isles

Sunset in Loch Sheildaig 
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descended through the last three locks to the sea basin where 
we tied up on the pontoon and waited for the most almighty 
downpour to pass by. Rain over, Denise and I left Amy to 
pack her bags for the next morning and walked through the 
once thriving town to the Grey Gull Inn where we tested the 
local beverages before returning to make dinner. Morning 
light saw us exit the sea lock and head for East Loch Tarbert 
and the small town of Tarbert with its sheltered harbour and 
large marina. This was where Amy was to get the bus back to 
Glasgow and though she could have just boarded in Ardrishaig 
she wanted to come with us to Tarbert and see what the town 
was like. We motored into the harbour and picked a visitor’s 
berth on the outer pontoon that looked like it would be easy 
to exit. I said goodbye to Amy and she and Denise rushed 
off into town to browse the shops and find the bus stop. I 
adjusted springs and fenders and generally tidied up the boat 
before taking a stroll around the pontoons and going into 
the Harbour office to pay our dues, bumping into Graham 
Smyth from Whiterock on Silver Sea. We swapped stories 
of this year’s cruises over coffee and more of my mother’s 
fruitcake. We closed up and walked around the seafront to 
Tarbert Castle and then on to the old pier, built because the 
steam passenger ships were unable to navigate through the 
narrow entrance to the harbour. A darkening sky heralded 
rain and we returned to Geronimo via Prentice Seafoods near 
the Calmac terminal where we were able to buy 15 large fresh 
scallops for £10. The obligatory visit to the Co-op saw the 
purchase of some chorizo sausage and this with the scallops 
provided us with a late lunch. By now the rain was drumming 
what was for this cruise an unfamiliar beat and we sat down in 
the saloon with a glass of wine, Denise to read her Kindle and 
me to plan the next few days and our passage home.

Portavadie marina has been on the lips of many at Ringhaddy, 
its reputation as an oasis of luxury painted a picture that whet 
the appetite and given that it was just a few miles across Loch 
Fyne from us we thought we would visit the next morning 
(visitor berths are free during the day). The previous day’s rain 
was replaced with warm sunshine and little wind so Denise 
backed Geronimo out of our berth and we motored across to 
Portavadie tying up on the long visitors pontoon nearest the 

facilities buildings. Many of the fingers on this section have 
been removed because of the Seaflex mooring system used 
and the photograph in the CCC’s Firth of Clyde pilot guide, 
whilst reminiscent of Portavadie’s industrial heritage, doesn’t 
show the infinity pool belonging to the luxury waterfront spa 
complex or the Lodge accommodation near the ferry terminal. 
Did it live up to its reputation? I suppose it did but the 
highlight for Denise was the walk in drying room, essentially a 
sauna for wet gear. I’m glad we saw it in the sunshine, the rain 
the night before might have painted a different picture.

Not planning an overnight we decided to eat on the hoof and 
make for Lamlash on the eastern shore of Arran. Lamlash 
Bay is sheltered from most wind directions and the south 
westerly that was forecast would give no concern to those 
hoping for a peaceful night. We had a great sail towards 
Arran though the wind strengthened from a F 3 to a F 5 
as we crossed the entrance to Kilbrannan Sound meaning 
that lunch was consumed at a rather inconvenient angle. 
As we passed Brodick Bay the last seagoing steam powered 
passenger steamer in the world, the PS Waverley and now in 
her 70th year, steamed past with a full cargo of day-trippers 
enjoying the afternoon sun. Entering Lamlash Bay we were on 
the lookout for the visitors moorings that are located some 
way off the shore and discovered that these had no pick up 
buoy meaning that we had to lasso the buoy and then attach 
our bridle from the dinghy. The last time we had to do that 
was in Castlebay in Barra. This was our first visit to the Clyde 
and apparently it is normal to find an absent pickup because, 
according to the bloke collecting our dues, there is a tendency 
for them to be stolen or driven over and fouled around props. 
As is our want (or perhaps need) we went ashore, visited the 
Co-op and visited the most appealing establishment to sample 
the local beverage. A quiet and early night was had and I 
spent the evening continuing to plan our passage south and 
home. Based on the forecast we would we would make for 
Portpatrick rather than Stranraer and then on Saturday head 
home to Ringhaddy.

The wind was to veer to the northwest, F4 or F5, occasionally 
F6 at first but as we left the lee of Arran it was a good F6, 

South to Portpatrick
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increasing to F7 as we closed the Ailsa Craig. With a three-
metre swell on the beam it was a lumpy passage and though 
the forecast indicated that the wind would ease to F 3 there 
seemed to be no sign of this and as we progressed I debated 
whether or not we would get into Portpatrick. The entrance 
is tight and subject to heavy swell however it’s more of an 
issue when the wind is in the west or southwest so I hoped 
the wind direction didn’t change. I managed to get a mobile 
signal and called the lifeboat station in Portpatrick to see what 
conditions were like. Fine was the reply, no swell and a F 3. 
We carried on, however with our rapid progress we would be 
arriving just after low water and although the entrance to the 
harbour has been dredged it is still tricky for us at that state of 
tide. To compound things I had been told that it was lifeboat 
week and that the raft race would start half an hour after our 
expected arrival time and that it wasn’t a good idea to try and 
enter the harbour when this was taking place. So we had to 
keep going and as we turned south round Corsewell Point 
the wind remained in the northwest and continued to blow a 
good F6 helping to keep our speed above 7 knots. We arrived 
45 minutes before the race start and as we skirted past half 
tide rock and into the harbour there wasn’t much water under 
our keel. All space on the harbour wall was occupied and we 
rafted up to a yacht from Down Cruising Club behind Sketrick 
Island. Dinner on board and a grandstand view of the race 
ensured an enjoyable end to what was another good passage 
in much stronger winds and bigger seas than we would have 
wanted. 

For us the passage up the narrows and into Strangford Lough 
can realistically only be executed on the flood tide and that 
roughly means a six-hour window of opportunity. Originally 
I had planned to catch the start of the flood tide at 18.00 
meaning that we could have a lie in and a leisurely run across 
the Irish Sea however we were rafted to someone who was 
also heading to the lough but who wanted to catch the end 
of the flood tide at 12.00 thereby necessitating a departure 
at 06.00. A discussion between skipper and crew resulted in 
skipper losing and thus we departed at 05.55 attempting to 
make the 12.00 deadline of the start of the ebb. Wind was still 
in the northwest, F4 gusting F 5 and we were carrying full sail 

but just on the edge of having to put a reef in. Eventually we 
capitulated, only to find that after an hour the wind died and 
shaking out the reef we motor sailed to the Bar Pladdy and 
into the lough beating our 12.00 deadline. We lost the tide 
at Audley’s Roads but managed to hug the shore to Chapel 
Island and with breeze building again from the west managed 
to sail north past the Limestone and into Ringhaddy Sound. 
Denise brought Geronimo nicely up to our mooring and I 
reached out to our pick up danbuoy and placed the mooring 
bridle though the loop on our riding strop, shouted ‘made’ and 
we were home. The early departure was the right decision. 
We were securely on our mooring at 14.18 and therefore had 
the rest of the day to ourselves, to tidy up and to relax in the 
warm sunshine that bathed Ringhaddy Sound. There was no 
one else around, though later that afternoon, Bonnie Boots 
and Tertia and their respective crews arrived back from their 
excursions around the lough and we found ourselves sitting in 
their company, exchanging stories of the last month, well into 
the evening.

This year was a more relaxed cruise and we were able to visit 
some favourite locations and discover some new ones. We 
met old friends but also made some new ones. Thankfully we 
always had favourable winds and we enjoyed some glorious 
weather during the three weeks we were away. Both elements 
contributed to provide us with some of the best passages 
under sail that we’ve ever had (though sometimes I would 
have preferred a little less wind and a little less chop). We 
developed even more confidence in Geronimo’s capabilities 
and grew more confident in our ability to sail her. We travelled 
600 nm and put another 80 hours on the engine using much 
less fuel than normal (I’m indebted to the Greenhalghs who 
with their cool headed presence provided reassurance in 
what could have been an interesting situation). Once again we 
dined well, enjoying the variety of barbecuing, boat cooking 
and the pleasure of someone else cooking. Scotland has never 
disappointed and I hope that whatever we choose to do next 
year we enjoy it as much as we do when we head north.

RNLI raft race Portpatrick



125 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

Hania, my Bavaria 37, had wintered at the marina in Little Vathi 
on Meganisi in the southern Ionian. My long time crew, Keith 
Blezard, and I arrived at the marina on Wednesday 3 May 
and started the process of getting Hania ready for sea after 
her hibernation. I was concerned to note that some items 
were not where we had left them the previous year and while 
nothing was missing, someone had definitely been on board. 
That evening we went to Erricos’s restaurant on the quay side 
where we received a great welcome. 

The next morning after our de rigueur breakfast of Greek 
yogurt, honey and banana we bent on the sails and began 
the hundred and one jobs that needed doing before we felt 
she was ready. The engine started at the first turn of the key; 
followed within a second by a piercing alarm sound. Great! 
What a start to the holiday, I thought as I clambered down into 
the saloon to tell Keith. He, however, had decided to make 
himself a coffee, and the kettle had come to its whistling boil 
at exactly the same time as I switched on the engine. Panic 
over!

We took the anchor chain onto the quayside and measured 
it. 50 m of 10mm chain plus perhaps 5 m of rope– not bad. 
However, the anchor end of the chain was a bit rusty and the 
mechanic from the marina who was passing gave his ‘expert’ 
opinion that we should cut off five or six m to be sure it 
would not fail at a critical time. Very foolishly I agreed with the 
expert and he trotted off to get an angle grinder with which 
he severed 5 m of the chain. I examined the cut link and the 
corrosion was all surface rust with a shining pristine 9.9mm 
of core sparkling in the sunlight. A quick search of Google 
convinced me that the only safe way to join the 5 m back to 
the rest of the chain was by welding. Most of the snap links 

South Ionian Odyssey 
(of not quite Homeric proportions)
Barry MacNeaney

and other DIY solutions provided only about 30%  to 50% of 
the strength of the original. And no, the mechanic, whilst he 
had an angle grinder to cut off chain did not have a welder for 
joining it together again. Lesson learned- in future don’t be so 
quick to listen to ‘experts’.

By Saturday 6 May we were satisfied that we she was 
seaworthy. However we woke to thunderstorms and very 
heavy rain. Not what we had travelled to Greece for! Luckily it 
stopped by 10.30. We made ready for sea and left our berth at 
11.15. With a northwesterly F3 we hoisted the main and genoa 
and on 090 ˚made 5 knots towards the channel between the 
mainland and Kalamos Island. We decided to call to Mithika, 
about ten miles away, for lunch. As we neared the harbour we 
saw some fishing boats tied to the outer side of the pier where 
we hoped to tie up, so had to enter the small and shallow 
inner harbour where we moored against the wall. We left our 
berth after lunch just as the ferry came into the harbour. 

The wind in the Ionian is usually on the nose. The many islands 
cause it to bend, twist and frequently blow in a direction 180˚ 
different from the wind a mile away. It can be very frustrating 
and requires more patience than I usually possess. As we left 
Mithika, the wind was almost on the nose so we tacked down 
the channel with Kalamos Island on our starboard side. After 
we passed Kalamos the wind freed and we had a great sail 
down the southeast side of Kastos. In the Mediterranean, 
because of the lack of tides, the usual method of mooring 
is stern-to. With the main anchor dropped some three boat 
lengths from the quay wall and having reversed in, two stern 
lines are tied off to rings on shore. A plank from the boat to 
the quayside gives access to dry land. The wind increased 
considerably as we came into Kastos harbour, so we dropped 

Hania Bavaria 37
Leaving Ayais Eufimia quayside on a beautiful morning
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our anchor a bit further out than usual in case the wind got 
up even more during the night. We ran out of chain about 3 
m from the wall. I was not happy lying to rope so Keith and 
I hauled for ten minutes to get in enough chain to go over 
the gypsy on the winch. I missed my 5 m of lost chain and 
had some very uncharitable thoughts about our expert. A 
charming and petite English woman came up to us and having 
sympathised with our trouble mildly shocked us by saying in 
a very home counties accent ‘ We had the same problem and 
made a right f**k up of it, so Richard just tied alongside’. We 
went to the Windmill restaurant which has wonderful views 
over the sound and watched the sun painting the mountains 
to the east a beautiful golden colour as it set behind us. 

Sunday 7 May dawned sunny and the sea was like a mill pond. 
We slipped our lines, weighed anchor by 9.30, motored to the 
south end of Kastos and set course for Vathi on the island of 
Ithaca. A gentle breeze from the north allowed us hoist the 
sails and we relaxed, making 3.5 knots towards our landfall. 
We entered the narrow channel leading to Vathi and, as it 
opened into the large bay, we turned to port for the new 

quay. The wind got up with very strong gusts making mooring 
interesting. However, by keeping the speed higher than usual 
we slotted safely between an abandoned yacht and a Greek 
fishing boat. As an aside: is it a fact of nature that at least 
90% of the time when one is mooring, the wind increases? 
We walked the 20 minutes into Vathi town and had a beer 
overlooking the harbour. Two Ionian Sailing charter boats 
came in to moor and one of them ran out of anchor chain and 
had to go back out and re-lay it. I was cheered by that! 

Monday 8 May. We were up early and in 7 knots of breeze 
from the northwest as headed out from Vathi. The sun only 
appeared fitfully from broken cloud and it was cool. Making 
south to the end of Ithaca under sail gave us about 3 knots 
but we were not in a hurry. The wind backed as we neared 
the point and we were close hauled for the last two miles. 
I thought we might clear the point but with 4 m depth and 
seeing sharp rocks beneath us I chickened out and we tacked. 
The moment we rounded the corner the wind increased to F5 
with gusts of F7. Whilst our course to Ayais Eufemia was 270˚ 
we could only sail 240˚ so tacked our way across from Ithaca 
to Cephalonia. The nearer we got to the harbour, the more 
the wind increased so we furled the main and entered under 
genoa. The Harbour Master directed us into a berth and 
shouted ‘Drop anchor. Drop anchor’ while we were still a long 
way off the wall. I ignored him but still dropped too far out 
and again ended up on rope rather than chain. We went back 
out and re-laid it perfectly on the second attempt. We took a 
walk around the little town and were very impressed with the 
cleanliness of the place. White washed houses with vivid blue 
shutters lined the narrow streets – all in all a most attractive 
place to stay. The wind increased to F8 that night but with 
plenty of yachts either side of us we were well protected. 

Tuesday 9 May: we filled the water tanks and paid the Harbour 
Master €18.00 for the berth and water. This is one of the very 
few harbours in the Ionian that charges for an overnight stay. 
We left under genoa and made 5.5knots back towards where 
we had sailed the previous day. Having rounded the southern 
tip of Ithaca, we headed north but the wind abated to the 
extent that the motor was reluctantly switched on. Half way 
along the island shore the wind filled from the south-east and, 
with the engine off, we goose-winged towards Kioni, arriving 
there by 15.00. An armada of yachts was heading in and there 
was no chance of a berth at the quay. We anchored in 10 m 
on the south side of the harbour and Keith swam ashore with 
long lines to keep the stern from swinging. More boats arrived 
and by 17.00 there were over 20 craft anchored beside us, all 
with lines ashore. A spaghetti junction of warps! 

We blew up the dinghy and rowed across the harbour, landing 
near the chic boutiques on the quayside. Kioni is a gorgeous 
little place with houses climbing the steep hillside behind 
the village. Some particularly nice bars tempted us in and we 
succumbed. I had a Metaxa Brandy and a cigar in a rooftop 
bar while enjoying a magical full moon that illuminated the 
little bay.

Wednesday 10 May: We decided to stay in Kioni for another 
day and went swimming in crystal clear water off the pier. A 
walk towards the next harbour of Frikes was abandoned after 
an hour as it was too warm. We returned to Hania and after 
lunch I noticed a large fishing boat getting ready to leave its 

Keith and Barry Little Vathi
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berth. We raised the anchor in record time and cast off the 
stern lines intending to retrieve them later. A Neilson charter 
yacht and Hania took the last two vacant spaces and we were 
delighted to be able to go ashore without using the dinghy. 
The skipper of the Neilson yacht said he had a client arriving 
later in another boat and would we mind if they berthed bow 
to, in between our bow and the bow of his boat. He said they 
would use his boat to climb onto in order to get ashore. I had 
no objection and we tied on a few more fenders at our bow. 
The second yacht duly arrived and with bow lines to both 
Hania and the Neilson, was secure for the night. Later Keith 
rowed back in the dinghy and collected our stern lines.

Thursday 11 May: Up and breakfast early but yacht tied to 
our bow meant we could not leave until they did. By 10.00 
we were free to slip our warps and motored in a flat calm in a 
northerly direction. As we entered the channel between Ithaca 
and Lefkada, which is 7 nm wide at that point, three ships in 
line steamed across us coming from Italy and probably making 
for Patras. The first two were no problem and we knew they 
would be well in front of us. The third was on a collision course 
but was the give way vessel. When it was obvious he was not 
going to alter course, we turned sharply to starboard and he 
passed within 100 m with no acknowledgement that he had 
even seen us. The anti-collision regulations don’t appear to 
mean much in Greek waters! The wind got up but was fluky 
so for the next few hours we had the engine on and off a 
couple of times. We arrived in Rouda Bay on the south coast 
of Ithaca and dropped anchor at the head of the bay in 9m. 
The sun had vanished and it was decidedly cool. We went for 
a swim but the water was cold which meant we did not stay 

in for long. Lunch on deck was followed by an hour’s lazing! 
We motored around to Sivota, some 4nm away. We found a 
great berth on the quay just inside the bay on the port-hand 
side and moored beside the Millstone bar. I met Vicky, chief 
engineer for the Sailing Holidays Flotilla of over 150 yachts, 
and asked her about re-joining my anchor chain. (At this stage 
I was obsessed by it). She said ‘buy a new one or weld it’. 
She is an expert that I would listen to. Later we called to the 
Millstone bar for a nightcap and checked the weather forecast. 
It showed wind for Friday of over 55kph which is about 
30knots. Not good. On the way back to Hania I saw the yacht 
Chain flying the ICC burgee so hailed them and had a chat. 
They said that Greek weather forecasts should be entered for 
the Booker Prize – they were fiction. 

Friday 12 May: We were in no rush to leave because of the 
poor forecast. By noon a few yachts had left the bay and did 
not beat a retreat so we decided to poke our nose out and 
left the berth by 13.00. There was an uncomfortably large 
slop and cross seas outside Sivota but no wind. We motored 
up the Meganisi channel and the sea flattened the further 
north we went. We called into a small bay for lunch but, 
having dropped the anchor, I noticed the battery warning 
light flickering on and off. I was afraid the engine might not 
start again so we weighed anchor and continued around to 
Spartakhori.The quay at the Spilia Restaurant was jammed 
with craft: two flotillas and many privately-owned boats had 
obviously heeded the weather warning and decided to stay 
safely in port. One of the brothers who own the restaurant 
recognised Hania from previous visits and he moved his small 
fishing boat to make space for us. We went bow-to and picked 

Mithika quayside
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up a lazy line and were glad to have a very late lunch on board 
near assistance if we should need it. The restaurant was full 
for dinner but the waiter, Stathis, had kept us a table near the 
water’s edge. We met up with Lorna and Ian who had been the 
‘nose in’ yacht in Kioni,had a great chat with them and perhaps 
a Metaxa too many. 

Saturday 13 May: With fingers crossed I turned the key to 
start the engine and it roared into life. I was still a little anxious 
so we decided to head for Little Vathi and seek help at the 
marina. As soon as we tied up I went to the office to ask about 
a marine electrician. Connie phoned Englishman, Mark, who 
agreed to call to Hania that afternoon. He arrived as promised 
and it was a joy to watch someone who is 100% capable and 
experienced going about their business. He had meters and 
gauges, screwdrivers and pliers, and all sorts of gadgets in 
his toolbox. After a most comprehensive examination he 
announced that the problem was nothing more than a loose 
wire which he re-attached and the problem was solved. I had a 
few other non-pressing things I wanted done on the electrical 
system which he noted and said he would see to over the 
winter. In much better form, Keith and I finished off a very 
satisfying day with a meal ashore. 
 
Sunday 14 May: We were up early to catch the ferry to Nidri 
as Keith had to return to the UK for work and I regretfully said 
goodbye to him. The first part of my Odyssey was over. I was 
picking up Ken Slattery later and looking forward to part two!
 
 
 

 

 
 
 

Spaghetti Junction of shorelines in Kioni



129 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

South of Cape Finisterre, at the entrance to the Ría de Arosa 
and surrounded by a slightly surreal seascape of granite, 
lies the unpretentious little fishing port of Aguiño. Leading 
west, east and south from it’s harbour are three very useful 
channels: the Canal de Sagres, out to the ocean; the Paso 
de Carreiro, into the Ría; and the Paso Interior de Sálvora, 
between Isla Sálvora and the islands and rocks to its east. 
In an article in Yachting Monthly in February, Chris Beeson 
described the Canal de Sagres (as seen from Peter Haden’s 
Papageno) as ‘a veritable valley of death’.

I know what he meant, but I wouldn't put it quite that strongly, 
and nor, I am sure, did Peter. He asked me in September 2016 
if I could help him to encourage participants in the Rías Baixas 
rally to use these channels - he had found few takers so far, 
although he himself had been through them 22 times, and we 
- at that point - three times. 

The RCC Pilot is frankly discouraging. It talks about ‘extremely 
settled weather’, ‘strong and unpredictable currents’, ‘of 
interest to dedicated rock hoppers’ and the like. Quite 
unnecessarily cautious. Sometimes the problem with pilot 
books is legacy text, which can be very old indeed, and very 
persistent. It took me a while to understand why - for example 
- Courtmacsherry was described three times as ‘dangerous’ 
in the ICC Directions. It's patently not dangerous. I eventually 
found that the text had survived from at least 1962, if not 
1930, and so pre-dated not only GPS, radar, the Black Tom 
buoy and the echosounder, but the diesel engine as well - or 

Veritable valleys of death
or handy little short cuts ?
Norman Kean

Coire Uisge Warrior 40

even any engine at all. Perhaps the RCC pilot has the same 
issue. So, accepting the challenge, we set out in the early 
summer of this year to prepare Directions for the Sálvora 
channels, ICC style. 

We had wintered Coire Uisge further south in Vigo, and early 
in May we headed up towards Arosa. Generally speaking, 
the summer weather in the Rías is what in Ireland would be 
described as gorgeous, with only the occasional ‘soft day’, as 
it would be called in West Cork, and now and again a bit of 
a stiff breeze. There's sometimes a long rolling swell setting 
in from the ocean, which comes from distant storms, usually 
in Galway. So it was, that day, with a light haze, and the swell 
helpfully crashing on the rocks to point out where they were. 
We were armed with a brand-new copy of the UKHO detail 
chart, scale 1:25,000, just to be sure. In most places it doesn’t 
matter whose charts you have, and here the British ones are 
based on Spanish data. The 80-odd countries of the IHO don’t 
need to survey each others’ waters – they all share data. The 
paper chart also has its source diagram; the Paso Interior was 
surveyed in 2005, the Canal de Sagres not since 1905. The 
chart is on WGS84 horizontal datum.

Approaching from the south, Isla Sálvora itself is unmistakable, 
and across the Paso Interior from it is Isla Noro, pyramidal, 
about 50 m high and conspicuous for miles. It is unfortunate 
that the charts here don't identify the height of the 
small islands and rocks, since some of them are low and 
humpbacked and others towering and steep. Granite is like 

The lengths we go to in the cause of safe navigation. Geraldine with GPS at Aldán
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that. It weathers into bizarrely-shaped boulders, sometimes 
one giant teetering on top of another, sometimes a pinnacle 
rising out of nowhere to break the surface - or sometimes 
just below. Granite doesn’t do gradual. Think of the Tinker's 
Hole, or Burtonport, or Ploumanac'h. Apart from the new 
paper chart, we had an elderly copy of BA1754, Ría de Arosa, 
on a scale of 1:40,000, and up to date Navionics charts on 
our (eye-wateringly expensive Raymarine e95 all-singing 
all-dancing multifunctional) screen. Anyway, that lump could 
only be Isla Noro. As we headed north into the Paso Interior 
(‘of interest to dedicated rock-hoppers’), as far as we could 
make out everything was making sense. It seemed like a good 
idea to head for something called Isla Insuabela, which was 
probably that low rock a mile or so ahead. We had after all 
been here before, but that was last year and we couldn't be 
sure of remembering it. The bearing was about right, and the 
little green line stretching ahead of Boaty McBoatface on the 
screen was missing all the blue bits. (Electronic vector charts 
are wonderful, but often lack specifics. The blue was less than 
5 m – but how much less? It didn’t say. Pass me that paper 
chart. Four point seven on that bit, well that's OK then.) This 
time we were recording our track on the screen, and taking 
lots of navigationally-meaningful pictures. The echosounder 
was giving no surprises. Here and there little fishing boats 
were tending their pulpo pots - they are after octopus. But the 
lines tend to go pretty well straight down.

The Paso Interior is probably the most challenging of the three 
channels, because it’s narrows are defined by below-water and 
drying rocks, many of which don’t show (a further drawback of 
all the charts here is the absence of any indication of drying 
heights). Keeping slightly to the east side avoids a couple of 
rocks opposite Isla Noro, but at the narrows, the Piedras Los 
Asadoiros on the west side provide a conspicuous landmark, a 
steep-sided row of teeth that never covers. There are a couple 
of drying rocks close to the east of them, but at this point the 
ocean swell was penetrating, and breaking on these. 

That allowed us to confirm again the accuracy of charted 
positions, and also to avoid Piedra Carabeliña, drying - but 
clearly not by much – and now lurking invisible in mid-channel 
but defining the east side of the narrows. The identity of Isla 
Insuabela, by this time four cables ahead, was now certain. 
Seen from the west, the shape of its granite boulders suggests 
that a large shark is trying to take a bite out of the little island. 
Once abreast Insuabela we were back into open water, and 
we decided to take a pass south-about the Islas Sagres so as 
to enter the Canal de Sagres from the west. This would be the 
way the Rally boats would be going. 

There’s an isolated unmarked rock called Bajo Meixon de 
Vigo half a mile south of the Islas Sagres, but their west side 
is relatively clean. We took a long sweep up out to sea to the 
north-west. The RCC pilot advises giving Cabo Corrubedo (four 
miles to the north) a berth of five miles (seriously!) to avoid the 
dangers of the offshore Bajo Corrubedo reef, and provides 
only sketchy directions for the Canal de Sagres. Following its 
advice and going south-about Sálvora would add eleven miles 
to a passage from Portosin to the Ría de Arosa. 

But there’s a clear deep channel half a mile wide inside all the 
reefs to the south of Corrubedo. In normal summer weather 
and daylight, this passage is quite straightforward, and the 
offshore rocks are almost always breaking. Coming south-
east this way and nearing the Canal de Sagres, we picked out 
the Piedras Conle Queixada, the largest of which is high and 
conical, like a mini-Isla Noro. And the rock breaking three 
cables north-west of it had to be Bajo Roncoso, the first of the 
real hazards in the approaches. Photograph, photograph. The 
Islas Sagres look like a sprawling pile of giant granite boulders, 
surmounted by a little beacon in the shape of a cross with 
two sets of arms, which hold the solar panels. But the north 
side of the Sagres islands is pretty steep-to, so it’s possible 
to get quite close. This should avoid a couple of nasty drying 
rocks called the Laxes de Falcoeiro on the north side, just 

The lengths we go to in the cause of safe navigation. Geraldine with GPS at Aldán

Granite coast- the Islas Sagres

The unmistakable isla Noro

The shark takes another bite out of Insuabela

 Canal de Sagres from the north with Bajo Roncosso breaking
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over a cable away. They were helpfully breaking as we headed 
south of them and straight towards the north-easternmost 
of the huge Sagres boulders, charted as Insua El Mayador. 
Ahead and to port the surf was breaking over a humpback 
rock, in line with the point just south of Aguiño. That had to 
be Islote El Toran, the next important landmark. A mile and 
a half ahead was the unmistakable tower on the Piedras del 
Sargo. Everything was making sense. The depth had bottomed 
(topped?) out at about 7m. With El Toran abaft the beam, the 
Valley of Death was now behind us, and no drama. Joyce’s 
Pass, it ain’t. 

The last of the three channels, the Paso de Carreiro, is a 
doddle by any standard. Split the difference between the 
Piedras del Sargo tower and the new red and white beacon on 
the Pentones de Centolleira opposite, and you’re through.*

For a stranger on a first visit, GPS waypoints are far and away 
the safest means of navigating this area. All eyes need to 
be kept wide open, but the pleThora of rocks can be pretty 
confusing, and it would be easy to get disoriented. The 
charts here are good, and there is no offset in horizontal 
datum – everything is WGS84. Our chartplotter had been a 
tremendous help, but considering we were going to be writing 
for others, the latest paper chart was essential for us. With the 
aid of the recorded track on the screen, and the large-scale 
chart, we plotted a chain of waypoints, which really had to 
feature the second decimal place of a minute – units of 13 or 

18 m. Armed with these, we did all three channels again. And 
again and again and again, in different conditions of weather 
and tide, over the next month, with different guests aboard. 
We saw no strong currents, so - predictable or not - they 
don’t matter much. I am assuming a decent engine, for this 
would not be a place to be becalmed under sail, or having to 
tack to windward. Our pilotage notes grew as – with valuable 
advice and assistance from many others - we explored more 
passages and undocumented anchorages in the Rías from 
Vilagarcia to Bayona, and they ended up 30 pages long. In 
June we circulated them to the Rally fleet. On 18 July, we came 
through the Canal de Sagres on our way south from Portosin, 
closely followed by Faustina II. John Clementson would most 
assuredly have led the way, but we had raced him south under 
engine and won. Possibly encouraged by the two of us, a 
Dutch yacht followed him through. We ducked into Aguiño and 
watched the fleet pass by. After lunch we emerged, and met 
Ed Wheeler and crew on Witchcraft approaching the Paso de 
Carreiro. It pains me to admit that he beat us on a close reach 
to the Isla de Arosa. 

We don’t know how many of the Rally boats used the Sálvora 
channels, but a straw poll got 22 responses: two skippers 
already used the channels regularly, four had stayed outside, 
and 16 (including some Galicia regulars) had made the 
passage for the first time. John Clementson, one of the 16, 
went through five times. We received many appreciative 
comments during the Rally and afterwards. Perhaps our own 

 A bit of a swell is useful-the Laxes de Falcoeiro

 Bizarrely shaped boulders of Islas Sagres

 Islote El Toran is a key landmark

The beacon on the Pentones de Centolleira marks the north side of the Paso de Carreiro
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most interesting passage was west and south through the 
Paso de Carreiro and the Paso Interior on 17 August, in fog, 
with visibility about 100 m. We could barely see the Piedras 
del Sargo tower, and the Pentones de Centolleiro beacon was 
visible only on radar. As we approached the anchorage at 
Sálvora, the fog parted like a curtain being drawn aside, and 
there lay the bay in glorious sunshine.

The notes have been tidied up and sent to the RCC Pilotage 

Foundation to assist in revision of their pilot. Our thanks 
go to all who helped and to all those who expressed their 
confidence in our work by making use of it.

*but early in September an Argentinian yacht successfully 
negotiated the Canal de Sagres and then (reportedly) tried 
to leave the Pentones de Centolleira beacon to starboard. 
Fortunately nobody was hurt but the damage was severe. 
South America uses IALA system B, red to starboard -  
possibly a moment of confusion? 
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We had just sold Séafra, our Voyager 35, and once the reality 
of being boatless sank in, the fear of becoming dry land sailors 
had us scouring boatyards and brokers lists for a replacement. 
The basics were clear, the ‘new’ boat had to be around thirty-
five feet, a deck saloon was imperative, and of over-riding 
importance, it must be within our budget. All of this was 
agreed between Les and myself with one other condition – eye 
appeal was essential. I had to have a boat that would give me 
that special feeling, that hard-to-define pride of ownership, as 
you look back at your yacht while rowing to the quay.

We had looked at Westerlies – awkward to get from the deck 
to the saloon; Moodies – plenty of volume but the boats in our 
price range were big without being beautiful; French boats 
– none suitable; Dutch steel boats – ideal for voyaging in ice 
but, again, outside our budget; home builds and classics. We 
thought about going down in size and there were some lovely 
boats available but bearing in mind our climate, too small 
for extended periods on board. So nothing quite matched 
our expectations. Nothing, that is, until one day, while on an 
internet search, Les spotted Pavane, a Seastream 34 ketch. 

A little shorter than Séafra, she had considerably more volume 
and, importantly, offered the comfort and security essential to 
our future sailing. Could this be the one? There was only one 
way to find out. Two days later I was on a flight from Belfast to 
Bristol, and, pushed for time, was driving as fast as was safe 
and legal to the boatyard on the river Dart where she was on 
the hard. I had only a couple of hours to get acquainted with 
her before I had to race back for my homeward flight – but 
that was enough. It was love at first sight and how was I to 

Love Is Blind - but not for long!
Brian Black

Pavane Seastream 34

know that, like most infatuations, it might soon be heading for 
the rocks? 
At the time, a mental block seemed to help me ignore the 
filthy rigging, the grime on her hull, the obvious leaks through 
the deck and forehatches and an engine that should have 
been converted into a mooring block years ago. All I could see 
was the end result, a beautiful boat that would take us well 
into our declining years. 

Of course, I couldn’t stay blind to her faults for ever. Even I 
had to admit she was tired looking - as you would expect with 
a boat that was nearly forty years of age and hadn’t been 
to sea for several years. Clearly, she was in need of serious 
TLC, not to mention new instruments and, probably, in time, 
a replacement engine. And I also noted that the headlinings 
would need replacing, a complete re-wiring seemed essential, 
and although the rig looked OK, the UV strip on both the 
main and the genoa were suspect. But, if the list of defects 
was beginning to look daunting, I comforted myself with the 
thought that recent retirement from TV production meant I 
had time on my hands, and apart from the mechanical and 
electrical work, I could do many of the repairs myself.
In the course of my sailing career I have taken on several craft 
needing some serious upgrading so I knew from the start that 
Pavane would be a challenge, but I could also see the potential 
that was there. The good news was that the price was within 
our budget and I felt it reflected the condition of the boat but 
first we thought it wise to get the expert view of what we were 
letting ourselves in for. 
Our son-in-law, Colin, is a marine surveyor living in the 
Highlands of Scotland. He listened, looked at the pictures 

Bowling along the Welsh coast
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and, with classic Scottish pessimism, tried to warn us off. 
No chance - all we could see was a project boat with huge 
potential. This was followed by unsolicited advice from our 
children suggesting that perhaps we were beyond the point 
where a project boat was a suitable investment. No-one 
actually said ‘at your age’ but the implication was there. It was 
clear from their faces and not-so-enthusiastic reaction that 
they were only indulging the latest whim of aging parents in 
the hope that sense, in the end, would prevail. Instead, they 
found themselves facing a full-on obsession that seemed to 
ignore all obstacles.

And so a compromise emerged - we would make an offer 
subject to survey then engage a surveyor who lived in the 
Devon area, recommended by Colin. The visit was made and 
the report came through in early January. Its findings made 
serious reading and were summarised in the last paragraph 
‘………..this boat must NOT go to sea in its present state.’ Our 
dreams and plans had come to a grinding halt.
In brief, the forward bulkhead had rotted through due to 
weeping deck glands, the king post supporting the main-mast 
had rusted to nothing at its base, the engine was a nightmare, 
the gearbox was leaking oil and there was a doubt about the 
steering quadrant.

This was where the problems of buying at a distance really 
began to make themselves felt. On our home turf in Ireland 
we knew trusted shipwrights and first class engineers who 
could get the job done. In the heart of Devon, we knew 
nobody. Of course we could take local advice and, with luck, 
find the right people here too – but how could we manage a 
complex work schedule taking place over several weeks on 
the other side of the Irish Sea? Flights, hotel bills, car hire – 
the projected costs began to mount alarmingly. 
How about taking her home by road ? Despite upsetting 
visions of our graceful Pavane swaying along on a low-loader 
in heavy motorway traffic, we priced that too - with equally 
chastening results. Time for a re-think, a clear-headed 
assessment of all possible costs and an attempt to re-
negotiate the deal. No joy. 
It looked like we were back to square one in our search for 
the perfect boat. We even clambered over a few closer to 
home, hoping some magic would strike but knowing full well 
that they weren’t going to measure up. It’s a fine madness, 
this boat buying lark – at least it is in our house. Once a 
decision is made, we become blind to alternatives - there 
would be no turning back
Then, at last, someone had a bright idea. In a way, it was 
bound to happen. After all, THEY knew we wanted to buy 

– our persistence from such a distance was evidence enough. 
And WE knew the vendor had no other offers on the table – if 
they had, why would they be bothering with us? Long distance 
negotiations tend to be rather transparent!
Anyway, through further chat with broker and owner, a 
formula emerged. The vendor, a boat builder by trade, would 
deal with the bulkhead and king-post issues at his expense, 
while we would finance an engineer to sort out matters 
mechanical, the price would be adjusted downwards and 
when all this was passed by survey, the deal could be closed. 
Settled!

Or so we thought. In our personal budgeting, Les and I had 
allowed for a replacement engine once Pavane was safely 
home in Strangford Lough. What we hadn’t expected was 
that thirty minutes after launching and just a few miles along 
the River Dart, the elderly Mercedes would inexplicably seize 
with a death rattle that eliminated any hope of resuscitation. 
We hadn’t planned on needing the anchor that early in our 
trip either, so a mad scramble ensued before Pavane lay back 
majestically, swinging to the tide. 
But nobody could have predicted the next events which 
abruptly overrode any mechanical concerns. It seemed we 
were in the middle of a war zone. High speed inflatable 
assault craft were hurtling around us, their crews firing 
automatic weapons at one another. Had the revolution 
begun? 

And then reason prevailed. We were less than two miles from 
Dartmouth, home to the Royal Naval College, and these were 
cadets out on a training exercise. Relieved that there was no 
need either to return fire or to surrender, we decided instead 
to summon help and soon a motor boat was towing us into 
Noss Marina where a strong cup of tea was called for as 
options were considered.
Les and I conferred anxiously, both feeling the recurring fear 
of rising expense and potential lack of control. The marina 
folk recognised our problems and a deal was negotiated but 
even so, costs were mounting by the day, eating into our fast 
draining reserves. The elderly Mercedes 636 was condemned 
as beyond economic repair. Phone calls were made and 
with an ease that, in retrospect, was too good to be true, 
a replacement engine – a neat and modern Volvo 40 was 
sourced and installed along with a reconditioned gearbox. 
It all took time and highlighted another disadvantage of 
distance buying – your phone bill goes up, food, marina costs 
and hire car charges were making a worrying hole in our 
budget. However, eventually, in May 2017, we got the word – 
Pavane was ready for sea. 

Love at first sight Hard to imagine the end result
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More air fares clocked up and I spent a week on board, 
checking every bolt and bottle screw, cleaning the running 
gear, testing the rudder, making sure the sails ran free on their 
rollers, listening to the gentle throb of the new engine, alert to 
signs of the dreaded diesel bug. All seemed good.
I knew of just one slight idiosyncrasy. As a deck saloon, 
Pavane had two steering positions – undercover in the 
wheelhouse and at the wheel outside in the cockpit. Given 
the circumstances, it didn’t seem such a big deal when the 
engineers told us that on our voyage home we would have 
to rely on the inside control only. We could live with that. 
Then came a further complication - the gear lever, was now 
operating in a totally counter-intuitive manner – i.e. push 
forward for reverse and back for ahead. What could possibly 
go wrong? 

We were soon to find out. Happy in the company of my long-
time pal Derek White (ICC), a man with many sea miles in his 
wake and a strikingly similar experience of skilfully getting out 
of difficulties we should never have been in in the first place, I 
felt a new confidence about the three hundred mile passage 
back to Ireland.

Misplaced confidence, as it turned out. The first hint that 
things were not right came when I tried to engage reverse 
gear, and all that happened was that the revs built up and we 
went forward at speed. 

Trustingly, I was looking astern, expecting the boat to be 
getting closer to the pontoon. But in reality, the pontoon was 
getting smaller as we accelerated with some determination 
in the opposite direction. Shouts of warning from the dock 
followed by a bump and a tangle of security rails left me in no 
doubt. Naively, I thought the problem was due to operator 
error, I confess to a touch of magic about anything mechanical 
– I can render it unserviceable in an instant. So after a bit of 
jostling in full public view and concealing a sense of panic 
with a totally false appearance of auThority, off we went – out 
of the Dart and into breaking seas at its mouth, white water 
everywhere. Quickly we hoisted and trimmed sail and Pavane 
settled down for the run around Land’s End.

At last I could allow myself a smile, sails drawing nicely, 
autopilot handling the conditions with ease, the new boat was 
showing her potential. The next forecast changed everything. 
The south westerly set that should have carried us across St 
George’s Channel and up the Irish Sea had become a strong 
northerly. We had little choice but to break our journey. 
Abandoning hopes of passing the Lizard that night we headed 
for shelter in the Helford River to confront yet more problems. 
With the tide running one way, the wind in opposition and 
clearly showing evil intent, yachts on moorings everywhere 
and Pavane still refusing to snick into the correct gear when 
requested, we tried for a visitor’s mooring time and again. 
Visibility was poor and Pavane was in no mood to be co-
operative. After half an hour of arm stretching futility and 
two broken boat hooks, I took the risk of stopping the engine 
between wind and tide in the hope that her way would carry 
us close to a mooring where we could loop a line over the 
buoy. That worked and two exhausted sailors hit the whiskey 
and tuned in to the shipping forecast to consider our options.
Breakfast was a sombre affair. The Met Office was adamant 

Taking a break from working on the project

Derek at work



136 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

the northerlies would build to gale force and last for the 
coming week. Having got so far, I was almost tempted to go 
for it anyway, taking advantage of a brief lull in the weather 
and relying on Pavane’s sailing ability to head for an Irish port 
and work it out from there. After all, I’d tackled far dodgier 
challenges in the course of my Arctic sailing – but that was in 
my tried and tested Séafra and this was a new and unfamiliar 
craft. I was beginning to worry about the engine which was 
now proving hard to start, the operation of the gearbox was a 
mystery, the forward hatches were leaking and there was an 
alarming amount of water in the bilge. 

Then the grey dawn turned wet, the wind rose, we had 
missed our weather window and by mid-day the decision was 
made. The Helford River manager arranged a discount for an 
extended stay and a friend from home who now lives nearby 
offered to check the boat every couple of days. Derek and I 
flew back – in my case wondering what Les was going to say 
about the ever increasing costs of this whole enterprise. 
Two weeks later the weather had settled and with renewed 
optimism, I was back out to sea with another friend, David 
Thompson who was, as always, willing to endure hardship in 
return for a spell on the ocean wave.

We made a stop in Newlyn for a fair tide round Land’s End. 
True, Pavane’s engine had been slow to start but she was 
sailing like a dream and a call to the harbour master alerting 
him to our lack of mobility had secured a convenient berth 
in the marina. Newlyn is one of the UK’s busiest ports and 
the quality and condition of the fishing boats docked there 
contrasted with many other ports around these islands where 
the fleets are old and frequently rusty.

We left Newlyn to get slack water off the Longships which 
would give about nine hours of favourable stream to take us 
across the Bristol Channel and into Milford Haven around 
mid-night. There were few ships to worry about during 
daylight hours but all that was about to change. Shortly 
after identifying the landfall buoy off Milford Haven, bright 
navigation lights were everywhere. Ships to the right, ships to 
the left and then something huge was bearing down on us. 
With full sail set we altered course - might was right even if it 
meant going back out to sea. Then Milford Haven radio came 
on to announce the arrival of a large bulk carrier under tow 
and for all vessels to give way.

The wind that carried us from Land’s End had veered to the 
north west which meant that Dale Bay, just round the corner 
from the entrance, would give us shelter. I could see some 
boats on moorings and at anchor towards the shore but 
bearing in mind the difficulties we’d had earlier with the gears 
I decided to anchor well out – the last thing I needed after a 
passage of a hundred miles was to spend the night extracting 
Pavane from a tangle of mooring lines.

Bright and early we were under way again, motor-sailing to 
begin with past Skokholm, magnificent in the morning light, 
with its internationally famous bird sanctuary. Skomer next to 
starboard and some distance off, seas breaking white on the 
Smalls. The wind filled in nice and steady from the south west 
and with all sails drawing, Pavane surged along at an average 
of six knots to bring us past the South Bishop light then a 
course of N/NW towards the Irish shore about a hundred 
miles distant. 

We made Arklow late that night, not wanting to risk the shoals 
that run for thirty nm or so up the east coast of Ireland where 
the tide flows strong, with the risk of being set onto the 
shallows in the dark. 

Almost home – but what should have been a sigh of relief 
was actually a growing feeling of alarm, as by now there was 
no doubt that we had major problems. Water ingress was 
my priority, suggesting that the stern tube and its deep-sea 
seal were giving trouble. But the engine too had me worried; 
it simply refused to start without the use of an aerosol 
propellant. Even to an engineering dinosaur like me, it was 
obvious there was something seriously wrong with the glow 
plugs, and of course there was still the challenge of not being 
able to get out of gear. 

Putting into Arklow was a good call though. It blew hooligans 
next day and even with the wind coming off the land, there 
was no telling what stresses heavy weather would have put 
on the boat and we needed a bit of rest too. I decided not to 
say too much to David – a friend of many years standing who 
has had the misfortune to sail with me in the high latitudes 
where we had some hard times. Looking back though, I do 
remember being somewhat less than interested when, as a 
noted botanist, he tried to show me something green with 
leaves when my mind was more occupied with whether we 
could reach Strangford without the aid of a life-boat.
It was good fortune we had an early start next day as no-
one was around to witness the spectacle of us leaving the 
harbour. Although the wind was light, it was enough to cause 
complications as the river was running high and no amount David Thompson

Derek shares thoughts of a passage abandoned at Helford
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of springing or spronging produced a safe angle to get away 
from the pontoons and through the yachts on bow and stern 
moorings just a few metres away. Eventually we got clear and 
all I’m prepared to say is that no other boats were injured in 
the exercise. Navigation during daylight was straight forward 
as the shallows are well marked. We took the Arklow Bank to 
starboard then altered course to keep the India and Codling 
Banks to port, all the while with a favourable tide giving us 
another two to three knots on our boat speed. 
As the sea miles rolled by our sprits rose, in my case 
comforted by the knowledge that if things went wrong, 
Wicklow was an option and after that Greystones with its 
new marina, or Dun Laoghaire, or Howth. But the wind held, 
motoring was kept to a minimum as we crossed Dundrum 
Bay and raised the Mountains of Mourne. Passing St John’s 
light it was obvious to me that we were taking on alarming 
amounts of water but there was the prospect of safe harbour 
at Ardglass marina - just around the corner from Strangford 

where I knew help would be at hand. 

Two days later Pavane was on a trailer and hauled onto 
the hard standing at Quoile Yacht Club where inspections, 
analysis and repairs were quickly under way. While awaiting 
the mechanical issues to be sorted, I have been hard at work 
on the interior, curing window leaks, replacing hatch perspex 
and re-bedding deck fittings - I keep telling myself that this is 
a ‘project boat’ and all this work was envisaged at the outset, 
all that has really happened is that the re-fit was taking place 
during the sailing season instead of over the winter. 

The problems are complex and it may be a long haul but, 
yes, Les and I are still happily committed to our project boat. 
We are determined that in our hands Pavane will undergo a 
transformation, with something beautiful emerging from the 
chrysalis of problems and neglect that we inherited. It will all 
take time but the end result will make it worthwhile. 

Les-the smile says it all

The Mountains of Mourne and nearly home
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Sailing home 
to Clew Bay
Daria Blackwell

Aleria Bowman 57

Between 2008 and 2010, Alex and I, with our cruising 
kitty Onyx, crossed the Atlantic three times. It was a spiral 
adventure that brought us home to Ireland. 
I was born in the United States to parents who were 
immigrants from Ukraine, displaced during WWII. My family 
emigrated to America, traveling aboard the Queen Mary to 
clear in at Ellis Island. I was the celebration baby, born a year 
after they arrived. Yet, I never felt at home in America. My 
entire life was spent searching for ‘home’. 

I don’t know why I felt misplaced. Perhaps it was because I 
was raised European in America, and didn’t even learn English 
until I went to school. Perhaps there’s a genetic connection 
between some people and a land they yearn for, like birds 
and fish returning to the place where they were born. Perhaps 
there is some distant memory imprinted in my brain that 
caused me to seek out this nebulous concept of ‘home’. 
I drove along both coasts of North America, east and west, 
searching for ‘home’. I knew it had to be by the sea because 
I have never been able to be away from blue water longer 
than a few days. The closest I came was in Maine, where I 
discovered that home had to have ‘mountains that come 
down to the sea’. 

Then I met Alex. He always knew that home was in Clew Bay. 
He convinced me to come see it, because, he said, ‘Mayo looks 
like Maine but the weather is better’ The first time I saw it – 
Clew Bay, the mountains, the islands, the fury of the storms, 
the majesty of the light – I was smitten. From then on, for the 
next twenty years, we were driven to make our way here, to 
Ireland, where life is so much more real. In 2008, we handed 
in our resignations and made three piles: things to keep, 
things to sell, and things to give away. We sold the house, sent 
off a container, gave away truckloads to the local churches, 
and loaded our Bowman 57 Aleria with the gear we needed 
to cross the Atlantic, along with a few things that missed the 
container. 

We wanted to sail in Maine and maritime Canada first, so 
we took our time, especially since the ice was flowing farther 
south and for much longer than normal in the Labrador 
Current that year. We sailed out of Long Island Sound, through 
Fisher’s Sound past Narragansett Bay and Buzzard’s Bay, 
waters we had explored for decades and knew well. It felt 
curious to know we wouldn’t be sailing there much anymore. 
We sailed through the Cape Cod Canal and said farewell to 
quirky Provincetown. We were escorted by a massive pod of 
Northern Right Whales across Stellwagon Bank. Their whale 
song reverberated through Aleria’s hull as though through a 
stethoscope. 

We sailed on to Maine where we explored the bays, inlets 
and islets, and gorged ourselves on lobster. Contrary to prior 
experience, we were fortunate to have very little fog. We 
continued on to Shelburne, Nova Scotia where Loyalists in full 
uniform shot their cannons at Aleria anchored in the harbour. 
It was a re-enactment of their escape from the Colonies and 
defeat of a colonial pursuit fleet, but we didn’t know that at 
the time! We visited our Irish Canadian friends, Gilly and Larry 
Fogg, living in Hubbard’s Cove at the time. There we sat out 
a tropical storm on a mooring in a hurricane hole courtesy 
of the self-proclaimed harbourmaster, Rob. Rob regaled us 
with stories of being among the first to dive in bells on oil 
platforms. He sent us off with a ‘care package’: a Tupperware 
container with ‘spuds’ – so we had plenty to eat, a road map – 
so we could find our way back, a flask of whiskey – to keep us 
on an even keel, and a laminated Irish prayer complete with 
shamrocks – ‘straight from me mum’s fridge’. Rob will stay in 
our memories forever. We provisioned in Hubbard’s Cove 
where all the meats were vacuum packed and would last in 
our refrigerator all the way across. 

Finally, it came time to face the North Atlantic. We stopped 
in Halifax at the Royal Yacht Squadron to refuel and take on 
water. Herb Hilgenberg, legendary and now retired weather 

The hand of God showing us the way home in Clew Bay
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router, gave us the green light for a favourable weather 
window. We departed in dense fog and ran under radar, 
sounding our foghorn. We issued a securité when crossing 
the shipping channel and prayed that we would be well clear 
of the traffic. The entire way past Newfoundland, we sailed in 
intense fog. It was massively disorienting, like living in clouds. 
We didn’t see a thing of this dramatic coast. When we realized 
there was only one other vessel in the vicinity, we set up an 
SSB sched to talk to Matt on s/v Ault. He was single-handing 
across the Atlantic and had sailed through the storm we sat 
out when it was still a hurricane. He didn’t have any charts for 
the local waters so he couldn’t take refuge. A couple of years 
later, we realized that our Matt was the extraordinary Matt 
Rutherford who audaciously circumnavigated the Americas 
solo non-stop in an aging 27-foot Albin-Vega he named 
Saint Brendan. His story was made into the award winning 
documentary, Red Dot on the Ocean. We have since met again 
and exchanged stories and now keep in touch via email and 
Facebook. The world keeps getting smaller. 

It was our first Atlantic crossing, and we had chosen the direct 
northern route. In August, the ice was still flowing but not as 
far or as big as it had been. We picked a line below the ice but 
above the latitude that hurricanes frequent. 

Once we exited the Labrador Current into the North Atlantic 
Drift (aka Gulf Stream), everything changed. The air cleared 
of fog and we could see around us that there was not much 
to see, except ocean. Although there was no longer a danger 
of ice, the weather began to deteriorate. Until then we had 
sailed with the main, mizzen, yankee and staysail. Now, we 
were reducing sail as the wind began to build. We sailed 
the rest of the way with only jib and jigger through six gales. 
We hove-to twice to let strong gales pass over us. We even 
turned back sailing westerly for a day to avoid a potentially 
life-threatening strong storm that had suddenly formed in our 
path. Fortunately for us, Herb Hilgenberg was able to direct us 
expertly. Aleria behaved admirably. 

Fog as we depart from north America

Gales in the north Atlantic
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The seas were massive. On the tops of waves, the foam was 
flying and we could see the fury of white horses extending to 
the horizon in every direction. In the troughs of the waves, 
we were becalmed as Aleria’s sails were blanketed by the sea. 
Standing watch during those storms was terrifying, yet heaving 
to was frustrating; we tried to occupy ourselves by reading 
while going nowhere. It was amazingly calm aboard when we 
hove to, so I baked cookies to keep some semblance of sanity 
(as if baking peanut butter cookies in a storm is sane). Then 
the sun shone and the world became glorious again. I found 
myself wondering what the fuss had been all about. Petrels 
would swoop down along the waves and dolphins would check 
on us each morning. One day, I had just been on deck and 
went below to make notes in the log book. When I looked up, 
a huge wave lifted Aleria’s stern as two dolphins reached its 
crest. They were swimming along looking down at me in the 
saloon saying, ‘Oh wow, is that how you live down there?’I was 
thinking, ‘Please don’t jump.’

About 500 nm off, we were a few days overdue and had not 
been able to send a message home as we did not have email 
or sat phone, only SSB, VHF, and mobile. We learned later that 
a vessel had been rescued off the west coast of Ireland, which 
of course our family heard on the news and panicked thinking 
it was us. They contacted the Irish Coast Guard who contacted 
the Canadian Coast Guard who called Herb Hilgenberg. He 
had just spoken with us and was able to report our position 
and ETA. Problem solved. There was one more gale on our 
tail as we approached the coast. We made the decision to 
push hard to get home. We reached Clare Island in the middle 
of the night, where we dropped anchor and went to sleep 
awaiting the rising tide. At sunrise, with angry skies casting 
dark shadows across the mountains and the islands of Clew 
Bay, a hole opened in the sky and a beam of light, like God’s 
finger, lit up the passage to the north of Inishoo showing us 
the way ‘home’. We made our way into the inner Bay with tears 
blurring our vision. Not only had we survived the northern 
North Atlantic and everything it can serve up, we were finally 
home. We called the family via mobile phone, and several 
boats came out to meet us at 0700h with champagne in hand. 
It was surreal to be arriving without having flown into Shannon 
and without jetlag. We tied up to the mooring we had placed 
the year before in anticipation and drank champagne, getting 
quite tipsy not having taken any drink for 23 days at sea.
We slowly made our way with all of our soggy gear to the 
house we had built a few years before and slept for days it 
seemed before getting into the swing of land-based schedules, 
television and radio, and all those things we had no need of at 
sea. 

That winter was one of the worst in memory, and Alex’s 
promise of better weather was tested to the extreme. The 
next fall, we sailed to Spain and Portugal, then on to the 
Madeiras and Canaries, and kept going to the Caribbean. 
After six months of abysmal heat and non-stop sunshine, we 
once again craved home. The light playing on the mountains, 
the warmth of the people, and four seasons in one day were 
calling. Home was calling. I have examined what home means 
to people over the years. Is it the place where you come from 
or the house that you live in? Is it the place where your loved 
ones are? Where is home for those who live aboard their 
vessels for decades, moving from one place to another when 
they tire of the view? What does home mean to migrants? 

I have come to the conclusion that it is different for each 
person. To me home is where my heart feels content. Having 
visited many countries, Ireland is where I feel I belong. We 
returned in 2010 and have sailed mostly the local waters 
since.

Each time we return to Clew Bay, we wonder why we ever left. 
Each time we leave, we can feel the pull of home calling to 
us to return. We have written about our passion for this land 
and these waters in a book entitled Cruising the Wild Atlantic 
Way, and we’ve given talks in Great Britain about the magic of 
sailing in the west. Last year, while en route to Spain, our self-
steering failed so we spent a month sailing around the ‘Costa 
del Cork’. It was very special, and the weather was perfect. 
T-shirts and shorts all month. Friends who had sailed to Spain 
said the temperature never got below 4˚C. In Mayo, it never 
stopped raining. 

I am a proud citizen of Ireland now, having been naturalized 
in a ceremony in April 2016 as one of 1,000 new citizens 
representing 140 different nations. I have felt very welcome in 
this land. Ironically, just last year, a study by scientists at Trinity 
demonstrated that the Celtic people who came to this island 
nation originated in the area of Europe that is now Ukraine. 
Maybe I really do have a gene which homes in on Ireland. 
Maybe I was really meant to sail home after all. My parents 
sailed across on an ocean liner as unwilling immigrants; I 
completed their loop by sailing back willingly to where I felt I 
belonged: the place ‘where the mountains come down to the 
sea’. There is no place more beautiful, and there is no place 
we’d rather call home. Home is Clew Bay.

Alex hoists the Q flag on arrival

Prosecco at 0700 after 23 days at sea
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MacDuach and the 
Traditional Scene
Michael Brogan

Mac Duach Galway Hooker

How often have you sailed into a sheltered bay, complete with 
a village and services, only to find lack of a pier or pontoon 
to enable you to take on fuel, water and supplies to continue 
your cruise? You end up precariously balanced with two or 
three crew in a small dinghy, bringing a couple of five gallon 
drums of diesel, groceries etc. back to your boat, and that’s 
often after a few pints in the local pub. The Scottish Western 
Isles come to mind, places like Castle Bay, East Lough Tarbert, 
to mention a couple.The next time you tie up to your local 
pier, spare a thought for it’s history, and the people who 
planned and built it. How lucky we are to be blessed with so 
many fine piers and quays dotted around our coast. Since 
1800, more than 320 separate piers and quays have been 
erected on the 850 km of sea coast and islands from Black 
Head in Clare to Killary Harbour in County Galway.

During Cruinniú na mBád 2015, the Canadian Ambassador 
to Ireland, Kevin Vickers, unveiled a plaque on Parkmore Pier 
at the mouth of Kinvara Bay to commemorate the Canadian 
contribution to its building. Called Bush Harbour on your 
Admiralty chart, the pier was built in the early 1880s with 
25% funding from the Canadian government. In 1875, when 
a second famine threatened, the government of Robert Peel 
decided to provide assistance to the population by way of 
building infrastructure, mostly piers and quays, in the West 
of Ireland. The British Government would supply 75 % of the 

funds, provided the locals could raise the other 25%, through 
local landowners (who were mostly unable or unwilling), or 
through the local population (who were already destitute). 
The British Government realised full well that the 25% was 
unlikely to be raised, and their proposed contribution would 
not be used. News of the distress threatening the country 
was brought to the attention of the world by newspapers and 
letters and, as a result, in the early1880s the government of 
Canada donated a sum of $100,000 ‘for the relief of stress in 
Ireland’. A considerable sum at the time, the grants were made 
on condition ‘that the work be commenced within a three-
month period’. As a result, 29 piers were built in the early 
1880s from Donegal to Cork, most of which are still in use.
Professor Noel P Wilkins of NUI Galway in a recent publication, 
‘Humble Works for Humble People,’ describes the history of 
piers and quays in County Galway and North Clare from 1800 
to 1922. A great addition to any yacht’s library.

In the summer of 2016, Kevin Vickers joined myself, Jarlath 
Cunnane, Séamus Breathnach from Carna, Benen McDonagh 
from Kilronan, and accordion player Andrew Gillespie from 
Killala, on the first leg of our summer cruise to Cornwall. 
Earlier I had taken MacDuach to Kilrush boat yard where I 
had a new shoe fitted to the keel, along with other running 
repairs, including painting and antifouling. (The lock gates at 
Kilrush are now fully automatic, and can be operated by boat 

Mac Duach sailing past Dunguaire castle
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owners at most times by arrangement). On 16 June we left 
Kilrush, sailing south, and, after tying up in Dingle, we took 
a taxi to Anascaul to pay our respects to Tom Crean at the 
annual festival held in his honour. Crean enthusiasts were 
delighted to meet Jarlath, who in 1996 had built a replica of 
the James Caird, named it after Tom Crean and attempted to 
re-enact the crossing from Elephant Island to South Georgia. 
The crew, including Paddy Barry, had to abandon the attempt 
after getting rolled over a couple of times in hurricane force 
winds. However, they went on to traverse South Georgia as 
Shackleton and Crean had done. Leaving Dingle the next day, 
as we sailed through the Dursey Sound and into Bantry Bay, 
our Canadian guest produced a bottle of Ballantines whiskey. 
We drank a toast to his great grandfather Paul Kingston, who 
in 1826 emigrated from Bantry as a passenger on board the 
ship Looshtaulk, to a new life in Canada. On the voyage, most 
of the crew and passengers succumbed to typhus and scarlet 
fever, and the remaining passengers had to take charge of 
the ship, which ended up in Miramichi, New Brunswick. The 
Kingston family still live there, and retain a strong connection 
to their Irish family roots. 

We drank a toast as well to my own father, also Michael 
Brogan, who died exactly 20 years previously to the hour, 
aged 92, in Kinvara . He was working as usual in his garden 
that day, and on his short walk home for a tea break, he 
paused across the road at the ‘tide’. He threw three stones 
into the water, marking the sign of the Cross, a local tradition 
when getting in for a swim. He passed away peacefully shortly 
afterwards, as he sat at his kitchen table for his tea break. At 
that same time and date in 1996, MacDuach was sailing from 
Scotland to Bergen, when we were caught out in a northerly 
gale on the Viking Bank. As the wind got stronger and the seas 
began to break over our stern, our crew of five were washed 

around in the cockpit with our lifejackets inflated. Although 
MacDuach was decked in, she did not have bulkheads and we 
continued to take water. Before we left Kinvara, we had just 
finished work on the boat, and wood shavings hidden in the 
bilges quickly blocked our pumps. By this stage I had put out 
a Pan Pan, but changed it to a Mayday when we were at risk 
of getting swamped and sinking. I discussed our situation with 
the Coastguard on the VHF, and within an hour a helicopter 
arrived, dropping us a large pump and a generator. We got 
the pump going as we ran before the wind under staysail, 
towards Utsira island, where we were delighted to set foot 
ashore 24 hours later. After a few whiskies we were out for 
the count in the local Harbour Master’s house. The next 
morning, he awoke us to tell me and my brother Finbarr 
that our father had passed away the previous day at 1500 
hrs. It was surreal to see pictures of MacDuach taken from 
the helicopter, on the front pages of the Norwegian , as we 
travelled home for the funeral. Exactly 20 years later to the 
hour and the day, it felt good to be still enjoying a cruise on 
MacDuach as we sailed by Bantry Bay.Kevin left us in Kinsale, 
as we headed South towards Cornwall via the Scillies.

We awoke on the morning of the 24 June to the news that 
Britain had decided to leave the EU. Later on in the Wolf and 
Bishop we took their minds off the doom and gloom with 
Andrew on his accordion, Jarlath on mouth organ and yours 
truly on fiddle. The next morning, feeling a little delicate, we 
slipped our mooring and steered towards Lands End.
Passing south of Wolf and Runnelstone Rocks, we sailed 
by Mousehole (pronounced Mozul), and at Penzance we 
took a mooring as we waited for the gates to open 2 hours 
before HW. We set up HQ in the Admiral Benbow where we 
participated in the annual Mazey Day Festival, something 
along the lines of the Galway Arts Festival. Early the next 
morning my surgical skills were tested when Benen took a 
tumble in the cockpit, sustaining a nasty laceration to his 
scalp. Seamus did well holding the torch, without himself 
becoming another patient! Happy to relate that Benen has 
made a full recovery and remains a pivotal part of the crew.

In Newlyn a small trawler, dwarfed by the huge fleet, caught 
Seamus’s attention. On closer inspection, and with a gasp 
of emotion, he declared it to be Ros na Ríogh, a boat he had 
fished on as young lad, and long thought to be lost or broken 
up. Built in Killybegs in the 50s, she was bought by fellow 
Carna man, fisherman and bádóir (boatman), Pat Jennings, a 
native of Fínis Island off Carna. Months later, I told this story 
to a man who was born and reared on the Island, and he 

Jarlath and Kevin, Blasket Sound

Seamus, Andrew, Jarlath, Michael and Benen in Penzance



143 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

recalled a particular memory of the children sitting in the 
wheelhouse one Christmas Eve, listening to Santa, on what 
was the only wireless on the island. In his day, Pat Jennings 
was renowned around the west coast and beyond, as one 
of the most successful and toughest of fishermen. More 
importantly, Pat had sailed hookers all his life, until the 
introduction of bottled gas brought about the end of the turf 
trade, in the early 60s. Pat’s knowledge and experience of 
working under sail, passed down directly through generations 
of bádóirí, was one of the key factors that led to the success 
of the hooker revival. A formidable helmsman, it was he who 
skippered MacDuach as an open boat, well into his 80s, and 
he had a particular grá for MacDuach, as she was always 
and still is considered a Carna boat. We drank a pint in the 
Swordfish Inn as we celebrated the common bond between 
MacDuach and Ros na Ríogh in Newlyn. It was Séamus who 
suggested our cruise to Cornwall, provided we got MacDuach 
back to Carna in time for Féile Mhic Dara, held each year on 
July 16. On our return journey via Kinsale, Castletownbere 
and Kilronan, we arrived back in time for Mass on MacDara’s 
Island. 

Séamus writes; ‘ Lá Mhic Dara 2016. Lá álainn seoltóireacht. 
(a beautiful day of sailing). After the Mass and Pilgrimage 
(Patrún), we joined in the age old tradition of (an turas) sailing 
around Cruach na Cara (St. MacDara’s Island). On passing the 
9 century oratory Teampall Mhic Dara, we dipped our sails 
three times in honour of the Saint. I felt privileged to take 
MacDuach out the Muiráite Domhain towards the Toyneal 
Rocks on a starboard tack, and then come about to clear Gob 
Léim an Rotha (Rams Leap Point) to enter Ard Bay. Then we 
took MacDuach back home, into the newly refurbished Mace 
Harbour for the first time in 20 years. MacDara’s Day and its 
traditions are ingrained in the DNA of the people of Carna. 
It is a deeply spiritual occasion, where people are ferried by 
local fishermen in to the island for Mass. Its a day where we 
meet with family and friends, and fondly remember those 
who have passed this unique tradition down through the 
ages. Sailors and fishermen have a special affinity with Saint 
Mac Dara, and in times of trouble on the sea have asked 
for his intercession with the Man above.’ Later on heading 
back to Cruinniú na mBád, we met up with old friends Máire 
Breathnach and her husband Andrew Wilkes, on their Bristol 
Pilot Cutter, Annabel J in Kilronan. We had the pleasure of 
sailing in company together in glorious weather to Kinvara for 
the annual hooker festival. Unfortunately the weather took a 
turn for the worse, and most of the hooker races had to be 
cancelled over the weekend.

The season of 2016 was to have a sad ending with the tragic 
drowning of Ballinacourty fisherman, Patsy Kelly. In the late 

70s he commissioned Carna shipwright Colm Mulkerrins, to 
build the ‘biggest hooker in the memory of Connemara folk’, 
later named MacDuach. (Dick Scott,’The Galway Hookers’). This 
was to have a significant influence on the hooker revival as it 
encouraged others to build or rebuild boats at a time when 
money was scarce. Patsy was a very experienced fisherman 
and always wore his lifejacket fitted with EPIRB. Sadly, it didn’t 
save him on that day, as he was found to be wearing his wet 
gear over his lifejacket. Ar dheis Dé go raibh a anam.

We got off to a shaky start at the beginning of the 2017 
season. With Kevin at the helm while under full sail in Kinvara 
Bay, we heard a loud bang. Our main laminated mast had 
fractured at deck level, but luckily the shrouds held it in 
position. We realised how fortunate we were that it hadn’t 
happened towards the end of last season, on our overnight 
passage from Castletownbere to Kilronan. When we lifted off 
the mast in Galway Docks, we discovered it had rotted from 
within. Apparently it had not been ‘treated’ properly on the 
inside when it was made 10 years previously. Rather than have 
a battle with my insurance company, and most likely lose the 
entire 2017 season, I decided to move on and make a new 
mast. Benen located a suitably seasoned 45ft Douglas fir tree, 
which was fashioned into a fine solid mast by shipwrights 
Gabriel Heston and Joe Joyce of Bádóirí an Chladaigh. With 
our new mast stepped, we were on our way south again 
in a fresh northwesterly, through the Blasket Sound and 
west of Dursey Island to Castletownbere. It was too risky to 
attempt Dursey Sound with a strong following wind. Later in 

Kevin, Seamus, Damhnait, Jarlath, Michael and the late Josie Sheáin Jeaic Mac Donncha, Bádóir and sean nós singer

Lá Mhic Dara 

Capall crew Paddy Dundass at the Cruinniú barbeque



144 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

Baltimore, another pier built with Canadian funds, we had an 
uncomfortable night on the pontoon, with the sea breaking 
over our stern in a SW gale. We paid a visit to Hegarty’s 
boat yard to see the wonderful work on the restoration the 
Ilen,which is now at an advanced stage thanks to the efforts 
of Gary McMahon and all those involved.The next morning, 
Seamus, Andrew, Benen and myself, were joined by William 
Dillon Leetch, Northabout cameraman and musician, Gary 
Finnegan, and Jarlath Cunnane as we headed to the 25 
Glandore Classic Regatta. Run over six days with great racing 
and craic, the regatta is conducted with flawless efficiency, 
matched by the best of West Cork hospitality. We even picked 
up a prize, not for winning anything, but because it was 
MacDuach’s 25 anniversary in attending the Regatta!

After two weeks of mixed summer weather, we slipped 
our mooring at Union Hall and headed back north, in the 
company of Michael O Donnell’s yacht. Big Momma, for the 29 
Cruinniú na mBád. On the opening day, four Hookers under 
full sail, loaded with turf, appeared out of the mist in a fresh 
northwesterly at Parkmore Point. When they sailed silently 
alongside the pier, reducing way as if by handbrake, one of 
Michael’s crew remarked ‘Yachtmasters could never teach you 
that’. Suffice to report that the revival of the Galway Hookers is 
one of the success stories of our maritime history. But that is a 
story for another day.

Cruinniú na mBád - August 10, 11, 12 2018. Céad Míle Fáilte! 

Climímí (seaweed raft)  and Hooker racing Cruinniú na mBádCapall crew Paddy Dundass at the Cruinniú barbeque

Barbara Ann, a new Carna built Kinvara Hooker
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Pete Hogan goes Virtual Sailing

If you are one of those people who buy your copy of the  
Times at the local newsagent every day, this little piece is 
probably not for you.

I seem to have become a virtual sailor. I spend hours gazing 
at a computer screen. I am transported to the Southern 
Ocean, the Solent, Coral Grove, or Long Island Sound. I 
am there on board the foiling Cats as they compete for 
the Americas Cup. I cavort with scantily clad Australians as 
they anchor in remote tropical lagoons all over the Pacific. 
I have traversed the North West Passage several times. I 
have competed in the Volvo Ocean race, along with 300,000 
others. All from the comfort of my own living room. And all 
largely for free.

How many times have you heard it said ‘Sailing is not a 
spectator sport’? Well, it is now. The watershed moment 
must surely have been the wonderful presentation of the 
34 Americas Cup 2013, in San Francisco. Whatever cruising 
die-hards might think of the strange foiling craft, the on-
board cameras, the computer graphics, the instant editing, 
the expert presenters, analysis and interviews all combined 
to make sailing in this historic event more than real. I did not 
sleep for the entire competition.

These are some of my favourite hangouts. 

Afloat (afloat.ie) 
Starting at home. Why would anyone buy a yachting magazine 
any more. Here it is, all for free, Covering a wide range of 
maritime matters of interest to Irish readers, much more, 
sooner and in greater depth than can be contained in the 
hard copy. It is worth logging into every day as it updates 

constantly. It is always ready and happy to host news of 
your event or adventure. Presently free, with a pop up plea 
for voluntary subscriptions, I would urge ICC members to 
subscribe to ‘Afloat’ to keep this important resource going.
There are of course many other yottin mags online, some free 
and some with paywalls. But Afloat is Ireland’s Own.

Wavetrain (wavetrain.net)
There are many blogs by sailors. I even tried to do one 
myself for a while but one runs out of wind. This is a very 
professional blog by one Charlie Doane who is the cruising 
editor for Sail magazine and a keen cruiser in his own right. 
It has a super archive section covering many cruising topics, 
personalities and controversies. That such blogs exist is an 
indication of the difficulties which sailing mags and all hard 
copy media are facing today.

Apollo Duck (apolloduck.ie)
If it’s a boat and it is for sale in Ireland it’s on Apollo Duck. 
Hours of idle window shopping. Also includes countless boats 
for sale worldwide.

Facebook (Facebook.com)
I’m friends with John Bertrand, Julian Everitt, Prof Maurice 
O Connell, Damian Foxell, Lin Pardey, among many other 
famous and just plain ordinary sailors on Facebook. I know 
where they are what they are doing and can contact them. 
Also , in the same way, I can contact 147 of my fellow ICC 
members (out of a possible 550 or so) who are part of the 
ICC Facebook group. How amazing is that? In fact a little 
fission broke out in the FB group recently when somebody 
commented that members should not be posting updates of 
their cruising adventures. A lively debate ensued….
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For die hard virtual sailors, sailonline is a separate Facebook 
group which runs virtual races.

Scuttlebutt

(sailingscuttlebutt.com)
Good, established, mainstream sailing news website.

Sailing Anarchy 

(sailinganarchy.com)
Based in San Diego this is the bad boy of writing about sailing. 
While a lot of it is racing oriented it also carries content about 
cruising matters, designers, builders and equipment. Can be 

The Galician Rally lived up to its every promise and much 
more. As I know that justice will be done to it elsewhere in 
these pages, I shall, despite having had a wonderful summer 
cruise overall, write briefly about what has, for many, become 
a real problem cruising and passage making - diesel and, in 
particular, biological additives thereto.
Following the rally, Nóirín and I continued south down the 
west coast of Portugal at our leisure with many interesting 
stops. By the 10 August we were enjoying the Portuguese 
northerly trades on passage from Sines to Lagos when the 
wind almost died about 10 nm north of Cape St. Vincent. We 
were happily motor-sailing along when the engine began to 
display symptoms of fuel starvation and eventually stopped. 
I knew that we had plenty of diesel in the tank so, with just 
enough wind to sail, we sailed down to and around Cape 
St. Vincent and dropped our hook well off the beech in the 
Enseada de Sagres some 16 nm short of Lagos. It was very 
lumpy on the anchorage and such were the breaking seas 
on the beach as to make going ashore by punt out of the 
question. Lifting the anchor was problematic as we could not 
use the electric windless in the absence of the engine.
 
Fortunately, daughter, Cliodhna, arrived in Lagos the 
following day where she and her husband, Myles, 
were to join us for a week or so to sail onward into the 
Mediterranean. She spoke to the Captainere in Lagos. There 
she learned that it is illegal to tow in Portugal and one is 
not allowed to enter many ports, including Lagos which is 
up-river, under sail. She was given a list of names from which 
the only person willing to help was a young British mechanic 
named Paul. After a second miserable night on the very 
lumpy anchorage, Paul came all the way out to us in a hired 

RIB. He got the engine going by bleeding at the injectors but 
said that the problem would return until the fault was traced 
by working through fuel tank to engine, a task that couldn't be 
achieved in the conditions at the anchorage. He very kindly 
sheparded us all the way back and, when the engine failed 
again, he surreptitiously and at risk of prosecution, helped 
us up-river to the marina reception - he charged a very 
reasonable €400 - €200 for the RIB and €200 for his time, 
some six hours or so.

Paul was on holiday and it was not until a few days later that 
he could get a colleague to help us. In the calm conditions of 
the marina, he was able to open the inspection point on top 
of the tank and found a disgusting looking biological sludge 
blocking the diesel lift pipe. This was cleared and further 
inspection of the tank (insofar as it could be achieved), of the 
fuel lines and of the pre-filter satisfied us that it was likely that 
all was clear. Otherwise it would, at great cost and difficulty, 
have been necessary to remove the 150 litre tank and have it 
washed out. The cause of all this is the additives mentioned. 
Do the people responsible for this, in the name of helping our 
environment, but really to save money, realise that in a marine 
environment this has the potential to endanger human lives? 
Short of banning the additives, the only possible solution lies 
in the use of biocides.
 
I seek to draw attention to this problem as everybody passage-
making should be aware of it and it's potential consequences. 
Having said that, we had an otherwise wonderful cruise ending 
in Santa Pola, just south of Alicante where Muglins rests afloat 
and will provide accommodation with power, water and WiFi 
for winter visits.

amusing though they use the f word and other Americanisms 
a bit. Their forums frequently feature wonderful anecdotes 
from long forgotten celebrities and events from the classic 
days of offshore sailing.

Google, Wikipedia, Youtube. 
The gateway to almost unlimited information, resources, 
opinions and advice about sailing - locations, personalities, 
vessels and equipment.
 
If this was in digital format I could give you the links to the 
various web destinations, you could simply click on them and 
off you would go with a fair wind. Instead you will have to type 
them into a computer yourself. If you have one.

Paul Butler writes of Muglin’s diesel problem in Portugal
Cape St Vincent by David Beattie
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In February, we flew to Antigua to spend ten glorious days 
aboard Nick Musgrave’s (ICC) Jasmine. John Crotty, Joxer 
O’Brien, Mick Moloney, Donal McClement (ICC) Nick and I 
spent our first day and night in style visiting the restored 
British colonial naval station, Nelson’s Dockyard, followed by 
a delicious BBQ dinner on the beach. We set off after lunch 
for St Barts with puffedy-puff clouds in sky. We were going 
at 8-9 knots with a single reef mainsail. It was a joy to cruise 
at night in our shorts and tee-shirts. The sky was illuminated 
by thousands of stars and the water below sparkled with 
phosphorescence. We celebrated our arrival with a morning 
swim and had a great lunch at Nikki Beach. We watched 
in awe as pilots of small aircraft descended steeply down 
over the hilltop onto an extremely short runway - just 650 
m compared to the standard 5,500 m at international 
airports. We later discovered it is considered one of the most 
dangerous airports in the world! After two days in Barts and 
another fast passage we sailed overnight to Tortola and were 
entertained royally by Charles Tobias and his wife Joanne at 
their Pusser’s Outpost Pub. Named after the famous rum, the 
pub oozes character. Its wood-panelled walls are plastered 
with maritime décor and artefacts. We spent the remainder 
of the Caribbean trip visiting all the islands around the BVI’s 
including  Anegada, Jost Van Dyke, Virgin Gorda and the Peter 
and Cooper islands. Little did we know then, that in just a few 
months, this paradise archipelago would be brought to its 
knees by the devastation left in the wake of Hurricane Irma. 

Imagine – based in Corfu

Back in Europe, the season began in May when Nigel Brooks, 
Glynn Meredith and I brought Imagine from Corfu to the 
island of Uglan-Pasman opposite Zadar. We were faced with 
a strong northly cold front and we took shelter in the lee of 
Erikousa island. The next morning, we cleared at Korčula 
with Croatian customs calling on the island of Hvar, Zut and 
the Kornati National Park. We had the pleasure of meeting 
Les Auchincloss (ICC) and Richard Cudmore (ICC) who were 
enjoying the delights of the Adriatic on Morning Calm.

Iris and I flew out to Zadar in early July with Nigel and Margaret 
Brooks for a trip to Venice calling at Molat, IIovik, Unije and 
Rovinj along the way. We entered Venice through the southern 
passage of Chioggia and the city, alive with maritime pageantry 
which never disappoints. We overnighted at Pellestrina before 
transiting the inland waterways to Marina Certosa taking 
in the city’s fantastic maritime museum. The next morning, 
surrounded by vessels and water taxis, we motored up past 
St Mark’s Basilica, stopping for dinner at De Celeste restaurant 
in Pellestrina where we witnessed a regatta of beautiful old 
Adriatic trading coasters. Of course, no trip to the Floating City 
would be complete without a trip to Harry’s Bar famous for its 
Bellini and Carpaccio!

We had a change of crew in Venice where we welcomed Mick 
and Hilary Maloney and Stuart and Nora Brownlow (ICC). We 
headed back south calling on the same islands. We spent a 
very memorable day in the stunning Brijuni Islands observing 
the zebras and giraffes in the safari park from our hired 
bicycles. The following day, on approach to Mali Brijun island 
we observed ominous clouds overhead and decided to take 
shelter. Despite clear forecasts, the wind intensified very 
rapidly to 60-plus knots and the ferocious rain was pelting into 
the sea like stones. The water we bailed from the dingy was 
hot enough to make tea! After the front had passed, the water 
vacuumed from the bay at 3-4 knots in about 40 minutes 
taking trees and other debris with it. It was the most dramatic 
electrical storm I have ever witnessed. 

We left Imagine in the UNESCO town of Trogir in Croatia where 
my son George spent two weeks visiting the hotspots of Hvar, 
Vis and the Zoltan vineyard. In September, we crewed her with 
Swiss mountain guides and Scottish skiers for the trip back to 
Corfu with very mixed weather. We overnighted in Hvar, Ston 
and Savtat. We enjoyed a few days in the old town of Corfu 
where we swam and kite surfed. We took in magnificent views 
of the sea from the lush green hilltops amongst trees and 
olive groves. Another spectacular season in the crystal-clear 
waters of the Ionian.

Neil Kenefick writes of 
cruises in the Caribbean 
and the Mediteranean with 
friends old and new 

Imagine in Venice



148 | Irish Cruising Club Annual 2017

Three and a half days out it was—Baltimore to Gijon in June 
of 2016. Now we were to have three and a half weeks to get 
back, albeit by starting from Illa De Arousa, where Ar Seachrán 
had overwintered, and making all possible stops. 
 Swimming on the beach and strolling through the shoreside 
pine trees to the Pescador in the evenings. Nito of Xufre 
Boatyard, remarked that Jamie Young, whose Killary Flyer 
was there, and myself must have gone to the same school of 
price negotiation. It’s a good value place, efficient and friendly. 
The boat batteries had gone flat, but took the full charge to 
12.6 V when powered up so all was well as we sailed away—
motored actually; we were to get very little mileage under sail. 
Predictable, as the prevailing winds are north easterly.

Aboard with me were north Dublin / Meath men Wally 
McGuirk, Conor Holmes, Seamus O Beirne and David Yeates. 
My intent was to stop at an anchorage or a marina on 
alternative evenings . In Muxia we were weatherbound for 
a day, pleasantly. In Finisterre we anchored, uncomfortably 
exposed in a fresh north-easterly. We really should have 
moved the two miles or so from the town to the sheltered 
looking beach further up the bay. We skipped A Coruña and 
went on into the delightful harbour of Carreira and anchored. 
Here we took to taking wagers on the dinner & drinks cost; 
which for the five of us varied between €70 and €120. We 
skipped Gijon too, going on in poor visibility and a lumpy sea 
to Ribadasella – a town with lovely lights and church bells, but 
poor dinner. 

Outside Real Club Santander we anchored, where we once 
did in 1981. However this time we found the club most 

unwelcoming, so next day moved up the estuary to the 
out -of- town marina. Conveniently  crew-changing  Mike 
Alexander and Austin Duke came aboard.

The southeastern corner of the Bay of Biscay has a French 
firing range, so we skipped the attractions of Bilbao and the 
Basque country to make a 200 nm overnight passage outside 
the range to Les Sables d’Olonne. If entering near low water, 
do keep to the deep side, where one will be less likely to 
entertain the dog-walkers by going static ‘till the tide lifts. Here 
Ruaidhri O Tuairisg, Kevin Cronin and Donncha Ó hÉallaithe 
joined. Pornichet marina is huge and soulless as is it’s holiday 
town of Apartments and Nothing. Port Haliguen was nice, with 
swimming in 19˚water and biking the flat Quiberon peninsula. 
Loriant town and marina had for us little to offer, other than 
a bar showing the Hurling Final. Thence to Loc Tudy and 
through the Raz to Camaret. Our passage through the Raz was 
painful. With wind against tide we should have waited for slack 
water—like the book says. We then bore away for Camaret. 

Broken weather was forecast, unattractive for the 2 / 3 day 
passage home, so instead we went overnight for Cornwall. 
And there in Newlyn the forecast gave us a week of hard 
northerlies. So we left the boat, Peter Gargan, Ken Price and 
myself, returning ( Ryanair to Bristol, then train) to make an 
uneventful passage to Hook Head and Waterford City Marina, 
now double tied and fendered for Hurricane Ophelia and the 
winter.

Paddy Barry takes the the coastal 
route home from Galicia

All Ireland Hurling Final Day in Lorient
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I have cruised my own boat, Marie Claire, a Beneteau First 
30, from the Shetland Islands to North Africa for the past 35 
years. Advancing years indicated a leisurely cruise in warmer 
climes in January, would be an appropriate introduction to 
the sailing season. Over a period of five years around the 
turn of the century, I spent a total of nine weeks cruising the 
Caribbean from Grenada in the south to Anguila in the north. 
This cruising took place on three charters organised by the 
Cruising Group in Howth Yacht club and also a three- week 
cruise on a friend’s boat. The one very popular cruising area 
that I had not experienced was the British Virgin Islands, 
one of the world’s finest cruising grounds and most popular 
bareboat charter destination. Come mid- January, with six 
friends, we found ourselves in St Martin, with a plan to sail 
to the BVI’s on a two- week charter, followed by a week in 
a beachside hotel in St Martin, before facing the rest of the 
winter back home. Had we not planned the week in a St 
Martin resort, a Liat flight from many of the Caribbean islands 
to Tortola is an option. Our yacht was a Harmony 42 from the 
Dream Yacht charter company, based in Port La Royal marina 
in Simpson Bay. 

After the usual briefing from the charter company 
and provisioning which took due account of the liquid 
requirements in such a hostile sailing environment, we were 
ready to go! A night passage was planned for the 85 nm trip to 
Spanish Town on Virgin Gorda, so as to arrive in daylight. This 
plan required written permission from the charter company. 
No sooner had we departed than we found a problem with 
the chart plotter. With a 25 knot wind on the quarter, we 
had a fast and exhilarating sail through the night, arriving off 

the coast just before daylight. In the dark, we encountered 
difficulties with halyards and reefing lines, not helped by a 
faulty compass light and concern about coastal hazards, 
as we struggled to tack and move away from the coast to 
await daylight. At this time, we also discovered that the red 
navigation light was not working. This explained why we were 
flashed by a cruise-liner during the night. With the benefit of 
hind- sight, we should have spent a day sailing in St Martin 
before our night passage. We fell for the classic charter 
quandary, an unknown yacht, strange waters and unfamiliar 
weather conditions and struggled with all three.
On arrival in Spanish town, two technicians from the local 
Dream Yacht base came on board and sorted out most of 
our problems, with the exception of the chart plotter which 
needed to be replaced. We were told that we were very lucky 
not to be arrested during the night, as our route to the BVI’s 
in darkness, is the preferred route for drug smugglers and is 
policed as a result. 

However, all these matters were soon forgotten and over the 
next ten days we enjoyed very leisurely sailing, and motoring 
between anchorages were very short. Our preconceived 
images of the BVI’s all came to pass. Lush green hills, white 
sandy beaches, azure waters, palm trees swaying in fresh 
winds and coral reefs to snorkel and explore. Most bays in 
the BVI’s now have mooring buoys to protect the coral and 
sea bed. Charges $25-30 per night. Island hopping here is 
what it is all about and we enjoyed swimming and snorkelling, 
while anchored or tied up to mooring buoys. We made calls 
to Virgin Gorda, Tortola, Jost Van Dyke, Norman Island, Peter 
Island, Cooper Island, Beef Island, and Mosquito Island. 

Seán Mc Cormack 
writes of a BVI 
charter

Wish every January was like this

Conor, Susan, Jeremy, Con and Jenny
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We had another great summer on Sabrone cruising in Galicia. 
The highlight of the summer being the great ICC Cruise 
in Company in July. Fantastic to have so many ICC boats 
participating, to meet so many friends and to make so many 
new acquaintances . Roll on the next one.

Apart from all the usual ports of call, marinas and anchorages 
the next most memorable aspect of this year’s cruising was 
the fog. In early August I got caught in fog on passage from 
Baiona to Ria de Aldan. Fog can be frequent on the coast of 
Galicia. This passage involved crossing at right angles to all the 
Islas Cies ferry traffic, as well as parallel to the ships heading to 
and from Vigo. Great fun when visibility is less than 100 m. 

Some weeks later, in early September it was time to head 
north in the company of Jim O’Meara (ICC) and his wife Angela 
on Second Chance. While on passage from Pedras Negras to 
Muros the fog descended upon us half way along the trip. 
Visibility was less than 100 m. A couple of days later we left 
Muros intending to go to Corcubion and again ended up 
with a very foggy passage. We decided to anchor in Finisterre 
instead of Corcubion and save time. We had a very pleasant 
walk to the Cape Finisterre Lighthouse in lovely sunshine. Well 
worth the effort

Next morning in company with Second Chance we headed off 

early at 09:00. We could not see beyond the bow of the boat. 
We had fog down the east side of the famous headland, round 
the south end and up the west side along the Costa del Morte 
until half way to Camarinas in the fog. Again we had a lovely 
long sunny walk, this time to Cabo Vilan and back. The rest of 
our cruise from Camarinas to A Coruna and Sada was in lovely 
sunshine. Sabrone is now safely bedded down for the winter in 
the yard at Sada.

 All these foggy passages were made within 2 nm or less of an 
extremely ‘interesting’ coast. With today’s aids to navigation 
these sorts of trips are so much less daunting than 10 or 15 
years ago. I have an Icom M601 VHF radio which has a fog 
horn feature sounded from a speaker up the mast. Sabrone 
sounded like the QEII. As this was an inshore passage the 
chances of meeting shipping was not an issue. Smaller vessels 
and fishing boats were more likely to hear the foghorn. I have 
my chart plotter at the helm with radar and AIS superimposed 
on the chart. Where would we be without all the new 
technology? As my 5 year old grandson commented last year 
while under instruction and ‘helping’ granny on the wheel 
‘this is just like computer games’. In the fog it is definitely like 
playing an exciting real life computer game.
Of course one should never underestimate the importance of 
several Mark I eyeballs and ears operated by my wife Olga and 
guests Bernard and Pauline Fitzpatrick on sharp lookout. 
Needless to say with each safe landing we celebrated 
appropriately.

Passing Richard Branson’s Necter Island, we failed to receive 
an invitation for cocktails on his veranda! However, cocktails 
and other strong liquids were enjoyed in a number of bars, 
including the popular De Loose Mongoose and the Soggy 
Doller Bar, where, having arrived safely we tendered crisp 
dollar notes unlike many sailors before us. We also observed 
how the other half live in the very upmarket Peter Island 
Resort and the Bitter End Yacht Club complex.
Our night passage back to St Martin was without incident, 
but of much longer duration due to fresh head winds, which 
involved motoring with a double reefed main, while about ten 
degrees off our desired course. The wind in the Caribbean 
is nearly always east or northeast. On arrival back in Baie 
de Marigot ( in our case without suffering any yacht damage 
or even touching bottom,) the charter company insists on 

their staff taking all charter boats into the marina in Simpson 
Bay Lagoon. This is because of a very narrow and shallow 
channel, only navigable twice a day for yachts, due to a low, 
lifting road bridge. In very moderate conditions, the helmsman 
while reversing into the berth, failed to reduce speed in time, 
resulting in a damaged bathing ladder. His embarrassment 
was about equal to our smugness at that moment. 
The third and final week was spent in the resort of Orient Bay 
in the northeast of St Martin. The island has a population of 
75,000 and boasts many resort beaches and secluded coves. 
The northern half is owned by France, with Marigot as its 
capital. The southern part known as Sint Maarten is Dutch, 
with Philipsburg as its capital. This week was most enjoyable 
and together with the charter, a truly great way to start any 
sailing season. 

Paddy McGlade writes 
of real life computer 
games in Galicia

Wish every January was like this

A foggy  passaage
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This is a morality tale. Well, perhaps not in the strictly 
traditional sense, but it is a tale with a moral. 
It actually starts in May 2012, when Heather and I, together 
with Eric (ICC),and Margaret Hill, and Derek and Jean Jago were 
on board the 70M, our 60’, steel, converted canal boat (or 
barge). We were indulging in the usually fairly harmless pursuit 
of poking the 70M’s nose into parts of the Shannon river 
system which don’t have pubs, which may be out of bounds to 
the hire boat fraternity or which, for whatever other reason, 
are seldom frequented. On that occasion, we were just north 
of the Victoria Lock at Meelick, in an area where the chart 
shows several major backwaters, at least one disused canal, 
a weir, a number of old forts and a Martello tower. Food and 
drink to the curious and/or nosey, like ourselves. We turned 
off the main arm of the Shannon at the north end of Incherky 
Island and carefully made our way down a wide but unmarked 
backwater until it opened into a large pool, where we closed 
the bank, drove a couple of stakes in to the grass, made fast 
for the night and opened the wine. The following morning, we 
launched the dinghy, attached the outboard and Eric and I 
explored all the adjoining tributaries and reported that in the 
immediate vicinity they all seemed fully navigable. However at 
a place below another large pool, about 1 km further south, 
there was a road bridge, and below it the flow increased and 
became strong. We drew a sketch map to record what we 
found for future use.

Now, fast forward to bank holiday Monday, August 2017. The 
entire Lovegrove family, five adults and three children of five 
or under, were on board the 70M and once more we were 
in the vicinity of Meelick. We had had a pleasant morning. 

The two younger generations explored one of the forts and 
searched for treasure in the adjoining field (which, amazingly, 
they found in considerable quantities). After lunch the decision 
was made to head to Banagher for the night and stop in 
one of the backwaters on the way so that the grandchildren 
could play with their beautiful little rowing dinghy, known as a 
Peanut. With my daughter, Emma, on the wheel, we turned to 
starboard off the main river behind Incherky Island, as before, 
and slowly entered the pool where we had tied up previously. 
My plan was to head for the second big pool, and to anchor 
there for a couple of hours. We had only gone about 20 
m below the first pool, when Emma said that the flow was 
increasing rapidly, and handed the wheel over to me. Within 
seconds, there was an awful crash, the sound of steel grinding 
on stone, and we slewed across the stream and came to an 
abrupt halt on a rock shelf which extended most of the way 
across this branch of the river. 

I would be a liar if I said that we had never been aground 
before. In the course of exploring inland waterways in the 
four corners of Ireland, we have touched bottom on many 
occasions, but old barges like the 70M are strongly built and it 
is one of the perks of having a steel bottom which is reputedly 
half an inch thick, that one can take the ground with little risk 
of doing serious damage. Besides, I had always comforted 
myself with the knowledge that the 70M had surely suffered 
greater indignities during her working days than she ever 
had under my ownership. However, I quickly realised that the 
various tactics to get us off, and out of trouble, which we had 
employed in the past, would not be sufficient on this occasion, 
and that we were going to require outside assistance. I rang 

Dick Lovegrove writes 
of a long afternoon on 
a Shannon backwater

70M and Portumna rescue Rib 
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a friend of mine who works on boats at Portumna, and he 
said that he would be with us in a motor launch in a couple 
of hours and that he was standing beside the coxswain of 
the Portumna Rescue boat (an offshoot of the Portumna Fire 
Service) which would also come and should be with us sooner. 

As we waited for help to arrive we reviewed the situation. 
We were hard and fast aground, but the 70M only draws one 
metre and we couldn’t sink any further. Even if we had to 
spend the night there we had plenty of food and drink, and 
all the services appeared to be working. We launched the 
dinghy and took a warp from a tree on the shore back to the 
large windlass on the bow. Later, we brought the warp from 
a tree on the other bank to the stern, and from there via a 
series of large blocks to the windlass, but in neither case did 
our Herculean efforts succeed in moving her an inch. It was 
about this time that I realised that we were going to need 
a tractor and it was about this time also that my son Philip 
noticed that the water level had dropped significantly and that 
our waterline was now well out of the water. The Portumna 
Rescue team arrived in a powerful and well equipped RIB 
and were joined by my friend in a fast sportsboat. They tried 
various configurations of pulling both from the bow and 
from the stern but despite all their efforts, the 70M refused 
to budge and their endeavours were hampered by the fact 
that the river was falling so fast, they could not now approach 
the 70M for fear of damaging their (exposed) props. So, all 
communications had to be either by VHF or by using our 
dinghy. They were, however able to find out the name of the 
local farmer and shortly he and his wife arrived with a very 
large tractor.

The farmer, like everyone else who came to our aid, could not 
have been more helpful of friendly. In no time at all, a rope 
from our bow was attached to the hitch of the tractor. There 
was not even time to think about an appropriate system of 
signals or communication, before he had gunned the tractor 
in to life and headed off across the field. Accompanied by 
the most horrendous grating and grinding noises sixty tons 
of barge was pulled along the rock ledge until the bow was 
buried deep in the bank! The power of the tractor was quite 
extraordinary, but the problem now was how to get the bow 
out of the bank and to get a towing angle which would enable 
the 70M to be pulled upstream and in to deeper water. The 
first part was managed by the farmer lowering the bucket 
on the front of his tractor and simply pushing us off and the 
second by bringing the rope from the back of the tractor 
around a tree growing on the bank upstream of us, and 
from there to the bow. And so, after several attempts and 
adjustments to the ‘lead’, we eventually got off and began 
to move under our own ‘steam’. However all was not quite 
over. Even when we began to move by ourselves, we banged, 
crashed and grated on the bottom of the river for more than 
a hundred and fifty metres until we finally reached water deep 
enough for us to float freely and make our way back to the 
main part of the river. This was the reciprocal of the course 
we had motored without difficulty and without even seeing 
the bottom four or five hours previously. Proof, if proof were 
needed, that the river was falling fast and that the depth now 
was much less than when we had arrived.

And the moral of the story? Well, the moral is to take nothing 
for granted when it comes to navigation or pilotage whether it 
be in salt water or in the tranquillity of a Shannon backwater. 
You must make sure that you have the most up to date 
information available. It transpires that because of the severe 
flooding in recent years, the Shannon auThorities have been 
lowering the level of the upper sections of the river during 
the summer in preparation for winter rain, and that all the 
sluices at Meelick Weir were open, creating a stronger than 
usual current and fast falling levels. We entered this backwater 
slowly, but probably not with the same level of vigilance as 
we would have done if I had not been in there previously and 
‘surveyed’ it in the dinghy to my satisfaction. It never occurred 
to me that the water level would be so much lower this time 
than previously and by the time we felt the current under 
us, it was too late. In fact, if there had been anything like the 
same flow on the first occasion as there was on the second, I 
definitely would have remembered it, because Eric and I would 
have been unable to get back up against it in the dinghy with a 
2 hp outboard.

All our helpers were marvellous: Portumna Rescue (‘No 
bother…….that’s what we are here for’), the farmer and his wife 
(‘You’re not the first……we pulled someone else off down by 
the bridge’, which was, of course, where Eric and I had noted 
the rapids previously), and my friend from Portumna who put 
the whole rescue operation in place. Also, although we were 
not really in any personal danger, it was wonderful to have 
such a knowledgeable and sensible ‘crew’ as my own family, 
who knew just what to do, how to do it, and who took all of the 
drama out of the situation.
It was about 2100 when we finally made our way back to the 
pontoon above Meelick Lock where ‘straight to bed’ was the 
order for the children and ‘gin’ was the order for the adults. To 
the best of my knowledge so far, the only damage suffered by 
the 70M was a blocked inlet pipe to the after heads
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The University of Rio de Janeiro has scientifically proven what 
we men have often suspected. The female of the species 
seems to have an unnecessarily heightened sense of smell. 
Apparently women have 43% more olfactory cells than men. 
Evolution has undoubtedly caused this. The Palaeolithic lady 
of the cave had to be continually alert to poisoning her family 
with a side of mammoth that was possibly over its sell–by 
date. Personal experience confirms this conclusion. Every 
Autumn, I smuggle Mystic’s bunk cushions into the house 
and hide them in a storage room under suitcases, boxes 
of grandchildren’s’ toys and the like. The lady of the house 
returns ‘You’ve brought those cushions back again’. At the 
end of a wet October I admit they do exhibit a certain ‘Eau 
de diesel’ if sniffed closely but certainly do not deserve the 
opprobrium that they receive. 

Why, you might ask, this concern with matters olfactory?

The Spanish chartered boat, Peromato seemed initially just 
fine to us three ICC members, Des Thorpe, Ray O’Toole and 
myself. The distaff side, Jeanne T., Val O’T. and Louise F. had 
Immediate Other Impressions. The nostrils twitched, looks 
were exchanged. ‘Bit of a whiff, isn’t there?’ 
 ‘ Boat’s been sitting closed up in a marina for a few days – 
open all hatches – soon clear’. 

We had numerous alternative pressing concerns to deal 
with. The boat’s tableware was basic. That sort of translucent 
fluorescent plastic stuff that you can buy in IKEA for children’s 

parties. Moreover to reinforce the theme, half the knives, forks 
and spoons were of an airline plastic variety. Elegant dining on 
board was not going to be an option. Fortunately the boat was 
only equipped with a single Calor gas cylinder slightly larger 
than the backpack camping size thereby constraining our 
ability to cook anything more complex than a boiled egg. The 
pan department was equally constrained. Thank goodness 
Galician restaurants were numerous and of excellent quality 
and value.

The door to the aft heads had a disconcerting predisposition 
to swing open even when locked on the inside. This 
represented a Line In The Sand for the ladies. Now I have been 
on boats where the heads door was something of a temporary 
contrivance. The owner maintained that he was awaiting the 
right sort of french hinges and kept the door conveniently 
on the adjoining bunk. In the event, the door was a waste 
of time anyway as the heads themselves were temporarily 
non-functioning and a red bucket had to suffice. On another 
occasion I was thrown through a heads door by an errant 
wave, splintering both door and frame; being an all-male crew 
it didn’t seem to bother us unduly. We draped a couple of 
towels up to save our modesties and carried on regardless. 
On this occasion we could not get away with such an ad hoc 
solution. Re-hanging the door seemed an impossibility with 
the two screwdrivers, a pair of pliers and a soldering iron that 
comprised Peromato’s less than comprehensive tool kit. So 
we compromised with several squirts of WD 40 and a length 
of bungee. The door still opened unexpectedly. However the 

Peter Fernie writes of a whiff 
too far on Peromato

The ensign gives an idea of the state of the boat
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bungee pulled it shut again if you got your knees out of the 
way in time.

Our initial boat inspection uncovered a half bottle of gin – 
hooray, things are looking up: an enormous tuna or shark 
fishing rod that continued to monopolise most of the shelf 
space in the saloon and an outré collection of fancy headwear 
comprising a pirate bandanna and two cadmium yellow 
trilby hats. Sadly no kettle, bread knife or potato peeler. 
Frayed warps, threadbare jib sheets and a tatty Spanish 
ensign complemented inadequate anchor and ground tackle. 
Was this boat from the same country that discovered the 
Americas?

The following morning the smell lingered and had possibly 
increased. It would however have to wait. We had no flag 
halyards and could not contemplate cruising the Rias without 
a full complement of burgees. A length of line and an agile 
youngster solved that particular problem. Would that the 
smell issue be equally easily solved. We have passed DEFCON 
4 on the whiffiness index.

The ladies went shopping leaving us to resolve the mephitic 
vapours. The comprehensive boat manual in Spanish was 
consulted. The multiplicity of valves, seacocks and electrical 
switches bore scant resemblance to the instructions. The 
forward heads had an additional defect; the inlet tube was 
kinked and in consequence it had not worked recently. By 
now our sanitation issues were becoming a minor cause 
célèbre. Someone unhelpfully postulated that perhaps 
Spanish seacocks did not observe what we regarded as 
the usual convention of in-line = open. The possible myriad 
permutations of seacocks, valves and electrical switches began 
to oppress us. Another member reassured us by recounting 
an alarming story of a holding tank in a boat he had owned, 
exploding due to a build up of methane. We decided that the 
ladies would be on a need to know basis in matters related 
to holding tanks. We obfuscated for several days and bought 
industrial strength air fresheners. We are at DEFCON 3 with 
the ladies. 

25 July dawns. Dia de Santiago – Galicia day. St. James’s day. 
National holidays. Overnight the male olfactory lobes had 
finally registered alarm. The miasma in the forward cabin 
under which the holding tank was located was beginning to 
make my eyes water. The Vice Commodore’s wife observed 
that she had not signed up to sleeping on top of an 
odoriferous marine equivalent of a septic tank for two weeks. 
Cause célèbre index DEFCON 2 rapidly approaching DEFCON 
1. Fellow ICC members ask about your sanitary arrangements 
on board before saying good morning. The boat’s electric 
pump evacuation system does not work. The pump lies 
useless and unsecured in the bottom of the bilge. The Charter 
Company is on holiday. Increasingly frantic text messages are 
left. 

 A glimmer of hope – hurrah. Combarro marina has pump 
out facilities. Unfortunately, Carlos who knows how to work 
them is away for the holidays. The ladies have meanwhile 
disembarked and taken to reading their books and 
breakfasting on shore. Carlos is persuaded to return and help 
us out. He inspects the holding tank arrangements and sucks 
his teeth in that way that plumbers do before telling you really 

bad news. I am designated the tank man whilst Carlos will 
operate the evacuation system. My job was to open the 
inspection hatch and to agitate the holding tank contents 
during the various suck and flush cycles. Unfortunately I had 
forgotten to pack with my shorts and factor 30, a biohazard 
suit and breathing apparatus: a pair of recently purchased 
gardening gloves had to suffice. You do not really want to 
know with what I agitated the primeval contents of the tank. 
Suffice to say that the boat’s inventory was one wooden 
spoon short when we handed it back. We remain indebted 
to Carlos of Combarro Marina and Combarro supermarket 
for their extensive selection of air fresheners, deodorisers, 
and disinfectants. 

Later that morning we are back to DEFCON 5 and even the 
ladies remarked on the freshness of the boat. We sailed into 
Baiona like the proverbial blast of fresh air.

Apart from that, Rias Baixas 2017 was utterly memorable for 
all the right sorts of reasons.

Confusion of the innards
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Not electronically speaking because absolutely no one would 
be interested in the ramblings of two septuagenarians on a 
boat, but chemically speaking!

After over 30 years of successfully using diesel in our various 
boats, the dreaded diesel bug arrived in the fuel tank this year 
and brought our first cruise of 2017 to a very abrupt halt.
In early June we set off from Torrevieja where we keep our 
boat, la Lumiere of Howth, to cruise south along the coast 
towards Gibraltar. The first night was spent in San Pedro del 
Pinatar just 10 miles down the coast. Cartagena, 35 miles 
further south, was to be the second port of call. As we began 
our approach into the Bay of Cartagena, having furled the 
sails, the engine suddenly died! 

The sails were quickly re -hoisted, but unfortunately as the 
wind had dropped away completely, we found ourselves 
drifting helplessly towards the forbidden military zone to 
starboard as we tried to figure out what had happened. Time 
was of the essence!The fact that the engine didn’t fire when 
in neutral pointed more towards a fuel problem than to the 
possibility of something caught in the propeller. But when the 
skipper checked the engine, there was no sign of an obvious 
cause and nobody was volunteering to dive under the boat 
to check the propeller!There wasn’t the slightest puff of wind 
in the Bay as we edged ever closer to the military zone. Yacht 
Port Cartegena had advised us that they would be unable to 
send out the club launch as they had no insurance cover for 
going outside the walls of the port. They did offer to contact 
the Salvamento Maritimo, the marine rescue service which 
is based in Cartagena, on our behalf. Initially, we were very 
reluctant to take this step.

However, when a quick glance at the depth gauge ruled out 
anchoring (25-30 meters) and with a formidable cliff-face on 
the opposite side of the Bay, we were well and truly out of 
options and so agreed to call out the rescue service. Within 
20 minutes we were safely tied up in an emergency berth in 
Yacht Port Cartegena marina. The call- out charge was €350, 
based on the size of the rescue vessel used and duration of 

the call-out. Thank goodness they didn’t send out the search 
and rescue tug, the Clara Campoamor, which is a familiar sight 
moored in Cartagena! The high cost of a straight-forward tow 
from 10 minutes outside the port makes one very grateful 
for the wonderful service provided by the RNLI – totally free 
of charge! As it was a Saturday, there were no mechanics 
available to check out the engine, however a neighbouring 
yachtsman from the UK offered to check it out. As a retired 
Volvo Penta mechanic, he was well qualified to do so. He 
discovered a black tar-like substance in the fuel pipes – 
evidence of the much- dreaded diesel bug. He blew out the 
pipes, changed the filters and hey presto the engine sprang 
to life once again and we were able to head back to Torrevieja 
the following day.

But the Cruising God of Bad Luck hadn’t quite finished with us! 
On the return trip to Torrevieja, after nervously motoring past 
the Cabo de Palos, some outlying islands and a few large fish 
farms, the engine began to behave rather erratically and so we 
switched it off. With 10 miles to go to Torrevieja, we hoisted 
the sails and using the light breeze from the south, goose-
winged our way home. It took nearly 5 hours to cover that 
short distance but there was no way we were going to call out 
the rescue service again. After all no lives were in danger and 
the cost was definitely prohibitive!
This time it wasn’t a diesel bug but a faulty fuel injector which 
was discovered when the boatyard checked the engine whilst 
removing the fuel tank for cleaning.We have since discovered 
that most sailors are now treating their diesel with a special 
chemical when filling up or, indeed, buying pre-treated diesel 
from some of the big marina groups in the UK. Apparently 
the problem has become more acute and wide-spread due 
to the addition of biodiesel to the regular diesel for ecological 
reasons. Apparently the higher water content in the biodiesel 
provides an excellent breeding ground for the wretched bugs. 
The cost of cleaning the tank and fitting a new set of injectors 
came to €1,370. Add to that the cost of the tow and our 
daytrip to Cartagena came to an eye-watering €1,720!
Who says this Cruising Life is an enjoyable doddle?!

Carmel Kavenagh 
‘Wuz Bugged’

Thanks goodness they didnt send out this one
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The day before the start of the Irish Cruising Club Rias Baixas 
Rally, the local dignitaries organized a bus trip to Santiago de 
Compostela. We had both wanted to go and jumped at the 
chance. Unbeknownst to us, the bus would also stop in Noia, 
which made it even more interesting. Noia (Noya in Spanish) 
was the traditional place where pilgrims coming to Santiago 
in the Middle Ages would travel to by boat from the British 
Isles. In fact, I had seen a plaque on the waterfront in Dingle 
commemorating the mariner’s camino route. The ships would 
land in Noia and the pilgrims would travel up the river by small 
boat as far as they could, then walk the remainder of the way. 
Today, Noia is silted in and not navigable by cruising sailboats, 
but some shallow draft vessels can go part way, we’ve heard. 
Portosin is now one of the closest ports in the Rias from which 
to travel to Santiago.

When we arrived in Noia, the Mayor of the town came out 
to greet us and we enjoyed a walking tour of the historic 
parts of the once-walled town, which are being revived. The 
main church was interesting but the old church which has 
been turned into a museum, was more interesting. It houses 
the engraved stone slabs that once adorned the graves of 
important people. We discovered hundreds more stacked up 
outside.

The new graveyard, like all modern graveyards in Galicia that 
we saw, has tombs stacked reminiscent of large ornate filing 
cabinets. A bit eerie, but well maintained. We were told about 
the mariner’s camino and given a clam shell to wear around 
our necks. Pilgrims walking the sanctioned camino wear a 
scallop shell and follow the scallop shells embedded in walls 
along the many routes. Apparently, the old route from Noia is 
no longer recognized as official.

As it turned out, after visiting Santiago, we were given 
a certificate acknowledging our having completed the 
Mariniero’s Camino, albeit via bus although we had arrived 
from Ireland by boat as required. It was a promotional effort 
by Noia to get the pilgrims back into the city.

Santiago was interesting but, as I said many times, I was glad 
we hadn’t walked 300 miles or more to get there. The crowds 
were astounding. The tourist shops overwhelming. The 
cathedral front was being restored and covered in scaffolding. 
The pilgrim’s Mass at noon was jammed to capacity and we 
had to stand despite having arrived early per instructions. The 
queue to visit the statue of St James was appallingly long so we 
only went to see the tomb in the underground passage which 
was easy and interesting. We left before the very end of the 
Mass and heard later that they swung the thurible after all.

The cathedral itself is devoid of much decoration except the 
chancel behind the altar which is distressingly ornate with gold 
everywhere. It really speaks to the excesses of the Catholic 
Church in contrast with the pilgrims, some walking barefoot 
to honour the Saint. I can understand the journey of self-
discovery, but for it to end through ugly industrial parks on the 
approach to the city only to find souvenir overload and gilded 
standing-room-only glory is bitter sweet.

We had a nice lunch at one of the many street side tapas bars, 
then got on the bus with our certificates and checked Santiago 
off the list.

Daria Blackwell writes 
of a visit to Santiago 
de Compostela

Santiago de Compostela Cathedral
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Reveille Farrell’s 1957 cruise in 
Susanna to Northwest Spain
In 1957 the world was still recovering from the second world war. Only eight years had elapsed since the formal declaration 
of the Irish Republic and the leaving of the British Commonwealth. In Spain, General Franco’s regime, which had executed 
or arrested hundreds of thousands of people in the 1940’s, was starting to become a little more liberalised. Spanish tourism 
had not yet been invented. It was in these circumstances that three Dungarvan men sailed a 34’ yacht to Spain and back, a 
precursor to this year’s ICC Rally. Following are extracts from Reveille Farrell’s ‘Log’:

The Ship;

Susanna is a nine ton Bermudian Cutter designed by Norman E. Dallimore and built in 1936. She is of the 
very sturdy cruising type yacht. Her dimensions are 34 feet 6 inches overall 25feet L.W.L with 8 feet 6 
inches beam and 4 feet 3 inches draft. She carries what I consider a very useful three and a half tons 
of lead in her keel. She has a short bowsprit and considerable freeboard. She has a nicely curved close 
planked teak deck which I am glad to say, does not leak. Unfortunately she has not got a self draining 
cockpit.

Personnel;

The ship’s company for the cruise consisted of A. Reveille Farrell as Owner and Skipper, Dr. John Ballot, 
and Gerard Walsh as crew all hailing from Dungarvan.’

The winter of 1957/58 was spent planning the voyage. Charts were bought or borrowed and the latest technology procured:

We also carried a Consol Radio set and one of the new Heron Direction Finders. These two were to prove 
of, inestimable value and I would strongly recommend any cruising yachtsman to use the Heron Direction 
Finder in preference to the Loop variety of finder, because the former cuts out all deviation dangers, 
and the sight is taken by reference to a reading from a hand bearing compass which need not be related 
to the compass position of the ships head at the time the sight is taken. We also carried the usual 
Sextant, Stop Watch, Mary -Blewitt Air Navigation Tables, Air Almanac, etc so that if we were capable of 
using them all, we would be the most, if not the best, navigated yacht that ever went to Spain.
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Water Supplies. 

Shortly before leaving we 
discovered that our water tank, 
instead of holding 30 gallons as 
we had been lead to believe only 
held 15 gallons and so the Doctor 
insisted on supplementing this, 
even though I thought we could do 
with a few spare gallons in a tin. 
The trouble was space, so we solved 
the difficulty by filling one 
dozen new- rubber hot water bottles 
with fresh water and stowing them 
in the bilge, and’ packing, here 
there and everywhere three dozen 
large bottles of soda water.

Their outbound passage to El Ferrol, took 
them 5 days in mainly light airs. They 
left Helvick on 16 June and Farrell’s Log 
includes the following extracts:

Monday 17 June: The going was slow 
and according to the Log readings 
we had covered 124 miles. The wind 
continued light all day, but in the 
afternoon had gone to the west. 
Cooking aboard was a rather light 
hearted affair. John said he could not cook and did not show any inclination to do so. Gerard frankly 
said that if he cooked we would die of the results, and so the Skipper had to take the starvation side in 
hands. With plenty of fresh food still to the good, this was not troublesome and with everybody honour 
bound to wash up their own utensils, the cooking was not very burdensome. We fed well lazed in the sun, 
made some enthusiastic bursts of navigation and slept when we felt like it.

Tuesday 18 June: With a light north-easterly wind we set our spinnaker which helped considerably. We 
regarded this as a terrific feat of seamanship and admired our work by the hour.

Wednesday 19. June, Log reading 243 miles: In spite of having taken extra petrol, this was now running 
low and we stretched it by adding a gallon of our navigation light paraffin oil. The engine did not 
seem to mind. All this calm weather gave us a great chance to practice our navigation, and both John and 
Gerard decided to become navigators and with the Skipper as their teacher (pity them) and all the books 
of instruction out they spent what appeared to be happy hours with the sextant, chronometer, stopwatch 
until the face of the Chart began to look like a spider’s web.

On approaching the Spanish coast, they came across a couple of tunneymen fishing boats with whom they could confirm their 
position and, when they got close to El Ferrol, the Log records: 

There were dozens of small fishing boats anchored all over the place catching fish on hand lines, 
and they all shouted a greeting. As we got further into this most beautiful estuary a nice breeze came 
down over the hills. The fog cleared away and we had a really fine sail up as far as the town. The Log 
continues: El Ferrol is a naval base, and we saw a large cruiser at anchor well out of the fairway, and 
we decided to go in behind her and drop the hook. We were wearing the Irish flag, and flying the Spanish 
courtesy flag from the Port spreader and we decided to salute the Spanish flag as we ran under the 
cruiser’s stern. The time was five o’clock in. the afternoon and the Officers and men were strolling about 
the cruiser’s decks. When we dipped our flag, there was great commotion and blowing of whistles, but the 
Spanish flag was dipped in reply most fittingly. We anchored about 150 yards from the cruiser whose 
name was Almirante Cervera. After having tidied ship, launched the dinghy and had something to eat, 
Gerard and I decided to go ashore. We had been flying the Q flag but no one seemed to take any notice, 
which was contrary to all our ideas of Spain. John had to stay on board because he had no passport. 
This was being brought out by my wife who was joining us with her friend Miss Harrington on Sunday 
evening. They were coming by plane. We had a long row ashore in choppy water and then went in search of 
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officialdom. Of course all offices 
were then closed but we managed to 
trace El Oficial de Advanas and he 
brought us into a Cafe and Bar and 
over Vino and Beer he examined my 
passport and my Port Entry Visas 
asked a few questions and then 
handed back my passport. He did not 
even ask to see Gerard’s passport. We 
asked him if he wanted to come on 
board, but he said he did not. When 
he saw that we were from Ireland he 
seemed to think that there was no 
necessity to bother further, that we 
must be either Saints or Scholars. 
Little he knew. Gerard and I then 
proceeded to look the town over 
and somewhere around midnight, 
we could not find our way back to 
the dinghy. Gerard approached, two 
sentries outside a big gateway. I 
expected him to be shot, but instead 
of which one of these, complete 
with Stengun and a lot of other 
armaments escorted us all the way 
back to our dinghy and helped us 
to launch it. John thought we would 
never return.

They enjoyed a very successful and 
sociable, cruise calling at La Corunña and 
Camariñas until they became becalmed 

in fog in an area of heavy shipping. They decided seek shelter in the small fishing port of Mugia and their entry is described as 
follows:

We eventually located a small fishing boat and by waving a 100 peseta note induced them to pilot us 
into a place which they called Mokia but which is written on the chart Mugia. 

The fishermen would not come aboard. When we saw the rocks they brought us past we were very glad 
we met them. He took the 100 pesetas with reluctance. Mugia looked a desolate village but it had some 
protection from the rather big swell of outside. We asked one of the local youths to put us ashore to 
save us the job of taking down the dinghy. Which he did and on getting ashore were followed by at least 
50 to 100 small children. We went to the ‘Local’- and later found that the boy who had put us ashore had 
been summarily sentenced to two days imprisonment for violating a Law prohibiting any contact with 
a foreign yacht that had not been through the Customs. There was no Customs official in Mugia, but we 
got permission from the local Captain of the Civil Guards to make some small purchases and eventually 
after standing him a good few drinks, we got the young chap out of Gaol. We were treated with the utmost 
courtesy ourselves. Next day was a clear sunny day and we sailed the remaining few miles across the 
Bay to Camarinas. This is a truly beautiful Bay. We anchored off the little harbour. After Mass the 
ladies had a look at the world famous Camarinas lace being manufactured. It is all done by hand with 
bobbins. They purchased quite a few beautiful pieces. It was quite cheap. Here we found that although 
the town had a population of about 3,000 people there was no petrol pump, and Gerard performed the feat 
of getting to know a Spaniard with a motor scooter and going pillion nine miles on the scooter to a 
nearby town and bringing back five gallons of petrol all on the scooter, all free, except for the price 
of the petrol.

They continued to Corcubion, Pontvedra Bay and Marin, where, on 6th July, the Log records: 

We decided to make preparations to depart for home as soon as we could that day. We had to go ashore 
for provisions. Mainly of the liquid variety and we found some wonderful shops in which we could buy 
all kinds of liquers and wines for what appeared ridiculously low prices. A large bottle of Benedictine 
was purchased for 14/- and I discovered full size bottles of Gilbeys London Gin at 11/- a bottle. We put 
aboard a good cargo but in the events that happened, it was not enough to reach home.
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They left the following day for home, making good progress 
until:
11 July: We listened to the midnight forecast from 
the B.B.C. and the weather picture changed very 
considerably. There were warnings of gales for 
a number of areas around the British Isles and 
particular, for North Biscay and Sole, there were 
warnings of south-westerly gales, force 8 veering 
westerly or possibly north westerly. It was a 
beautifully calm starry night, with wind force 
about 2 to 3 from the south-west. We had all plain 
set, and I decided there and then to prepare for 
the promised gale. Gerard was for taking our time 
about it and waiting for day light, but I said, that 
by then conditions might have disimproved so as to 
make the work dangerous. We set to, there and then 
and changed the staysail to the storm sail which is 
hooked on with shackles, a slow job. We then stowed 
the mainsail and lowered the boom into the gallows 
and we bowsed it down with a tackle. We then got up 
the trysail and we bent that on, We next put extra 
lashings on the dinghy, put the canvas cover over 
the forehatch and made everything else secure. 
We then got out warps which we had for towing 
purposes and we also got the cockpit cover ready to 
lace on. 

When all this was done, Gerard and I went below for 
a drink, and he asked me to guess what time it was. I 

said about 2 o’clock. It was actually 4.30 am. We then cooked a good meal soup, corned beef, potatoes, beans, 
and coffee for strength. Friday 07.45 hours 12. July. The morning forecast was a repeat of the midnight 
forecast but, by now the wind had increased to a good force 5 We continued to run before it as it was 
enabling us to sail north east edging our way north as we saw a chance which was not far away from 
our course.

The wind steadily increased all day until at 14.00 hours, I decided to take the trysail off her, and let 
her run under head sail alone. We had to watch the following seas carefully as they were not running 

at all true. At about 
15.30 hours two 
Spanish trawlers 
passed us going east, 
and as they passed 
they waved us in, 
the direction of 
Ireland as if telling 
us to clear in, out 
of it. we were only 
too anxious to obey 
if we could. At 18.00 
hours I estimated 
that the wind had 
reached force 8 and 
I decided to stream 
all our warps so 
as to slow down the 
speed of the ship and 
we put them out in 
long bights over the 
stern. We also stowed 
the storm staysail 
and took down the 
rolled up jib. I 
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reckon that altogether we had about 200 fathoms of rope out. This certainly slowed down the speed of 
the ship and very seldom anything broke aboard, but we had to steer facing aft so as to present the 
stern fairly to each succeeding wave. Gerard and I shared the work because we thought that John was 
not experienced enough at this kind of game. John acted as look out timekeeper - log keeper and morale 
booster. The wind had by this time gone westerly and we had to keep on running before it as best we 
could. This was the first experience of this kind of weather any of us had had and it was rather nerve 
racking. We had no idea of how much the ship could take or how much worse conditions would become and 
we were particularly nervous of one of the big wave crests coming to sit on our laps in the cockpit. The 
wind was undoubted1very strong because it was blowing the tops of the waves clean ahead of the waves 
in white spume and also driving white streams of froth down the front of the waves. The seas gradually 
built up so that we reckoned conservatively that they were about 30 feet from trough to crest. 

Coming on the night we all began to get worried as to, where we were because the Scillys were somewhere 
to the East, of us. We reckoned that we were about 60 miles from them when the gale started and we did, 
not know how much we had run towards them in the mean time. Besides the chart showed some nasty 
patches of breaking water around the Scillies an all together unpleasant place to be with a full gale 
on hand. During the night the noise of the wind was diabolical and we reckoned that it had gone beyond 
force 8 and we were almost gone beyond caring. Gerard, at the helm asked John for a drop of brandy. John, 
quickly handed him a naggin bottle half full Gerard was just about to put it in to his mouth when, 
a huge sea broke over him and by the time he surfaced all the brandy had fortunately gone down his 
throat.

Friday 24.00 hours The midnight forecast was again full of gales and the winds in the area Sole force 
8 westerly. The wind speed at the Scillys which we reckoned were not far from us confirmed force 8 with 
a falling barometer. At that time our barometer had gone down to 29.4 inches. In spite of the shrieking 
wind and flying clouds there was quite a lot of moonlight which tended to make things appear a bit 
better than they otherwise would have been. The appearance of the sea was awful and both Gerard and 
I took a lot of water over us in the cockpit. We found that Susanna tended to round up into the sea of 
her own accord and to lie almost broadsides to the seas but with a much easier motion. Gerard tried 
the experiment of lashing the tiller hard down and most surprisingly Susanna lay almost quietly if 
such a term could be applied in such raging conditions. Having found this out, we left her lie that way 
throughout the night and the fact that the warps were still streaming on her port beam did not seem to 
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cause any great difficulty. 

Although there was plenty of spray flying across the ship yet it was very seldom that anything really 
hard struck her, and surprisingly only one sea came into the cockpit. That sea seemed to surge in under 
the sides of the cockpit cover and knocked the wooden beam out of place and a lot of water got into 
the cockpit and drained into the bilges with a frightening noise. This caused us momentary panic, but 
we found that we could pump the ship dry in a few minutes so that calm was restored again. There was 
no sleep for any of us that night although we did rest and John did concoct some weird meals the most 
amusing of which was a mixture of corn flakes and canned pears mixed up in small drinking glasses for 
ease of consumption and the following day the saloon looked as if confetti had been sprinkled over it. 
It was hard to keep things in the saloon dry because of wet oilskins and each time the hatch was opened 
to look out a good dollop of spray was likely to get in but there were no leaks. 

Saturday 13. July 07.45 hours. This broadcast from the B.B.C. was a classic The announcer started of by 
saying ‘Well gentlemen, I have very bad news for you all. There are nothing but gales all round the 
British Isles and no sign of better weather to come, I am afraid you will not have good sailing today’ 
He was telling us! The day although very windy with tremendous seas was sunny and warm in between 
the clouds and although we were anxious to know where we were and to keep a careful eye out for the 
Scillys or for heavily breaking seas, things got somewhat better. A large steamer passed us at midday 
going westerly and that seemed a little bit more cheerful. Our hope was that the wind would ease so that 
we could make some sail and get away a bit to the S.W from the Scillys before spending a second night, in 
those waters in full gale conditions.

13.40 hours. This broadcast still spoke of gales for all the same area and. worse still, north-westerly 
gales in Fastnet and the Irish Sea, but the weather reports from the Scillys spoke of winds only force 6 
or 7 which being less than gale force gave us heart. 

18.00 hours. The seas seemed as big as ever but the wind seemed to have eased a very little and we reefed 
the trysail and set it together with the spitfire staysail, and then got all our warps in and sailed on 
a south-westerly course to get away from vicinity of the Scillys. Having sailed on this course for three 
hours, we hove to on the starboard tack for a further three hours for a rest and it was surprising how 
steady the sails kept Susanna in those nasty sea conditions and how little punishment she took. We each 
got some sleep. Hot soup, suitably laced was lifegiving. 
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Sunday 14. July 24.00 hours The forecast for this area spoke of westerly winds force 5/6 and so we came 
about on the port tack and let draw for what we thought was the final leg home. 

03.00 hours. John at the tiller spotted what he thought was the loom of a light away to the east and in 
those sea conditions it was not easy to say whether it was the loom of the light or an occasional white 
breaking crest but after a very considerable time during which we used our stop watch and binoculars, 
identified the loom as being the Bishop Rock lighthouse and reckoned that we were not more than 15 
mile’s from it and it was bearing due east. Another really bad night of westerly gale would have been 
very unpleasant in that area. We sailed on until at about 06.00 hours the wind started to came on fresh 
about force 5 from the north-west. We realised that we were going to get a head wind if not a full gale 
from the north-west and that we would be too exhausted if we tried carry on, and we decided to try to 
find the Scillys. Fortunately, I had brought with me a large scale chart of the Scilly thinking that if 
we had plenty of time on our way home we might drop in a for a look. 

07.45 hours. The morning forecast again had the same story but the winds of gale force strength in this 
area were to be from north-west. Gerard started trying to get a bearing of Round Island Radio Beacon 
with the Heron Direction Finder and the Consol radio set. Round Island is the most northerly island 
of the Scillys. Eventually, he got it and we all checked it and agreed it bore E.S.E. from us, to which 
we altered course but between us and Round Island on the chart were a bunch of beautiful looking 
overfalls and as the day was not at all too clear with a very big confused sea running, we hoped we 
would see Round Island in time to avoid the overfalls. John and I kept a look out from the port and 
starboard shrouds and at 11.15 hours I spotted Round Island fine on the Port bow and about four miles 
away. We immediately went over, to the starboard gybe, the wind having gone N. W ly, and we sailed S.S W. 
and not very long afterwards, I again was the first to sight his lordship the Bishop standing out white 
and very clearly against the surrounding seas. Taking careful bearings from the various Islands we 
kept well out until safely to the outhwest of the Bishop and then we sailed around into the lee of St. 
Agnes and St. Marys Island out of the dreadful sea we had been enduring for the past three days. What 
bliss it was to be sailing in absolutely calm water again. We reckoned we had been running before the 
gale or hove-to altogether for 35 hours. I decided that ashore the engine would no longer function due 
to dampness we would have to beat in through St. Mary’s Sound and as this is a very narrow Channel we 
had to unbend the trysail, bend and set the mainsail and roll down a reef in the main, as it was blowing 
hard, and set the furled jib, an operation that I timed at 14 minutes, exceptional in view of the fact that 
we were all tired. We then beat in the narrow channel and cautiously made our way on the leading marks 
into Hughtown in St Marys and dropped our C.Q.R. at 17.45 hours on Sunday evening. As we were anxious 
to send word home to Ireland as to where we were we got a lift ashore immediately from a passing R.A.F. 
duty boat and I could scarcely walk up the steps of the Quay or even walk on an even keel, I was so 
tired from the shaking of the gale and eight continuous days at sea. Still two large scotches (no Irish 
available) in the nearby tavern quickly put that right, and we quickly walked to the Tregarthen Hotel 
and sent word by telephone to the anxious ones waiting at home. The telephone is a wonderful invention, 
especially for times like these.

They were weatherbound in the Isles of Scilly for nine days before the gales moderated and they could continue on their way 
home to Helvick. The final Log entry reads:

With a little more experience of bad weather I am satisfied that it could be done again in much more 
comfort or perhaps much less discomfort during the bad weather period. In the gale I think we made a 
mistake in not lying to with a reefed trysail and the cockpit cover on much sooner and I do not think 
it would have been necessary then to have lain a-hull or to run with warps streaming unless the wind 
force got very considerably worse than it did. Susanna’s trysail is too long on the foot and I shall get 
it cut to the modern style this winter. 

As for the people of Spain, they are to my mind the most enjoyable people, irrespective of the language 
difficulty that one could possibly meet outside Ireland. Our Consol set worked throughout the 38 days 
with an ordinary car 12 volt battery which we only had charged once in Marin and I do not think it 
even required this. Customs formalities in Spain are practically nil as far as the local police or 
military are concerned in spite of their heavy armoury, they are merely objects of interest to the 
tourists. The Spaniards will freely discuss their conditions and political regime both with you and 
before you but we always thought it wiser either not to discuss politics at all or to be very pro-
Government in everything we said.
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Jeffrey never had any maritime inclination until he took up 
dinghy sailing while studying medicine at Oxford University 
during the 1950’s, but it wasn’t until he married his wife Sally 
Berridge in 1963 that his sailing exploits took off in earnest. 
Sally, whose father was Colonel Bob Berridge and who served 
as Commodore of the ICC, grew up surrounded by her father’s 
love of the sea.

Jeffrey and Sally spent many a summer sailing with her father 
on his boat Corofin. Moored in Crosshaven, they explored 
the south west coast with their five children, using Baltimore 
as a base and remembering many happy summers. In 1982 
Bob Berridge then gifted Jeffrey and Sally their first yacht, a 
34ft Norlin design. They sailed her further afield through the 
Kiel Canal and up to Denmark and Sweden. Sally remembers 
that even though Jeffrey was prone to sea sickness he never 
missed an opportunity to sail and would simply continue until 
he felt right again. 

Now utterly enamoured by the sea, the family purchased a Rival 36, and, following in Bob Berridge’s tradition of naming yachts 
after Irish harbours, Adrigole was based in the Mediterranean for ten years after first travelling there in the 1980s via the French 
canals. With busy working lives Jeffrey and Sally would dash down for a week or two to bring her to a new marina and often a 
new country.

It was long before Ryanair and EasyJet so the O’Riordan family were often seen crossing Paris by Metro encumbered by an 
outboard, a windsurfer and a pair of oars!   

Despite grappling with foreign currency and numerous custom protocols, they had a magical time visiting places like Corsica, 
Sardinia, Italy, Malta, Cyprus and Greece. Jeffrey remembered Turkey to be quite spectacular for its natural and uncrowded 
harbours completely untouched by tourism. Another highlight was visiting Venice and being moored opposite St Mark’s Square.
They brought Adrigole back as far as Scotland once but the weather was so cold that they returned to the Mediterranean via 
Portugal and the Balearic Islands. On the second trip back from the Mediterranean they took the scenic route via the Azores. 
Back in Ireland they reverted to sailing along the southwest coast with the few ventures up to Scotland going via the east and 
west coasts. The couple had some lovely shore-based weekends in the company of ICC members which involved very good 
company and many a laugh.

Another highlight of Jeffrey’s sailing expeditions was taking part in the East Mediterranean Sailing Rally in 2005. This six week 
trip took in Turkey, Cyprus, Syria, Lebanon and Israel...many of these place now completely off-limits.

Jeffery became a member of the Irish Cruising Club in 2004 and had been a member of the Royal Cruising Club since 1978. His 
love of the sea was passed down to his children (His eldest son Dermot completed the Northwest Passage seven years ago). He 
is remembered fondly by his maritime friends around the British Isles and beyond. Jeffrey is survived by his wife Sally, children 
Dermot, Shelagh, Dom, Cait and Philly and eight grandchildren.

Tributes
Professor Jeffrey O’Riordan 
1931 - 2017

NK
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David Whitehead
1942 - 2017 

PJF

David Whitehead was never lost for words.  Whether it was 
boats, or maritime history in general, mountaineering or 
rugby, climate change or electric cars, you could be certain 
that David would have a well thought out position. More 
often than not, his was a contrary one to the accepted 
or establishment view but a position backed up by his 
incomparable memory.

Despite his losing  keys and mobile phones like the rest 
of us, I often wondered whether David had ever forgotten 
anything he had read or seen in the past.  His prodigious 
recall was exemplified once when sailing up the Cleddau 
river in Wales, around Milford Haven. This location was not 
part of our plan but we had ended up there en-route to 
Brittany, owing to a number of engine related difficulties.  
David spied a moored wooden cutter and we sailed across 
to get a closer look.  Triumphantly he said ‘That’s Driac’ 
and proceeded to give me a detailed history of the 1930s 
Nicholson built boat: her original owner and cruises, as well 
as various assorted related ephemera comprising the establishment of the National Maritime Museum in Greenwich, and the 
evacuation of the B.E.F. from Dunkirk.  I always assumed that he had this stuff printed on the back of his eyelids.  In the event I 
googled Driac when I got back home – he was absolutely accurate. 

Moving to Galway in the  60s, he had sailed up and down the west coast and further beyond with David Fitzgerald (ICC).  His 
training as a geologist found him working with mining concerns around the world but wherever he was, he found time to sail.  
He was a founder member of Galway Bay Sailing Club and became a member of the Royal Ocean Racing Club and the Irish 
Cruising Club in 1972. He became a member of the Royal Cruising Club in 2008.

He had raced and cruised many different boats since his days in Trinity College, Dublin. He had owned boats large and small 
from his first, a 16 foot Paul Gartside designed gaffer to his latest, Goblin, a 16 foot Chesapeake Bay microcuiser which he 
adapted for gunkholing around Galway Bay creeks.

In 2009 whilst Vice Commodore of the Irish Cruising Club, he was diagnosed with lung cancer which he attributed to working in 
an  Australian uranium mine.  Nevertheless, and despite major surgery he was sailing his Oyster Mariner 35 three months later 
to Tory Island and Lough Swilly. Despite a continually compromised respiratory system, David never let this get in the way of 
his sailing, with cruises to Wales, Brittany, the Scilly and Aeolian Islands as well as the south and west coasts of Ireland.  In 2016 
he sailed from Galway to the Hebrides and back around Ireland  clockwise to Galway. This year he was sailing in Galway Bay 
several days before a forthcoming hip replacement operation. Next year was to be an extended cruise to Galicia as well as a 
gunkholing cruise in Roaring Water Bay. 

He was an excellent shipmate and a great companion. He could be uncompromising and pedagogic but was never boring. He 
was unremittingly positive about life and dwelt always on the future whilst enjoying the past. 

He will be missed by many. 
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Commodores

1929 H. M. Wright
1942 A. W. Mooney
1950 M. A. Sullivan
1953 J. B. Hollwey
1954 R. P. Campbell
1958 F. Cudmore
1960 H. W. S. Clark
1963 P. H. Greer
1966 R. L. Berridge
1969 J. D. Faulkner
1972 R. H. O’Hanlon
1975 D. N. Doyle
1978 J. H. Guinness
1981 P. J. Bunting
1984 C. J. FitzGerald
1987 J. Gore-Grimes
1990 H. P. Kennedy
1993 D. Nicholson
1996 L. McGonagle
1998 M. McKee
2000 D.H. FitzGerald
2002 A.R. Baker
2005 C. McHenry
2008 Peter Ronaldson
2011 David Tucker
2014 Peter Killen
2017 Stanton Adair

Vice-Commodores

1929 H. P. F. Donegan
1941 A. W. Mooney
1942 H. E. Donegan
1947 P. O’Keeffe
1948 M. A. Sullivan
1950 J. B. Hollwey
1953 R. P. Campbell
1954 B. C. Maguire
1956 F. Cudmore
1958 H. W. S. Clark
1960 P. H. Greer
1963 C. Riordan
1965 W. H. D. McCormick
1967 J. D. Faulkner
1969 D. N. Doyle
1971 R. H. O’Hanlon
1972 P. J. Bunting
1974 G. B. Leonard
1976 J. M. Wolfe
1977 A. D. Macllwaine

1978 P. J. Bunting
1980 G. Kenefick
1982 C. J. FitzGerald
1984 L. McGonagle
1986 J. Gore-Grimes
1987 H. P. Kennedy
1989 D. H. B. FitzGerald
1990 Arthur S. P. Orr
1993 Brian Hegarty
1996 Michael O’Farrell
1997 Arthur Baker
1999 T.C. Johnson
2001 Donal Brazil
2002 Peter Ronaldson
2004 Cormac McHenry
2005 James Nixon
2007 David Tucker
2009 David Whitehead
2011 Joe Phelan
2012 Alan Leonard
2014 Dan Cross
2016 Peter Fernie

Rear Commodores

1929 H. R. Wallace
1930 A. W. Mooney
194 1 H. E. Donegan
1942 D. Mellon
1947 H. Osterberg
1950 K. McFerran
1951 R. P. Campbell
1953 B. C. Maguire
1954 F. Cudmore
1956 H. W. S. Clark
1958 P. H. Greer
1961 C. Riordan
1963 W. H. D. McCormick
1965 R. L. Berridge
1966 J. C. McConnell
1968 J. H. Guinness
1970 R. H. O’Hanlon
1971 R. J. Fielding
1973 H. Cudmore
1975 J. M. Wolfe
1976 A. D. Macllwaine
1977 J. M. Wolte
1978 G. Kenefick
1980 M. McKee
1981 J. Gore-Grimes
1983 L. McGonagle

1984 M. McKee
1986 H. P. Kennedy
1987 M. R. Sullivan &  

D. H. FitzGerald
1988 B. Hassett &  

D. H. FitzGerald
1989 B. Hassett &  

A. S. P. Orr
1990 Clayton Love Jnr &  

D. J. Ryan
1992 Brian Hegarty &  

David Nicholson
1993 Michael O’Farrell & 

David H.B. FitzGerald
1994 Michael O’Farrell &  

P. Walsh
1995 L. McGonagle &  

P. Walsh
1996 Arthur Baker &  

Jarlath Cunnane
1997 J. Cunnane &  

P. Ronaldson
1999 P. O’Sullivan &  

J.C. Bruen
2000 J.C. Bruen &  

P. Ronaldson
2001 P. Ronaldson &  

P. Killen
2002 T. Clarke & P. Killen
2003 T. Clarke &  

C. McHenry
2004 J. Nixon &  

G. MacMahon
2005 D.Tucker & 

G.MacMahon
2006  D.Tucker & 

D.Whitehead
2007 C. Magennis & 

D. Whitehead
2008 C. Hilliard & 

B. Kenny
2009 C. Hilliard & 

E. Cudmore
2010 J. Phelan, E.Cudmore
2011 A. Leonard 

F. Ranalow
2012 P. Courtney
2014 Stanton Adair
 Frank Ranelow

2015 Peter Fernie

 Stanton Adair

2016 Richard Cudmore

 Derek White

2017 Tom Fitzpatrick 
Richard Cudmore

Honorary Treasurers

1929 W. MacBride

1948 G. B. Moore

1964 N. Watson

1973 L. Sheil

1979 R. Shanks

1984 D. O’Boyle

1993 D. Brazil

2001 A. Baker

2002 B. MacManus

2005 M. Kirby

2007 T. Fitzpatrick

2013 R.Barker

Hon. Secretaries *

1929 H. B. Wright

1933 D. Keatinge

1935 R. P. Campbell

1937 K. McFerran

1941 D. Keatinge

1944 M. F. Hally

1948 T. J. Hanan

1960 P. D. Morck

1965 A. Dunn

1977 P. J. D. Mullins

1981 B. Hegarty

1990 C. P. McHenry

2003 R. Cudmore

2008 G. FitzGerald

2011 C.Hilliard

2015 Alan Markey

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

Past & Present Officers of the Irish Cruising Club
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Index of Cruising Grounds past ten years
Reference numbers: The first 2 digits of the reference number refer to the year of publication while the latter 2 refer to the log 
number in the Table of Contents: eg 89.11- 1989 Annual, Log no. 11 (until 2013. From 2014, last 2 digits are page numbers)

Africa 08.08, 08.14, 08.15
America – North 05.29, 06.44, 08.34, 08.32, 10.04, 10.30, 11.27, 12.17, 12.26,13.23, 13.26, 14.71, 14.96, 14.106, 15.35, 

15.141,16.35
America – South 09.11, 12.29, 13.13, 15.130
Antarctica 05.01
Arctic 05.31, 06.32, 08.03, 08.30, 09.15, 12.09, 13.05, 14.9, 14.14, 14.38, 15.23,15.10,15.109,16.54
Atlantic  05.25, 07.12, 07.16, 08.02, 09.04, 10.04, 10.07, 11.10, 12.29, 13.13, 13.15, 14.71, 14.96, 14.106, 15.141
Atlantic Islands 05.03, 07.20, 08.33, 08.27, 09.06, 09.07, 09.14, 09.23, 09.26, 09.31, 12.02, 12.24, 13.15, 14.27, 14.52, 

15.33, 15.121,16.115
Australia 06.16
Black Sea 12.30
Baltic 06.09, 06.35, 06.41, 08.11, 08.2, 08.38, 09.13, 09.20, 13.04, 13.17,14.5, 14.18, 14.92, 15.59, 15.115
Brittany & Biscay 05.04, 05.07, 06.06, 06.15, 06.18, 06.24, 06.25, 06.34, 06.43, 07.06, 07.19, 07.32, 09.27, 09.28, 09.32, 

10.18, 10.25, 10.14, 11.03, 11.23, 11.24, 11.26, 12.05, 12.08, 14.1, 14.87, 14.135, 14.143, 14.165, 15.43, 
15.75, 15.137,16.08,16.63,16.43

Canada - East Coast 15.17,16.13
Caribbean 05.20, 06.23, 08.26, 10.34, 12.07, 14.71, 14.96, 14.106, 15.87, 15.130
Channel Islands 13.39
Clyde 08.13, 08.28, 09.17, 13.34, 14.158
England – East Coast 14.150, 15.10
England – South Coast 07.24, 13.39, 14.150, 15.10
European Waterways 08.09, 08.16, 08.24
Faroe Islands 09.35, 11.18, 12.21, 14.9, 14.150, 15.23
Greenland 92.01, 93.01, 95.02, 98.12, 01.04, 01.13, 05.23, 09.15, 13.05, 14.9, 14.14, 14.38, 15.17, 15.23
Hebrides 05.09, 05.15, 05.28, 05.35, 06.05, 06.14, 09.02, 09.24, 09.09, 10.06, 10.11, 10.20, 11.11, 11.15, 12.01, 

1312, 13.24, 13.29, 13.36, 13.37, 13.43
Holland, Belgium, Denmark 05.34, 10.13, 14.18, 15.52
Iceland 05.19, 06.20, 08.10, 11.12, 14.9, 14.14, 15.23
Ireland – Circumnavigation 05.30, 06.42, 07.25, 08.23, 10.24, 10.12,10.36, 11.08, 12.16, 12.20, 1308, 13.11, 13.14, 13.16, 13.25, 

13.40, 13.41, 14.161,16.73
Ireland 07.03, 07.08, 09.18, 11.21, 11.33, 13.03, 13.10, 13.31, 13.32, 13.3514.59, 14.92, 14.100, 14.120, 14.143, 

14.163, 15.63, 15.154, 06.30, 11.25, 14.120, 06.10, 06.19, 06.28, 06.39, 08.19, 09.18, 11.14, 12.06, 
13.22, 13.33, 14.68, 14.100,14.122, 15.31,16.89,16.113,16.79

Irish Sea 05.10, 07.14, 07.21, 08.18, 10.31, 11.09, 11.16, 12.23, 12.27, 13.38, 14.122, 14.158, 15.94
Mediterranean – East 05.06, 05.12, 06.07, 06.21, 07.05, 07.10, 07.26, 07.27, 07.28, 08.04, 08.40, 08.29, 09.03, 09.08, 09.22, 

10.08, 
including Aegean 10.19,10.29, 11.13, 11.19, 11.29, 11.31, 13.01, 13.18, 14.32, 14.156, 15.82
Mediterranean – West 05.05, 05.13, 05.18, 05.24, 05.26, 05.36, 06.02, 06.11, 06.19, 06.36, 06.38, 06.40, 07.02, 07.23, 07.31, 
including Adriatic 08.29, 08.39, 09.10, 10.01, 10.15, 10.16, 10.21, 10.27, 11.07, 12.04, 12.12, 12.13, 12.14, 13.02, 13.07, 

13.19, 13.21, 14.82, 14.128, 15.53,16.98,16.32
Norway 05.14, 05.22, 06.17, 07.07, 08.17, 09.20, 10.02, 10.23, 10.28, 11.02, 11.20, 11.30,15.10, 15.109
Orkney Islands 08.22
Pacific 10.03, 10.34, 11.32, 13.13
Portugal 05.08, 06.01, 06.31, 13.15, 14.52,16.108
Russia 12.28, 15.59,16.46
Scandinavia 05.02, 05.16, 05.27,10.28, 12.15, 12.28, 13.04, 13.17, 14.5, 14.92, 
Scilly, Isles of 13.20, 13.38, 14.149
Scotland  14.18, 14.150, 06.22, 07.04, 07.09, 07.11, 07.17, 08.05, 10.24, 10.17, 10.22, 11.01, 11.06, 12.03, 12.18, 

12.19, 12.32, 13.03, 13.12, 13.24, 13.27, 13.29, 13.34, 13.36, 13.37, 13.42, 13.43, 14.132, 14.150, 
14.169, 15.71, 15.101, 15.124, 15.127, 15.133, 15.159,16.22,16.101,16.83,16.63

Shetland Islands 10.26, 13.36
Spain – North Coast &  05.32, 06.27, 06.37, 07.15, 07.29, 08.35, 09.19, 09.33, 10.05, 10.10, 10.33, 11.17, 12.31, 13.09, 14.63, 

14.135, 
Galicia 14.143, 14.165, 15.41, 15.152
Spain & Portugal 08.20, 08.25, 10.09, 10.32, 11.24, 11.28, 11.30, 11.34, 12.10, 13.09, 15.43, 15.49, 15.75, 15.106
 
World Cruising 07.18, 08.08, 11.22, 12.11, 13.13  
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List of Award Winners

THE FAULKNER CUP
1931 Keatinge & McFerran Marie
1932 A.W. Mooney Nirvana
1933 D. Tidmarsh Foam
1934 Mrs Crimmins Nirvana
1935 H.D.E. Barton Dauntless
1936 A.W. Mooney Aideen
1937 D. Tidmarsh Foam
1938 H.P. Donegan Gull
1939 Miss D. French Embla
1947 A.W. Mooney Aideen
1949 L. McMullen Rainbow
1950 H. Osterberg Marama
1951 Wallace Clark Zamorin
1952 P. 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.P. Campbell Minx of Malham
1959 P.H. Greer Ann Gail
1960 R.D. Heard Huff of Arklow
1961 N. Falkiner Euphanzel
1962 R.D. Heard Huff of Arklow
1963 T.H. Roche Neon Tetra
1964 R. O’Hanlon Tjaldur
1965 L. McMullen Rainbow
1966 R. O’Hanlon Tjaldur
1967 R.P. Campbell Verve
1968 R. O’Hanlon Tjaldur
1969 J. Virden Sharavogue
1970 J. Virden Sharavogue
1971 R. Sewell Thalassa
1972 J. Virden Sharavogue
1973 A. Leonard Wishbone
1974 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1975 J. Eves Aeolus
1976 G. Leonard Wishbone
1977 B. Law Sai See
1978 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1979 M.P. O’Flaherty Cuilaun of Kin-

sale
1980 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1981 J.F. Coffey Meg of Muglins
1982 E.P.E. Byrne Beaver
1983 R. Cudmore Morgana
1984 O. Glaser Verna
1985 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1986 B. Bramwell Tor
1987 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1988 Terence Kennedy Icarus of Cuan
1989 Cormac McHenry Ring of Kerry

1990 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1991 Peter Bunting Gulkarna II
1992 Michael Coleman Stella Maris
1993 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1994 Michael Coleman Stella Maris
1995 Peter Killen Black Pepper
1996 Hugo du Plessis Samharcin an Lar
1997 Cormac McHenry Erquy
1998 John Waddell Heather of
   Mourne
1999 Brian Black Caelan
2000 John Gore-Grimes Arctic Fern
2001 Paddy Barry &  

Jarlath Cunnane Northabout
2002 John & Ann  

Clementson Faustina II
2003 John Gore-Grimes Arctic Fern
2004 Máire Breathnach King of Hearts
2005 Peter Killen Pure Magic
2006 Mike Alexander Katielok II
2007 Michael Holland Celtic Spirit
2008 Ed Wheeler Witchcraft 
2009 Trevor Lusty Seafever of Cuan
2010 Fergus Quinlan Pylades
2011 Fergus Quinlan Pylades
2012 Fergus Quinlan Pylades
2013 Sam Davis Suvretta
2014 Neil Hegarty Shelduck
2015 Alan Rountree Tallulah
2016 Daragh Nagle Chantey  V
2017 Máire Breathnach Annabel J

THE STRANGFORD CUP
1970 R. O’Hanlon Clarion
1971 M. Park Kitugani
1972 R. Gomes Ainmara
1973 J. Beckett Dara
1974 J. Guinness Sule Skerry
1975 G. Leonard Wishbone
1976 Wallace Clark Wild Goose
1977 J. Guinness Deerhound
1978 J. Villiers Stuart Vinter
1979 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1980 M. Villiers Stuart Winifreda 
1981 J. Guinness Deerhound
 D.J. Ryan Red Velvet
1982 W.A. Smyth Velma
1983 J. Guinness Deerhound
1984 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1985 A. Morton Sung Foon
1986 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1987 Brian Dalton Boru
1988 Hugo du Plessis Samharcin an Lar
1989 David Nicholson Black Shadow

1990 Tommy O’Keeffe Tir na nOg
1991 David FitzGerald Peigin Eile
1992 Cormac McHenry Ring of Kerry
1993 W. M. Nixon &  Witchcraft 

E. Wheeler of Howth
1994 David Park Alys
1995 Bernard Corbally Rionnag
1996 David Park Alys
1997 Brian Black Cuillin
1998 David Park Alys
1999 Peter Mullins Cuilaun
2000 Michael Balmforth Greenheart
2001 Bernard Corbally Beowulf
2002 David FitzGerald White Heather
2003 E & B Cudmore Ann Again
2004 James Nixon Scilla Verna
2005 B & E Cudmore Ann Again
2006 James Nixon Scilla Verna
2007 Bernard Corbally and Beowulf 

Ann Woulfe-Flanagan
2008 Michael Coleman Oyster Cove
2009 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
2010 Máire Breathnach Young Larry
2011 Stephen Hyde A Lady
2012 Jarlath Cunnane Northabout 
2013 John Duggan Hecuba
2014 E.Nicholson &  Mollyhawk’s   

P.Dorgan Shadow
2015 Paddy Barry Ar Seachrán
2016 Seamus O’Connor Slí Eile
2017 Donal Walsh Lady Belle

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY
1978 R. Cudmore Morgana
1979 A. Doherty Bali Hai
1980 David Nicholson Black Shadow
1981 M.H. Snell Golden Harvest
1982 David Nicholson Black Shadow
1983 J.F. Coffey Meg of Muglins
1984 J.F. Coffey Meg of Muglins
1985 J.F. Coffey Meg of Muglins
1986 Hugo du Plessis Samharcin an Lar
1987 James Cahill Ricjak
1988 Brian Smullen Cuilaun
1989 Dermod Ryan Sceolaing
1990 Jarlath Cunnane Lir
1991 Ronnie Slater Tandara
1992 David McBride Deerhound
1993 Jarlath Cunnane Lir
1994 Jonathan Virden Twayblade
1995 Henry Barnwell Hylasia
1996 Cormac McHenry Erquy
1997 Brendan Bradley Shalini
1998 Adrian Spence Madcap

Year Winner YachtYear Winner YachtYear Winner Yacht
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List of Award Winners

1999 Bernard Corbally Rionnag
2000 Henry & Ivy Barnwell Hylasia
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 Máire Breathnach Arctic Tern
2009 Frank Ranalow Shady Maid
2010 Michael Coleman Oyster Cove
2011 Stephen Hyde A Lady
2012 Máire Breathnach Young Larry
2013 Sam Davis Suvretta
2014 John Coyne Lir 
2015  Peter Killen Pure Magic
2016 Neil Hegarty Shelduck
2017 Mike Hodder Jasmine

ROUND IRELAND NAVIGATION CUP
1941 E.J. Odlum
1951 Brendan Maguire Minx of Malham
From 1954 the Navigation Cup was 

awarded for the best cruise around 
Ireland.

1954 Wallace Clark Caru
1955 Dr. R.H. O’Hanlon Ancora
1956 R.C. Arnold Maid of York
1957 R.P. Campbell Minx of Malham
1961 C. O’Ceallaigh Julia
1963 W. & B. Smyth Wynalda
1964 N. Falkiner Euphanzel
1965 L. McMullen Rainbow
1967 C.H. Green Helen
1968 J.D. Beckett Dara
1969 R.E. Mollard Osina
1871 M. Tomlinson Pellegrina
1973 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1974 R.P. Campbell Verve
1975 J.B. Law Sai See
1977 G. Leonard Wishbone
1978 R.P. Campbell &  Verve 

J.R. Osborne
1979 J. Guinness Deerhound
1980 P. Gray Korsar
1981 Ronan Beirne Rila
1982 W.M. Nixon Turtle
1983 A. Doherty Svegala
1984 J. Guinness Deerhound
1985 T. O’Keeffe Orion
1986 B. Hegarty Freebird
1987 Wallace Clark Wild Goose
1988 W.M. Nixon Turtle

Year Winner YachtYear Winner YachtYear Winner Yacht

1989 Tony Morton Lamorna III
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 Isobel
1997 No Award
1998 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
1999 Ed Wheeler Witchcraft
2000 Harry Byrne Alphida of Howth
2001 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
2002 Sean McCormack Marie Claire II
2003 Brendan O’Callaghan Brandon Rose
2004 Alan Rountree Tallulah
2005 No Award
2006 John Delap Sceolaing
2007 Brendan Bradley Afar VI
2008 Fergus Quinlan Pylades
2009 No Award
2010 John Madden  Bagheera
2011 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
2012 Paul Butler Muglins
2013 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
2014 No Award
2015 No Award
2016 Donal Walsh Lady Belle
2017 Alan Leonard Ariadne
THE FORTNIGHT CUP
1958 L. McMullen Rainbow
1960 R.I. Morrison Vanja IV
1961 J.W.D. 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 P. Dineen Huntress
1969 R.C.A. Hall Roane
1970 N. St. J. Hennessy Aisling
1971 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 Foon
1978 R. Dixon Oberon
1979 B.J. Law Sai See
1980 R. Paul Campbell Verve
1981 S. Orr Den Arent

1982 D.J. Ryan Red Velvet
1983 C.P. McHenry Ring of Kerry
1984 B.H.C. Corbally Puffin
1985 R. Barr Joliba
1986 W.M. Nixon Turtle
1987 Dermod Ryan Sceolaing
1988 John Ryan Saki
1989 Brian Hegarty Safari of Howth
1990 Seamus Lantry William Tell of 

Uri
1991 Brendan O’Callaghan Midnight 

Marauder
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’Alton Siamsa
1998 Jim Slevin Testa Rossa
1999 Jim Slevin Testa Rossa
2000 No Award
2001 Gary Villiers-Stuart Winefreda of  

 Greenisland
2002 Andy McCarter Gwili 3
2003 W.M. Nixon Witchcraft of  

 Howth
2004 Roy Waters Sundowner  

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

FitzGerald Ajay
2009 Patrick Dorgan Verdi III
2010 Derek White Ballyclaire
2011 Neil Hegarty Shelduck
2012 David Williams Reiver
2013 Nigel & Heleen  
 Lindsay-Fynn Eleanda
2014 Fergus Quinlan Pylades
2015 Harry Whelehan Sea Dancer
2016 Adrian & Mave Bell Oisín Bán
2017 Nikko Duffin Nautilus
The Wybrants Cup
1933 J. B. Kearney Mavis
1934 Dr. L.G. Gunn Albatross
1935 J.B. Kearney Mavis
1936 Leslie Chance Britannia
1937 A.W. Mooney Aideen
1938 Dr. O.P. Chance &  Saphire 

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

Dr. O’Brien
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1941 D. Keating &  Evora 
R. O’Hanlon

1942 J.B. Cotterell &  Minx 
J.F. McMullan

1943/45  No Award
1946 J.B. Kearney Mavis
1947 H. Osterberg Marama
1948 Dr. R.H. O’Hanlon Evora
1949 P. O’Keeffe John Dory
1950 A.W. Mooney Evora
1951 P. O’Keeffe John Dory
1952 H. Osterberg Marama
1953 No Award
1954 T. Crosby If
1955 R.P. Campbell Alata
1956 S.F. Thompson Second Ethuriel
1957 Col. W.S. Knox-Gore Arandora
1958 D.N. Doyle Severn II
1959 G. Kimber Astrophel
1960 J.C. Butler Happy  

 Morning
1961 S. O’Mara Fenestra
1962 D.N. Doyle Severn II
1963 Lt. Com. T. Sheppard Greylag of 

Arklow
1964 T.F. Doyle Elsa
1965 S. O’Mara Oisin
1966 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1967 P.H. Greer Helen of Howth
1968 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1969 R.I. Morrison Querida
1970 Hugh Coveney Dalcassian
1971 J.A. McKeown Korsar
1972 J.C. Love Fionnuala
1973/77  No Award
From 1978 onwards the Wybrants Cup 

was awarded for the best Scot-
tish cruise.

1978 Chris Green Norella
1979 D.J. Ryan Red Velvet
1980 D.A. McMillan Goosander
1981 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’Alton 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 Sean McCormack Marie Claire II
1994 James Cahill Ricjak
1995 Paul Butler Red Velvet
1996 Brian Black Cuillin
1997 James Nixon Ardnagee
1998 Peter &   Scotch Mist 

Evie Ronaldson
1999 No Award
2000 Adrian & Maeve Bell Réalta
2001 Sean McCormack Marie Claire II
2002 Paget McCormack Saki
2003 Adrian & Maeve Bell Réalta
2004 Norman Kean Xanadu
2005 Alan Leonard Ariadne
2006 Harold &  

Vivienne Boyle  Gentle Spirit
2007 Adrian & Maeve Bell Eala Ban
2008 David Williams Reiver
2009 Richard Lovegrove Rupert
2010 John Crebbin Ocean Gypsy
2011 Dick Lovegrove Rupert
2012 Harry Whelehan Sea Dancer
2013 Joe & Trish Phelan Lydia
2014 Matthew Wright Thor
2015 Derek & Viv White Ballyclaire
2016  Robin &   Geronimo 

Denise Wright 
2017  Robin &   Geronimo 

Denise Wright 
The Fingal Cup
1981 Robert Barr Condor
1982 W. Walsh Carrigdown
1983 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1984 R.M. Slater Tandara
1985 P. 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 Symphonie
1994 Wallace Clark Wild Goose 
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
2001 Michael Balmforth Greenheart
2002 Dianne Andrews Great Escape

2003 Grainne FitzGerald Mountain Mist
2004 Michael & Alison 

Balmforth Greenheart
2005 Clive Martin Beowulf
2006 Peter Haden Papageno
2007 Andy McCarter Gwili 3
2008 John Madden Bagheera
2009 Michael Brogan Mac Duach
2010 Eddie Nicholson Mollihawk’s   

 Shadow
2011 Máire Breathnach Young Larry
2012 W.M. Nixon Ainmara  

 (Capriole)
2013 Paddy Barry Ar Seachrán
2014 Ian Stevenson Raptor
2015 Donal Walsh Lady Kate
2016 Peter Fernie Mystic 
2017 John Clementson Faustina II
THE GLENGARRIFF TROPHY
This Waterford Glass trophy is awarded 

by the adjudicator for the best 
cruise in Irish waters.

1993 James Nixon Sea Pie
1994 Robert Barr Pen Men
1995 Bill Rea Elysium
1996 Maeve Bell Réalta
1997 Máire Breathnach Romist
1998 Brendan Travers Sea Maiden
1999 Máire Breathnach SeaDance
2000 Paddy Barry Saint Patrick
2001 No Award
2002 Brendan Travers Seodín
2003 No Award
2004 David Beattie Schollevar
2005 No Award
2006 Alan Markey Crackerjack
2007 Sal & Jeffrey  Adrigole 

O’Riordan
2008 Harry Barnwell Hylasia
2009 David Whitehead Joyster
2010 Ed Wheeler Witchcraft 
2011 Mick Delap North Star
2012 A & M  Bell Oisin Ban
2013 Harry Whelehan Sea Dancer
2014 B. O’Callaghan Katlin
2015 Paul McSorley Wild Cat
2016 Máire Breathnach Annabel J
2017 Clare Morrissey Lady Belle
THE ROCKABILL TROPHY
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
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1965 J.H. Guinness Sharavogue
1966 P.H. Greer Helen of Howth
1967 No Award
1968 P.H. Greer Helen of Howth
1969 No Award
1970 J.P. Jameson Ganiamore
1971 R. Courtney Bandersnatch
1972/73  No Award
1974 J.P. Bourke Korsar
1975/78  No Award
1979 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1980 J. Wolfe Deerhound
1981 No Award
1983 K. & C. Martin Estrellita
1984 No Award
From 1985 the Rockabill Trophy was 

for ‘A Feat of Exceptional Naviga-
tion/Seamanship.”

1985 J. Gore-Grimes Shardana
1986 John Olver Moody Blue
1987 J.B. Law Redwing/ 

 Spirit of Shell
1988 No Award
1989 Colin Chapman Deerhound
1990 Colin Chapman Deerhound
1991 Wallace Clark Aileach
1992 Peter Bunting Gulkarna II
1993 Bernard Corbally L’Exocet
1994 Peter Hogan Molly B
1995 Brian Smullen Zaberdast
1996 Tom Foote White Heather
1997 P Barry/ J Cunnane Tom Crean
1998 No Award
1999 Donal Lynch Laroha
2000 Susan & Peter Grey Waxwing
2002 J. Gore-Grimes Arctic Fern
2003 Ed Wheeler Witchcraft 
2004 Jarlath Cunnane Northabout 
2005 Brian Black Caelan
2006 John Clementson Faustina II
2007 No Award
2008 Paul Bryans Odysseus
2009 Wallace Clark Agivey
2010 Tom Foote Picnic
2011 Norman Kean Xanadu
2012 Brian Black Séafra
2013 Sam Davis Suvretta
2014 Norman Kean Aircín
2015 Paul Cooper Drumbeat
2016 No Award
2017 Michael Madsen Gabelle
THE GULL SALVER Highest placed Irish 

boat in the Fastnet Race.

1971 Otto Glaser Tritsch-Tratsch
1973 Mungo Park Tam O’Shanter
1975 Otto Glaser Tritsch-Tratsch II
1977 Otto Glaser Red Rock III
1991 Donal Morrisey Joggernaut
1995 Donal Morrisey Joggernaut
2001 Denis Doyle Moonduster
2003 D & T Andrews Amethyst
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
2006 No Award
From 2007 it reverted to its first designa-

tion.
2007 Ger O’Rourke  Chieftain
2008 No award
2009 Mick Cotter  Whisper
2010 No award
2011 Bruce Douglas  Spirit of Jacana
2012 No award
2013 Martin Breen Discover Ireland
2014 No award
2015 No award
2016 No Award
2017 Michael Boyd
THE PERRY GREER BOWL
Awarded for the best first ICC log
1995 Alan Rountree Tallulah
1996 Jimmy Conlon Saint Patrick
1997 Hilary Keatinge Kilpatrick
1998 No Award
1999 Jack McCann Mary Lee
2000 David Beattie Aeolus
2001 Noel Casey Chartered
2002 No Award
2003 Paddy McGlade Sabrone
2004 Sean Fergus Estrellita
2005 Robert Barker Alchemist
2006 Ian Stevenson  Raptor
2007 Nigel Lindsay-Finn Eleanda
2008 Patrick Dorgan Verdi III
2009 Declan Connolly Khepri
2010 Anne Kenny Tam O’Shanter
2011 David Jones Tidal Dancer
2012 Ann Lyons Stardancer
2013 Peter Mullan Sancerre
2014 Justin McDonagh Selkie
2015 Michael & Anne Madsen 

Gabelle
2016 Darragh Nagle Chantey V
2017 Ailbe Millerick Hecuba

THE WILD GOOSE CUP
Awarded for a log of literary merit
1995 Robert Barr Pen Men
1996 James Nixon Ardnagee
1997 D & J Nicholson White Shadow
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 Seachrán
2004 Peter Fernie
2005 Dick Lovegrove Vivace
2006 John Madden  Bagheera
2007 Wallace Clarke  Agivey
2008 David Beattie Reespray
2009 WM Nixon Capriole
2010 Paddy Barry Ar Seachrán
2011 Mick Delap North Star
2012 Garry Villiers-Stuart Winifreda
2013 James Nixon Meander
2014 John Duggan Hecuba
2015 Winkie Nixon Ainmara, etc
2016 Brian Black Séafra
2017 Bob Brown Narnia
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JOHN B KEARNEY CUP
1983 P. Campbell: Compiler of ICC Directions
1984 J. Moore: Skipper of S.T.Y. Graine
1985 Jennifer Guinness: ICC Publications Officer
1986 Harold Cudmore Junior: Yachtsman
1987 Cap. G.F. ‘Eric’ Healy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard II
1988 Capt. Tom McCarthy: Captain of S.T.Y. Asgard II
1989 Sail Ireland Project: Round the World Race in NCB Ireland.
1990 Ursula Maguire: Secretary of Irish Yachting Association
1991 The Southern Cross Team Winners: 

H. Cudmore, J. English & J. Maguire
1992 Denis Doyle: Yachtsman
1993 Arthur S. P. Orr: Compiler of ICC Directions
1994 Daphne French: Yachtsperson
1995 Ronan Beirne, Editor Annual
1996 No Award
1997 ‘South Arís’ team. Shackleton escape from Antarctica
1998  Malachi & Evelyn O’Gallagher. Sailing directions
1999 No Award

2000 David Burrows: Olympic performance

2001 Carmel Winkelmann. Services to Junior Sailing

2002 Tom McSweeney. Services to Maritime Ireland

2003 The Jeanie Johnston Project

2004 David Tucker – 75 Anniversary Cruise

2005 Paddy Barry – 10 years as Honorary Editor of the Annual

2006 No Award

2007 William M. Nixon – outstanding contribution to Irish sailing

2008 Norman Kean – outstanding contribution to Irish sailing

2009 John Killeen – outstanding contribution to Irish sailing

2010 The Irish ‘Commodore Cup’ winning team

2011 Jerry Smith – for rescue of crew of Rambler 100

2012 Annalise Murphy, Con Murphy and Cathy McAleavy

2013 Brian Craig - organisation of Irish Sailing, etc

2014 Joe English, posthumously - for outstanding sailing career

2015 Justin Slattery - for excellence in offshore racing

2016 No Award

2017 Peter Haden -Organising highly successful Rally in Galway

THE WATERFORD HARBOUR CUP
Year Recipient Yacht Race
1950 R.A. Hall Flica 
1951 R.A. Hall Flica Islands Race 
1956 D.N. Doyle Severn II Islands Race
1957 S.F. Thompson Ithuriel
1958 J. Ronan Wye Islands Race
1959 J. Butler Happy Morning Pollock Race
1960 R.I. Morrison Vanja IV
1961 D.N. Doyle Severn II
1962 D.N. Doyle Severn II
1964 A.E. Pope Susette
1965 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1966 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1967 S.F. Thompson Wye
1968 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1969 F. Cudmore Setanta
1970 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1971 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1972 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1973 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1974 G. Radley Cecille
1976 J.C. Butler Tam O’Shanter
1977 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1978 D.N. Doyle Moonduster Islands Race
1979 B. Cudmore Anna Petrea 
1980 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1981 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1982 C. Love Jnr Rebel County
1983 S. Mansfield Luv Is
1984 D.N. Doyle Moonduster
1985 J. Donegan White Rooster

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

1988 J. Donegan White Rooster
1989 B. Cudmore Anna Petrea
1992 Michael Coleman Stella Maris
From 1993 awarded by the Southern Area Committee:
1993 Kevin Dwyer S. and W. Coast Aerial Photography
1995 Arthur Baker S.W. Coast Rally Organiser
1996 Donal Brazil Services to ICC as Hon. Treasurer
1998 Gary McMahon Ilen’s return from Falkland Islands
1999 Vincent O’Farrell Fastnet Dancer
2000 Clayton Love Jnr. Services to sailing
2001 Andrew Curtain &  

Gerry Sheridan Channel Cruise
2002 Donal McClement Services to Irish sailing
2004 Colin Chapman
2005 Bill Walsh
2006 John Petch Compiler South & West Sailing  

 Directions
2007 Joe & Mary Woodward
2008 Paul Bryans Outstanding seamanship
2009 Neil Prendeville Two transatlantic crossings back-to-back  

 in one season
2010 Donal Lynch Contribution to maritime culture and 

 community sailing
2011 Dan Cross Organising of Brittany Rally 2011
2012 Norman Kean Co-auThorship of Cruising Ireland and  

 ICC Sailing Directions
2013 RNLI Kinsale Rescue of crew of STV Astrid
2014 Eddie Nicholson Circumnavigation of N Atlantic
2015 Justin McDonagh Norway, Arctic, Round Britain
2016 Neil Hegarty Trans Atlantic in Shelduck
2017 Donal Walsh &        Cruise to Iceland
           Clare Morrissey 

Year Race Yacht RecipientYear Race Yacht Recipient
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WRIGHT MEMORIAL SALVER
Presented to the Irish Cruising Club by H.J. Wright in memory of 

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

Tweedy
1965 Cork-Fastnet-Schull Moonduster D.N. Doyle
1966 Dun Laoghaire-H/head Fionnuala R. Court-

ney
1969 Cork-Fastnet- 

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

Baltimore Tam O’Shanter J.C. Butler
1978 Howth-Strangford Leemara W.R. Cuffe-Smith
1979 – Four Seasons L.G.F. Heath
1980 – Deerhound J.H. Guinness
1981 – Korsar R.E. Mollard
1982 – Tritsch Tratsch IV Dr. O. Glaser
1983 – Deerhound J.H. Guinness
1984 – Beaver E.P.E. Byrne
1986 – Misty M.W. Knatchbull
From 1993 Awarded by the Northern Area Committee
Year Recipient
1993 J. Russell Service to Sailing
1995  Adrian Spence 
1998 Adrian Spence Greenland cruise
1999 Brian Black Greenland cruise
2000 Roy Waters 
2001 John & Ann Clementson Carribean Cruise
2002 David Park Atlantic Islands
2003 James Nixon Round Ireland
2004 Wallace Clark Ireland West Coast & The Hebrides
2005 Brian Black Greenland Cruise
2006 James Nixon

2007 Andy McCarter
2008 Hugh Kennedy Services to Irish Cruising Club
2009 Trevor Lusty
2010 Derek White Organising Club events
2011 Sam Davis Single-handed voyage from Strangford 

 Lough to Puerto Montt
2012 Mike Balmforth Co-auThorship of Cruising Ireland
2013 John Clementson Webmaster and Green Book auThor
2014 Brian Black Arctic Cruising and Exploration
2015 Robin & Denise Wright Cruise in Scottish Waters
2016 Ed Wheeler Editor, Annual and Chairman ICCPL
2017 Tony Weston  Outstanding  subscriptions treasurer

DONEGAN MEMORIAL TROPHY 1940
Year Yacht Recipient Race
1945 Evora R.H. & D.M.  

 O’Hanlon
1946 Mavis J.B. Kearney Kingstown/Cork
1947 No Award
1948 Aideen A.W. Mooney Kingstown/Clyde
1949 Evora A.W. Mooney Kingstown/Clyde
1950 Sonia D.J. & P.M. Purcell Clyde Race
1951 Minx of Malham B. Maguire Clyde Race
1952 Viking O Col Hollwey Clyde Race
1953 Flying Fox F.W. Brownlee Beaumaris-Week
1954 Flying Fox F.W. Brownlee Clyde Race
1955 Glance F.C. Hopkirk Puffin Sound Race
1957 Severn II D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1958 Vanja IV I. Morrison Dun Laoire/Cork
1959 Severn II D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1960 Severn II D.N. Doyle Dun Laoire-Cork
1961 Cu na Mara D. Barnes Irish Sea Race
1962 Vanja IV I. Morrison Irish Sea Race
1963 Fenestra S. O’Mara Morecambe Bay
1964 Susanna J.C. McConnell Irish Sea Race
1965 Cu na Mara D. Barnes Morecambe Bay
1966 Orana P.D. Pearson Irish Sea Race
1967 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecambe Bay
1968 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1969 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecambe Bay
1970 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Cowes/Cork Race
1971 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecambe Bay
1972 Tritsch-Tratsch O. Glaser Irish Sea Race
1973 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Morecambe Bay
1974 Assiduous C. Love (1st ICC Boat)
1975 Dictator D.M. Irwin Morecambe Bay
1976 Tam O’Shanter J.C. Butler Irish Sea Race
1977 Red Rock III O. Glaser Morecambe Bay
1978 Moonduster D.N. Doyle Irish Sea Race
1979 Korsar R.E. Mollard Morecambe Bay
1980 Standfast H.B. Sisk Morecambe Bay
1981 Bandersnatch of Howth R. Courtney More-

cambe Bay
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1982 Joggernaut D.J. Morrissey Irish Sea Race
1983 Imp H.B. Sisk Morecambe Bay
1984 Little Egypt R.B. Lovegrove Irish Sea Race
1985 Demelza N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
1986 Rob Roy N. Reilly Irish Sea Race
1987 Demelza N.D. Maguire Irish Sea Race
1988 Red Velvet M. O’Rahilly Irish Sea Race
1989 Comanche Raider N. Reilly Irish Sea Race
1990 Woodchester Challenge H.R. Gomes Round 

Ireland
1991 Finndabar of Howth P. Jameson Round Ireland
From 1993 Awarded by the Eastern Area Committee
Year Recipient
1993 P. Hogan Circumnavigation of the Globe
1994 Brendan Bradley Brittany Rally Organiser
1995 Barbara Fox-Mills Distributor of Publications
1996 Evelyn O’Gallagher Sailing Directions
1998 Bruce Lyster Tall Ships Committee Chairman
1999 Susan & Peter Gray Pacific cruising
2000 Arthur Orr ICC Publications
2001 Mungo Park Sailing into his 80s

2002 Cormac McHenry Holland to Dun Laoghaire
2003 Susan & Peter Gray Capetown to Dun Laoghaire
2004 Bill Rea Trophy & Annual distribution
2005 Hal Sisk Restoration of a Classic Yacht,  

 Peggy Bawn
2006 Grainne FitzGerald Cruise organisation
2007 Michael Holland Cruise from Arctic to Antarctic
2008 Cormac McHenry Spain to the Canaries
2009 Terry Johnson for his contribution to the RNLI & Irish 

 Lights over 21 years
2010 Ruth Heard Services to sailing and boating and to  

 Inland Waterways Association.
2011 John P. Bourke Contribution to Irish and international 

 sailing
2012 Sean Flood Support for youth sail training
2013 Winkie Nixon 50 years of Annual contributions
2014 Kieran Jameson Many years of outstanding achieve-

ments
2015 Alan Rountree Significant cruising exploits
2016 Ian French Services to sailing for the disabled
2017 Paddy Barry Many years of adventourous sailing.

THE ARAN ISLANDS TROPHY
Awarded by the Western Area Committee

DUNN’S DITTY SALVER
Awarded by the Editor of the Annual for the best Dunn’s Ditty

Year Winner
1993 Dave FitzGerald
1994 Brian Lynch
1995 Paddy O’Sullivan
1996 Jarlath Cunnane
1997 Pat Lavelle
1998 Brendan Travers
1999 John Cunningham
2000 Jack McCann
2001 Roger Bourke
2002 Dave FitzGerald
2003 Frank Larkin
2004 Dick Scott
2005 David FitzGerald

Year Winner
2006 Peter Haden
2007 Seamus Salmon
2008 Michael Craughwell
2009 Anne Kenny & 
 Paddy O’Sullivan
2010 Fergus Quinlan
2011 Fergus Quinlan
2012 Brian Sheridan
2013 Anne Kenny
2014 John Coyne 
2015 Justin McDonagh
2016 David Whitehead
2017 Peter Haden

Year Winner
2001 Brendan Travers
2002 Wallace Clark
2003 John Bourke
2004 Fergus Quinlan
2005 Eleanor Cudmore
2006 Dan Cross
2007 Wallace Clark
2008 Hugh Barry
2009 Diana Gleadhill

Year Winner
2010 David Whitehead
2011 James Nixon
2012 Alan Leonard
2013 Raymond Fielding
2014 Norman Kean’s Hat 
 (by Derek White)
2015 Jarlath Cunnane
2016 Dick Lovegrove

2017  Pete Hogan
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THE MARIE TROPHY
Awarded for the best cruise in a yacht up to 30ft overall
Year Winner Yacht
2008 Sean McCormack Marie Claire II
2009 Bill Rea Elysium
2010 Sean McCormack Marie Claire II
2011 Sean McCormack Marie Claire II
2012 Mick Delap North Star
2013 Mick Delap North Star
2014 Peter Fernie Mystic
2015 Conor O’Byrne Calico Jack
2016 Conor O’Byrne Calico Jack
2017 Duncan Sclare Freebird

THE FASTNET AWARD
Awarded for an outstanding achievement in sailing by a 

person or persons from anywhere in the world
Year Recipient
2005 Paddy Barry & Jarlath Cunnane
2006 Willy Ker
2007 Robin Knox-Johnston
2008 No Award
2009 Bill King
2010 Killian Bush
2011 No Award
2012 No Award
2013 No Award
2014 Maire Breathnach and Andrew Wilkes
2015 No Award
2016 Nikolai Litau
2017 No Award

TRANS OCEANIC PENNANT 
Awarded by the Committee

Auchincloss, Les
Barnes, Sean
Barnwell, Henry
Barry, Paddy
Bradley, Brendan
Bramwell, Barry
Bunting, Peter
Cahill, Bernie
Cahill, James
Casey, Noel
Chapman, Colin
Clementson, John
Coffey, Jack
Coleman, Michael
Corbally, Bernard
Cudmore, Ronald
Cunnane, Jarlath
Davis, Sam
Drew, Bob
Espey, Fred
Glaser, Otto
Gore-Grimes, John
Gray, Peter
Gray, Susan
Greer, Perry
Hogan, Peter
Hyde, Stephen
Kean, Norman

Kenworthy, Marilyn
Killen, Peter
King, Heather
Lindsay-Finn, Nigel
Leonard, Alan
Lusty, Trevor 
McBride, Davy
McClement, Donal
McHenry, Cormac
Mullins, Peter
Nicholson, David
Nicholson, Eddie
O’Farrell, Kevin
O’Farrell, Vincent
O’Flaherty, Michael
Osborne, James
Osmundsvaag, Arve
Petch, John
du Plessis, Hugo
Prendeville, Neil
Quinlan, Fergus
Smullen, Brian
Smyth, William
Snell, Michael
Virden, Jonathan
Whelan, Michael J.
Whelan, Pat

White, Lawrence
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The new beacon on the Pentones de Centolleira marks the north side of the Paso de Carreiro by Geraldine Hennigan



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:
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