IRISH CRUISING CLUB
1974 ANNUAL

EDITOR’S NOTE
As the club is having to borrow money for a new edition of
sailing directions it was considered desirable that this year’s Annual
should cost no more than last year’s. With printing costs rising this
meant keeping it a bit shorter. I have sought to achieve this by
pruning members’ narratives where considered permissable and of
course by trying to shorten them appropriately in instances where
the specified maximum length was exceeded, also by accepting
only very brief accounts after the stated closing date. It has turned
out shorter than last year’s but not short enough to avoid some
price increase.
A fewpages have been used for the new list ofyachts. It is
hoped that members who keep their Annual on board will find this
useful for speedy identification of other members. It is also felt
that the basic particulars of other members yachts interest many
of us.
l fear that more errors than usual may have slipped into this
Annual and ask readers to accept my apologies for then~ I must
express regret to those whose accounts have had the frills removed
in an endeavour to reduce their length. It is unfortunate that a
couple of very interesting cruises were not written up early enough
to be included except as brief summaries; most members will
appreciate that it takes time to compose a good account of a long
cruise and some of our more enterprising members are very busy
people ashore with little time to spare.
Our thanks are due to all contributors.- the authors of this
Annual. What they have written will provide interesting reading for
the remainder of this winter. Many items will also be useful for
reference in years to come. Extra thanks are due to those who
con tribu ted photographs.
R.P.C

IRISH CRUISING CLUB ANNUAL 1974
CONTENTS
Hon. Secretary’s Report ......
Challenge Cups. Awards by Dennis Faulkner
The Shannon Cruise ......
The Meermin’s voyage to Jan Mayen and Iceland
Sule Skerry’s voyage from Howth to Oslo ...
Gay Gannet’s cruise to the Hebrides
...
Marula’s Scottish cruise ......
Maid of Skye cruises to the Western Isles ...
Sinloo circumnavigates Elba, then Corsica ...
Round Ireland again in another Ballerina
...
Commissioning Badge of Baltimore
...
Sharavoge goes to her birth-place
...
Roane’s cruise to Cornwall, also autumn cruise
Tosca IV’s passages to and from Baltimore ...
...
Shardana’s cruise to the Faeroes
Wishbone’s vonages to Spain and back
...
Wishbone’s Gallegan Cruise I
...
Wishbone’s Gallegan Cruise II
...
Wishbone’s GaUegan Cruise III
...
Seaboard to Badachro ......
Hebridean cruise in Wild Goose
...
Round Ireland in Verve ......
Winifreda returns from Greece via the Azores
Four thousand miles in Tritsch-Tratsch II ...
"Only occasionally." A personal cruising log
Mac Lir II. Cruise to Brittany and Cornwall ...
Note on Namhara’s season ......
Note offPellegrina’s cruise to Scotland ’ ...
Verna’s cruise from Palma to Ireland and Scotland
Voyage of Sue from Cultra to Helsinki
...
List of members (with addresses, phone nos. and yachts)
List of yachts (giving age, hull material, rig, designer, class)

ii

°,°

°°°

.... °°

Rory O’Hanlon
Jennifer Guinness
Peter Wolfe
Terence Kennedy
John Dorman
Henry Horsman
Raymond Fielding
Roger de Quincey
Jonathan Virden
Cecil Hall
Hugh Kennedy
John Gore-Grimes
Alan Leonard
Maura Pritchard
Elizabeth England
Gerald Leonard
Bain Dickinson
Wallace Clark
Paul Campbell
Mike Villiers-Stuart
Winkie Nixon
Harold Cudmore Jnr.
Seamus Kerrigan
Paddy Maher
(Michael Tomlinson)
Peter Odlum
(Peter Bunting)

page
.....
111
V

vi
1
8
13
17
19
22
28
36
38
45
48
50
55
59
62
66
69
70
71
72
74
76
76
77
77
78
79
80
99

Above: November Rally on the Shannon. Dick Gomes steers towards the setting
sun in the Carnadoe lakes.
Below: Evening draws on at Rockingham. The club dinner was held in the
building on the left. Photos. 14/. M. Nixon.
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The Meermin on her return to Dun Laoghaire minus her bowsprat.
Photo¯ W. 114. Nixon.
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HONORARY SECRETARY’S REPORT FOR 1974
Committee Meetings. Four were held during the year, all in Dun Laoghaire. Belfast
and Cork area members did their fair share in producing an average attendance of over 60%.
The Annual General Meeting was held on Friday 8th. March at the Royal St. George
Yacht Club. The attendance of 44 members was about equal to the recent average. The
meeting was followed by presentation of trophies and supper This annual get-together
is greatly enjoyed by all participating and should attract a larger number of members.
Local Meetings were held in Belfast and Cork on 22nd. November. Arising out of the
Cork meeting the committee have agreed that in future cups and awards for races may be
presented at the appropriate local end of season meeting.
Members’ Lunch. An experimental meeting of Co. Dublin members was held on 17th.
October as a lunch of strictly limited duration at the Zoo. The 17 members who attended
acclaimed its undoubted success and it was agreed to repeat it from time to time.
Whit Races from Cork and Dun Laoghaire both finished at Dunmore East. The race
from Cork was a spinnaker run and the result: 1st. Y4ssiduous, C. Love Jnr. 2nd. Renric
3rd. Namhara, H. Cudmore. The yachts from Dun Laoghaire experienced nasty lumpy
conditions, concluding with a beat from the Tuskar. Korsar, sailed by J.P. Bourke, was the
only boat to complete the race.
The Club Rally was held at Dunmore East on Sunday 2nd. June following the above
races. The day started with a religious service held aboard Moonduster in the harbour. A
carefully planned competition for the Rockabill Trophy was then i~eld in the estuary,
the Commodore in The Meermin adjudicating with Anasu II in attendance. It was disappointing that only three yachts took part, Ballerina ofSkellig, Shindilla and Korsar
whose skipper, J_P. Bourke, was declared the winner.
End of season l~Uies. Northern members held a very successful rally in Audley roads
(Strangford lough) on Saturday 21st. September~when happily the weather was kind. The
central feature was a champagne party aboard a raft consisting of Wishbone, Taitsing,
Aspasia and Dictator. The rally continued under full sail’- or maybe at full throttle? well into the night and when, early on the 22nd., the Vice Commodore slipped in Aspasia’s
cockpit and broke a rib it does not seem to have upset him greatly. Later on the 22nd. it
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blew up and the yachts sought shelter alongside the Down C.C.’s lightship to partake of
the hair of the dog.
The Cork Rally was cancelled owing to the death of a local sailing comrade.
The Co. Dublin gathering was held in Howth harbour on Sunday 29th. September.
The Meermin, Verve, Sule Skerry, Tritsch-Tratsch II, Gailey Bay and Angel rafted up at
the west pier where they were sheltered from the cool wind and it was sunny enough to
enjoy lunch in the cockpit, most unusual for 1974. Participants moving from yacht to
yacht during the afternoon tended to linger at the Commodore’s turf fire. The crews of
the yachts were joined by some other Howth members to make up a memorable informal
party.
Shannon Cruise. Thirty-seven members with about seventy of their friends spent a
most interesting week-end in November cruising the upper Shannon in their own and in
hired motor cruisers. An account by John,Guinr!ess follows on page vi.
Cruising Trophies. Dennis Faulkner kindly agreed to act as adjudicator and his report
follows this. Our congratulations to the winners:
John Gore-Grimes
Faulkner Cup
John Guinness
Strangford Cup
Fortnight Cup
Jack Wolfe
Round Ireland Cup Paul Campbell
Annual Dinner. As no suitable venue could be found near Dublin (but not too near)
predecent has again been broken by arranging to hold the dinner at sea. It will take place on
Saturday 1 st March on board M.V. St. Patrick returning from Le Havre to Rosslare. This has
caused mixed reactions, those in favour looking forward eagerly to it while it is appreciated
that others find it unattractive. The outcome of the experiment will be revealed in our next
Annual, which indeed may be reporting on two Annual Dinners.
Sailing Directions. The 4th edition of our South and West Coast book has been sold
out and a 5th edition has been prepared by Paul Campbell, helped by other members. The
book has been checked from beginning to end and extensively amended, half the plans
revised with nine new ones, half a dozen new anchorages described. The 4th edition is
definitely out of date. Printing costs have rocketed and in spite of substantial contributions
by advertisers the price has had to be fixed at £6. In order to more faithfully reflect replacement cost the price of the East and North Coast book has been increased to £4. Members
have been offered the South and West Coast book at a substantial discount if ordered
before the end of February and it is hoped that very many will ’lielp the club’s temporary
difficult financial position by ordering it now.
Jubilee Year. It is proposed to celebrate the 50th. anniversary of the founding of the
club at Glengarriff on 13th. July 1979.Plans are already being discussed for a cruise in
company on the Cork and Kerry coasts before and/or afterwards. Members are asked to
bear this in mind and try to avoid making conflicting programmes for that summer. It is of
course hoped that as many club yachts as possible will participate.
Membership. It is with sincere regret that we record the deaths during the year of the
following seven members. Our special sympathy goes out to our Vice Commodore whose
wife Kathleen died suddenly in December. Like all the Leonards she was an enthusiastic
supporter of club activities.
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J.A. Faulkner
J.C. McNeill
Brigadier P.F. Foley E.D. Mitchell
F. Lemass
T.R. Perrott
Mrs. K. Leonard
The following sixteen new members were declared glected:
G.F. Anderson
J. Osborne
M.H. Snell.
H.E. O’C Byrne
J.N. Bell
P. Tisdall
Mrs. S. deQuincey
Mrs. D. Clapham
J.N. White
S. Kerrigan
W.K. Holsford
P.C. Wolfe
Madame A. Michailof R. Sharp
R. Roberts
D. O’Boyle.
This Annual has again been prepared by Paul Campbell. He keeps saying that some
other member should take a turn at it but I’m sure members will agree that he should be
persuaded to do it again next year. Looking over his shoulder it seems to promise a lot of
interesting reading and I would like to thank him on behalf of us all for the time he has put
into assembling it and getting it printed.
CHALLENGE CUP AWARDS - 1974
by Dennis Faulkner
Twelve logs were entered for the Club’s Challenge Cups. Some were very well presented
and some, unfortunately, not so well, which does make it more difficult from the Judge’s
point of view and, especially so, when the cruise in question may have been a very fine
achievement. The cruises submitted were as follows:
Wishbone - Gerald Leonard and Alan Leonard. This was a composite cruise from
Strangford Lough to Spain and back, with the addition of three separate cruises while the
yacht was in Spain. Very well presented logs with a lot of detailed navigational information.
Ballerina of SkeUig - Raymond Fielding. This was another very well presented cruise
round Ireland and including part of the West Coast of Scotland; well planned and executed
and with much navigational detail.
Sule Skerry - John Guinness. A most beautifully presented log by Jennifer Guinness, to
Sule Skerry and the west coast of Norway, ending in Oslo.
Sharavoge - Jonathan Virden. Jonathan Virden’s log is an excellent account of his
cruise, partially single-handed, from Howth to the Scilly Isles, the French coast and ending
at Brightlingsea.
Sinloo - Henry Horsman. A most interesting account of a Mediterranean cruise from
Marseilles, circumnavigating Elba and Corsica and including much detail of use to anyone
cruising in those waters.
Marula - Terence Kennedy. A brief account of a short West Coast of Scotland cruise,
plagued by the appalling weather that most people had up there this season.
Gay Gannet - Peter Wolfe. Another account of a very well executed West Coast of
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Scotland cruise where a considerable distance was covered and a large number of anchorages
visited in a remarkably short time. From the Judge’s point of view I wish they had included
a few more dates and details in the narrative.
Roane - Cecil Hall. This was a pleasant short cruise from Crosshaven to the Scillies,
the South West comer of England and back to Crosshaven.
Verve - Paul Campbell. An excellent account of his cruise round Ireland. Needless to
say, it was very well presented and included much of navigational and general interest.
Shardana - John Gore-Grimes. A most~ enjoyable account of his high powered cruise
from Howth to the Faroes and back in a boat which is only a little over 23 ft. on the water
line; this was completed in a fraction under fourteen days.
Tosea - Hugh Kennedy. This was an account of his annual cruise from Ballyholme to
Baltimore and back.
Badger of Baltimore. - Roger de Quincey. This was an account of the commissioning of
his new boat and sailing her back to Ireland from Lymington and of some subsequent cruising
around the South West Coast.
From the foregoing I make the following awards:
The Faulkner Cup - To John Gore-Grimes in Shardana for an outstanding cruise to the
Faroes in a small boat, covering 1,139 miles in less than fourteen days.
The Strangford Cup - To John Guinness in Sule Skerry for a very wolt executed cruise
to Oslo via the West Coast and North Coast of Scotland. It was a pleasure to read this most
beautifully presented log with many magnificent coloured photographs.
The Fortnight Cup - To Jack Wolfe in Gay Gannet for an extensive West Coast of Scotland cruise in a season of very poor weather.
The Round Ireland Cup - I had the greatest difficulty in deciding for which of the two
very good cruises around Ireland to award this Cup and, on balance, I decided that it should
go to Paul Campbell in Verve.
The accounts of cruises submitted to the ad/udicator were of course the original, fulllength versions. Most of them were longer, some considerably longer, than the versions
printed in this Annual.
THE SHANNON CRUISE
by John Guinness
During the latter part of the summer the Hon. Secretary came up with the idea of an
Autumn Cruise, on the Shannon. This thought came to fruition and proved to be one of
the most successful get,togethers the club has had. Altogether 19 boats took part in the
cruise during the week-end 15 to 18 November. We were blessed with fine weather - each
morning was crystal clear, little wind and bitterly cold.
At 10.00 on Saturday many of us followed the Commodore in the Lady Commodore’s
boat Inis Cealtra up to Leitrim where we dwelt a while at a suitable watering place, thence
back down to the Shannon and on westward through the lock to Lough Key. Here we all
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made fast in or just outside the harbour which has recently been built at Rockingham. The
restaurant which is normally dosed in winter was specially opened for us and provided us
all with a pleasant and informal dinner. The imagination can fill in how time was spent before and after dinner.
Sunday morning was magnificent with bright sun and again no wind. Many of us walked around the Forest Park which has been made there and climbed up the monstrously ugly
lookout tower built on the site of the old house which sadly, was burned about 20 years ago.
Some returned to Carrick that evening and some, including the Commodore and
Douglas Heard in his boat Harklow went much further downstream. Others just pottered in
the peace and quiet of Lough Key without a care. Monday too was glorious and three of us
still left stole a few extra hours of enjoyment.
This, to many, was their first visit to the Shannon, and a more enticing impression
could never be given. But even if it had rained incessantly we would all have enjoyed
ourselves and been tempted to come back for more. It was an experiment which worked and surely must be repeated.
SOUTH & WEST COAST SAILING DIRECTIONS
The Hon. Secretary has referred to the new edition of this book which is expected to
become available during February.
During the eight years since the 4th edition both natural and man-made changes were
taking place which affected navigation, some of the old instructions were found to be unclear or misleading and a few simply wrong, and with increasing experience opinions changed
on the best course to follow in various places. A few hitherto unmentioned anchorages had
been discovered and described. Some of the information about this is sent in by members
and visiting yachtsmen, some is obtained from local residents and fishermen, some from
people concerned in their official capacity, some from the I.C.P. Supplement and Notices to
Mariners. When it has been digested and when thought necessary checked sentences or
paragraphs of the old edition are replaced by new ones and the unaltered pages gradually
become fewer and enquiries can be put in hand about the remaining anchorages which have
not been the subject of suggested changes.
Some members have spent most or part of the past year busily engaged in this work.
Most notably Bob Rerridge, who looked after revising the whole of Part 1, corresponding
with or interviewing many members and others with local knowledge and of course contributing much from his own experience since 1966. This part includes two anchorages not
previously described. One in the King’s channel of the Suit, a safe refuge in stormy weather.
The other PuUeen, for smallest yachts only, was described for us in detail by Robin Bryer
R.C.C. who has used it twice and was encouraged to do so by - our Paddy O’Keeffe! David
FitzGerald, who has succeeded Bob as our Galway-Connemara member, has combed through
and amended Chapter VI and added detailed instructions for three places suitable for shallow
draught, Kinvarra bay, Kilcolgan river and inner Kiggaul bay° Cormac O’Ceallaigh, who now
keeps his yacht in Donegal bay, checked the marks and channels and revised the directions
for Donegal harbour, added directions for Inver Port and expanded those for Bruckless. He
also discovered a good and useful anchorage in Walker’s bay in the approach to Killybegs.
Roger Bourke of course supplied the necessary corrections for the Shannon estuary and other
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members who reported west coast changes included Robert MoUard, Michael Booth, Jerry
O’Sullivan and Jonathan Virden.
The club was privileged to make use of the so far unpublished 1967 surveys of the
Aranmore~Burtonport area. These reveal many changes, particularly in the lesser used
southern sounds. As a result our book is the more trustworthy where it differs from the
present edition of the chart.
About half the plans were amended or redrawn. Plans have been added for Kilmore
Quay, Dunboy, Dingle, Kilronan, Rossaveal, Kiggaul, Killary and Bruckless.
We aim to use photos in these books which are in some degree useful but also illustrate
the attractive coastal scenery. They are not easy to find. More than half those from the 4th
edition have been replaced. Our ex-member Jack Kelly-Rogers (who was deeply involved in
producing the 3rd. edition of the East & North book) very kindly arranged to have a large
number of photos taken from a helicopter servicing the west coast lighthouse. Most unfortunately the weather was hazy on the one occasion when it was possible to organise this
and very few of the excellent shots were clear enough. Three have been used. Bob Berridge,
John Kinmonth and Rex Roberts also contributed photos.
This edition should last into the early 1980"s when most admiralty charts of the Irish
coast will be metric. However we reckoned that most yachts will still be using older charts
and yachtsmen still thinking basically in feet and fathoms so we have not mentioned metres
except in a conversion table for our continental friends. The 6th edition is going to be a
major job for some member.
R.P.C.
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"THE MEERMIN"
A visit to Jan Mayen including the circumnavigation of Iceland
by The Commodore, Rory O’Hanlon
Meermin, now called The Meermin for purposes of registration in Ireland, is a classical
steel gaff ketch designed, in the style prevailing at the turn of the century, by Mr Selleslagh,
a well-known Belgian designer. She was built to a very high specification by Meyntjens of
Antwerp West in 1951. She is 51’ overall including bowsprit, 37’ on the water line, 12’
beam and has a draught of 7.75 feet. The vessel was built for world cruising with special
emphasis on long stays in tropical climates. Hence she is particularly well insulated. Over
the past two years Meermin has had a complete refit. Rerigged in the classical manner she
has new sails, a new Parsons Barracuda 6 cylinder diesel engine, Seascan Radar, Kelvin
Hughes Falkland R/T, Sailor receiver and D/F, and Seafix D/F. She is also equipped with
liferaft and emergency R/T for same.
This is not the place to write, a history of Jan Mayen. In centuries past there was good
reason for the Dutch and the English to devote their attentions to this remote island. At
present there is no sensible reason why any human being, other than the N.A.T.O.
Norwegian personnel who are very well paid, should wish to visit this place. It is a land of
snow, lava, drift wood and fog and the mighty Beerenberg rises to 8,000 feet on its north~’ast’ern end’. If self-examination is a wise thing then I can say that my fellow countryman
Lord Dufferin is fully responsible for the production of this log. Who could be unmoved
by his letter to his mother ’Letters from High Latitudes’ written from the schooner yacht
Foam in 1856.
Meermin left the Royal St. George Yacht Club, Dun Laoghaire, on Friday July 12th
just before midnight. We had a quiet and easy passage to the South Rock Light Vessel when
the wind came in NNW, force 6 giving us a nasty beat outside Mew island. Here we tacked
and lay into Belfast lough, where we were boarded by a search party from a minesweeper.
This was a friendly and successful exercise, so much so that one chap left his machine gun
behind° We gave it back. Following this interruption, the long haul to windward was
resumed. The North channel was thoroughly traversed by many tacks until Islay lay to
leeward. Here the wind helped a little and we lay up the passage of Tiree to Lewis. We had
a fine sail with topsail and balloon foresail but again the wind headed us and we tacked the
last 20 miles to Stornoway in poor visibility and rain. Distance by log from Dun Laoghaire,
379 miles - Time 62 hours.
On passage we discovered we had successfully ’boiled’ one set of our batteries and
burnt out OUT alternator due to a wrongly connected suppressor. In Stornoway, with much
hard work these difficulties were overcome. Here we lay alongside Aguila R.C.C. and were
surrounded by many fishing boats which were sheltering from a north-easterly gale.
On the 17th at 2130 we left Stornoway for the Butt of Lewis with a force 3 northeasterly wind which soon became westerly. Here we laid off for Seydist]ordur in Eastern
Iceland and enjoyed a fine sail with a steady glass of 1010 to cheer us up. This happy state
continued for the next 24 hours when the glass tumbled to 990, with the wind south-west-
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erly force 4 to 6o The foresail and mainsail were lowered and we reached along under
mizen and jib. At this stage the BBC interrupted its music to report the warning of a severe
gale force 9 in sea areas Fair Isle and Faroes and South-East Iceland. Soon the wind came
ahead with remarkable violence making it a three man job to stow the gaff mizen. For a
while We charged into darkness and reached at high speed on the jib only. As the sail was
not in good order we left it to its fate; it was blown out 20 minutes later. Thereafter we lay
ahull in some discomfort in a steady force 9.
It seemed pointless to keep a man on deck with no sail and the helm lashed, so we
retired below and some hours later this comparatively peaceful situation was interrupted by
the vessel being thrown with much violence onto her starboard side. The noise was very
great and water appeared from odd places. Happily this excess was not repeated and by late
morning it was time to reassess our position. All was well on deck but our Wykham-Martin
gear for the jib had disappeared both at the bowsprit end and aloft, as had our jib halliard
block. The halliard lay on the deck and the jib lay under the vessel still attached to its
sheet. Much of the stitching on the leech had gone, otherwise the sale was intact. The wind
had fallen to force 6 north-westerly and the trysail and a new jib were set. At the same
time we discovered we had no starboard helm. Obviously the vessel had fallen heavily on
her rudder and had twisted the wrought iron rudder stock. It was soon discovered that we
could sail the vessel by using the mizen as an aerial rudder. As progress was not good the
engine was started but was found to be vibrating violently on its bed. Investigation revealed
that the two after starboard engine bolts had fractured, again I am sure by the severity of
our fail. Luckily I had some spare bolts and after much hard work by the younger members
of the crew this matter was put right. By now we had 170 miles on the log from the Butt of
Lewis, still a long way to go. Soon the wind again came up from the W.S.W. and much
progress was made in the next 12 hours. Thereafter the wind returned north-west force 8
and we plodded on with mizen and jib. Our DR position was somewhat problematical as we
were unsure how far we might have been blown to the east during the ten hours we lay
under bare poles and though the wind now fell lighter and we got glimpses of the sun it
never showed long enough to offer a sight, let alone a proper noon fix, and the beacons
were out of range so we were all very glad when the vast ice-cap of VatnajokuU eventually
appeared. We now had a day of gentle breeze and were able to reach along the southern
coast of Iceland and hang out some of our sodden things. Indeed this was the only day’s
’yachting’ on the whole trip, but by evening the wind was getting up again and heading us
so the engine had to be used again. After this very welcome but short respite, the wind
settled into the north-east and in a force 6 to 7 wind we had a long tiresome beat along
the south-eastern coast of Iceland to Seydisfjordur. As soon as we made the fjord sails
were lowered and the dinghy launched, and using it with the outboard motor the vessel
was steered up the fjord to the pier where we lay alongside. It was now the 23rd of July
and our log read 617 miles from the Butt of Lewis. It had taken us 5 days and 1 hour to
make the passage, over 400 miles without starboard helm, not the easiest or the most
pleasant in a long sailing career.
That day I made contact with Stefan Johannsson, owner of the small local yard, whom
I had met in 1961. I was much surprised to be greeted by "Good morning Doctor, had a
nasty sail? The weather has been poor since April; in fact, it snowed yesterday." In no time
at all this kindly and efficient man reset the rudder on the worm gear and he welded the
stock in position. The twist remained invisible to the eye but we were fully operative once
again.
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As the weather was cold we lit our open turf fire which burnt for the next 10 days,
and with a much improved forecast we put to sea at 0045 on the 25th and lay for Jan
Mayen. The sea was calm with a light southerly wind which soon became ENE force 3 to 4
giving a pleasant reach. We set.out, topsail and balloon foresail and made good progress into
dense fog logging 160 miles in a 24 hour run. Apart from the ever present fulmar there are
very few seabirds about and as this is not fishing ground it is a lonely place made desolate
by the ever present fog. Slowly the wind died away and it became very cold, the water
temperature falling to 4° c, but below the cabin temperature was maintained at 60°
fahrenheit’l 2° c. With 299 miles on the log from Seydis0ordur the glass started to fall and
sail was much reduced. However, nothing happened and the glass slowly returned to its
former position. At I040 on the 27th we sighted Jan Mayen at a distance of some 8 miles
on the radar screen. We were steering for the mid point of the island and we altered course
to pass the south-west tip to make up the north-west coast to Kvalross Bukta or Walrus Bay
as it is locally known. This entire operation was carried out in dense fog and it was my f’n-st
real lesson of the value of radar at sea. At 1600 we dropped anchor in Walrus Bay, Log 399
miles. Our goal had been achieved in 14½ days, distance from Dublin, 1,386 miles.

Walrus

Apart from oil storage tanks, a ships lifeboat and a wooden hut there is nothing
whatsoever in Walrus Bay. Everything is either grey or black with a little moss here and
there. Driftwood abounds and is to be seen in the oddest places put there either by ice or
by heavy seas. The crew were very pleasant and said, "Thank you Daddy for taking us to
this lovely place", to my mind the most depressing place I had ever seen. As it was a fiat
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calm we had champagne and a rather special lunch, somewhat rushed, as we had arranged
to be ashore to meet the Norwegian Commandant at 1800. One is forbidden to land on
this island, and permission was arranged on the R/T. The form is that one is ordered to
anchor in Walrus Bay and at a given time one is inspected by the Commandant and an
armed guard. If one passes this inspection one is invited to the base and transported there
in Land Rovers. The drive to the base is on a lava road leading firstly to the meteorological
station and Jan Mayen radio station and then to the Base buildings proper. All are of
corrugated iron or of aluminium and fastened securely to the ground with heavy metal
straps to withstand the heavy gales in this area. Inside, the buildings are spotless and
most tastefully arranged and maintained by the Norwegian experts who live there. All of us
were most hospitably received and entertained, especially our lady crew, Clare, who received
attention from thirty-five males simultaneously. Clare was photographed from every angle
and no doubt she is now the ’local pinup.’
In a matter of two and a half hours this pleasing atmosphere was shattered by the
warning of a force 7 to 8 Northerly gale and the Met. Officer advised that we change our
anchorage to the south-eastern side of the island under the base buildings. At this time it
appeared prudent to do as one was instructed and the younger members of the crew
volunteered to do this, leaving the two elderly gentlemen, Dr. Denham and I, to rest and
enjoy our hosts. Accompanied by four eager Norwegian volunteers they set out almost at
once and successfully carried out this rather tiresome and unpleasant 20 mile journey 0nly
to find themselves in a much worse anchorage with a force 8 wind howling down off the
hills. Although they were close inshore in a sheltered U shaped bay the wind appeared to
funnel off the hills with great violence making it impossible to get ashore in the rubber
dinghy or for us to get on board.
A highly unpleasant situation had arisen. My fault, firstly for not staying with the
vessel and secondly for agreeing to move the vessel from the best anchorage in Jan Mayen
in winds from any northerly sector.
There was much anxiety from those on board and following discussions with the
Commandant he volunteered to transport his 28’ ste~l ships life-boat overland from Walrus
Bay to our present anchorage. This task, which took several hours, was achieved with the
use of heavy machinery, bulldozers and a mechanical landing trolley. Eventually Dr. Denham
and I jumped aboard Meermin while four very relieved Norwegians were got into the lifeboat.
Our situation was most unpleasant and we appeared to have little room to swing; indeed
in the prevailing conditions not enough room to put to sea. There was nothing to be done
save to ride out the gale and keep as calm as possible. Later in the day I was much relieved
to see two large, powerful Norwegian fishing vessels come in for shelter. They anchored
about 1 mile away. Their presence was reassuring and I asked the base on the R/T if they
would keep an eye on us. This precarious situation continued for 50 hours; in all, with a
wind speed as reported from the base of 46 knots. It was a trying time for us all. There was
much to do, keeping watch, removing the bobstay which was chafing against the anchor
chain, and above all, tying down sails which had an uncanny habit of getting loose. At the
50th hour the wind increased and there was spray everywhere. In the gusts it was impossible
to stand on deck and even in the lulls we could not have got ashore in the rubber dinghy as
it would have blown out to sea. I had no idea of the wind speed but it must have been
between 50 and 60 knots. At this time Jarlath Mullen and I were lying on the foredeck
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resecuring the foresail when the anchor chain suddenly broke and we were blown backwards out of our cove. The vessel then lay beam-to, gathered speed and made rapidly for
the rocks.
Almost at once the engine was started, all hands called, a Mayday sent out and life
jackets issued. With much skill Peter Mullins manoeuvred the vessel off the shore which
fortunately was steep-to. The bowsprit struck the rocks and snapped off as it had not the
support of the bobstay, but the vessel itself had not hit. Fortunately, at a much earlier
stage I had set the engine so it would provide its maximum power. This it did to good effect
and we put to sea in a flurry of spray and nervous tension. It had been arranged with Jan
Mayen radio that in the event of our getting into difficulty we should if possible make for
the fishing vessels. If this was not feasible we were to get as far off the land as possible and
they would put to sea and pick us up either from Meermin or from our life-raft. As we got
away from our funnel the wind seemed to be easier and Meermin clawed her way slowly
but surely to the nearest fishing vessel. Here a large nylon warp was taken on board and
secured. There was much relief all round. We and The Meerrain were saved.
Three hours later the wind fell away northerly force 3/4, order was restored and the
oil from the oil bath windlass was removed from the deck, for the strain of the anchor on
our big electric windlass had cracked all the oil seals. The broken bowsprit and the anchor
chain were taken on board, a new jury topmast stay was rigged and we and the fishing
vessels parted company and put to sea. It was a relief to be on passage again but I felt it
prudent to make for the nearest Icelandic port which was Raufarhofn on the northern
coast. This passage was dull, foggy and uneventful making good 320 miles in 62 hours.
Raufarhofn is a small depressing village but it provided us with some rest, diesel oil
and good mutton. We remained here for 12 hours and then made for Akureyri, some 120
miles to the west. Akureyri is a most pleasant town situated at the head of a 30 miles long
fjord and here we made contact with Miranda (ex Albatross) a Swedish sail-training vessel
converted to act as a support ship for the British fishing fleet in Icelandic waters. The crew
of this vessel were most kind to us and indeed proved good friends to us during the remainder of our stay in Iceland.
Following a pleasant day in Akureyri we left later that evening for Siglufjordur. This
town, once the greatest herring fishing port in the world, is struggling to regain some of its
lost prosperity. Acres of docks and fish plants lie idle and partially derelict as the herring
has left the northern coast. On August 5th after a short stay we left here for the passage
round the Horn and down the Denmark strait. We were favoured with a lovely day, some
sun and a following breeze. Visibility was excellent which was fortunate as local magnitic
anomalies are very marked in this area, so much so that we had to alter course by over 40°.
After 16 hours we rounded the Horn and spoke to Miranda on the R/T who told us of the
presence of two giant icebergs aground on a bank in some 80 fathoms. They also informed
us that all of eastern Greenland was icebound, thus shattering our hopes of making at least
one Greenland port. In consequence we made down the Denmark strait in good weather
to Patricksf~ordur which lies about half way down the western coast of Iceland. This is a
small fishing village with a remarkably narrow but safe harbour. Having explored this
village we put to sea once more.
The weather changed rapidly and in place of a north-easterly, the wind swung to the
south-east and there was much rain with. poorvisibility. As we had decided to be in
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Reykjavik by August 8th we pushed on and experienced a nasty beat in a lumpy sea, making
the journey to Reykjavik, 147 miles in 27 hours.
Reykjavik has all the airs of a capital city and is remarkably expensive. Most of us
spent our time resting and endeavouring to recover from a severe virus head cold which we
acquired in Jan Mayen. Whether one is young or old I think that we had reason to be tired
as we had sailed a distance of 2,178 miles in 25 days 2 hours spending in all only 88 hours
ashore from the time we left Stornoway. These long distances were made possx’ble by a
liberal use of the engine. We always motor-sailed to windward except in strong winds and in
all the engine was used for three-quarters of the time.
On August 9th a new crew arrived by air and took the vessel back to Ireland.
Some snippets from the Log
I say old chap have you any use for this machine gun.
I love youse Petsie Petsie.
Result of Log Competition
1 st Prize
2nd Prize

Skipper
Clare

1, Club Milk Biscuit.
Trip for two to Lourdes.

The Fire is stoked!
Barometer 988, lovely evening, sunset 23 hrs.
Everybody asleep - i’m lonely.
Ask not what your Captain can do for you - but what can you do for your Captain Genesis Chap.V.
MuUins is not to be disturbed for any reason. He has only had 4 hours sleep since we left
Dublin and nothing to eat. Lat. 71 o N.
Attention all watch officers not on duty this afternoon - Miss Clare Hogan "At Home"
Bridge 3 - 8.30 R.S.V.P. The Forepeak. Dress Informal.
All crew members invited to a pancake party at 1830 - Venue Forepeak Petsie’s Birthday. Shops open but only small gesture of affection please - Clare.
Mullins - do not adjust your mind, the interference is only reality.
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Distances run as recorded by the log.
Dun Laoghaire to Stomoway
Stomoway to Seydisfjordur
Seydid]ordur to Jan Mayen
Jan Mayen to Raufarhofn
Raufarhofn to Akureyri
Akureyri to Siglu~ordur
Siglufjordur to Patricksfjordur
Patricksf]ordur to Reykjavik

-

Total distance run, nautical miles

-

Crew

379
617
399
320
120
30
166
147
2,178

Dr. Peter Denham
Chef I st class
Peter Mullins
1st mate
¯ Jarlath Mullen
Engineer
Clare Hogan
Deckhand and Sweetie
Paul O’Hanlon
Deckhand
To the above first class crew, I give my thanks for their extreme efficiency, cheerfulness in times of stress, and for their pleasant company. To Peter Denham I pay a special
tribute to his culinary abilities which included providing roast turkey in a force 8 gale.

,

TO NORWAY VIA SULE SKERRY
by Jennifer Guinness
Sule Skerry is an 18 ton Aux. Bermudian Yawl built and designed by McGruer in
1959.
Our 1974 cruise was planned to fulfil two long held ambitions, first to take Sule
Skerry to Sule Skerry and second to spend some time exploring the western coast of
Norway. The island of Sule Skerry lies 38 miles west of Orkney. Its only inhabitants are
three lighthouse keepers and multitudes of sea birds. The name means Gannet Rock and is
derived from ancient Norse (Sula a Gannet, Skerry a Sea Rock). In fact there are now no
gannets to be found there but the island had an enormous colony of puffins. With the
exception of the passage of 200 miles between Shetland and Godoysund, the whole 1300
mile cruise was within coastal waters, calling for continual navigation. Sailing in Norway
demands accurate position fixing, as it is essential to follow the marked channels
meticulously.
On Friday 29 June, after an excellent farewell dinner the crew, Davy McBride, Mary
Stewart, John and Jennifer Guinness went aboard Sule Skerry and left Howth early the
following morning for Bergen via the Minches. The self steering gear whichhas a deep
antipathy for going north of Lambay, repeated its normal practice of working perfectly
as far as the Taylor rock and then refusing to work any more.
In spite of 1974’s reputation for being a bad summer we had free weather and fair
winds all the way apart from one unpleasant night off Rhum, when it both rained and
blew hard from the north. We were able to listen with a certain vicarious pleasure to the
bad weather forecasts for the whole of the Irish coast while enjoying the sunshine as we
reached, in a 20 knot breeze, up the Minches and headed for Sule Skerry.
It was quite clear from conversations overheard on the R/T between the lighthouse
keepers on Sule Skerry and other Northern Lighthouse stations that they viewed the
impending visit from a yacht whose owner wanted some bits of rock from the island as a
perfect example of the lunacy of mankind in general and yachtsmen in particular. John
and Davy went ashore at Sule Skerry on 2 July at 1000 while Mary and I sailed around as
there was too much swell to anchor comfortably. They were welcomed by the keepers who
were most helpful and showed them around the station. The island is about ¾ mile long
and not more than 50 feet high so the vegetation is sparse. We were fortunate to have made
our visit this year as soon the light will be automated and the rock will become unmanned.
The oil pressure in the engine was causing concern as it was reading high so we decided
to spend Wednesday at Lerwick and find an engineer to look at it. In spite of claims that
the oil industry has spoilt it we found Lerwick a delightful town with narrow paved streets
and stone buildings. Strangely, the sea around Shetland was a vivid turquoise blue, similar
to the colour of shallow tropical water. This was apparently caused by the melted ice
from the glaciers further north. On our way across the North Sea we passed close by the
semi-submersible oil rig Neptune VII. These rigs make very useful navigation checks but
nasty hazards in poor visibility. There was now perpetual daylight so night watches were no
hardship. The magnificent sunsets which merged with the dawn gave one the impression
of being able to see to the end of the earth.
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We planned to meet two new crew members, Francey McBride and Rangvaldt Bratz
(Rags) at Godoysund Hotel, 20 miles south of Bergen on evening of Friday 5 July. It was
lunch time when we crossed the Norwegian coast at Marstein light. As we sailed leisurely
through the islands towards Godoysund we were delighted to see our new crew coming to
meet us in a speed boat belonging to Norwegian friends, Mr. and Mrs Ragnar Petersen. We
tied up to the pier off the hotel, alongside a small seaplane at 1930 on Friday, having
covered 750 miles in 6½ days. The Petersens took us sightseeing and shopping in Bergen,
where we particularly enjoyed the fascinating aquarium with its wonderful tanks filled
with all types of fish found around the Norwegian coasts and other examples of marine
life including a collection of brilliantly coloured sea anemones. They gave us a magnificent
barbecue at their house that evening. When we eventually went back on board we were
joined by the crew of a large German yacht which had arrived during the day and what was
left of the night disintegrated into a very rowdy singsong with Davy as Master of Ceremonies.
On Sunday we sailed up Hardanger fjord to Jondal where we had arranged to meet the
Petersens for the "Sule Skerry Glacier Expedition." These narrow fjords are spectacularly
beautiful, their shores lined with black green pine trees and in the distance the snow-covered mountains.
Monday was a wonderful day spent in the mountains. We found many alpine plants,
climbed in the snow to the Folgefon glacier 5000 feet and tobogganed down again on our
anaraks, a very wet sport! That evening the Petersens caught the ferry back to Bergen and
we started on our way down the fiords towards Larvik. It is possible to sail from Bergen
to Stavanger, a distance of 95 miles and only cross 20 miles of open sea. We were lucky
to have fine weather in an area notorious for its rain and dangerous squalls. We anchored
each night off small wooded islands. By Wednesday we left the high mountains and deep
0ords behind us and were now cruising amongst hundreds of ~mall islands which are very
bare and rocky on the sea coast and become wooded and more fertile further inland.
On Thursday we visited Kitsvoy, a small group of outlying islands some 12 miles
from Stavanger and here for the f’wst time we were able to buy fresh shrimps and fish. It is
very difficult to buy and impossible to catch fish in Norway. Davy and Rags fished incessantly and like the Norwegians, caught nothing!
Next morning nothing could persuade the engine to start and since no one had yet
explained the reason for the high oil pressure except that we might be about to run a
bearing, we feared that the worst had happened. The channel was too narrow to beat
through so we were towed out to sea by a fishing boat whose owners were delighted to
receive payment in whiskey, as this part of Norway is completely dry. In very little wind
we picked our way through the hydrofoils, ferries and ships of all descriptions to the yacht
anchorage in Stavanger and with some relief we put Sule Skerry alongside a jetty off the
Stavanger Yacht Club. The Norwegian concept of a yacht club is very different to ours. The
club houses are not necessarily open on weekdays and they are unlikely to have catering
or bar facilities but it is sometimes possible to have a shower. Davy and Francey left to
catch the Newcastle steamer on their way back to Ireland and John and Rags went to arrange
for yet another mechanic to look at the engine. The three Guinness children were due to
arrive by air on Saturday and the prospect of major engineering problems combined with the
arrival of the children was daunting. It would be an understatement to say there was
considerable rejoicing when the engine was found to be merely suffering from problems
concerning the starter motor. The children arrived on time and we spent Sunday sailing up
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Lysefjord to the famous pulpit mountain which falls in a sheer cliff 2500 feet into the
fjord which is itself over 200 fathoms deep.
We left Stavanger on Monday 15 July to begin the second half of our cruise. We had
arranged to meet some Norwegian friends, who were also cruising with their children at
Ny Hellesund in three days’ time. Not many Norwegians sail further north than Lyndesness
as this involves sailing up a 50 mile stretch of exposed coast with very few harbours. They
also mistrust the weather in this part of the country. Unfortunately their pessimism was
justified. We had our second patch of bad weather as we were sailing down the coast to
Egersund. It seemed all too familiar to be beating into a nasty sea in the rain after so much
sheltered sailing. We had to lie off Ruskassen light until daylight before we could go through
the very narrow rocky entrance to Egersund. Rags, who had never sailed in the open sea
before found the trip very uncomfortable and decided to spend the next few days ashore!
He missed two magnificent days sailing along the coast in bright sun and strong following
winds. We left the open sea again at Sandy and found ourselves once more among
hundreds of small islands and rocks. We met Bobby and Liv-Hflde Boe and their two
children at Ny Hellesund on 18 July where Rags also rejoined us. The next three days
were spent cruising in company through very narrow channels and visiting Norwegian
friends at Tromy and Lyngr, where we found our only waterside restaurant and pub. This is
the area where many Norwegians have their summer homes and the coast is lined with
attractive wooden houses each with their own boat house and jetty. Many of these houses
formerly belonged to the captains of sailing ships. We were now seeing a lot of other yachts
and some anchorages became crowded. Small double-ended motor boats are used everywhere as the most practical form of transport. After the Boes left us we still had a week
before we needed to be in Oslo so we cruised among the islands at a leisurely 30 miles a
day. We had expected to find the coastline becoming less attractive as .we neared Oslo but
were pleasantly surprised to find this wasn’t so. Although Oslo is 70 miles from the sea
the fjord has many beautiful anchorages. Particularly attractive was the small wooded
bay of Sandespollen. We had more wind than is normal for July and often had to
reduce sail as we went through some of the narrowest passages. Cruising in this part of
Norway is ideal for those who like rock hopping. It is a navigators paradise and John was
kept fully occupied. It would be very easy to go up the wrong channel and find there was
no way out. By now we were following the Norwegian practice of tieing our stem to a tree
or spike ashore each night with our bows held to the anchor.
Our shopping was very simple as there were small shops with their own jetties everywhere. Alcohol other than beer is only sold in a few large towns and then only at
Government shops. Thus the whole coast is to all intents and purposes dry, a sobering
thought for those used to sailing in Ireland! Because food in Norway is so expensive we
had brought all stores with us except for fresh food like bread, milk and fruit. The openair markets in Stavanger and Bergen are a wonderful sight. The stalls are piled high with
beautifully arranged fruit and vegetables.
Norwegians take a great pride in their country and manage to prevent their industries
from spoiling and polluting their coast line. The oil boomis a much iia evidence and
pieces of oil rigs and drilling platforms are being built and assembled at the small coastal
towns. It was a pleasant change to find very little plastic litter or rubbish of any kind even
near the large cities. Unfortunately Norway seemed to be suffering from a plague of jellyfish so swimming was impossible.
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Above: Sule Skerry at Sule Skerry.
Below: Anchored off a friends house at Faevik, Tromoy.

Above." Kvitsoy - typical island scenery.
Below: Pulpit mountain, Lysefjord, near Stavanger.

Duncan and Doody Ramsay and their crew were taking Sule Skerry home for us, via
the Caledonian Canal. On Friday, 26 July we tied up at the K.N.S. (Royal Norwegian
Yacht Club) at Dronningen and prepared to hand her over to them. Our son, Ian, was
staying with them as bosun’s mate. The moorings at Dronningen are close to the Viking
Ship museum and Folk museum which are well worth visiting. There is an excellent ferry
service to the centre of Oslo, which is about 4 miles away.
As John, Mary, Gillian, Tania and I went to catch our plane on Monday morning we
envied those beginning their holiday. However, the fact that John and I were going to join
Clayton Love on Assiduous for a fortnight’s racing at Cowes went in some way towards
alleviating our feelings.

NAVIGATIONAL INFORMATION
by John Guinness
Norwegian charts are published by the Norwegian Hydrographic Office and Polar
Institute and are easily obtained from their office Kongsgt. 32, Stavanger. The charts
differ in important respects from Admiralty charts in that they give little or no detail of
land masses, as a result visual fixes making use of the passing scenery are difficult. This
problem is more than adequately covered by the excellent system of coastal lights, beacons
and perches. Unattended minature lighthouses are placed in such positions as to make
navigation purely a matter of "following lamp posts." These lights are multisectoral and
the sectors printed in the colour exhibited on the charts. Beacons and transit marks are
numerous but until one has gained experience it is very difficult to interpret a chart until
one,is t~sed to their symbols. Although the scale is small for working one’s way through
rocks and islands all navigational marks are shown on the charts. There is a vast choice of
route between anchorages. However, recommended tracks are marked on the charts and
give one confidence to pass through areas which look dubious at first sight. Passages are so
narrow that it is necessary to shorten sail to reduce speed.
Recently special sets of charts have been printed for yachtsmen. These are good for
visual navigation but cover too small an area to plan a cruiseu These charts are available from
any chart agency.
Coastal pilots are printed for yachtsmen which are quite well illustrated and give a
general indication of topography. Although they are in Norwegian with a bit of intelligent
guesswork they are easily understood. Havneboka by Halfd. Hansela. s published in 1953
covers the whole coastline. However, a new book covering in greater detail the area between
Lindesness and the Swedish border has just been published under the title Den Nye
Havneboka from Svenskegrensen to Lindesnes, published by Ernst G. Mortensens Forlag.
This book is available at any book sellers°
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SUMMARY
Date
29/6 to 2/7

2/7 & s/7
4/7 & s/7
6/7
7/7
8/7
9/7

10/7
11/7
12/7
13/7
14/7
1517116/7
17/7
lS/7
19/7
20/7

21/7
22/7
23/7
24/7
2517
26/7
27/7 & 28]7

Distance
Howth - Sole Skerry 59005." N,
40 24"W.
via
lslay Sound, Gunna Sound, Tiree & Minches
Sule Skerry - Lerwick Shetland
Lerwick - Godoysund nr. Bergen
At Godoysund visit Bergen.
Godoysund - Jondal
Jondal - Varaldsoy (climb glacier)
Varaldsoy - Larvik
Larvik via Hagesund to Klungerhl Boknefleet
Klungerhl - Kvitsoy
Kvitsoy - Stavanger
At Stavanger
Stavanger - Lysef]ord - Stavanger
Stavanger - Eigersund (beating)
Eigersund - Reisvaag nr. Farsund.
Reisvaag - Ny Hellesund.
Ny Hellesund - Brekkesto
Brekkesto - Faevik Tromy
Tromy - Lyngr.
Lyngr, Risr, Kragero, Kirkesund.
Kirkesund, Langoysund, Ormef]ord
Ormefjord,- Tjome - Brotso, Brevik
Brotso, Asgardstrand, Sandespollen.
Sandespollen - ILN.S. Dronningen Oslo.
Oslo Fjord.

416

128
200
25
12
29
40
15
12
34
75 (50)
47
40
22
23
19
26
18
39
37
18
20
mmmmmmml

1295
g~gggg~
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"All but Stornoway"
by Peter Wolfe
Last year Gay Gannet went to Scotland for the first time (see 1973I.C.C. Annual) and
in a "short hops, plenty stops" cruise took two weeks to do the circuit of Mull and back to
Howth. We enjoyed that trip so much that we decided to go to Scotland again this year but
to be a little more adventurous on this expedition.
Gay Gannet is a 7½ ton Sterling described in the 1969 Annual° The crew consisted of
four Wolfes: - Jack, John, Peter and Harvey; and also Keith Wilkinson who acted as a sort
of U.N. Observer and, from time to time, an invaluable Henry Kissinger. We had not been
expecting to have John with us but he had arrived unannounced from South Africa only
three days before we sailed so we allowed him to join the cruise as 4th mate and general
factotum.
And so finally on a glorious Saturday (3 August) here we were, motoring back to Scotland on a perfectly calm sea with 60% of last year’s crew on board° A full moon brightened
tlie. night focus as heavy condensation poured off the mainsail, set to steady the ship in the
swell of the North channel. It was a boring and uneventful trip° We duly arrived in Craighouse
on Jura for breakfast on Monday 5 August having made a short refuelling and Customs
clearance stop in Donaghadee. We spent the morning catching pollock at the anchorage°
Another perfectly calm and sunny day, where in the ~ifternoon, we moved to our old
favourite anchorage Loch Tarbert on the west side of Jura, sweeping through the Sound of
Islay on the 5 knot tide. Loch Tarbert was delightful and completely unchanged over the
twelve months since we had seen it last except that it seemed crowded with the three other
yachts already there ahead of us. The evening was spent with short reconnaissance trips
ashore just to check that everything was still there - the spectacular raised beaches, the small
trout lochs and the beautiful swimming pool into which it tumbles as inviting as ever.
We lazily remained there the following day when we should have been flogging northward and made friends with Ross Dalgetty and his son Gregor who had sailed out from
Crinan in their home-built 15 footer. As it was blowing "the full of your hat" of SoEo wind
and rain Ross was understandably anxious about returning through the Sound of Islay, We
made the best of the bad weather that evening over a bucket of boiled cockles, followed by
a fine entree of "pouched" trout and, of course, a toast or two to lend even more cheer to
the festivities.
Next morning 7 August we sailed out early under friendlier skies bound for Tobermory
but any hopes of a good breeze disappeared as the smart easterly moderated and left us with
no alternative but to motor for some 20 miles into the Sound of Mull where we again were
able to sailo In fact the pleasant run up the sound developed later into an exciting gallop
over the last few hours of the 50 mile trip and we fairly scorched into Tobermory under
main and boomed-out genoa arriving at 1755 - just in time for Keith to jump ashore and
get a hob-nailed boot in the door of the butcher’s shop before he could close It poured rain
that night while we dined in the MacDonald Arms and the forecast was enough to encourage
us to stay there for a week - a string of depressions were queing up in the Atlantic or so they
said. It was certainly pleasant to spend the evening in the warm and srrioky security of the
crowded pub without having to think about "the lonely sea and the sky" outside
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It was still pouring in the morning but this didn’t detract from the flavour of Scaly
McTavish’s kippers. By mid morning the skies cleared and a breeze picked up so away we
went having decided to go to Rhum which would then leave our options open to continue
on to the Hebrides direct or, if the bad weather really materialized, to go north inside Skye
via the Sound of Sleat. By the time we reached Ardnamurchan point and,so~ gained our
coveted laurels (or more correctly, bunch of heather) the wind failed and so back to motoring. However, Ardnamurchan point was also memorable because a pair of peregrine falcons,
as if to congratulate us, put on a display of aerobatics high over the cliffs which made the
Farnborough Airshow seem tame.
We motored into Loch Scresort on Rhum just as the sun was about to slip behind those
gloriously named mountains Askival and Ainshval both over 2500 ft., having passed between
Eigg and Muck on our way. We were just about to hand our mackerel lines after a fruitless
day when we caught the most enormous mackerel yet recorded by Gay Gannet - it was
certainly bigger than a piece of wood although not quite the size of a stone. What a bit of
luck! And after a few more passes over the area we had our supper of a very large variety of
mackerel indeed.
Later in the evening, we made an expedition ashore to inspect the monstrosity, Kinloch
House. This proved to be a painful mistake but it quickly explained why we saw no one.out
of their houses "taking the evening air". We had only gone 200 yards from the dingl~y when
Millions of tiny midges attacked us. They filled the air like smoke and we fled in pandemonium.
From Rhum, we had a good sail out to Loch Maddy on North Uist in brilliant sunshine
but with a chilly S.W. breeze. Our promised depressions were not being as fierce as we
expected and the weather seemed at least momentarily settled. What splendid scenery the
Little Minch offers on a clear day like this. More than a dozen islands, all in view at the
same time, would merge lugubriously into each other and reappear again with a new shape
as we sailed along.
Loch Maddy was the scene of a fairly heavy celebration and I can only say that I for
one was most appreciative of the quiet morning following this debacle. The clear crisp air
and bright sunshine had such a therapeutic effect that by lunchtime we were able to move to
Loch Parten 3 miles away to catch brown trout. We also acquired our sprig of heather there,
the size of which was nothing short of ostentatious.
From Loch Partan the following morning we took a leisurely run past the Sound of
Harris to the tiny anchorage hidden in the rocks called Scadabay. It is just south of East
Loch Tarbert on Harris and is a perfect natural haven with an entrance only 10 yards wide
that looks even narrower as you approach it. Suddenly you are through the gap and find
yourself in an inner basinwhich would be safe in any weather. In fact something like a
hurricane had been forecast and that was why we chose to stop there. As it turned out, the
forecast maintained its untarnished reputation for being wrong but by not tempting
Providence we spent a day in Scadabay and it was delightful.
This being the Sabbath, Keith would not allow us fish in any of the multitude of lochs
and tarns that dot the Hebrides. Instead, we went for walks, while he with immense
hypocrisy, laboured in the galley to make "drop scones" for afternoon tea. Although the
f’wst few off the production line "dropped" like lead, the remainder were a gastronomic
triumph of considerable magnitude. It did seem a little incongruous however to be enjoying
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a tea party in the exact spot where viking longships may have sheltered and feasted too,
although somewhat less delicately than our polite event°
Since we were meant to be in Howth by the following Saturday, at this stage it was
decided to turn homewards. This decision caused near mutiny because we would have felt
real heroes to have made Stornoway on a short cruise like ours, but it was always just a
storm away (ugh!). Perhaps another year.
On the Monday we motor-sailed in light head winds the 50 miles to Plockton in Loch
Carron going north of Skye and through the narrow Rona sound. On Tuesday, after John
had saved the threatened time schedule by repairing a leak in the engine coO’ling s~vs~em we
left Plockton at lunchtime and caught the tide through Loch Alsh and down the Kyle Rhea.
Again light headwinds and much motoring but this was amply compensated for by the
glorious sunshine and magnificent scenery. By 2000 we were out of the Sound of Sleat and
the sunset that evening as we passed the Small Isles with Benbecula and South and North
Uist on the horizon was truly unforgettable. At midnight we rounded Axdnamurchan l~oixtt
and again caught a fair tide down the Sound of Mull. By dawn we had successfully groped
our way down the sound to Loch Aline where an easterly picked up and held. At last, a
good breeze to quieten the engine and away we sped down the Firth of Lorne through
Pladda and Dorus Mor amid dozens of seals. Our first foul tide of any consequence was
making 6 knots and no matter how we tried we could not break through it. After sailing
hard but nowhere for 40 minutes we finally forced through as the current started to slacken.
The wind was by now very fresh and we scurried into the sea lock at Crinan almost to the
second as the full force of the gale arrived from the east.
It blew so hard that the water in the canal fairly boiled. We locked through to Cairn
Baan, the halfway house, in torrential rain and tied up at last at 1800 for breakfast, lunch
and dinner all in one, well pleased with our 28 hour hop from Plockton. And what smug,
contentment glowed in the ship as we lay safe in the canal for the night while the gale wore
itself out trying to lodge every field of barley in the country.
By chance, Ross Dalgetty found us at Cairn Baan and came aboard with his wife Pat
for a jar. He had returned from Jura safely in the end and kindly drove us around when we
were buying stores in Ardrishaig the following day. And a beautiful day it was too after the
gale had blown over as we trolled a spinner slowly, down the canal. To everyone’s delight,
Harvey did catch a fine I¼1b brownie and promptly lost the spinner a few minutes later when
trying for a repeat performance.
We locked out of Ardrishaig in the evening and sailed to East Loch Tarbert which seemed very crowded:after the wild Hehi-ides. By now it was leaving it late to meet the deadline
in Howth and with Friday morning’s forecast for S.W. gales in virtually all sea areas, there
didn’t seem much hope of getting home before Christmas. So, the skipper opted to fly from
Glasgow and left us "holding the baby." Of course, the moment he had gone the forecasts
changed for the better and that very evening we left also.
As luck would have it, the promised N.W. wind Fo 4-5 didn’t arrive until 24 hours later
and as we motored down the Kilbrannan sound at midnight we felt quite hostile towards
the Met° Office who normally do us - ungrateful mob - such a fine service.
By morning we were beating in a light S.W. so we gave up the idea of flogging on to
Howth and called in to Bill and Heather King in Port St. Mary instead. Arriving there at
1900, 23 hours out from East Loch Tarbert, we were welcomed into the harbour by the now
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famous friendly dolphin° At midnight the N.W. breeze came through and Bill and Heather
immediately shanglfieti ’ John from our diminishing crew so that they could sail in convoy
with us to Howth.
This was a lively and enjoyable sail although we were quite tired and the two boats
only parted company at dawn, arriving back to Howth in mid morning to a brilliantly
sunny Sunday gave us the impression of having overshot the mark and hit Spain instead.
I would not have complained if we had, but Spain, like Stornoway, will have to be put on
Gay Gannet’s list of thing’s to do.
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Cruise of Yacht MARULA July 14 - August 3, 1974
by Terence Kennedy
Surely there was never a colder or wetter July than this one, and the further north the
worse it seemed to be. Gale warnings for Malin and Hebrides for nine of the’first ten days of
a cruise is discouraging, yet the west coast of Scotland is so beautiful that we still go back
for more punishment.
It was on 14 July that the Kennedy family, mother and father, Helen aged 23, and
Peter aged 10, left Whiterock, Strangford Lough, in the Holman & Pye 9-tonner Marula
with the family zoo, a mammoth standard poodle, a minute Yorkshire terrier and a
Siamese kitten, appropriately named ’Ulysses’° After some hours the weather deteriorated
near Portpatrick and we holed up there through the first of our gales, reaching Campbeltown
in a fiat calm - with gale warning - next day. Having animals aboard curtails the length of
any leg to a maximum of twelve hours, or the size of the animals’ bladders.
Rain and Fo7 northerlies kept us in Campbeltown till 17 July, when we rounded the
Mull of Kintyre in a splendid F.4-6 westerly, finally anchoring at Craighouse, Jura, averaging
7 knots for the trip, much of which was close-hauled.
On the 18th, with the wind westerly F.4, a fast passage was made up the Sounds of
Islay and Iona to Loch na Lathaich, Mull - the latter part of the trip in heavy drizzle.
Yet another F.8-9 forecast kept us quiet till 20 July, when we had a fast sail in F.4-5
westerly to Arinagour Coll. The swell here was~uncomfortable, persuading us to move to
the cosier east anchorage. On the 21 st, with a F.5 southerly, we left at midday - the
barometer high but the forecast poor. The visibility steadily decreased as the wind and the
sea increased. Reefing the main precluded the use of a boom vang, which was embarrassing
dead down wind. Just north of Rhum, logging around 9 knots, the wind exceeded 30 knots
so we dropped the main - a difficult exercise in the confused sea - and continued up the
Sound of Sleat logging a steady 7 knots under the No. 2 jib alone. Visibility w~as very poor,
so that we were glad to round up in the shelter of Isle Ornsay, but horrified to find that
the engine would not start. This was perhaps lucky, as we subsequently discovered that the
petrol pipe had fractured. We proceeded, beating up the harbour under our small jib,
sounding with the lead, as the echo-sounder had also failed, which quite impressed the
crews of a number of boats which had been sheltering for some days.
A lay day seemed in order for the 22nd, with repair of the engine which proved very
temporary, and an attempt to catch sea trout which was futile. The 23rd produced force
3-4 westerly and less rain than usual; there was no single day on the whole cruise with no
rain! This gave us a pleasant sail to Plockton where we arrived before midday, and further
attacked the engine with so little success that next day we moved round to Kyle of Lochalsh
where an expert made the beagtly~ttiin~woik.
After repairs we set out for Rona, but the wind went into the north and decreasedlas
the rain increased. The great virtue of the Scottish Arctic is the availability of diversionary
harbours. In spite of the grim warnings in the C.C.C. book we found Loch Sligachan, Skye,
to be both beautiful and comfortable. Next morning there was some excitement when the
large poodle chased a ewe halfway across the loch, but fortunately the sheep of Skye are
tough; she ~scaped~
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It was now time to turn south and on the 25th we went down through the Kyles,
unimpressed by the tides which do not seem to compare with those of Strangford. Down
the whole length of the Sound of Sleat it was a dead beat, F~5 with continuous drizzle and
negligible visibility - charming - but we stuck it out to Mallaig. It was so wet and miserable
that we did not use a tripping line and duly fouled the anchor, but luckily managed to pull
it clear° A neighbour was less lucky and had to pay £ 15 to a skin diver to clear his.
Next day we had a light weather beat to the charming harbour at Eigg for lunch~ and
then a beat in plenty of wind and the inevitable cold rain to Tobermoryo Thence by Oban
for stores to Dunstaffnage where we picked up reinforcements on 28 July - Lawrence
Johnston, adult, and James Erskine, aged 10. They did not bring any better weather!
We moved down to Pulldoran - a 20 knot beat - and the engine failed just as we
entered this little harbour. Fortunately, as we had already discovered, Marula goes to windward under jib just as well as any dinghy.
We aimed to go to Colonsay but next day the wind was s0uth-westerly F°4-5 so we
opted to go back up the Sound of Mull to the lovely anchorage in Loch Drumbuy, near
the entrance of Loch Sunart, where the two boys unbelievably went for a swim. Next day
there was very little wind and we motored nearly all the way to Tireeo We were passed on
the way by the now condemned King George V; what a great old timer! This was a great
day for mackerek Scarinish harbour is not highly recommended, but we were comfortable
enough and fascinated by the queer houses of Tiree.
On the 31st we left before 0900 and soon hoisted our spinnaker, which we carried
for almost 40 miles, making fast alongside at Port Askaig, ~[sl~y. This was quite the best
day’s sailing of the whole cruise, with sun almost all day, but rain, of course, in the evening.
The next day’s sail to Gigha was short and wet and windy. Arriving about 1100 we had
plenty of time for the gardens and good food at the hotel°
August 2nd was to be the day of our return and we left at 0500, but not without
incident, as the Yorkshire fell overboard from the rubber dinghy on his way ashore to
spend a penny and received two large cuts from the outboard. These later required a
diversion to Glenarrn bay where 19 stitches were inserted (He has survived this accident
and is now as good as new.)
We were close-hauled in F.4-5 as far as Glenarm. The wind then freed and we hoisted
a spinnaker, but almost at once were stopped and searched by H.M.So Sheraton. The wind
then died, and so did the engine once more. It was late when we managed to struggle into
Whitehead in an almost complete fiat calm.
August 3rd produced light, variable and frustrating winds which kept us on tenterhooks
lest we, no~v without engine, should miss the tide at Strlangford bar, but all was well and we
picked up our moorings at 1700 just as the Strangford Lough YoC. regatta was finishing°
The log recorded a total of 606 miles, but may well have under recorded° At least it
worked better than the engine and echo sounder, which failed altogether. There’s a lot to
be said for sails, a lead-line and oilskins!
South next year?
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MAID OF SKYE’S 1974 CRUISE TO THE HEBRIDES
’by John Dorman
It had always been well understood on board the Maid of Skye that at the start of a
cruise no discussion should take place with the skipper about the possible itinerary. Indeed
the mate f’Lrmly believed that strict adherence to this custom resulted in eventual arrival
at the intended harbour. My crew were Alan Grant (mate), Maurice Brown and Bade Hobson.
Friday 14 June was a delightful day and we left Whiterock at 1700 in lovely evening
sunshine and a light northerly breeze. The tide was against us but with the help of the
engine we got through the narrows to get most of the north going ebb. Spirits were high,
progress good and it was unanimously decided to sail direct for Barra head, even ff it took
a Couple of nights. Out of the xnini-climate of Strangford Lough conditions deteriorated. It
got cloudy and cold. With a freshening north wind and an opposing tide the sea got lumpy
and steep and broke over us. Off the South Rock L.V. progress was that of a snail on a greasy
pole. I think all were glad to make Portavogie for a hot meal and a warm up. It might have
been our intended first call all the time.
Saturday was fine was a moderate northerly wind which soon gave up. We got the first
of the ebb (0700) and motored north. Therewas no adequate breeze all day until we picked
up a fresh off-shore wind close inshore, just north of Red bay but this soon left us and we
motored close under Fair Eea~ with hardly a ripple on the water, to Rathlin anchoring in
Church bay, where we had a comfortable night after a pleasant evening on shore.
After the shipping forecast on Sunday the 16th the friendly coastguard at Ballycastle,
with whom we had been in contact the previous night, called us on the radio to say that it
was time we were away as it looked like being good weather up north. Actually we had
been going since before 0600 on a mirror-calm sea and already bright sun, conditions which
lasted well into the afternoon. Rounding the Bull the tides put up an interesting performance
for us, causing steep waves with breaking crests over an area about half a mile off the point.
With no wind and hot,sun we motored on through the Sound of Islay east of Colonsay,
through the Torran rocks, and Sound of Iona to Lough Lathaich to pick up stores at
Bunessan.
On Monday we made a late start because of shopping. With Light north-westerly wind
a call at Staffa was mandatory, but disappointing because of lack of swell to show the cave
at its best. From Staffa an uneventful passage to Canna and a meal of fresh fish obtained
from a visiting fishing boat.
Hot and sunny with light variable winds on Tuesday morning; sun bathing was indulged
in as we made slow progress until, about midday, a kindly F.3 south-westerly took us
briskly to Lough Maddy. This was a port we had intended to visit for a long time mainly
because the hotel is reputed to have the largest selection of straight malt whiskys i/1
Scotland. We enjoyed our visit.
The forecast of F.3-4 southerly with mist and rain was nearly correct for Wednesday.
We sailed north, picking up the outlying rocks off the Sound of Harris, and when Ru Renish
was identified we all agreed it would be a pity, as the conditions seemed reasonable, not to
see what things were like on the other side. I did however note a quizzical look in the mate’s
eye, perhaps because the last time we had been herabouts we ended up on St. Kilda.
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We soon picked up Jane Tower and set off on an exhilarating reach, which became
the more so because the wind started to freshen. There was some difficulty in finding
Cook rock (dries lfto)o The black buoy is tiny. The C.C.C. book says "the tides through the
sound are peculiar". We should have had a spring tide going west with us which indeed
we had, until after gybing and turning to starboard into the Leverburgh channel although
moving fast through the water it was only with the aid of the engine at full throttle that we
made reasonable progress. Our next gybe to port was close inshore. Working closely with
the transits we were much sobered to see the upturned bottom of a steel vessel, propellor
keel and all, almost in the fairway at the turn. This was now the Leverburgh channel proper
very narrow and about a mile and a half long, with wonderful scenery which no one seemed
to appreciate at the time.
Out of the channel the weather was deteriorating with rain squalls from the south and
visibility closing. We made for Toe head as soon as we were clear and at first got some
shelter behind the mountains, at least there was not much sea. We were fortunate in soon
picking up the transit for the Sound of Taransay and noting the compass bearing. It then
poured with rain with no visibility and fierce squalls out of all the bays and valleys to windward. In under an hour we were in the sound and all was calm. Fifteen minutes later the
sun came out and we motored up to West Lough Tarbert. Three hours were spent here,
walking and shopping but that was enough. So on for the night, some 12 miles to Lough
Bun Abhuinn Eadar, a pleasant place right in the mountains, and lots of birds including
many great northern divers.
The shipping forecast for Thursday was southerly 4-5 and moderate visibility. The
glass was rising. An~anticyclone was moving north over the North Sea. With two turns in
the mainsail, just in case, we set out for Glorig More a conspicious 40 foot high fang. This
eventually gave us an excellent transit for a clear passage through the numerous groups of
rocks, most of which cover, lying up to five miles offshore. But these were unnecessary
precautions in the event as the sun came out, the wind moderated and enough swell
remained for all the rocks to "blow" and be seen miles away.
Once ~lear of Dushier group of rocks off Lough Resort we coasted close inshore with
increasing sunshine and decreasing winds until, under engine alone, West Lough Roag was
passed. It was now again flat calm and sunny. In these conditions this part of the world
seemed quite unique. None of us had seen such an assembly ofsea birds making so much
noise that even the engine scarcely could be heard. We had the large-scale charts for Lough
Roag, so when a light breeze came up from the west we had an memorable sail through the
islands of East Lough Roag to the anchorage just below Callernish. We were most impressed
by the circle of standing stones, the most interesting (and complete) in Britain. but we were
otherwise impressed by a navigational hazard of which we had no warning. At this time
of year both on the east and west sides of the Hebrides every narrow channel, and close
inshore of the sheltered loughs, are spiders webs of unmarked fishing nets, ready to catch
up an unwary propellor.
The anticyclone in the North Sea was now moving north-west, and the glass still rising
We were tempted to stay. However at 0430 on Friday we were away under engine, the
burgee without a flicker, but an otherwise perfect morning. By 0930 in flat calm and blazing
sun the Butt of Lewis had been rounded. Sea birds were everywhere. One Skua did the
classic trick of catching a gannet by the wing, in mid air, to make it give up its breakfast. All
the crew sunbathed until Stornowayat 1530 for shopping.
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Though:Stornoway was looking its best we thought we might be more comfortable
elsewhere and left at 1700. Leaving harbour thick black smoke appeared a bit north-east
of the town - someone burning motor tyres? Soon everything to the north was blacked out
and it was too late to return. We had time for a quick course and compass check before
being in one of the thickest and quickest fogs for a long time. Within a mile we closed
with the cliffs just north of the entrance to Lough Grimshader. At 20 ft. off we could see
the bottom but not of the tops of the cliffs, but soon felt our way into the narrow entrance
of the lough and about 50 yards later all was again bathed in sunshine with the nets our
only worry. Lough Grimshader is all that it is said to be, over a mile through a narrow
channel it opens out and thert~aather very narrow channel leads to Lough Beag; "perhaps
the most perfect anchorage on ’the West Coast" (C.C.C.). This is where we stopped in windless
sunshine surrounded by mountains, from’which the thick fog in the Minch could be seen
until late evening. Of course there was fresh salmon that night.
Our anticyclone had now moved round the top of Scotland and seemed to be heading
slowly south in the Atlantic. This was the start of our second seek. Saturday 22 June with
blue skies, a rising glass and some wind somewhere. When we got out to sea again there was
no sign of fog, a moderate sea, clear cloudless sky and F.4-5 very cold north-easterly blowing.
With main and genoa set we started on the best sail of the cruise. Soon the Torrdon mountains over 30 miles off were picked up and sailing for the highest left-hand peak, we reckor~
ed would take us to Loch!~ Gairloch. The wind strengthened and with a lumpy sea it was
too much for the genoa which was replaced by the working jib. Even then we were glad
to close in ur!der Riibqa Re to get somewhat calmer water although the cold wind did not
seem to abate any. We were expecting a big increase in wind or at least fierce gusts off
Gairloch but when we came abeam of Long~Islafid; just 0ffthe entrance the yacht stopped
dead with sails slatting. We waited around some time for some wind but it just got warmer, for which we were glad. There was nothing for it but put the engine on and motor into
the lovely sheltered anchorage of Badachro.
Sunday 23 June started with an encouraging fresh easterly which soon gave way to
light variables and left us alternately sailing and drifting close inshore but no one minded
as the sun was out and it was hot. It took some 8 hours for a 20 mile trip to Poll Doin,
an isolated tree and cliff surrounded nook a few miles south of Applecross.
The anticyclone was still around on Monday. With no wind and lots of sun we motored and got the tides through the Kyles and the Sound of Sleat to MaUaig to shop. Then in
the afternoon as conditions were fight we explored Lough Nevis finding the narrows a very
tricky motoring exercise with the;bottom visible more oftenthan it ought to be. At Lough
Nevis Head we could not f’md a reasonable place to anchor and ended up dropping in 4 fms.
drawing back on 20 fins., of chain and then the big kedge astern on 50 fms. of warps.
The rest of the cruise was uneventful. It was fiat calm off Ardnamurchan. We sailed if
there was wind and motored in calms. We anchored for the night in Lough Drumbuy, called
at Tobermory and made overnight stops at Lough Spelle, Gigha and Port Patrick, returning
to Whiterock at 1800 on Saturday 29 June. We all agreed we had an enjoyable and therefore a successful cruise. All the anchorages were new to one member and ten of them were
new to all ~f us and to Maid of Skye.
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SINLOO CIRCUMNAVIGATES ELBA THEN CORSICA
by Henry Horsman
Sinloo a 33’ Fandango overwintered to a mooting of the S.N. at Marseilles. She was
dry below and almost as left above and below when my sons Michael 16 years and Peter
rising 14 together with myself went aboard on the afternoon of July 15th. With the
exception of the varnished mahogany on deck and some minor scratches on the white gel
coat of her topsides she was as new. We had the boat rigged by the 17th. on which day at
0815 we took her out of the water scraped and painted her bottom between showers. We
were back at mooring at 1600 and that evening I met Mr. Beken of Cowes the photographer.
His 1975 calendar we had on board and we wrote on it the note "The day of the week is
one day ahead of the date in the month" - this resulted in us never knowing what day or
date it was during the cruise.
On the 18th a mistral blew as we cleaned topsides and did general repairs. Peter
Downing paid us a visit with his family. He had cruised France to Greece and back to the
Balearics with myself and my aunt during 1950 in the In,st Sinloo, a 12 ton Gauntlet.
The mistral continued on the 19th. Michael cut open much extra storage space on
board; we sandpapered and varnished bright-work around the cockpit. Mr. Beken came on
board for a drink and I paid Andre, our sailor, who had kept an eye on Sinloo all winter..To
my horror he asked 200,000 francs, however he dealt in old francs and was highly pleased
when I gave him 300 francs (’£28).
On the 20th at 0430 we slipped our mooting in a light north wind raising main and
genoa, however the wind was freshening and when we turned east the wind became violent
in gusts and with lee rail in the water we were relieved not to have the sea to contend with
in reef’mg the main and bringing down the genoa. At 0930 we got into Ciotat and met our
friends of last year Jean and Rosie Chenevard with sons Yves and Gille. They took us to
the supermarket for stores. We sailed for Cap Sicie together at 1330. Their Fandango E1
Guapo was slower than ours (their bottom was dirtier). Sicie again unpleasant, rough seas
but fair north wind of F.4. PorqueroUe harbour crowded so we anchored 2 miles east and
lay side by side. Champagne and bed, till midnight, ending when the north wind freshened
and forced us into the harbour where we lay at the ferry pier until daylight and then
anchored in a still crowded harbour.
We sailed at 1100, goose-winged down a very light wind to the Ile de Port Cros, dropping in a secluded anchorage at 1400, enjoying cold white wines from our new fridge. Whilst
the Chenevards and my boys tried a new form of fishing I put Sinloo’s name on her quarter.
At 1830 we motored to Port Cros itself and lay side by side again dining as El Guapo’s
guests. At 0100 the swell from the east to which this anchorage is exposed made life
uncomfortable and we put on rubber snubbers. 0500 the wind came from the east so we
motored out, with reefed main and No. 2 jib, headed for La Levendu on the mainland,
mooring at 0715. (7 miles).
We left Levendu at midday with wind east but dropping, beating east around Camaret
to anchor off the beach at St. Maxime and row ashore to look up friends, joining El Guapo
in St. Maxime later.
On the 23rd we sailed at midday into an east wind light but certain to follow the sun,
22.

real Mediterranean weather at last; we sailed east pointing off the islands off Cannes and
anchoring in the southern bay on Cap d’Antibes at 1800. After eating on board we motored around the cape and anchored on the east Side of the cape to avoid the swell. 25 miles
done east of St. Maxime, itself 100 miles east of Marseilles and the limit of our cruise last
year.
On the 24th at 0900 we motored to Antibes; very changed now from ’49 - the
original harbour only one tenth of the enormous marina. On to Baie Des Anges at 1100. I
went the 3 miles to Nice airport to collect my wife Inge, daughter Anne 16 years and son
John 7. The two yachts sailed again at 1615 to Cap Ferrat anchoring in a bay but due to
the swell we put into Port Jean de Ferrat at 1900 and ate ashore. (8 miles)
The next day at 1200 we sailed for Monaco with No. I jib and put a second reef in
the main half an hour out. We dropped anchor in Monaco at 1430 and were pleased to get
ashore as the swell was very bad. After seeing the aquarium both E1 Guapo and ourselves
sailed to Menton and anchored in the old port - absolutely delightful - so we stayed a day.
( 10 miles)
27th. Away after fuelling at midday and reached San Remo at 1530 our Ftrst Italian
port. ( 15 miles).
On the 28th El Guapo left to return to France and we said "au revoir" to our
charming French friends. Sailing again at midday ourselves we coast-crawled on to Loano
(31 miles) a delightful old walled city and pleasant harbour with a very bad shoal to starboard, which we touched twice in our 34 hour stay. On the 29th we lay off for swimming.
From the sea the walled city is hidden by a coastal veneer of modem hotels and flats.
At 0550 the next day we got away under motor, course 077° T, stopping the motor
when the main and genoa were draiving at 0630. Our course took us across the Gulf of
Genoa to the peninsula on which lies Portofino. After 38 miles logged the peninsula
appeared at 1300 and we were 2 miles north of course so we sailed along the shore to enter
the Gulf of Rapallo anchoring at 1300 for swimming (45 miles). At 1430 we entered the
delightful but crowded natural harbour lucky to get a berth. The ferries kick up a terrible
swell and Sinloo "s counter hit the quay a sickening thud. It took 360 strokes of the pump
that night to clear the bilge, however it was only the stern gland.
On the 31st we left at 1130 and motor, motor-sail and sail to the incredible natural
narrow entrance to Portovenere between the fortified tip of the peninsula and Palmeria,
the western flank of the Gulf of La SpeT.ia. The by now strong west wind made anchorage,
stern on as usual, particularly difficult in the small harbour but we managed by 1730 hours.
(31 miles)
The delightful little walled city,cars excluded, marked the end of the steep-to coast
line we had become accustomed to but it had finished with some very fine steep vineyards
famous for the wines "Cinque Terre." Here I learnt through the translation of a very
friendly neighbour Achill Baruffaldi that Sinloo could be arrested for not being registered
or adequately documented. (I had only papers on board to state that I owned the boat). So
from here on we flew the Red Ensign and were not again troubled. Our tricolour being
mistaken for Italian was no longer a jOke. In fact we avoided all future contact with the
police by design.
We left Portovenere at 1500 to anchor in a bay on the east side of Isla Palmeria for the
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kids to swim. I put "Sinloo" and under "Irish C.C." on our stem ("Sinloo d’Arcachon’)
being on her quarter) and substituted a home-made crimson ensign for the green, white and
orange. It is also obligatory to be insured - fortunately we were.
We sailed at 1700 under main and genoa with fresh westerly winds, coastline now low
and mountains appearing above the mist with visibility a normal 3 to 4 miles. After 20 miles
we entered the large commercial port of Viareggio where we moored alongside a remotelooking quay at 2045 and ate on board. In France we habitually ate ashore but in Italy we
preferred to eat aboard.
On August 2nd we took oa oil and water in a heavy fog and sailed at 1000 as the fog
began lifting. Our course was south. Off Livorno at 1320 visibility cleared, and just as well
because there were very bad shallows off this port. We picked up a mooring in the sheltered
bay Porto di Baratti at 1930. The motor had been on all day save for 20 minutes drifting
to clear the Ioti outlet (52 miles).
The next day we spent a pleasant few hours with Enzo and Christ~a Capua to whom
we had an introduction, before leaving at 1745 for Porto Ferraria, Elba; doing the 12 miles
by 2000, and finding the problem of where to anchor when we got there; we spent the
night a little too close to a water tanker for that skipper’s liking.
On the 4th we left the pleasant old walled town at 1200 dropping at a bay Puerto Nis.
Dr. Carlo Baroni and family had a holiday home here and cameon board for a vino and we
all went to his house at 1500 for more vino and then he, his father and his children came
for a sail with us. His son Marko stayed on board for the 17 miles down the east side of Elba
to Porto Azurro anchoring outside a crowded harbour at 2045.
Rowing to the beach the next day to bank, get provisions, and leave Marko with his
father, we sailed at 1200 motoring all the way to anchor on the south side of the island
sheltered from the South by Gemini. After lunch, vino and swimming we left at 1700 for
Marino di Campo; a very strong wind arrived as a line squall and we anchored off the beach
having done 15 miles.
On Tuesday 5th we made an abortive attempt to leave at 1230, no engine off pressure
so back to anchor under sail. Two litres of oil were obtained by Anne (a tall blonde can get
most anything in Italy) despite the shops being closed. We motor sailed north to Marciano
Marino and all but 4 miles circumnavigation of Elba. It was 15 miles into a fresh wind and
medium sea and we anchored kedge astern in a beautiful setting with a genoese walled city
typically sited in the mountains above the port. The next day in a fresh wind we reached
close-hauled on the starboard tack wind north-east and sea north-west and finally motorsailed the 25 miles to Capraia, mooring double out from the quay in a crowded but delightful harbour and the town itself on the hill above.
On August 8th, four hours sailing brought us to anchor at Marina di Baroggio at midday
on the north side of Corsica the south-east wind becoming suddenly north. After lunch in
beautiful setting the wind became fresh north-west and we sailed at 1420. The wind was still
south-east three miles to the east. We continued round the cape and motor-sailed as the wind
failed to St. Florent where we had to anchor at 1610 and pull back to the quay in Italian
fashion, as all the moorings were taken and a mistral being threatened. (40 miles).
I was amused that evening when having a shower to note an Italian streak into the
water from his yacht. My heart leapt in my throat when I saw that he was attempting to free
his propellor, my worst fears were confirmed. His daughter said as I came on deck "If you
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must use a floating rope to buoy your anchor, why do you not use one a colour we can
see?" To explain that our line had been weighted to lie along the bottom, must have been
disturbed by a couple of large motor cruisers which came in looking for shelter, turned
and went out, to say that blue and yellow mixed was the only floating rope I could buy
at Arcachon was just not possible. My profuse apologies were only matched by their own
for having to cut our line, which they did in one place, and could have been excused had
they cut it in bits.
That night the mistral blew and the next morning I was determined to row out to that
Italian yacht Zoe lying in a very windy choppy anchorage. I bought baguette and butter for they had no hope of coming ashore in their tiny inflatable. Michael and I just managed
to reach them. Suzanna was Matteo’s wife and not his daughter, and Adalberto, his fiancee
Ginin and a fifth equally delightful member of the crew had to leave two days later. We
invited them to come in and lie alongside us and for the three days of mistral and the
following two weeks we could not have wished for better company. Zoe was barely 7 tons
T.M. I judged. "How do you all speak such good English?" Adalberto an architect whom
one never knew when to take seriously replied "I learnt at Cambridge University where I
went to learn how to cook spaghetti."
St. Florent is in the bight at the south-west corner of the long peninsula, from which
North end of Corsica - a pretty genoese port with appalling maquis fires around it. We lay
there on the 10th and 11 th and got covered with ash but gusts of 50 knots were recorded
and though two yachts tried to get out both had to put back.
On August 12th Michael had to dive to clear the anchor as we had been forced to
remove our trip line. The wind was fresh north-west and we followed the coast west, quite
a swell past the Isle De Rousse, and finally anchored off Calvi at 1645. The town lies under
a fortified citadel with impressive mountains on the far side of the bay. (30 miles)
On the 13th we got away at 1100 with sail and engine when the warning light for oil
pressure stayed on. A Volvo MD 2B dip-stick unscrews~ it can unscrew the nut into which
it screws itself and if this is loose then the oil pressure is lost. I found?it out thehard way
one litre of oil pumped into the bilge when pressure started before the motor could be
stopped. That afternoo~ we were under sail only amid some spectacular rocky scenery,
many small beachy anchorages and all exposed to the west until we came to Girolata where
we dropped at 1730. Captain Henry Denham said there is room for twelve yachts, that in
1545 John Doria captured a pirate who had eighteen ships sheltering there. That evening I
counted seventy-five yachts and fishing boats
At 0500 the next morning we got away under motor. The colours on the rocks were
breathtaking as they reflected on the calm sea until the sun appeared over the steep
mountains. Trees were just visible inland on some ridges but only maquis along the coast.
We motor-sailed to Ajaccio bay then stopped the motor and goose-winged east into the
port of Ajaccio entering the harbour under sail to meet Zoe again. That evening we
watched the sea-planes putting out a fire, thirty seconds scooping up water and possibly
three seconds releasing it.
The 15th was Napoleon’s birthday and this was Napoleon’s birthplace. We left at
1230 heading south using main and No. 1 jib. We were able to stop the motor at 1300,
change to the genoa at 1330 and we were reaching, started the motor again at 1400 and at
1430 goose-winged the main and genoa stopping the motor. At 1600 we were running on
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the starboard tack and then at 1615 we had to goose-wing the genoa again in a fresh wind.
Such is the fickle nature of the wind in this Mediterranean sea. At 1800 the wind went down
with the sun and we motored between underwater shoals that really needed navigation to
a small anchorage, running out of light 12 miles North of Bonifacio.
At 0600 next morning we motored with mainsail set to Bonifacio dropping there at
0830, a crowded hot harbour but we wanted stores and water and to meet Zoe again.
The two yachts sailed together at 1200 down this long, narrow, steep-cliffed, natural harbour
and raced together main and genoa into the mouth of the Straits of Bonifacio. Some rock
spotting anchorages followed in Ile Cavello and Ile Lavezzi. We spent a night in the former
which is being developed and already has an air-strip. A find 2% hour sail to Maddaiena 12
miles from Lavezzi, where we anchored at 1800 (starting the motor only when in the
harbour).
On the 18th we left Maddallena, a pleasant town and a good shopping centre among
the group of Italian islands northeast of Sardinia. It was 1230 after putting on our watches.
We changed money with Zoe "s crew who were finally forced to take some pounds in case
we did not meet up - they returned with nine bottles of wine. Got a lovely anchorage for
lunch and swimming and then to Porto Cervo the Aga Khan’s development, motoring only
the last half hour we anchored stern on to the wooden quay and ten to twelve miles only
from Maddallena. It was the south-eastern extremity of our cruise.
It looked all right from the sea but ashore our opinion was you can have Cervo, it is
all very unreal, very expensive. However it was full of racing yachts of many nationalities.
August 19th is Peter’s birthday so we motored to Maddallena for shopping and stores. The
shops were opened at 1700. We motored out in a c~lm at 1730 to pass through a fleet of
becalmed training yachts. Towed one only through the American submarine-harbour at St.
Stefano to let them go at the south end of Caprera, their home port and also a Naval one.
We apologised for not giving all a tow and not accepting their invitation to dine as their
guests but we were to meet Zoe again at an anchorage I had chosen and we were running
late. The anchorage looked charming but there was not room to swing a cat so we finally
anchored on the east side of the fiord Arzachena. Mooring together and dining on Sinloo
Michael was able to solder Zoe’s leaking exhaust.
On the 20th we said goodbye to Zoe, also to their cousins in a varnished yacht which
had shared the anchorage with us, and we sailed only to shop on a not too dreadfully
developed bay, then to explore Arzachena. A beach on the east side for a swim:and a quay
on the west side for a walk. Finally out to pass the ferry port of Palau all under sail the
whole day but only a very low mileage. Had to motor finally to a natural harbour Porto
Pozo anchoring in the last light With sand on two sides of us and rock on one.
On the 21st Inge and John have a plane to catch so we motored to Palau and tied
stern on at 1000 seeing them into a taxi. Provision and go on board. The wind is very
strong onto the quay. Sailing yacht one away leaves very badly fouling the motor’s yacht’s
cable lying beside us. Michael frees his propellor, he goes out, up anchor then drifts down
unto our bow and that of the motor yacht; let him between us bow to quay - he has again
fouled the motor yacht chain. He says "I must go" I said "see your motor works, we too
must go as our anchor is n~wdragging." He leaves, two of his women are left on the bow of
the motor yacht hauling. It is by now obvious that it had dragged anchor. The Italian yacht
clears. I motor out and relay our anchor and come back to help the motor yacht but the
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two women have now cleared. Our position of being unable to face police is now alarming
but it goes against the grain to leave a boat bashing against the quay. Peter boards the motor
yacht by means of our inflatable dingy tied to our stem making one end of one of our
mooring ropes fast to the bow of the dragged yacht, he made the other end fast to the
bow of a larger yet undragged motor yacht, hops into our dingy and we clear.
We move out to anchor in the Rade d’Agincourt in a strong south-east wind. I wished
to land at St. Raphael di Palau as I decided from the sea that it was the only place that
fitted the description of the town where my brother had a house (I was correct, but we
never got there, due to onshore winds).
At 1730 we got away well reefed down to go east for a night anchorage. Running
there the wind dropped and came strongly in a line squall from the north-east, so we
reached on the port tack to go for the sailing school in Caprera. Had a splendid night with
the scholars and teachers having supper and breakfast with them using only a cup, mess
tin and knife.
On the 22nd we sailed with seven training yachts to Porto Cervo. We were second in
( we had our genoa in reserve just in case) we started our motor in the harbour for the first
time since the cafuffle in Palau the previous day. The harbour was very crowded.
At 1230 spoke to Zoe who were going to clear for MaddaUena. Bad weather was
moving south from Bonifacio. Reefed main and No. 1 jib, wow ’what a sail’ beat to
Maddallena and everything out of sight, lee rail under two or three times but we were able
to avoid any seas. Anchoring at 1400.
On the 23rd we had thunderstorms and torrential rain, no sign of Zoe so we decided
at midday to make for Porto Vecchio some 34 miles away. We stopped the motor at 1230
and have a super sail in fresh to strong west wind with reefed main add No. 1 jib and quite
unpleasant seas in the Straits of Bonifacio. Our course was north then E.N.E. We shook out
the reef and went like a train in smooth water as we came in the lee of the coast of Corsica.
We were finally caught by a squall under one of the thunderstorms that had been threatening all day, at the entrance to the fiord into Porto Vecchio; we took down everything just
too late to do it the easy way and then motor under thunder clouds, with wooded hillside
on either side of us the 4 or 5 miles into the port.
Leaving at 1000 after shopping and seeing the very interesting walled town above the
harbour we made sail to Porto Campoloro 48 miles north. A new marina with little else to
recommend it save its position on a harbourless coast. The coast is not dull, it would appear
that much had been done in agriculture on the narrow, coastal plains; genoese towers are
not easily seen now but the old walled towns on the hills are frequent. I suggest that a
yacht keeps at least one mile off if there is a sharp east wind blowing; sand and silting has
to be watched carefully. The mouth of the Tavignano river had us fooled for we must have
had less than three feet of water under our keel with even less to seaward for a bit; it was
dark and 2000 hours when we got in.
On the 25th at 0930 we motored, sailed and motor-sailed to the port of Maccinagio
and anchored at 1640 for swimming within 4 miles of our first anchorage in Corsica. Back
to the marina itself, in a charming Very small harbour(38 miles)
On the 26th we decided to cross to France sailing at 1030. We f’mished with the motor
off Giraglia island having completed our circumnavigation. We were hard on the wind on
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Above: Sinloo d’Arcaehon approaching La Ciotat. Photo. Peter Horsman.
Below: John, Michael (Anne’s head under his arm), Inge, Peter.
Photo. Henry Horsman.
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Ballerina of Skellig entering Cork harbour as she finished her 1974 cruise.
Bateman Photography, Cork.

the port tack in confused seas north-east, north-west and south. The course of 090° could
not be kept until 1700 when the wind was then south-west and fresh anyway.
At 0400, we were getting many lights and finally recognised Cap Fen-at but as daylight
came Monte Carlo itself was very obvious. At 0700 we picked up a mooring_ia Villefranche~
We were very tired after a rough crossing with the winds fresh’to~stron.g and finally north-~st
and seas more than "un peu agitee." Sinloo was not as easy to sail on course as her long
keeled pre-decessors ( 120 miles).
We were away at 1030 after taking on supplies and water and we sailed to the west
side of Cap d’Antibes for lunch anchoring off Juan Le Pins and enjoyed Anne’s salad iher salads were as good as her mothers and a feature of our lunches on board. At 1345
we sailed into the troubled sea again, the cross swell of the three winds fromthe night
before. Finally a squall from the north and the wind settled from that direction. We were
pleased to get into Agay but there was still a swell from the south and we anchored fore and
aft to face the swell and avoid swinging among moored boats near the restaurant. Michael
was able to climb the forestay that evening as there was no dew and the sure sign of a
mistral, which blew during the night; we had to take both anchors to the bow in the small
hours.
On the 28th we left at 0700 in a strong north-west wind with a bad roll into the
anchorage from the south-east. With No. 1 jib and motor, then the No. 1 jib only, we did
15 miles to St. Maxime for late breakfast at 1030. We contacted friends there and rang home
that night.
The 29th is Inge’s birthday so we took out Ruth Skinner who introduced Inge and
myself nearly twenty years ago with her children Robert and Georgina. We sailed into the
Gulf of St. Tropez, motoring in and out of that crowded port of Tropez itself and anchoring
for lunch on the south side of the gulf.
On the 30th at 1230 we motored into an east wind to round the tower marking the
south entrance to the gulf at 1320. The course was then south and the speed terrific. However we were overtaken by a larger but older yacht on our way around the capes Camaret
and Lardier, the first occasion on this cruise that we had been overtaken and we ran up the
genoa just to try to avoid it happening. However the wind dropped and the sea with it as
we got:some lee from the Ile de Levant, then along the coast of Port Cros, f’maUy motoring
into Porquerolle harbour at sunset.
On the 31st we left at 1000, under sail ten minutes later. The fair wind gave way to
westerly at 1200, that was very fresh and we had a rough and very lively beat around Sicie;
we used the motor to point up and clear the Ile des Engiez. The same port tack took us to
Ciotat, close on the wind all the way into the calining sea.
In Ciotat we met El Guapo again and sailed with them locally for the next two days washing and drying and folding sails, finishing the varnish and generally stowing the boat
which now overwinters at Ciotat under Jean Chenevard’s eye.
She is a f’me wee boat but she is for sale as the Greek islands are not on just now.
Over the six weeks the boys and I had slept on board. The family had fitted out laid
up and sailed 1000 miles, visiting 30 ports and 25 anchorages in French and Italian waters,
using 2001itres of diesel i.e. 100 hours under motor out of a total, I reckon, of 200 to 250
hours sailing, motor-sailing, and motoring. We had circumnavigated Elba and Corsica, spending all but one night secured to the land, if only by an anchor.
28.

"You’re not going around AGAIN?"
by Raymond Fielding
This title for our log seemed to be the reaction when I sounded prospective c~ews;
during the winter. Sitting next to Sandy Taggart at the Annual Dinner in Killarney also
probably had something to do with it. ~Ballerina had settled dowrt well and I was anxious
to put her through her paces. I have also wanted to go through the Crinan canal for many
years and sail on the Clyde and west coast of Scotland. Added to this was a wish to revisit
Connemara. The rally in Dunmore East decided our way around for us. We would deliver
the boat to Dun Laoire over Whit and after that three weeks north-about via Scotland to
Cork. All that remained was to arrange crew, charts and pilots and we were away. A schedule
was sent to prospective crews in December and dates and changeovers arranged. Ballerina
was checked out during the winter and a Seavoice VHF R/T and allover portable cockpit
cover fitted, which is essential with an aft cabin in these latitudes.
Ballerina of Skellig is a modified Warrior 35 by Angus Primrose, a high-powered sailing
yacht with a 42 H.P. Mercedes Benz diesel under her aft-of-centre cockpit sole. She has an
aft cabin, with the owners’ cabiniforward of the toilet/shower, dinette cum double berth
to port and galley and sit-in chart table to stbd; full electronics, hot water and a Pinta Autopilot. In fact conditions aboard must be quite different to when our mentor McMullen was
towed through the Crinan by a horse. She is 35ft O.A., 10½ ft. beam and 5 ft draught. About
60 gallons of both diesel and water are carried low down in tanks. Sailor DF & WT equipment is also carried. Water and diesel bunkers were obtained by hose~ttboar’d.without any
difficulty at the following ports: Howth, Crinan, Burtonport, Rossaveal, Schull, Kinsale and
Crosshaven. For this cruise the two ICC pilots and the CCC one were invaluable as was the
CCC "Whiskey Run" booklet which for forward planning wai invaluable. The ICC might
some day consider such a publication. Charts were kindly loaned by fellow members Brendan Lyden, Alan Leonard, Bob Mollard and Jack Wolfe, covering Scotland to Valentia.
I was particularly fortunate in the forebearance, enthusiasm, competence and vdillihgn~ss
of my crews; All of them are boat owners themselves, which as any owner will testify makes
a big difference:1. Brendan Lyden ICC - Cork to Dublin & Roundstone to Rossaveai.
2. Heine Lentzy RCYC - Cork to Dublin to Burtonport.
3. Michael d’Alton ICC - Dublin to Roundstone
4. Joe FitzGerald ICC - Dublin to Roundstone
5. Dan Keily ICC - Dublin to Roundstone
6. Peter Cagney RCYC - Roundstone to Cork
7. Dermot Lovett RCYC - Roundstone to Cork
8. Max Ryan R. St. G.Y.C. - Rossaveal to Cork
Cork towards Dublin
We left Crosshaven under power at 2030 on Friday 31 May and jilled around off Camden
watching the start of the LC.C. Races. The night began to look rather ominbus and we were
glad to be going to leeward. We went off east under main and genoa and engine. Said
farewell to Lintie on Ch. 8 off Power head and cut engine. Fair S.3. abeam of Ballycotton
light as some of the cruisers started to come through us under spinnaker. Nightfall brought
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rapidly disimproving vis. with mist as we reached quite fast on our way. We never saw
Mine Head light until we were well past it at’0330 when the wind also fell away. On engine
again in a fiat calm and course 325°C brought us into Dunmore East where we tied up
alongside Segura at 0630 on Saturday for breakfast and a sleep. We awoke to rain and :
fresh W. winds and all the Cork fleet in. Shifted over to the quay later ~nd the Dublin
ketches tied up outside us. No day to be at sea. We dined ashore at the Haven that
night. On the Sunday morning we attended Mass on Moonduster said by one of the crew of
Hon. Secs. Anasu II and later partook unsuccessfully in the Rockabill Trophy contest. Back
at the hariSouF we stowed ship for the sea and were joined by Michael d’Alton, as arranged,
who entertained us all the way to his home port. Left at 1345 under working jib and 4 rolls
in the main and had the Hook abeam in under half an hour in a fresh wind and sparkling sea.
As it meant a dead run through Saltee Sound we decided to go outside and gybe a mile or
so inside the Coningbeg L.V. We ran on fast with a fair tide and in a now falling and veerin~
wind had Carnsore abeam by 1830. There followed a pleasant reach up inside the banks with
no swell and light winds and later a foul tide. Spoke Assiduous on R.T. By 0415 on Whir
Sunday we were under power again around Wicklow head and into Wicklow to pick a moorLug off the boatyard, as did our friendly Commodore, a few minutes later, in Meermin. Off
again at 0845, a quick look around the quay and offup the coast under all plain sail in 3
and a calm sea. We very much enjoyed lliis for us almost inland sailing off the Wicklow coast.
Noon saw us motor-sailing through Dalkey sound and much impressed by the fine castellated
buildings to port. We picked up Verve’s moorings off the Irish an hour or so later as arranged
and were well looked after by Jimmy ~ Miller as usual.
Dublin towards Roundstone via Scotland
We returned on Friday afternoon 7 June. Having shopped and stowed we left Dun
Laoire at 1645 and put into Howth for diesel - strike in Scotland - and to have the Jack
Wolfe family aboard for drinks. Passed Sabirse on our way through the sound and found the
harbour quite full of ocean racers for the morrow’s race to Holyhead. At 1915 we departed
and made sail to a W.4 and headed off on course for the Mull of Galloway under auto-pilot.
We had the first of Dan’s excellent dinners, off the cabin table. Rockabill was inshore abeam
at 2130 and we reached on through the night travelling quite fast, and intermittent showers.
Come dawn the wind began to veer more into the north and we could just make our course
for Portpatrick where we were alongside by 1045 for a good breakfast and a rest out of the
now foul tide. Off again at 1315 under power for an hour until CorsewaU point was abeam
and under main and genoa in a lumpy F.5 N.W. for Ailsa Craig. Passed close under the
impressive Craig and dropped the genoa at 1730. Motor-sailed close-hauled for Pladda light
in NNW 6 and a lot of water on deck. Picked moorings off Lamlash at 2045 for the night
well pleased with our 25½ hours progress from Howth which had included 2¼ houmih
Portpatrick. Our objective had been Campbeltown but headwinds had precluded,~this as had
our purposively leeward course through the North channel.
Sunday brought NW 5 to 6 and sun. We left the cockpit cover up all day and the Pinta
handled the boat. We went to sea at 0945 and steamed up Loch Fyne. I phoned home
throu~gh Clyde Radio on Ch. 26 and we also worked several CCC boats returning home after
the weekend via the Kyles of Bute. They gave us some very useful local information varying
from the names of good Scotch to several eating places. We were most impressed with the
magnificent Clyde scenery. We put into E. Loch Tarbert for lunch at 1415 for 45 mins. On
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our way out we went north around Cock island. A charming place. Then off up Loch
Fyne again entering the sea-lock at Ardrishaig at 1645 being met by the same Customs
Officer as at E. Loch Tarbert. We made our arrangements to transit the canal on the morrow
and hired Willie Hamilton for a fiver to work the gates for us - very good value and advisable for first timers like ourselves. Ashore for a meal and sing-song in a local hostelry and
the first of the many Glenmora.ngies - our favourite Scotch. The Monday mornin~ dawned
wet and windy. After shopping we were off at 1030 and by 1145 were through the five
flights to Cairnbaan where we were left for lunch, in lock 5, above the local hotel. We
rigged blocks at the stem and stbd. quarter for our lines, steamed in slowly each time and
stayed well aft and thankfully had no problems. Willie let the water in slowly at the start
which is a great help. The day was really cold and wet for June - but we were some 400
miles north of Cork. Off again at 1300 and we locked in at Crinan 2¾ hrs. later into the oily
basin. Our only fright was on rounding the last bend. With a gale up our tail and not enough
room to turn and heavy rain we found the bridge shut and no keeper in spite of our hoots.
We went full astern and ’Baines’ - Joe Fitzgerald - held onto some bushes over the pulpit
until the bridge opened - seems funny now but really not so funny then.
We took on oil and water there (beward of the underhanging rocks at the oiling dock)
and later ashore for baths and dinner at Crinan Hotel. They encourage and cater for yachtsmen. Also visited Crinan Boats around the corner, who have one of the better chandeleries
and run a fine yard, which I<would be happy to winter in.
We locked out of the sea lock at Crinan at 1030 on Ttmsday 11 June and under main
and engine went through the Dorus Mor against the tide - foul until 1500 - and reached
up Scarba Sound with a fair W. breeze - lovely place. As the book recommendsPu’illad0bh~ain ~ve xvent in :,£or lunch, getting the anchor down in a fiat calm and rain by 1430 and
developing fog. Several other cruising boats in. We were away again by 1645 via Kerrera
sound and were off Oban an hour later. Not liking the anchorage we went over to a deserted Kerrera and tied up off the jetty there. The 1755 forecast spoke of W. to S.W. 4 to 5 so
we decided to push on. We motored up the Sound of Mull in rain and fog, unfortunately
missing the mountain scenery. On the way we spoke the island ferry Claymore on VHF.
The master confirmed a good radar echo long before he saw us. Lismore light abeam at
1940 and anchor down in Loch Aline at 2100. Quite a day - rounded offby a fine jointcooked on the way over. Next morning in similar conditions we steamed over to Tobermory
in laA hours and had our hook down off the town,pier. Many cruising boats about. We
heard ashore that it was too early for purple heather so we decided not to penetrate northward of Ardnamurchan. To sea again at 1530 in improving conditions and we sailed and
motor-sailed over to Coll. We experienced the magnetic anomaly mentioned in the charts
in this area and would hate to be here in bad visibility. Skye and Rum to "the north looked
massive and tempting. I hope we will be back. We anchored off the inner pier at Arinagour
and dined ashore excellently in the only inn. The yacht visitors book there is very good reading. It was rather uncanny going aboard for the 0030 forecast in bright daylight, lr/na,
Island Cruising Club, anchored nearby.
Next morning off at 0530. Dan was interested in going to Iona and we hoped to go there
via Staffa. By 0630 the wind started to f’fll in from the S.E. - right in our teeth so we
diverted to Tiree and anchored off, or rather under, the steamer pier. Ashore for a stroll later
and forecast from the Met. station who gave S.E. 5-6. We rolled our rail under at our anchorage and even soup-making was difficult so we had no option really but for the sea. We depart-
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ed into quite a bigsea at 1330 and made sail to 3 rolled main and working jib. We
laid course well to the east of Skerryvore but with the aforementioned mag. anomaly
the Chleit Roicks were a little too close abeam for comfort, about an hour later. We
settled down to watches with a biggish beam sea going slightly forward.By 1800 it was
blowing F.6 or possibly 7 and we were being headed so we lay off for Tory sound d~St.
70 miles course 225°. Spoke Malin Head Radio on R.T. for an up-to,late forecast and to
tell him we were there. He said they were experiencing similar conditions. By 2000 we
had logged 52 miles and the wind started to come off, so on more sail. By 2400 we were
back to a flat calm and we decided to steam for Lough Swilly for a rest as we were all rather
tired. At 0500 on Friday 14 June we were under Fanad head, log 80, but decided to carry
on to the west with a fair tide under us at 5kn power in an oily swell. Horn Head abeam
at 0730 and an hour later passed through Keelasmore sound between I~hbofin and
Inishdooey, dodging pots, where we had not been before. Wind went NW 3 as we sailed
around Bloody Foreland an hour later. I like the pilotage off the Rosses and we indulged
in some rock skirting with the leading wind. By 1045 we were through Owey sound and
then into Aran roads. Stowing sail as we went we followed a ferry boat up the tortuous
channel into Burtonport where we fled up alongside the pier at 1115. Heine’s time was up
so he returned to Cork overland that day bringing us down to three, and a cabin each. A
holidaying doctor friend of mine later drove us to the Dungloe Hotel for dinner and we
arranged to meet in Derrynane later with the next crew. Aboard in good form at midni~t
I was struck here by the new breed of fishermen around the coast who were ~nost interested in the boat - showed several aboard - one of them is having his large trawIer built across
the river from my study as I write, in Carrigaloe.
Away the next morning at 0530 - getting the show on the road as we tended to call
it - for our crossing of Sligo bay. Deserted as usual but a warm sun and failing N.W. wind.
The Pinta did most of the work steering. Under sail at first but later power. Made good
pleasant progress all day as the diesel thumped over the calm sea. By 1530 off the Stag and
a still ~dde as we carried on inside Eagle island to the south. At least it saved my having
to make that usual awful joke about Broadhaven. 1940 and we were inside all the off~ing
Mullet islands and had the long-awaited experience,rf putting "Turduvillaun on the ~ars of
Achill." Hard a-port through the next group of Islands, port again and we picked a moorings
off a deserted Blacksod quay at 2045 - well pleased with our progress fromTiree. Ashore
that night to the only pub and.no Mass the next morning. A rather sad place really where
the outlook in more ways than one seems rather bleak.
Aboard at noon and off motor-sailing in a freshening S. wind, lumpy sea and rain. At
1500 we were through close inshore under’Achill head and squared off under main and jib
for Clare island which we could not see in mist. Here we took quite a dusting and were glad
to get in under the shelter of Clare island l¼ hrs. later. We got an anchor down off the pier
of Granuaile’s Castle in good shelter and holding in 2 fins. The pier is to be extended to the
N.E. which should give good shelter. Ashore for a good meal at the only hotel. It rained
heavily again that night but no swell. Anchorage would not be tenable in fresh S.E. through
E. to N.E.
Monday 17 June gave a clear fresh N.W. day and we reached over the 16 miles to
Inishbofin in 3 hours, and came to our old anchorage of three years ago off the church. Ate,
drank and slept in the sun on deck for the afternoon and ashore to Day’s much improved
hotel for celebrations that night.
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Next day the weather showed signs of breaking up° We had originally thought of
Cleggan as a crew change port but decided to get south of Slyne head quam celerime. Away
at 0930 into mist, rain an SoEo 4 freshening under reefed main and engine, through High
Island sound. We motor-boat our way down in poor.vis, and were up on low Slyne head
by noon about a mile off and in the race - we had to go in for a fix. Baines handled her
well in biggish breaking seas and we had an amount of water around the deck which combined with the rain made us all rather wet. It was quite unpleasant. At one stage I ventured to
suggest that these were my holidays for which I was literally paying and away: from all that
was dear to me, etc., When Baines interjected as another sea sluiced him, "Its better than
selling suits." Fair enough. We reached down to the ESE in very poor vis. towards the
Skird rocks with a lot of dirt inshore to port. If we did not sight them we had no option
but carry on for Arano They duly appeared at the right time and we down-helmed for
Roundstone. Again we had some trouble avoiding salmon nets going in, had no trouble
with the bar off the friary and at 1500 had our anchor down off the pier. Mrs. Nieuwsink
once again obliged with baths° That night Brendan Lyden, holidaying in Clifden, drove us
to Zetland for dinner and the following night brought us on a delightful tour of Cormemara
with dinner at Revvyle - what a place for the I.C.C. winter weekend and dinner, if open?
Wednesday was a layday, the first of the cruise since Dunmore and we cleaned out the
vessel for the new crew. Weather still poor°
Roundstone towards Cork
New crew joined Thursday from Cork and Brendan joined for two days. I was sad to see
Joe and Dan away - both very experienced and good company. We got away at 1645 and
went over to Portmurvy on Aran for the night. On the way we took a look into Golam
harbour - not very impressive Anchored in 4 fins. off the golden beach at 2015. Dermot
is a gourmet and our cook for this leg so our salmon and turkey supper augured well. Crew
ashore to Dun Aengus next morning. Once again we had N.E. winds on this island. We got
out at 1055 in a lumpy sea and steamed over to Rossaveal in 2 hours. We were lucky to have
gone in at low tide when the rocks are obvious. At full tide it isa fine looking harbour. We
went in for oil at the main pier at half flood - a woman in house on quay has the pump key
- and over to the processing plant for water. On retunaing to an anchor we dragged our
351b. Danforth several times. Brendan left and Max joined from Dublin late that night. We
had hoped to get away south early the next morning but at dawn it freshened and blew a
warm gale from the east with a cloudless day. Most unusual for Galway bay. We sunbathed
on deck all day. The 1755 forecast gave strong E. gale so we laid out the kedge for the night
and had dinner. Doney O’Beirne, who had been with us last year from Hamble to Penzance,
aboard "for a chat. By 2100 the wind started to fall away so we cleared for the sea not
anxious to spend anoth~ night in this rather desolate port - the new trawler pier under
construction’ should improve things. We got through Gregory sound before total darkness
and cut the diesel Had a pleasant night in a calm sea reaching to an E.4 failing away at
dawn to course 220° for Brandon. At 0400 Loop Head was winking away inshore to port.
Later we were powering in mist and fog and got a glimpse of the peak of Brandon inshore
bearing 185° and closed the land in very poor vis. At 1030 we thought we were entering
Blasket sound but it turned out to be Smerwick harbour - the configurations to port and
stbd. are very similar, but the depths are not, so we up helmed around the Three Sisters
and Sybil head into the Blasket sound proper, poured on by the tide. Zero wind and calm
water with shoals ofjellyfisho By noon we were anchored off the beach at Great Blasket.
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and ashore!in the dinghy. A quick lookabout the rather ~erie ruined village where we met
the sole inhabitant, a lady English journalist writing appropriately about solitude, who had us
into her cottage for drinks. Away an hour later around Slea head for Ventry wh~re we brought
up off the beach and ashore to inspect my sister in law’s new cottage. We did not wish to
spend the night there as it is open to S.E. so we went around to Dingle and with some
difficulty found ai deep enough hole to anchor in, off the fairway. We would have been
better off at the quay for the night as it was a long haul in the dinghy to and from the
Skelf~, Hotel where we were entertained handsomely by one of the owners, Bob Creedon,
a keen sailing man.
Monday 24 June saw us away at 1000 for Derrynane - calm and fog at first under sail
but later power. Spoke Valentia Radio. No VHF phone call facilities yet. Close in by
impressive Puffin island. It would have been a good day to land on Skellig Michael but
knowing the climb it would entail we carried on and anchored Derrynane by 1515. Ashore
to the new hotel in Waterville for dinner, driven by our Burtonport friend. There is also a radio
over my bunk. The next morning I just managed ot make the 0630 forecast on it and got
an E.S.E. gale warning over a wide area. On deck we had a N.Eo4. and it looked O.K. so we
were off and had a fast reach to Dursey sound where, the only time I have done so, we
sailed through and were into Bantry bay by 0900 and on the wind for Mizen, port tack and
nearly home. Spoke Bantry Gulf Terminal on Ch. 16 VHF and they confirmed the gale
warning as did Valentia on 1827 ev. ½ hr. The wind was slowly freshening and veering. At
one stage we thought of tacking for Castletown and going in there but we made up to Three
Castles head before it really got up. There we rolled the main well down, dropped the jib and
on the engine. We had it calm to the Mizen but then the wind against tide threw up a really
nasty sea. Wind estimated 7 gusting 8 as we punched our way S.E.’into it with long and short
boards. It got so fresh that it started to flatten the tops of the crests. We got a little wet but
no damage. Certainly it conf’trmed my views on the superiority of this type of high powered
aux, sailing yacht for fast coastal cruising, in relative comfort. We were thankful to free off
around the Aldermah rocks and run up Crookhaven. Several yachts were pitching umcomfortably 6ff the village so we anchored under the lee of Rocky island to two anchors in 1½ fms.,
good holding, and spent a pleasant eve/aing and night with a gale at our masthead but a
quiet hull. Putnams and guests from Faith & Hope C.C.A. aboard later.
On 26 June we went over to Schull in 1¼ hours for breakfast in still murky weather.
After lunch we carried on to Baltimore via the postman’s entrance in quite thick fog in
which we had to feel our way from time to time and sadly missed the usual transit astern
on Clear island. Picked a moorings for the night in the Cove. Next morning on to :~a~loge via
Kedge sound and took the dinghy through the rapids into Lough Hine. ’Lone white goat
observed and photographed on the centre island there before portaging the dinghy out
again through ferns. Had a dusty sail still in fresh easterly’s through Stag sound and into
Castlehaven by 1315. Ashore that night for lobster at MaryAnn’s and later to sea for Kinsale
as the wind had taken off a bit even though still ahead. Pleasant enough night as sea even
though it meant a long tack offshore into the shipping lane’s: and we had a mooring off the
Trident by 0630. Lay Day, cleaned ship and selves and excellent dinner in the Bistro°
Saturday the 29th, the last day of our cruise, we were off at 0800 for a breakfast stop
in Oysterhaven where we left under main, genoa and shortly after spinnaker at 1030. We
carried the spinnaker before a freshening S.W.3 to 4 and sun through the harbour entrance
and completing our circumnaviation uneventfully. A local professional photographer took
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some excellent shots. We dropped the ’chute under Spike and up under our home in Monkstown to let Christine and the dogs Know we were back. We had a slightly elated overcanvassed beat back to our moorings in Crosshaven, which we picked at 1615. Ballerina of Skellig
was home after over 1000 miles very pleasant cruising, slightly ahead of schedule, having
averaged just under 6 knots. "No wrecks and nobody drownded" - but plenty to laugh at,
which after all is the essence of good cruising.
SUMMARY
Crew Date
3
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
3
3
3
3
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
3-4
crew

31/5-1/6
2/6-3/6
3/6
7/6
7/6-8/6

8/6
9/6
9/6
10/6
11/6

11/6
11/6
12/6
12/6
13/6
13/14/6
15/6
16 ’6
17 r6
18’6
20 ’6
21’6
22 r23-6
23 ’6
23 ’6
24~6
25 r6
26 ’6
26 f6
27 r6
27 r6
27 r28-6
29 v6
29 r6
25

daysr

Distance

Time

T__o_o

55
85
21
7
95
46
25
9
9
19
7
13
12
18
12
140
87
30
16
30
19
11
85
8
6
32
32
8
9
5
7
49
5
12

9%
14~
4~
1¼
15%
7%
4%
1¾
4
4
1
2
1¾
3
2¼
22%
15¼
5¼
3
5¼
3%
2
14
1½
1
5¼
5%
1¼
1¾
1
2
7¾
¾
2¼

Dunmore East
Wield ow
Dun latoire
Howth
Portpatrick
Lamlash
E. Loch Tarbert
Ardrishaig
Crimm
Puilldobhrain
Oban
Loch Aline
Tobermory
Coil
Tiree
Burtonport
Blacksod Quay
Clare Island
lnishbot’m
Roundstone
Portmurvy
Rossaveal
Gt. Blasket
Ventry
Dingle
Derrynane
Cmokhaven
Schull
Baltimore
Barlogue
Catlehaven
Kinsale
Oysterhaven
Crosshaven

1024
176
Crosshaven
Av. Speed
miles
hrs
30% of time aboard spent underway.
6 nights on passage spent at sea.
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Wind

Engine
3
1½
½
%
4
4%
4%
1¼
4
1¾
1
2
1¾
3
1¼
11%
13
2%
¼
5%
3%
2
4¼
1%
1
4¼
2
1¼
1¾
1
¾
7¾
¾
¼

Crosshaven
5.8 knots

SSW 3-1
SW-W 4
W-NW 3
SW 4
W-NW 4-5
NW 5-6
NW 5-6
NW 5-6
SW 6-7
WNW 4
Nil
W.1
Nil
SW 1
Nil - $3
SE6-0-N3
NW 1-2
SW 6
NNW 4
S 5-6
SE 1-2
E 1-2
E4-Nil Fog.
Nil Fog
SE 1 Fog
E3-Nil
NE3-E7
NE 1
Nil Fog
NE 1-2
E5
ENE 1"2
Nil-1 E
SWW3
103
hrs
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COMMISSIONING BADGER OF BALTIMORE
by Roger de Quincey
When we sold our Half Tonner Faigh an Bealach we knew we would soon be looking
for another boat. We had our eye on the Contessa 32 even before it won the London Boat
o/the Show award in 1971 so in July 1973 we booked one and were quoted two years
delivery. When we found our boat afloat in Lymington Marina on 4th Zay 1974 we were
duly grateful and did not ask too many questions. We took our time in checking that we
~_0t our full quoted inventory and in this we were helped by Jeremy Rogers and his team
of shipwrights, riggers, engineers, etc. We were also allowed to stay free in one of his
berths while the jobs were completed and made trial runs in the Solent. By the middle of
the month we were ready to sail and also registered and measured to the I.O.R. rule.
Badger has 5 good berths and a saloon which could seat 10 people. She weighs about
4% tons with lead keel 2% tons. She measures 32 ft. O.A., 24 ft. L.W.L., 9½ ft. beam and
5½ ft. draught. S.A. 500 sq.ft,
We planned to sail straight home with our friend Edward Smyth; his son Richard (a
medical student) took his place till he was free to join. We left Yarmouth at 2130 on
Sunday 19 May with wind S.W., F.4. A racing man, even in the interests of good pilotage,
seldom likes to give away a weather berth and we passed too close to the Shingles, being
too far south of the spit buoy. It was a close fetch right across Christchurch bay in ~owing
darkness and increasing cold, but a memorable sail. We dropped anchor in 2 fins. in Studland
bay.
Next day we sailed to Weymouth in glorious sunshine, hard on the wind from St.
Alban’s head, N.W., F.4. We recommended the Sea Cow, where Edward joined us for an
excellent meal.
On 21 May with wind W.S.W., F.4 to 5, we headed straight for Portland Bill as soon as
we cleared the harbour, aiming to get there at 1000, slack water. In a matter of minutes the
Navy was dropping shells not far ahead of us! We did not understand the frigate’s morse
flashes but got the message and sailed clear as quickly as we could, but I’m afraid not nearly
quick enough for the N.O.S. We were warned that the inside passage round the Bill is now
infested with lobster pots and having successfully negotiated that hazard we had a good sail
across the bay until about 1500 when it started to blow up and rain. We were gradually
headed and made our landfall at Exmouth, arriving at the bar buoy at the start of the spring
ebb with the wind F.6 dead ahead. However our good engine and fixed-blade propeUor took
us the 3 miles up to Starcross where we thankfully dropped hook at 2100.
A fast passage to Dartmouth next day in N.W. wind F.6 raised hopes of making Ireland
by the end of the week but a gale the following day meant a change of plan and we decided
to leave her in Plymouth. We left Dartmouth with wind northerly F.6 and were off the Start
at noon. Badger delighted us all, being steady and easy to hold when we did an Uffa gybe in
the broken water. We were tied up in the new Mayflower marina at Devonport by 1830 and
left her there for a week.
We rejoined on Thursday 30 May with Richard Slnyth and a young doctor as crew.
Starting at 0700 we were off the Draystone at 0740, wind N.W., F.4 to 5. Sighted
Manacles 1650. Off Lizard 1730. At Runnelstone 2030, wind backing westerly, praise
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the Lord! At the Longships at 2115 wind was W.S.W., F.5 and we were creaming along
with sheets nicely eased as darkness fell. We had a fine night’s sat but in the morniflg rain
set in, visibility fell and the wind rose to F.7. Soundings dropped from 40 to 25fins. and
we changed to storm jib, a simple enough operation in quite a sea ff you run off and keep
the foredeck dry. I announced that if we did not see land soon it would moan another
night at sea and all eyes were rigged out like prawns! High land ahead, a red flash to
starboard, and we knew we must be close to the Daunt rock, so bore away for Roehe’s
point which was abeam at 2130. Tension eased, appetites stirred and in "this happy, frame~ of
mind we ran slap aground in the entrance to Crosshaven, dark, raining hard and the tide
ebbing. Our standard drill is to lower sail, engine hard astern, get onto other gybe, hoist
away, crew in lee scuppers, engine full ahead and away! We picked up a mooring off the
club at 2230, 39~ hours out from Plymouth, 222 miles made good. Engine was used for
clearing Plymouth sound and between Lizard and Longships.
The rest of the Summer, if you can call it such, was spent around the Roaring Water
bay area showing visiting friends from England the lesser known anchorages. Our plans for
a cruise round I~el~ind, and then a trip to take in Cowes week and the Cork races, were
frustrated by crew problems and the weather; so eventually my wife and I decided to go
off alone up the Kenmare River.
We had twenty days visiting twenty-two ports with only t~ree fine days. But we never
stayed more than one night in port, and had to be most carefulwith our compass in very
poor visibility.
We found Oysterhaven a delightful anchorage with a bit of a swell coming in round the
corner. Courtmacsherry a tricky approach on a falling tide but a lovely anchorage and the
cork tree at the hotel well worth inspection. The run from Galley head to High island, in
very thick weather, a good test of accurate steering and steady nerves. Barloge poor
holding ground for CQR anchors where we had to shift at 0300 in heavy rain; and at
Schull the following day we again dragged our CQR twice and for the rest of the cruise
used only our 28 lbs fisherman with plenty of chain. We meant to spend a night in
Crookhaven, but, after luncheon off Coney island and a beat through Barrel sound, the
weather was so perfect we decided to carry on round the Mizen and arrived at Castletown
in the dark. Next day, August 2nd, a fine day, wind west, F.3-4, Harbour entrance 1030
Black head 1120, Dursey sound 1250, Collorus harbour 1630,(rather exposed to W. winds)
Sneem Bag 1745. A charming tea party with Prof. Widdes and his family, next day, and
such a glorious evening, we decided to sail to Derrynane. Left Sneem 1800, anchored in
Derrynane 2045. Bathed in the morning, left at 1300, through Dursey sound 1600, anchored in Lonehort 1945 in 3 fms. A sense of desolation about the place. Left 0730 next day,
pouring rain, Glengarriff 1430; dined at Caseys. Big swell off the Roancarrig next day,
(6 Aug.) wind westerly F.6, still raining, Lawrence Cove for the night. To Castletown for
water; fishermen declared too much swell to get lobster pots, off the entrance at 1430 we
agreed with them and turned back to Dunboy, anchored, but still too much swell and
returned to Lawrence Cove. Still a good swell on 8 Aug, off Sheep’s head at I000 in poor
visibility; round Mizen before identifying it, but a whale blew in recognition as we passed! In
Crookhaven at 1320. Rain and gale all night. Big swell next day; picked up mooring in
Baltimore at 1700.
Our total mileage for the season was 1,200. Passage-making Solent to Baltimore 567
miles~ Cruise to Kenmare River 400 miles. Sailing and racing in W. Cork 233 miles.
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SHARAVOGE GOES TO HER BIRTHPLACE
by Jonathan Virden.
As Jonathan was between ]obs last summer he spent even longer than usual cruising
in his folkboat, Sharavoge. As a result his usual vivid account is too long for the Annuc~. It
has been shortened by omitting the first part which described his cruise from Howth via
Scilly to Devor~ ICe start with Sharavoge in the Yealm river.
July 14th was nearly cloudless and with a good wind, W.4., so I set off for France.
However, five miles south of the Eddystone I became thoroughly seasick; this was a little
unexpected, for a f’me sailing day without much swell and with very good visibility should
not have affected me. Perhaps the excellence of the Traffords’ dinner had combined with
a quite extraordinary unease about something I could not pin down to make me very
unhappy about, going on. The forecast for visibility at the probabl~ time of my landfall was
bad, so I turned round and went back to the Yealm river on a free sunny day with a good
favourable wind. That evening it blew hard from SW and rained heavily; during the next
two days there were howling squalls up the steeply sided river and thick mist hung about the
trees on the edges of the valley, and I was very glad not to be at sea as gales were forecast
for all sea areas~ The turning back was a curious incident and I still have no idea whether
the instinct it seems to reveal is to be trusted in the future, or whether the truth is that I
rather like to have Sharavoge attached to a good mooring no matter whether the weather is
bad or good.
On 17th July at 0730 1 sailed away from the Yealm and with a good broad reach made
a fast passage to within sight of Ile Vierge and Ile d’Ouessant by 0700 next morning. The
passage was not comfortable and I became dizzy and sick again, but there was plenty of
wind from NW until it died in the beautifully clear morning and we motored into the
Portsall anchorage to wait for the next tide through the Chenai du Four. The anchorage
became less and less protected from the swell as the tide covered the rocks and reefs all
round, but I had a sleep and a meal. In the evening we took the tide southwards and
reached Le Conquet after a mixture of sailing and motoring over a very calm sea. The
swirling 6 knot tide at the Pointe de Kermorvan was a reminder of the strength of the tides
in Brittany.
After a quiet night we went on to Camaret to clear Customs and to buy the beautiful
fresh bread and wine and cheese which are an essential part of the beginning of any visit to
France. Also it was warm alongside the new pontoons; this was the first heat that I had met
in this summer. But after removing the radar reflector from the port spreader, where it
chafes sails badly, we went on to Audierne. The passage through the Raz de Sein was very
easy as the sea was next to flat, and almost untroubled at ½ hour after the start of the ebb.
From the Raz to Ste. Evette the spinnaker was useful in the light breeze, and we reached
the anchorage at 1930, after failing to see the lighthouse on the point just SW of the
anchorage because a new house completely obscures the circular tower from the 9~est.
Sharavoze stayed at Ste. Evette for two nights because the wind blew hard from NW
with low cloud and mist, and as there was much restowing and minor mending to do I :did
not go ashore. The anchor dragged because the bottom was thick weed, and is notorious
bad holding, so we joined a pair of French yachts moored to a big buoy with long bow-lines

38.

only and no other springs or warps between the boats; this is the French style and is only
reasonably satisfactory if there is no swell and a breeze or tide to keep the alignment.
The passage from Audierne to Beno(Iet was a mixture of dull and super. The first
four hours from the anchorage to Pte de Penmarc’h were very slow; even though the
spinnaker was set to catch the little breeze, the tide was the principal propellant under the
overcast sky. But at the point the sky cleared and a fine W4 wind came along, and after
gybing the spinnaker we had a most exhilarating run down the coast. This was a moment
when I really did want to have Rex Roberts at ½ cable off the starboard bow to make
Sharavoge’s photograph of a lifetime. We overtook the plastic boxes being sailed by French
families, until we reached the Anse de Benodet where we came on a dying wind and I started fishing, with no luck, before going into Benodet and finding a vacant mooring close to
the town slip.
I stayed for three nights at Benodet waiting for the finish of the ISORA race from
Dun Laoghaire. On 23rd July I decided that;I must have made a mistake abou~the end of
the race and we set off for Concarneau. When we were about half-way there I saw Otto
Glaser’s Tritsch-Tratsch H sail past so I gingerly followed her into La Baie de la Foret and
on into the big new marina there. My nearly simultaneous arrival had to be explained by
my five week start, and thereafter there was great gaiety, and I found it disproportionately
wonderful to have the company of so many friends from Howth. The sun was hot and the
marina well organised for visitors, and it was only a pleasant walk to the nearest town for
provisions. My liver and head were sorely tired at the beginning of this stop, but by the
time Ian Morrison and Pat Mosse and their wives had joined Querida H for cruising and Liam
McGonagle had appeared in his recently acquired ship the soreness’had worn off. It was
grand to find the I.C.C. well represented in such a pleasant place where good humour
reigned supreme. Various suggestions for further meetings a little further down the
coast were made, but I wanted to go further and faster than the others so no definite plans
could be laid, and, in fact, after I left Le Foret I did not see any more Irish boats.
From Le Foret we went to Ile de Croix on a quiet day, a beat past Concarneau, and
then a gentle reach to Port Tudy under a very hot sun. Here we joined a bunch of yachts
moored between two buoys: the other crews were most helpful in getting the ropes
organised for me. In the evening I walked along the coast to Port Lay, a little drying
harbour which is the base of a Sail Training Camp, where I met B~noit Moquet who is one
of the instructors and is a nephew of some friends of mine who live in Tours. He let me have
a shower in the changing room, which was most welcome, andmext morning he came along
to Sharavoge for a short sail back to Port Lay where he was rapturously received by his
pupils. Under a grey but clearing sky and with a light Wind we went to Belle lie; there
we anchored off Sauzon at 1605 on 27th July. I found Sauzon a disappointing little town
with no good place to eat and the anchorage was uncomfortably exposed so on the
following afternoon, we sailed across the Baie de Quiberon to the Morbihan.
It was an ideal time to visit the Morbihan; the tides were neaps and the visibility good,
so, bravely waving Barney Heron’s account of the area (see I.C.C. 1972 Annual) we sailed
into the narrow entrance of this inland sea at % hour after low water. There was very little
wind and it was quite fun to keep sailing against the ebb which ran for two more hours,
along with several French boats among whom it seemed to be a point of honour not to
start the engine. Just before twilight (2015) the tide turned and the wind died, and so I
motored to the anchorage at lie aux Moines just SE of Pointe des Rechauds. This was a
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superb peaceful evening with marvellous tranqufllity and sunset colours.
The following morning was brilliantly sunny and I went for a long walk on the island,
past oyster beds and through the little town where I bought some mussels. Back aboard I
felt very idle but managed to stir myself to motor on the tide up the river to Vannes. This
was like map-reading for a~mOtor rally with the chart on my knees and binoculars at hand:
the Morbihan is paradise for exploration and delicate navigation. We stayed at Vannes for
two hours at the top of the tide while I looked round the old town, which is quite pretty,
and found a chandler (near the arch at the head of the river) who was able to sell to me a
chart of the Illes de Glenan. After I had bought a rucksack of fruit, the return to anchorage
at the Ile aux Moines was done on the increasing swoosh of the ebb through the narrow
passages between the islands. At the anchorage again, I cooked the mussels and ate them
while watching some ddult pupils learning to sail in Optimist dinghies; their expressions of
concern were hilarious. Th~rrest of that delicious hot afternoon was followed by an
extravagant but proportionately excellent dinner at La Brise as recommended by Barney
Heron .... in particular the palourdes farcies are worth sailing a long way for.
In the early morning of 30th July we motored out of the Morbihan on the last of the
ebb, at about 10 knots over the ground. The speed of the tidal current in the channels seems
to pile up water in the side channels and the water looks quite un-level, though unruffled;
rather as if gravity was locally disturbed. A gentle following wind took us across to Houat;.
during this passage Charlie misbehaved very badly and I had to take charge of steering,
particularly while the spinnaker was set. I think that the main trouble wa~ that there was an
old quartering and beam swell and there was too little apparent wind for Charlie to sense the
direction of it in the irregularities created by Sharavoge rolling and yawing. At Houat we
arrived early enough to be able to squeeze into the row of yachts along the wall; the harbour
was exceedingly crowded and made less comfortable by the aggressive driving of the ferry
pilots. The French families in the boats in the row were quite friendly but tended to keep
to themselves: one man was interested in why Sharavoge was so low in the water compared
with their own modern styling, and was duly impressed by a partial list of the places she
had visited. We stayed for three nights; the day and a half were very hot and pleasant for
walking all over the island and especially to the Caribbean-like beach at the E end and to
the W and S coast. The last day we stayed because the weather was poor, though not
aggressive, and the forecast was for bad visibility. I started to suffer from harbouritis and
wanted to on either to La Loire and up to Nantes or down South to La Rochelle where it
would be warmer.
On 2nd Aug. we left Houat for Ile d’Yeu, but after clearing the reefs S.E. of the island
we came into a dying E. wind and finally a flat calm for three hours, unlil 1430 when there
came a little wind from NW. It was intensely hot and I sat in the cockpit in the sunshine
wearing a bare minimum of clothes and read Thomas Hardy’s Desperate Remedies. I read
very much when alone on an open sea, perhaps as an escape, and this cruise saw many
varied books through my hands. We sailed with full mainsail and spinnaker for the rest of
the afternoon on a peaceful sea under a sky full of a great variety of cloud types .... being
warm and bright and well out of sight of land I had a feeling again of being on the Atlantic
crossing of four years before, with the self-containment, self sufficiency and self-reliance of
the boat and myself, which is so difficult to recapture on land or in company. In the evening
it was clear that we should not attempt to visit Ile d’Yeu at night, the tides being unsuitable
and shelter not available from that wind. So I reduced sail to a boomed genoa only, which
is a rig very good for peace of mind at night, and we sailed past Ile d’Yeu and Les Sables
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d’Olonne, clearly visible on the coast about 10 miles off to port. However my peace of
mind disappeared at 0230 as a large area of thunderstorm with many active lightning centres
approached from the S.E. There was plenty of lightning to the sea and .... well .... yes
.... what do you do about that? After some thought I did an exercise of what I thought
should be done if one has to abandon ship; this was to collect into a big sail-bag things like
the flares, distress radio, large half-fuU water container, compass, torch, life-jacket etc. and
tie the whole object by a long loose cord to the Avon dinghy, which though not inflated,
was only lashed down by a single tie. This all took about 20 minutes and perhaps this is a
lesson in itself, though I was not in a great hurry. Of course the thunderstorm went away, and
on a very hot hazy day we motorsailed ESE down the Pertuis d’Antioche, taking a long time
to reach La Rochelle against the spring tides.
La Rochelle is a lovely place to visit; the port is very pretty and visitors are made
welcome on a pontoon reserved for them. The mud smells when uncovered by the tide,
but the people are friendly and forthcoming, and the pontoon is alongside the ’Champs
Elysees’ of La Rochelle, with numerous restaurants close by. It is really a bit too touristy
to be perfect, but I am not fussy about that when travelling alone.
After two nights in this gorgeous place we set off on the long cruise from ’furthest
south’ to the Thames and the end of the season. I did not want to waste any time because I
had a tentative arrangement to meet the Traffords in the Iles de Glenart a few days later. At
La Rochelle Carol joined us and we motored under the blazing sun past La Pallice and Ile
de Re, NW along the Pertuis Breton and up the coast to Les Sables D’Olonne. The last part
was tiresome because we were motorsailing against a moderate breeze straight into the
setting sun. By good luck and some skilful manoeum’ing we got into a space in the yacht
area of the port which was unbelievably crowded. We dined at "Les Navigateurs" just beside
the pontoon, and it was by far the best of the cheaper restaurants I was in on the whole
coast.
On 6th Aug. we did an early shopping expedition and then extricated ourselves from
the mass of yachts which had been grinding around all night, due to vigorous fishermen
passing by and the hopeless inefficiency of the French methods of mooring. We sailed
half-way and then motored to Ile d’Yeu, again into the setting sun which became very
hard to look towards. We looked into Port Joinville, but decided to stay outside rather than
dry out alongside one of the many other yachts equipped with legs which were already
there. The night was fairly peaceful in the anchorage, and I set out for Belle Ile at 0705 on
7th Aug. The wind was very variable during the day and visibility only moderate, so
although I was extremely sleepy I had to keep on working at the sails or the engine or Charlie
to maintain;a proper course. Sadly, also, Carol succumbed to real-de-met yet again. As we
approached Belie Ile the air cleared and we moored alongside an English boat, Crazy Jane
in the outer row at Le Palais in the early evening after making a faster passage than expected.
On 9th Aug. we rested in Le Palais as the forecast was for contrary weather. In the
evening a big old schooner tried to secure herself in the trots, but, being very under-crewed,
she got into a series of muddles in the cross-wind and finally retreated to anchor outside,
leaving warps attached to the wall and a buoyed anchor in the fairway which I retrieved
for them before it caught the propeller of a ferry. I then joined them on board for a slightly
shamefaced party with the other people they had picked up from the boats they had been
blown against. Carol had nearly given me up as having abandoned her when I finally reached
the harbour again.
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Next day we set sail for the Iles de Glenan, but there was a very unhelpful swell and
just too much wind from W. for us to be able to lay the Glenans, so we reached off to
Ile de Groix where we stayed for two nights. On the day between we tried to sail to the
Glenans again, but after beating for 1½ hours against a filthy sea and rising wind we went
back to Port Tudy. Then I went for a walk while the wind raised white water outside the
harbour.
We reached Les Iles de Glenan on 11 th Aug, in the afternoon after a day of motorsailing against W.4 with almost no swell. It was extraordinarily cold all day; having
navigated carefully into the NE entrance of the group of islands we anchored in La Chambre
near Ile St. Nicholas. We went ashore to see if there was any sign of the Traffords from
higher ground, but there was none and we visited the pub and returned on board for a
somewhat uncomfortable night in that rather exposed place. The islands are like a miniature
version of the Scillies and I would dearly like to go back for a longer spell there. The following morning was extremely humid and murky with visibility about 1 mile; we sailed to
Benodet on a broad reach and arrived there in heavy drizzle and with my rheumatism at a
high peak. I collected some mail, we found some showers (primitive but necessary) at the
Yacht Club de l’Odet (friendly), and .the:main puml~ing shaft of the sea-toilet sheareli.
We sailed to Audierne on the next day, 13th Aug., which was warm and sunny at the
start, but there was so little wind that our plan to go on to Camaret, on the evening flood
through the Raz de Sein, had to be abandoned. Eventually we reached the Ste. Evette
anchorage after a slow floppy passage against the tide, and found that the wind was SSE 3
thus not allowing much shelter behind the south pier. However we were in luck because the
moment of our arrival was dead low water, and we were able to anchor ~loser to the beach
than almost all the other boats and moorings, where the bottom looked sandy, and, in
fact, we did riot drag the anchor although several others did so.
Starting early on 14th Aug. we motored without any trace of wind to the Raz de
Sein over an extremely bouncy and almost malicious sea. At the Raz the sea smoothed out
and as we were swept past La Plate a little southerly wind got up. The wind increased
steadily for the next two hours to F.5 at which time we shot through the Chenal de
Toulinguet like a cork from an over-pressurised bottle, and we went into Camaret in time
for a forecast of much more wind still to come. In Camaret we spent the afternoon and
evening in cleaning and rearranging Sharavoge for me to sail across the channel to England,
and Carol prepared to leave us for her journey to "~Paris and on to the U.S.A. on the liner
La France.
There were half-a-dozen English yachts in Camaret, most of them waiting for favourable weather for the passage home, and I stayed for a second nightdbing the same, I met
a niece of my Oxford tutor and visited their most attractive boat, Tinkatoo (Jersey), and
in the evening of the second day Pennyroyal (R.C.C.) brought John Power and his family
to the pontoons. These were grand hours among most congenial folk .... and particularly
pleasant for me as Carol had gone off on the bus to Quimper.
The remainder of my cruise was without much incident, primarily because the weather
was very clement. We had a windless start to the passage from Camaret to Dartmouth and
much trouble with weed being caught on the rotor of the log, but once there was wind to
help the tides we slipped easily away from French waters. The sky cleared with a cold front
and visibility was good all the way to Start point, and it was very cold in the early morning.
We forced our way past Start l~oint against the tide with full sail and anchored in Dartmouth
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for one night. The next day we arrived in Portland harbour in the dark after a long
frustrating day with too little wind to time our moment for passing Portland Bill, so we
had had to go all round the Shambles. I had never sailed on the South Coast before, except
for a gentle week in the solent with Bill Masser last year, so I had to go round and take a
look at new places where others would easily have ventured through or over. From Portland
we had a long sunny day of light sailing, ending with much motoring against a tide, past
Christchurch and on to Lymington. We stayed in Lymington for a very hot and windless
day, 20th Aug., doing much cleaning, and visiting friends in the evening. From Lymington
we had an easy sail past Cowes and Gosport to Itchenor all in one tide which worked out
well; this was one of the most silent times I can remember: the absolute hush was only
emphasised ~y the soft call of a bird far out of sight. I met another friend at Itchenor, who
helped me pick up a mooring allotted by the Harbour Office, and I spent the re.~t of that
hot clear afternoon ashore with him.
Early in the morning of 22nd Aug. we left Itchenor to clear the bar at Chichester
entrance; it was niisty and still on the water, typical of the beginning of autumn. I saw
some quite odd tide-governed ripples just outside the entrance; after passing through the
Looe Channel there was light intermittent following wind, and all down the coast to Newhaven I was listening to the Test-Match and eating nicely-matured French cheese with fresh
brown bread, and wishing that there was enough wind for Charlie to steer so that I could
read. It was hot yet again and pleasant indeed .... and would have been better for some
company. Newhaven is hell; no one wants to see a yacht there.
During the 66 miles from Newhaven to Dover I flew the spinnaker for all but 1 mile
near the entrance to Dover. This was a grand sail in an increasingly awkward sea. Refining
my spinnaker drill was my principal technical achievement on this cruise. Dover was very
uncomfortable for that night as the C.A. handbook states it usually is. I must have caused
a flurry of feathers to the Port Control officer as I could not find, at the critical moment,
the meaning of his Aldis signals (Reeds does have them, as I found later) but we escaped
without obviously causing any worry to the other traffic. We reached Ramsgate very
slowly, against the tide for the last time this year, on 24th Aug., and I spent most of that
afternoon in planning the route across the Thames estaury for the next day. Having a private
preference for 100 miles to the nearest land and 1000 fathoms underneath, I was alarmed
at the charts for old Father Thames. But the sail across from Ramsgate to Brightlingsea,
although it involved 15 separate courses, skirting 14 obstacles, was fairly easy because there
were provided both a superb F.3 SW wind with nearly fiat water and excellent visibility;
both all day. The tide nearly put us on Maplin spit .... missed by six inches .... and I
misread one buoy out of scores, luckily in a deep place and not for long. Having reached
Brightlingsea after the nervous crossing and not having seen anywhere to tie up, I anchored
at the entrance and started to make a pot of tea which I needed badly. But before the
kettle boiled the Harbour Master came alongside and led us off to a mooring in the creek;
this was a quite marvellous welcome to Brightlingsea for Sharavoge, arranged by the
thoughtful Cyril White, who built her.
She is now laid up at his yard for a 12-year overhaul. It was sad for me to stop at that
moment because I had just got really into the swing of going on and on from port to port;
we had had a really very good run from France and every little thing was in its right place
and in good order .... except the loo, but what the beck about that?
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SUMMARY
To

Date

CHowth)

(arrival)

Wicklow
Scilly
St. Helem
Hughtown
Port Mullion
Fatmouth
Fowey

mymouth
Yeaim River
(Portsa~)
Le Conquer
(Camaret)
Audierne
Benodet
Foret-Fouemant
lie de Grolx
Belle lie, Simzon
He aux Molnes
Vmmes (and back)
Houat
La Rochelle
Les Sables d’Olonne
He d’Yeu
Belle lie, Le Pala/s
He de Gmix
iles de Glenan
Benodet
Audierne
Camaret
Dartmouth
Portland
Lymington
Itchenor
Newhaven
Dover
Ramsgate
BaghtUngsea

Distsa~

Time

Slsy

nau.

h, Lm.

dws/.J~m

13 Juae
16
19
20
25
26
28

30
185
3
3
55
21
2T

6.40
43.15
1.00
1.00
22’.20
7.00
8;55

29

22

5.15

8
I15
I3
12
27
31
12
27
19
20
qi8
13
114
34
27
50
23
23
11
31
27
140
55
45
26
44
66
14
36

3.45
30.10
4.50
3.20
6.30
9. I0
4..30
9.50
70S
6.25
4~00
3.00
30.15
11.35
I 1.40
14.15
6.45
8.45
2.$0
8.$0
5.05
34.40
14.05
12.00
7.00
13.00
11.30
5.25
9.00

13 July
18
18
19
19
21
23
26
27
28
29
30
3 August
5
6
7
9
11
12
13
14
17
18
19
21
22
23
24
25

32 Ports

1432 n.miles

4.

!
5
I
3
I
2
I

~)
4
2
3
3
I
1
2
- 3
2
1
I
2
2
I
!
1
2
1
1
2
1
I"
I
1
(mop)

374 hours = 3,83 kts

ROANE 1974
by R.CA. Hall
Our cruise this year had no particular plan except to head in the general direction of
Cornwall.
The crew consisted of Olga and Brian Gale, Nancy and Cecil Hall. On Saturday 20
July sailed from Crosshaven about 1900 wind W.N.W. 2/3 Bar 1025. All plainsail to genoa
and mizen staysail bound for Isles of Scilly. Weather mostly sunny with fair winds. What
more could you ask for the fLrSt day out? Had to have a bit of help from engine during the
night when wind fell light-genoa and mizen staysail handed. With the dawn on Sunday
morning the wind returned and all plain sail set once more - engine stopped. 0700 Round
Island beacon on the D.F. showed us to be a bit east of course and further bearings showed
an easterly set. Sighted land 0930 and anchored in New Grimsby sound at 1145. A very
pleasant and trouble-free passage, log 136. Bar 1024.
Monday we remained at anchor and took exercise on the Island of Tresco. Weather
dry and dull. Were surprised to find sugar severly rationed in island shop. Unusually strong
tides in the sound - fairly rushing past. Big influx of Frenchmen this evehing, all shapes
and sizes. Damp and misty. W. 5/6, forecast 6/7. Bar 1021.
Tuesday motored over to Hughtown, St. Mary’s on the morning tide; anchored about
0930, fine morning N.W.2. Nasty roll coming in. Set the mizen in effort to steady things
up a bit and keep the breakfast on the table. Cleared customs and ashore to do the town.
An uncomfortable evening with big swell coming in. Had dinner ashore and returned to
find a big Frenchman had anchored too close and gone ashore giving us a foul berth. Veered
more chain to give ourselves more room hoping he would keep clear. Bar 1020.
Wednesday morning, still at Hughtown - this is a most unpleasant anchorage in westcry weather especially when it is so crowded. Still pitching and rolling and that horrible
Frog got his mizen boom under our rail during breakfast. Wind WNW 5, dull, but dry and
cool. After hurling some fairly nautical remarks at the Frog he eventually got the message
and moved. At 1245 we got a bit fed up ourselves and weighed anchor to motor over to
Samson and anchored in the lee of the island. The sun had come out now - the sea was
calm and althought the wind was NW 6 we were able to put up the hood and sunbathe
behind it. Returned to new Grimsby on evening tide. Bar 1022.
Thursday. Fine morning, wind W.2. Weighed anchor 0800, motored out of sound, set
all plain sail outside, bound for Cornwall. Big roll was still there, visibility good and a
pleasant sail across - again not much sun, but a fair wind 2/3. Sometimes genoa boomed
out or mizen staysail according to the variation in wind direction. Caught some mackerel.
Stilly helicopter service going back and forth, a great aid to navigation! Wolf rock was
abeam away to south at 1330. Started engine offTater Dhu aswind fell light and drizzle
came in reducing visibility. Berthed alongside fishing boats in Newlyn by 1815. log 170,
Large feed of mackerel and chips for supper. Evening looking a bit brighter. Bar 1024.
Friday. Busy hour in the morning due to movements of fishing boats. Got some fresh
water and a little fuel - comsumption very light so far. Went for a bus ride and visited St.
Michaels mount, followed by dinner in Penzance. Bit of a tourists day out today.
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Saturday another dull but dry day. Sailed from Newlyn at 1100 wind west 3, main
mizen and genoa bound for Lizard. Spent the first hour or so trying to clean the off and
dirt of Newlyn off the fenders. Gybed off Lizard at 1345 and boomed out genoa to S.W.3.
Manacles buoy at 1600 and altered course for Helford entrance. A fresh breeze blowing
out of river gave us a lively beat up to Helford passage, sails were stowed and we motored
up to anchor off Helford at 1720. log 203. Bar 1022.
Sunday 28 July remained in harbour and cleaned ship inside and out. Wind S.W.5 a
bit of drizzle in the morning, but cleared later. Had a good walk on the north side of river
and then had showers and drink the Helford Yacht Club.
Next day Monday was fine and calm. Made an early start and motored into Falmouth.
Very heavy shopping expedition - this is what the girls came for. Men went to restaurant
to book table for evening meal and got chased out by two large dogs. By a rapid retreat
escaped with only a small hole in Brian’s pants! These savage beasts had been put to bed
by the time we returned to have dinner.
Tuesday, weather same again dull but dry. Weighed 1315 and motored up the river
Fal. There was only one tanker on the buoys up there instead of the usual large fleet which
can often be seen laid up in the river. On the way down river decided to make back for
Newlyn, so at 1445 we made sail, got the dinghy on deck and stopped engine. We carried
the mizen staysail out of the river and as far as Manacles buoy and then came on the wind
for Lizard. As we approached the head the wind became very doubtful both in direction
and strength, so a bit of help from below was called for. At 1900 we tacked off Lizard there was a bit of tide race, but it did not last long and at 1940 we stopped the engine
after about one hours running. With wind W.N.W. 4 the ship sailed herself while the crew
went below for dinner. The wind backed as we crossed the bay freeing us as we did so and
eventually sail was stowed off Newlyn pier. We berthed alongside Scottish yacht Surmantha
at 2245. Wind WSW damp and drizzle, log 256. Bar 1022.
Wednesday. Woke up this morning to find the fishing boats inside us had let go our
stern warps when they went out and the two yachts were bows into the quay between two
trot~. By way of a little twin screw co-operation we both got back into berth again without
trouble or damage. A wet and breezy day, wind veered N’W in evening with a clearance. A
Swiss boat bound for Ireland came alongside in the afternoon, and we had them aboard
after supper.
Thursday 1 AuguSt. Dull and clear this morning but not much wind, sailed from
Newlyn 1040 for Scilly. Rather a frustrating day - sailed in light and variable head winds
with the help of the tide as far as Wolf rock, when the tide turned progress was nil so we
motored the rest of the way to Scilly. Sighted the islands at 1615, had Round island abeam
at 2000 and anchored in New Grimsby sound at 2030. Fine calm evening. Log 297. Bar 1020.
Friday a fine warm sunny day wind light WNW, this was our last day and we went for
a good walk on Bryher before sailing for home. Got a bit delayed on the way back by being
invited to pre lunch drinks aboard a British yacht. At 1445 weighed anchor and motored
out of sound setting main and mizen on the way. Set working genoa ~utside to.’ a light NNE
wind, which did not quite allow us to make our course close-hauled. Kept engine going as
progress in any direction would have been poor without it. Weather bright and sunny, but
the wind very cold. From taking bearings astern as we left the land it appeared that the tide
was making up for our inability to make the course. As evening came on the wind died
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altogether, the genoa was stowed and the engine speeded up. There was a beautifully
coloured sunset on the calm water and a bright moon later. It would have been a glorious
night to be out if it had not been so cold.
Saturday - as dawn broke a breeze returned from the NW and then NE4, set genoa
again and stopped the engine, a cloudy morning but fine, and we are going well on a close
reach. At 0845 the Daunt came up on the DF which indicatedthat we were going in the
right direction and at 0930 a lump was sighted on the starboard bow which was thought by
some to be the top of a Knockmealdown mountain. Before long more lumps appeared and
indeed they proved to be Ireland. By midday lots of land was in sight and it was fun trying
to identify all the various shapes. The sun was out now and the breeze falling light so the
working genoa was changed for the big one. This kept us going for another while, but by
1500 the wind was almost gone and as we wanted to clear customs before evening the
engine was called upon one more. Roches pont was abeam at 1500 and we were alongside
R.C.Y.C. pontoon in Crosshaven by 1625. Home again just 14 days out. Log 434 i~iles. Not
an outstanding performance, but a quite enjoyable holiday which planned itself as it went
along. We had not much sun, but no hard winds to speak of and very little rain. Probably
one of the best patches of what has been a pretty poor season. We cleared customs, watered
ship and had dinner in the Club.
Next day Sunday Roane sailed for Casflehaven, where she has a permanent mooring,
and sailed from there at weekends.
Another week’s cruising was attempted in the f’n-st week in September with our son
Mervyn and his wife Gaff as crew. The less said about it the better. The highlights were an
easterly gale in Crookhaven when we could not get ashore for nearly two days and a major
one in Castlehaven when we had to abandon our moorings at 0400 with F.9 on the ventimeter
and take refuge up the river. Two local fishing boats broke adrift, one passing much too
close for comfort and the other driving ashore just astern of us. After that we returned to
Crosshaven, breaking our main boom on the way.

BALLYHOLME - BALTIMORE, THERE AND BACK IN TOSCA
by Hugh Kennedy
Tosca IV of Bangor is a 9 ton Jolina class sloop designed by Charles Nicholson and
built at Cowes in 1960 by Clare Lallow. In order to provide a family boat for the annual
holiday in Baltimore she is sailed from Ballyholme in early July and sailed back in late
August.
This year she set sail at 2100 on 8 July. My crew consisted of Anthony Campbell
(former rear Commodore, R.U.Y.C.), Frank Hegarty of Mortkstown S.C. (my brother-inlaw) and Fergus McCartan who had last been at sea some years ago in the 100 ton trading
schooner Nellie Bywater and found a 9 ton sloop quite a change. It was a bright calm
evening as we motored out to catch the new south-going flood through Donaghadee sound.
Soon a light breeze sprang up, the engine was stopped and the ship sped southward in a
moderate W.S.Wo wind. It was a bright cold night and very pleasant sailing.
Good progress was maintained. At 1735 on the 9th the Codling L.V. was 1 mile away
and at 2235 the Arklow L.V. was some 8 miles to the west. The wind began to back and
increase steadily pushing us to the east of our course. From midnight conditions worsened
with rain and rising seas. The large genoa was handed but as soon as N0.3 jib was set the
wire luff rope parted at the tack thimble. A disconsolate Anthony, crashing up and down
in the pulpit duly set our No. 4, one size above the storm jib. We were surprised to see the
loom of a light dead ahead during a patch of reasonable visibility. This must have been the
South Bishop and it confirmed our position vis-a-vis the Tuskar. We continued to beat to
windward in increasing seas, the wind rising to at least F.6. The incessant rain did not provide a cheerful opening to the day. Eventually the Tuskar was weathered at 0900 and we
decided to make for Dunmore East in order to have a good meal and a night’s rest. The
rain then cleared and the sailing became quite enjoyable despite the large seas. When we
came up to the Coningbeg L°V. - having sighted the Saltees first - the wind seemed to
increase and we put 3 rolls in the main. By this time the visibility had improved and there
was some sunshine. When we had Hook head abeam we started the engine and motor-sailed
towards Dunmore East and into the shelter of the land. It was a peaceful summer evening
when we tied up at 1700. We had a very good meal in a nearby hotel.
We motored out at 0620 on the 11 th, cooking breakfast as we went. The wind was
W. by S., F.3. By 0900 the large genoa was set and trimmed and Tosca was again beating
to the west,: A~t 1555 Mine head was abeam and at 2015, when we were about 2 miles off
Ballycotton, the wind dramatically veered to the north-west and Tosca charged along gaily
with sheets eased. Unfortunately this wind did not last. As evening closed in it fell away
leaving us bobbing about just beyond the Daunt L.V. When the wind did return it was
again from the west giving a be~t up to and past the Old Head of Kinsale. Then followed
one of the coldest nights at sea I could remember and I had to shorten the watches to 2
hours each although this didn’t afford sufficient sleep for those off watch. During the
early hours as we tacked along the coast we met many fishing boats with long nets
stretching out to sea. At Galley head we had to motor for about ½ hour but then a nice
breeze from the west enabled us to make a long tack into Glandore bay. By noon we were
off Barloge and soon we were able to ease sheets at long last for a close fetch into the
entrance of Baltimore harbour. The anchor was dropped at 1445 and we spent the remainder

48".

of the day with my family celebratilag our arrival.
For the next six weeks the yacht was based at Baltimore and was used for day sailing,
family picnicing and racing, with the usual trips to the islands and nearby ports. We met the
friends we usually meet each summer and amongst others met a sister ship, Madoc, whose
home port is in the Bristol channel; she carries a pair of legs so that she can dry out wherever she happens to go.
The return journey was set for Monday 26 August° My crew consisted of Neil Hegarty
(another brother-in-law), his sister Barbara, Nial Devlin (from Baltimore) and Charles Tl~omson (an English summer resident of Baltimore, aged 16). In the afternoon there was a very
fresh west wind with bright sun and we had to beat out from the moorings in Church bay
(above the R.N~L.I. station) to the entrance of the harbour. This was quite an exhilarating
start and ensured that everything was properly stowed. We waved goodbye to my family
and friends up at the beacon, turned to the east and eased sheets. It was a beautiful evening
with bright sunshine and a brisk wind° The West Cork coastline looked at its best with its
pale green grass and dark rocks viewed over the dark blue sea and white wave tops. Progress
was excellent. The Stags were abeam at 1745, the Galley at 1925 and the Old Head of
Kinsale at 22~5. Barbara and Neil made the most of the conditions to cook an excellent
dinner. A fine clear night followed, lit by a splendid moon till midnight.
Roche’s point was due north at 0122 and at 0350 Mine head was abeam. The wind
had eased since sunset and Tuesday was an ideal day with a moderate breeze, spinnaker set
and beautiful sunshine. At 1455 the Coningbeg L.V. was ~beam and we passed inside the
Tuskar at 1700 and set a course for the Arklow L.V. which was duly sighted at 2000. As
the forecast was for more wind we handed the spinnaker so as to enjoy in comfort another
excellent dinner prepared by Barbara. The evening clouded over towards the west."
We continued to make the most of the favourable wind and at 0220 on Wednesday
the Codling L.V. was close abeam and Tosca was charging along with the large genoa
boomed out to port. From here we set course for the South Rock L.V. We gybed and very
soon it started to rain. At 0420 the Kish light was bearing 295° but the same wild speed
was maintained. At daybreak the wind had settled into a steady S. by E. The rain cleared
off and the remainder of the passage northwards up the Irish Sea was fast and thrilling. With
a steadily increasing wind and large following sea Tosca surged along in gay abandon and
although carrying full main and genoa (boomed out) she never displayed any vices or
tendencies to get out of control. At 1330 we gybed to port, changed the large genoa for
the No. 4jib and put 3 rolls in the mainsail. Almost immediately we sighted the South Rock
L.V, about 1½ miles away and we continued to close the land so as to sail by "line of sight"
to Donaghadee sound. We continued at a fast rate but felt more comfortable and relaxed.
We passed Donaghadee at 1645 with the wind S. by W., F.5 and gusting much more. As we
sailed through the sound the rain came on and the wind seemed to increase. Af South
Briggs buoy the sheets were hardened. As we beat in towards Ballyholme in flying spray
it was virtually blowing a gale. Very soon the ship was moored in smooth water, the Customs
contacted and all was left ship-shape and tidy. By 2030 the crew were sitting washed, dried
and tidied in the bar of the R.U.Y.C. ready for their dinner.
The return trip from Baltimore showed a log reading of 280.6 mil¢~ from the Kedges
to the South Briggs buoy and this was accomplished, according to the log, in exactly 48
hours. This gave an average speed of about 5.75 knots and I doubt if we will ever again make
that trip in such a short time°
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by John Gore-Grimes - Drawings by Bob Fannin.
On Thursday 13 June Shardana set out from Howth for the Faroe islands with Michael
Harrison, Bob Fannin (as Flanagan), Tom O’Gorman and self plus self steering vane aboard.
We had received much helpful advice and inspiration from Rory O’Hanlon who had tried to
persuade us to continue on to Jan Mayen.
Our fn-st night at sea was calm with a 6 knot wind from E.S.E. By next morning there
was no wind at all and we made St. John’s point at high water in time to carry on with the
north-flowing ebb. The sky was clear, marred only by vapour trails of jets rushing quickly
on to the great circle route from the west.
The wind went ahead and Mew island came abeam in the early afternoon. We felt
we had mistaken our timing by arriving at St. John’s point at high water. The flood from
Rockabill to St. John’s is not strong but the current from St. John’s to Mew island increases
as progress is made northwards. The current between Mew island and Rathlin is such as to
make progress against is almost impossible in a four knot craft. From St. John’s to Mew
island is 32% miles, so that except with a good free wind it is better to reach Mew island at
the change of the tide and take the north-going ebb from there.
It took 4½ hours to cross the mouth of Belfast longh, but to compensate we set the
self-steering vane and paid considerable attention to the bonded stores. With Black head
abeam the wind came from the N.W. and blew at a steady 25 knots. Our progress past
muck island and out to sea off the Maidens was heartening and we toasted Thorshavn
with resolution, mindful of the 450 miles between us and its quayside.
Just before midnight on 14 June the tide turned against us and during the next six
hours we tacked between the Irish coast and Mull of Kintyre without making any progress
against the fiendish currents which for some years had kept the Picts and the Celts apart.
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At 0800 on 15 June the ebb tide picked us up and the wind settled in the N.E. By lunch
time we were under the lee of Islay, wistfully passing a distillery just outside Port Ellen.
The light genoa was set and the engine drove us towards Mull of Oa. Fearing the worst from
the flood tide sweeping down past Orsay to Mull of Oa we continued in light winds on a
N.W. course until evening. We had been at sea for 48 hours and we had covered a rhumb
line distance of 140 miles° Our log read 226 miles.
Later we sailed on a N.E. course and at 0300 on 16 June we were abeam of Dubh
A_rtach light. The wind vanished at dawn and we struck the genoa and motored for Skerryyore light which was not yet in sight° We were able to check our position with aD.F. bearing on Barra head. A pigeon landed on the pulpit, an appropriate place since it was Sunday.
It stayed for 3 hours and left a message or two on the foredeck, but no sermon. By lunch
time we had a l0 to 12 knot southerly and we allowed Michael on deck to set the spinnaker.
By this time Michael needed the air, but we put him back in the galley again and soon afterwards we ate a hearty lunch in the sunshine and set about cathing up on our rhumb line.
We had a splendid run through the Sea of the Hebrides and that evening with 36 sea hours
behind us, we had travelled a total of 256 miles on our rhumb line. The log read 346 miles
and we passed Neist point on the way up to the Little Minch towards Eilean Glas light. We
decided to make a stop in Stornoway to take on fuel and water the next day.
Passing between Lewis and the Shiants the sea was full of young puffins flapping
excitedly across a flat sea, to clear our bows. We disturbed a dozing basking shark which
sank quickly leaving a w~ool beside us. We arrived at Stornoway at 1000 on 17 June
and left at 1500 that afternoon. We proceeded past Triumpan head and set course for
Thorshavn. The wind was from the N.W., l0 to 14 knots. Michael set the genoa; it went on
upside down, so he set it again and we stowed him carefully back in his galley. It rained,
the wind increased and blew from almost north. Visibility was poor and we set the self
steering vane. We became anxious about Sula Sg~ir, an unlit rock some 38 miles north of
the Butt of Lewis. Our course should have taken us slightly west of it but we estimated
that we were headed between it and Rona. We were relieved when shortly afterwards the
wind shifted to W.N.W. and the vane steering took the boat back ~onto her rhumb line. By
0500 on 18 June, Sula Sgeir was comfortably abeam, 2½ miles to the east.
As we approached the 60th Parallel the wind blew at 10 knots from the west. The
rain stopped and the seagulls changed into skuas; the puffins had stayed at home.
The sky cleared and in the early afternoon we picked up our first D.F. signal from
Arkaberg on the south end of Sydero. We were on course and taking Rory O’Hanlon’s
advice.w6~ steered a straight course for Thorshavn, making no allowance for the easterly
set, although the wind was westerly. We had read Wishbone’s log in last year’s Annual and
we appreciated the force of the westerly set as one approaches the south tip of the Faroes.
Undoubtedly we were swept to the east of our thumb line, but later the stream south of
Sydero compensated for this and we were fortunate to arrive to the east of some very nasty
overfalls which run to the south and west of Sydero over the Munken rocks.
Visibility was excellent and on two occasions we came upon unattended orange buoys,
floating with no apparent purpose. Could they have been halibut lines? We passed within
half a cable of one and noticed that it had a rope beneath it.
It remained bright all night though the sun had gone down at 2258. Shortly after
midnight we thought we saw land. If we did it was-58 miles ahead. At 0300 on 19 June

Tom got everybody out and pointed northward to a solitary black cloud in an otherwise
clear sky; he said it was land and plied us with liberal measures of Paddy. Very soon we all
saw land; the D.Fo and the Walker log agreed with the identification and neither of them
had a drop to drink.
It turned into a warm sunny day with no wind but, until we approached land, there
was a fairly uncomfortable cross swell. By mid-day the Arkaberg light was abeam; to the
west, although the sea was otherwise calm, we saw and heard the savage breakers on the
Munken rocks. A strong south-going tide slowed our progress; the tidal information which
we carried did not correspond with the currents which we met.
Contrary to all predictions and statistics, we spent the day in the cockpit, stripped to
the waist in hot sunshine, yet steam came from our breath. Sydero, the Lilla Dimon and
the Store Dimon passed by slowly. We heard a shot and saw a tra~vler dart off to sea at full
speed. As we approached Nolso it sounded like the opening of the game season in Corot-m,
with a host of small boats firing and darting off at full speed. We thought at first that they
were harpooners but we learnt later that they were shooting puffins. Certainly the Faroese
puff’ms were less friendly than their Scottish cousins and we did not blame them for that.
Reed’s gives Nolso D.F. station a 100 mile range. We got our first clear signal when we
were 20 miles off, but perhaps we had been deafened by the puffin hunters for the other
80 miles! We arrived at Thorshavn at 1000 on 19 June. We had taken 6 days and 2 hours
to travel a rhumb line distance of 556 miles from Howth. Our log registered 667 miles.
We had stopped in Stornoway for 6 hours, so the average speed worked out at 4¾ knots.
Our engine had run for a total period of 3 days and 21 hours.
Thorshavn is as snug as anchorage as one could hope to find. We moved past the ferry
pier to the inner harbour and lay in 15 feet alongside a wooden pier, which, was at the same
height as the Shardana’s,deck. There was no appreciable rise and fall (1 foot at most) as a
result of the strong currents which flow down between Ostero and Stromo to Nolso. The
anchorage is in the centre of the town, which for a population of 12,000 makes quite a
lot of noise. We had arrived on a hot summer’s evening; there was no darkness and the
Faroese were happy about it all. On arrival we were greeted by Sigurd Sigmonsen who runs
the Tourist Office and who remembers the late Ninian Faulkner’s visits with affection. Rory
O’Hanlon’s visits were also recalled with great enthusiasm and during our short stay Sigurd
did everything possible to help. Future visitors to the Faroes would be well advised to notify their arrival to Sigurd who will send literature and arrange fuel, food and water. Sigurd
also provided us with invaluable tidal information which is not to be readily found in the
printed material. The Faroese have their own National flag which should be flown at the
cross-trees in preference to the Danish flag. The sale of alcohol is democratically prohibited
in the Faroes and this has been confirmed by a recent referendum.
We left Thorshavn at 0125 on 21 June against Sigurd’s advice and consequently against
a strong tide and a southerly wind of 10 knots. Sigurd had recommended an 0700 departure
and it was not until that time that we started to make appreciable progress. We were beating
and very soon enveloped in a heavy fog. Twelve hours after our departure the D.F. put
us abeam of the Arkaberg light. We tacked to the east of our rhumb line to avoid being set
westwards towards the Munken overfalls. B.B.C. was out of range. By evening the wind
began to free and we set the genoa with an east wind of 10 knots. There was no darkness
but the fog remained until early in the morning of the 22nd. During this time we relied
on the "Marine Radar Chec’k’~ which gave us a bearing on every ship using radar. There were
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many ships and by following the bearing for one or two minutes we were able to determine
the course of the approaching vessel. We occasionally scanned the horizon with the Radar
Check, but for the rest of the time we left the instrument switched on in the cockpit, pointed
towards the bow where it picked up signals from any ship passing ahead of us.
We settled in to life aboard Shardana without apprehension until breakfast time when
Flanagan struggled out of the bag and prepared the fastest breakfast of the trip while
Michael slept. We were soon provided with medium rare rashers and tea from a pot which
contained 1 teabag for each crew and 12 for the pot. The skuas ate the rashers and a large
part of the North Atlantic turned into tea for several hour~ When Michael got up he threw
a tantrum; Flanagan wentquiet and the rest of us ate dried meats and drank grapefruit juice
for breakfast. After this Tom sighted a school of whales about one mile off to the S.W. We
altered course to see if we could cross them but they were too fast for us. Some 15 minutes
later we were surrounded by about forty curious dolphins which grew more and more
courageous as time went by. They darted between the stern and the log spinner before
swimming ahead where they occasionally grazed the bow of the boat. They jumped out of
the water and provided a marvellous spectacle for about half an hour when suddenly they
swam off to the N.E., possibly to rejoin the whales.We travelled at an average of 6 knots for
24 hours and passed Sula Sgeir ,in hazy weather at 1615 on the 22nd, aided by the powerful
D.F. signal from the Butt of Lewis. We estimated that we had joined our thumb line about
25 miles south of Arkaberg light. We had been swept to the west by the stream at the south
of Sydero, but with an E. and later a N.E. wind we did not have to make any adjustment
for the easterly set. Between Sula Sgeir and Tiumpan head we were in shallower water and
the short seas frequently washed clean over the boat. The wind direction was N.E. and its
speed varied between 25 and 30 knots. We sailed at 7 knots with full main and genoa. We
passed the Butt of Lewis and came into more sheltered waters at Triumpan head. We had
taken 48 hours to sail from Thorshavn and we had averaged just over 5 knots on a rhumb
line distance of 237 miles. Our log registered 245 miles which would have allowed for the
12 hour beat immediately after Thorshavn.
We sailed down to Eilean Glas light and gybed to a course for Neist point. The wind
registered 25 knots on the dial and we set the high clew reacher. The sun shone and we
moved along at 6 knots bound for Tobermory, where we arrived at 2300 on Sunday 23
June. It was dark and calm and the only sound to be heard was the gentle rush of the
distillery on the shore, working hard for future generations of malt drinkers. The next day
was spent cleaning the boat in hot sunshine, buying provisions and fuel and sampling malt.
The sampling somehow lasted until 0100 on the 25th in spite of the alleged severity of the
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Scottish licensing practice. We had hired a leaky tender which had water up to the floorboards. A kindly Scottish barman pursued us down the pier, laden with the parcels of
provisions and gifts which somehow we had overlooked. On Shardana some work was done
on the charts and a course set for Fingal’s cave. At 0120 the order was given to east off,
but Flanagan had anticipated the order some 15 minutes beforehand and we drifted harm;
lessly around the harbour until the engine was started. Everyone fell asleep, except Tom who
did a sturdy watch until 0600, when Flanagan relieved him. Flanagan’s log entry reads
"got out of the bag and found Tom at the helm with his eyes shut, shouting loudly and
banging his head with his hands." Tom worked on several principles, one of which was that
the noise would keep’him awake. It had been a great watch.
By 0700 we were at the mouth of Fingal’s cave at low water. Tom could not be
persuaded to leave his well carned dreams even though we glanced over a weed-covered
rock at the entrance to the cave and Shardana ran up on it and slid off the other side.
The boat ~shuddered and Tom snored. We passed to the south of Iona in flat conditions
with bright warm sunshine. Course was set for Orsay light which came abeam in the early
evehing. We found ourselves making no progress against a strong ebb. The wind blew at
12 knots from the east. With the main and genoa set we steered to the S.W. across the tide.
Four hours later we were about 12 miles west of Orsay light which was still abeam. The
Antrim coast was clear ahead of us and as the sun set we started to make some outward
progress. With a strong flood tide under us we came abeam of Altacarry light at 0120 on
the 26th. By 0300 we were in Church bay off the small harbour, but it was too dark to go
in so we awaited the dawn. There were no lights on Rathlin but at 0320 someone onlihe
shore mysteriously lit a hand flare and waved it at us. A well illuminated salvage vessel lay
moored to four buoys just over the spot where the torpedoed wreck of H.M.S. Drake has
lain in some 25 feet for the past 58 years. At dawn we attempted to enter the harbour
.guided by the I.C.C. Directions. We found only 5 feet of water, at high tide, at the harbour
mouth, so we reluctantly left Church bay and headed out towards Fair head against a strong
ebb and easterly wind. Tide and wind combined to send us across the sound and we lay off
Ballycastle for 5 hours making absolutely no progress. The wind came up to 25 knots,
gusting 30 knots and we took in eight rolls on the main and set the working jib. We regretted having left the shelter of Church bay but at 1000 on the 26th we at last started to make
good progress. We carded the tide until we were almost abeam of the Maidens. After the
Maidens, we had a further 6 hours of slower progress but the wind was easterly and registered
25 knots. We had taken out the reefs and sailed under full main and genoa. Finally we made
a fast passage southwards and arrived at Howth at 0900 on Thursday 27 June. We had been
away for 13 days and 13 hours and we had spent 11 days 1 hour and 30 minutes at sea. Our
rhumb line distance was 1139 miles and our log registered 1285 miles. We had used the
engine for a total of 7 days and 5 hours.
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WISHBONE IN SPAIN - 1974
There and Back
by Alan Leonard
The Leonards had hoped to visit Spain for many years, and having tried Wishbone
(a 9 ton TM Holman Bermudan sloop) offshore on the passage to the Faeroes last year,
this seemed to be the year to do it. This is an account of the passages which were made
in late June and August respectively. A car accident just a week beforehand rather marred
my enjoyment of the outgoing passage, but being lazy by natuTe ,I had no d~culty .in
letting the crew do all the work!
Outward bound the crew were: Alan Leonard, .Richard Aiken, Laurence Rocke,
John Taggart, Shaun Young (Whiterock to Dunmore East) and Noel Stevenson (Dunmore
East to Spain).
The crew joined ship on Friday 14 June, when there was a fine northerly breeze blowing, but unfortunately there were many last minute jobs to do, and when we eventually
got underway by lunchtime next day the wind was moderating. It left altogether that
afternoon, and 24 hours later, Carnsore point astern, we were still motoring. A southwesterly breeze sprang up at the Saitees, and we made fast alongside Bonnet Rouge in
Dunmore East after a cold beat round the Hook. Log t80 miles 31½ hours, 5 knots, Engine
26 hours.
The next two days were spent in Dunmore organising the crew change and doing odd "
jobs, though on the Monday afternoon we beat up to Passage in a squally northwester
to clear our heads. A blown-away cap retrieved at the first attempt was good ’man overboard’
practice. Noel Stevenson joined on Tuesday evening. We all felt a bit apprehensive about
the passage ahead, and the seas which the fresh southwester was rolling in.
Wednesday 19 June. Under way shortly after eight, with full main and genoa, we
found that the wind was still south-west, but only F.3. It was cold and grey despite some
sunshine, not encouraging for the start of a 600 mile passage. The sheets were scarcely
eased, and certainly the wind was never aft of the beam on the entire passage. In the late
afternoon we were joined by a homing pigeon, which stayed with us right to Spain - it was
quickly given a name, quite unprintable, in keeping with its ability to produce large quantities
of excrement! At 2130 the wind headed, the first of many such shifts, and we put about. Log
at 2300: "Dead Noser’, but pleasant enough night."
20 June. First day’s run 108 miles. Next morning the wind freed slightly on port tack and
freshened. 1100 - SE 4, "Sunny, sheets just started, great sailing." In the afternoon we
changed down to small genoa, and after heaving to for a meal in the second dog watch,
shortened down to 4 rolls and No. 1 jib for the night - we were cruising after all, and had a
long way to go, so no concessions to the hard drivers.
21 June. Day’s run 128 miles. A fine reaching wind on a bright sunny morning made
for good progress, but a thin veil of high cloud soon appeared, the wind backed and freshened
and the cloud cover came steadily down, heralding an approaching trough. By mid-morning
we took another two rolls down in the main, and by noon there was no sign of the sun, so
the Noon Latitude was by consol from Ploneis. This put us almost half way, but little did we
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realise that the second half would take almost twice as long. At about 1500 there was a
heavy shower, followed by moderation and clearing, by 1900 all the rolls were out and by
2000 the wind had gone altogether. After a few hours motoring the wind came up again inevitably from ahead.
22 June. Day’s run 100 miles. After the 0630 forecast we shortened sail, but the

56.

wind increased steadily all morning, and despite being down to six rolls and working jib,
large wave crests were frequent visitors on board so another two rolls came down. Under
this rig she clawed to windward at 5 knots, but after a gale force rain squall we got fed up
and hove to on a westerly heading. The outlook immediately improved. The blow was short
lived, and by 2200 left us in a big lumpy swell.
Sunday 23 June. Day’s run 81 miles. Having motored most of the night with the main
strapped in, the SW breeze which filled in the morning was welcome and we actually
fetched our course sailing close-hauled, for the next 9 hours. But even this was too good to
be true and in the evening, as the sky clouded over, the wind steadily headed. The night
which followed was most unpleasant. A rise in wind strength such that we had to shorten
sail from full main and genoa, to lying a-hull under 10 rolls in the main and no jib, in little
over two hours, hardly seemed in keeping with "a low of 1002 moving slowly., o" Our
situation was particularly uncomfortable, since with the heading winds we were to the east
of the thumb line, right in the busy shipping lane from Ushant to Finisterre.
24 June. Day’s run 88 miles. In the morning the wind veered, and the sky cleared for
long enough:to bring down the sun - Long 8° 56’W. In an attempt to make some progress
we set the storm jib and ’iron topsail’ - laying SE and making about 3 knots. The wind
gradually eased in the late morning to leave us in a big lumpy sea, yet again, that afternoon.
"1500 - Rain, quite calm, confused sea." By now the pattern of wind filling in from a
favourable direction, and then heading and freshening was familiar, and this was true to
form. A brief clearing,gave us a glimpse both of distant land and of the sun, and a hasty
altitude was to prove of great value in the landfall. Fortunately the night was clear and as
we dosed the shore ~ lights of Punta Candelaria and Cabo Prior were readily identified.
25 June. Day’s run 85 miles. After we spent the night beating west along the coast,
in the dawn the Torre de Hercules gradually appeared beneath its light, and the sun lit up
the white modem buildings of La Coruna. The wind, inevitably now, veered to blow
straight out of the Ria - it seemed determined to thwart us. However, we rounded the
breakwater at 0900, and anchored off the Playa de Burgo at 0945.
The remaining few days were spent around La Coruna, though one day was given
to a visit to E1 Ferrol del Caudillo, which had little to commend it. The passage of 590
miles was completed in just over six days, an average of little over 4 knots, and while the
boat was not driven to racing pitch, the conditions did not allow much respite. Fortunately
the return passage was a complete contrast.
Homeward bound~Ahe crew were: Alan Leonard, Tom Roberts, Ken Smart, and Ed
Ginn.
Ed Ginn and I joined Tom and Ken in Villagarcia in the middle of the night after a
taxi ride at break-neck speed along narrow twisty roads. Our first day was spent sleeping,
eating, checking rigging and gear, and generally preparing for sea, then ashore in the evening
for a meal and to watch the Fiesta. The weather system was a high over the British Isles,
a ridge to the Azores, and north winds everywhere, strong to gale near Cape Finisterreo
Ideal conditions for the passage home!
Monday 19 August. After a brisk run out of the Ria de Arosa, and some hairy
navigation in a narrow passage inside the Islas Sagres, the beating began. We anchored off
the Playa at Corrubedo for lunch, and then beat up to Muros in the afternoon. Surely this
was not going to be another windward cruise, - certainly we had no thoughts of staying in

Spanish waters, in case it was.
21. August. Having spent a day provisioning in Muros we left in a flat call at 1130
A light northeaster sprang up when we cleared the land, and freshened greatly off Cape
Finisterre. " Down to 4 rolls and small genoa, with the wind NNE we set off well to the
west of the rhumb line, across the shipping lanes. While we were in the separation zone, we
counted six vessels northbound inshore of us, and seven southbound offshore.
22 August. After a night of good windward sailing we got more sail on in the morning
and continued well to the west of north. By the time the wind veered enough to let us lay
true north, we were in 1 l°W. The day’s run was 138 miles, approximately 5 knots to
windward. By 1500 the wind was away - we were out into the ridge, and motored north
in call conditions all night.
23 August. Another day’s run of 138 miles. With a light westerly breeze we set the
new radial head spinnaker, pole to forestay. At 1015 the halyard snapshackle let go, which
meant a trip to the masthead - it was fortunate that there was no more than a little sea.
With the spinnaker set again, we began what proved to be a long easy reach in warm
conditions. The log reads "Skipper had a bath in cockpit - Dirty brute!" The wind freed in
the afternoon, and left again that night.
24 August. Another call night meant more motoring, 8 hours in all, and then up
spinnaker again in the morning. After a day’s run of 142 miles the wind freshened all afternoon and by 1800 Wishbone was trying to broach, so we changed down to boomed-out
genoa. Further freshening from the south-west meant down to small genoa and four rolls
for the night. At 2300 the seas were seen to be big for the wind strength; since there was a
depression to the north-west, I wondered if the seas were heralding a blow, but it never
materialized.
Sunday 25 August. After a night spent trawler-dodging in fresh conditions, the wind
moderhtdd after dawn, and the reefs were shaken out. This time the day’s run was 165 miles,
almost 7 knots, so we were now far enough north to want to drive hard for home. At 1500
we changed up to big genoa. We had our first glimpse of land at 1900 and at 2000 identified
the Seven Heads, set the spinnaker and ran off for the Old Head of Kinsale, where we
arrived at dusk. The spinnaker was carried, pole to forestay, right in to the Fort, and we
picked up a mooring in Kinsale at 2325 - 4V2 days less five minutes, 666 miles on the log,
6 knots, engine hours 28.
26 August. With almost a week to get home, we could afford to relax, and there were
to be no more night passages. We spent the day in Kinsale, "the port of lost cruises" and
were delighted to have Colonel and Mrs Berridge on board.
27 August. Determined that this was not to be a "lost cruise" we were away at 0800,
under power in a calm. A light souwester came up at 1030 and freshened all day - the log
reads "Beautiful surfing 9 knots, under control" for four consecutive hours - past headland after headland, and into Dunmore East by 1840. Despite long periods of fast surfing
the day’s average was only six knots over the ground, mainly because of adverse tide.
28 August. Now we were to pay for all that free wind! The wind had backed southerly
and increased to F.6, which meant a long hag past the Hook to the Coningbeg, under 6 rolls
and working jib. I had intended to go through Saltee sound, but felt it out of the question
in the big seas and poor visibility prevailing. At one stage Tom got a wave in his mug - can this
be the origin of the name SaRee? ,We had a reach to the Tuskar, passing between it and the
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Bailies, and then, under reefed main and boomed-out genoa, also outside all the
Glasgorman buoys, and into Arklow by 2020. The day’s run was 75 miles, again 6 knots.
29 August° No wind at all but a leftover swell and poor visibility. Motoring north,
we just failed to catch the tide at Wicklow head, which took a long time to get past. After
a few hours in Wicklow, we got under way with the new tide and up to Howth.
30 August. Again penance for past free winds, NE F.4 for a north-easterly course!
Grey cold and wet, the Irish Sea was in good form! Short tacks inside Lambay, and then a
long leg outside Rockabill until we closed the shore again off Carlingford Lough, in fact
with the Haulbowline on the nose° Then a couple of tacks took us up to Kilkeel by 1835.
Although we logged the wind at F.4 all day, the Coastguard told us that his recording
anemometer was showing F.5-6 as we came in. Distance 40 miles, log 54 miles, speed 5
knots, made good to Windward 3V2 knots.
Saturday 31 August. This was one of the most miserable days I have ever spent at sea,
calm with thick fog. At St. John’s point the Diaphone rattled the pots on the stove, but
we saw nothing. A compass course brought Wishbone nicely inside the Patrick’s rock and
back into Strangford Lough - one doesn’t mind rock hopping in familiar waters! At
1345 we picked up the mooring off Sketrick Island, 962 miles after leaving Muros.
The Lores eating you will read of elsewhere, for my part the passages were some of
the most satisfying sailing I have ever done, the first in terms of achievement in adverse
conditions, the second for sheer pleasure, with just enough fresh winds and windward sailing
to keep one humble.

GALLEGAN CRUISE I
Bathing and Boozing on the "’Costa del Oeste’"
by Maura Pritchard
(Wishbone had three separate cruises on the coast of Galicia which we found very
different from the rest of Spain. The people are friendly and charming, but fiercely
individualistic and proud of their Celtic (or pre-Celtic) origins - they have the bagpipes
and make no secret of the belief that they gave them to both Ireland and Scotland. Only
they could turn the noun Galicia into the adjective Gallegan, so we have used this for our
main title. "G.L.)
La Coruna - Burgo Iberia set our cruise off to a bad start. We were dumped in La
Coruna in the rain at 4 o’clock in the morning with only the clothes we stood up in. I
cannot forget the sneer of suspicion on the hotel clerk’s face when Marshall and I asked
for a room, clutching our duty free gin the only luggage we had. The room was secured
by Margaret’s venerable air of respectability after which she liked to be referred to as the
"oldest and most respected" member of the crew.
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On Sunday morning the sight, of Wishbone:,, lying peacefully in brilliant sunshine
restored our dejected spirits. The smile soon left my face when I learned that my luggage
had not been found and nothing could be done until "manana". It f’mally appeared on
Monday evening and even then I had to make a scene to gain possession. Now we could
leave and did so immediately, motoring a couple of miles across the bay to Playa det Burgo
for a meal. Here Skipper landed us at an extremely steep slippery slip and it was only by
the grace of God and some helpful Spaniards that we reached the top of it.
Burgo-Lage 1-2 July. We soon settled down to shipboard routine° Skipper was usually
snoring by 10.30 p.m. (despite the row kicked up by the crew, usually well in their cups"
by this time) and up again at 7.30 a.m. for the weather forecast. He brought the crew
gently back to reality with glasses of orange juice. The first day was not particularly
pleasant, for me anyway, I have only unhappy memories of my head in a bucket. The
visibility was poor and we were mainly under power with short spells of sailing. We turned
the corner at Islas Sisargas and anchored in Lage at 1830. Skipper cooked us one of his
famous skillet dinners after our usual "party", enjoying to the full the duty-free and chatting
abo4t the day’s sail. During one of these sessions Mar~hhlI was rather miffed when he discovered the crew thought him five years older than he is. That was a dull evening so after a walk
barefoot along the beach we turned in.
I.age - Camarinas 3-6 July. After the usual routine we were off by 1140 the next
morning. Once out of the Ria we were caught up in a vast swell with fresh wind and a
difficult sea. We rounded Cabo Villano, and made a fast entrance to Ria de Camarinos
fascinated by the great breakers on the rocks on both hands. This was the day that
Marshall questioned that Skipper’s ridiculous assumption that no one drinks before 6.00pro
His tentative suggestion that drinks might be served before lunch met with universal
approbation.
Camarinas was my favourite anchorage and we were to be here for two days riding
out a gale. It didn’t seem like a gale though with the blazihg sunshine and blue sea. Marshall,
Margaret and I spent the 4th ona lovely sandy beach half-an-hour’s walk away where we
sunbathed and swam to our heart’s content. We joined Kathleen and Gerald in the evening
for a meal ashore. Returning in a somewhat euphoric state, Skipper nearly upended the
dinghy by not sitting down as promptly as he should.
Camarinas - Sardineiro - Muros 6-8 July. Suffering now from harbour nerves we
made an early start on Saturday 6th after Margaret and I had been ashore shopping, a job
we loved as it gave us the opportunity to "show off" proudly our newly acquired smattering of Spanish. Just before we managed to up anchor, we got an unmerciful bump by a
fishing boat which bent the pulpit and put the chain pawl out of action. Eventually we were
off on a close reach down the Ria for a wonderful day’s sailing in a big sea. Cape Finisterre
was abeam at 1300 when we came on the wind and beat up to anchor in Sardinneiro bay
which looked very picturesque from the sea but was disappointing and dirty ashore.
Sunday morning saw us away early againwith forecast E 2-4. We stopped at Finisterre
village to take on water and proceeded mainly under power to Muros. This was a very hot
tiring day - the sun beat down mercilessly and one was reminded of the Ancient Mariner.
We were thankful to have the anchor down in Muros and the cockpit awning rigged to get
cooler° Muros is a beaufitul old town with lovely Westminister type chimes. We spent the
day exploring, shopping and enjoying it, ending with a good meal ashore at the Cafe Lugano.
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Above: Mussel rafts in Galicia. Photo. M. Pritchard.
Below: Some of the Tall Ships in La Coruna. Photo. G. Leonard.

Above: Wishbone. 31 ft. OA, 24 ft. WL, 9 ft. beam, 5¾ ft. draught. SA 536 sq. ft.
Designer. C. R. Holman. Photo. A. Leonard.
Below: Sharavoge arriving at La Foret. Photo. 14/. M. Nixon.
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Muros - Vigo - Bayona 9-11 July. On Tuesday 9th we were off for Vigo with
spinnaker set. However, the wind died away in the afternoon and it was unbearably hot
and sultry. As we entered the Ria de Vigo past the Islas Cies we admired the very f’me
scenery. We tried Vigo harbour, but it was crowded, dirty and generally unpleasant so we
anchored at the head of the Ria in Ensenada San Simon which was delightful.
The next morning we had a pleasant sail to Bayona where we moored at the Marina
pontoon. There our "Lores Eating Days" reached their peak: it was hot, over 90°, we
swam, sunbathed, ate, drank, all to excess, admired boats, visited boats. We had time for
serious discussion and the skipper’s life became a misery aS three quarters of his crew,
being accustomed to international 8 metres, were slightly toffee-nosed about modern fat
boats. The "oldest and most respected" member kept looking for a runner to haul herself
on board from the dinghy.
The bathing at the little beach below the yacht club, was particularly enjoyable because
we were so hot. Even Skipper ventured to swim for the fwst time in 18 years. We tried
how many times we could swim round a certain buoy and Margaret always won hands
down. We had two good meals ashore in Bayona, at the Parador and the Yacht Club.
The" club was ~xtremely friendly and comfortable, and we toasted the large ICC burgee
displayed in the bar.
Bayona - San Genjo - Ria de Arosa 12, 13, 14 July. Regretfully we decided to
head north again, ~o. on the 12th had a short trip under sail and power to San Geajo,
a very good p~ace for shopping. The yacht club was excellent in every way and gave us a
very warm welcome. We had a pleasant evening there dining and drinking.
On the 13th we woke to drizzle for the first time, but fortunately it soon cleared up.
We were offby 1 ~20 and by 1345 were beating into the Ria de Arosa. Thereafter we
enjoyed very pleasant sailing till we anchored in San Julian - South Harbour. This was a
very sung little anchorage, completely sheltered. After our meal on board a French yacht
Vire au Vent II sailed in. Greetings were exchanged in French. They also had found Vigo
"epouvantable." Margaret, Marshall and I rowed ashore to a little deserted playa for our
daffy swim.
Wishing to explore this most beautiful Ria, we spent Sunday 14th having what Margaret
called "a real Strangford Lough" day. In the light breeze we beat amidst scores of mussel
rafts to Rianjo and had lunch on board watching a procession in national costume. The
holding in this anchorage seemed poor and it was very exposed so we ghosted back to San
Julian for the night.
San Jufian - Corcubion 15 July. We were away under power at 09~0 avoiding the
northern passage as we had had enough rock-hopping coming in. We motor-saffed up the
coast threading our way through the numerous off-lying rocks and islands - inside
Finisterre and up to Corcubion where we anchored for the night, going ashore for a
wonderful sea-food meal.
Corcubion - Camarinas 16 July. We woke." to a really wet Hebridean type morning
with no wind, the beginning of an unpleasant day. Outside Finisterre we wallowed in a
huge uncomfortable sea. The Spanish food and the big swell created problems with our
"oldest and most respected member’S" ulcer till Marshall suggested the universal panacea of
a large G and T to be taken internally at the first twinge. This worked a treat and Margaret
even offered to adopt Marshall as her personal physician. This was the day Skipper started
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his "Song-along-a-Gerald" technique to boost the crew’s morale. His melodious tenor voice
resounded over the water the strains of songs old and new in several languages. This became
a regular feature of the day’s sailing to the great enjoyment of all.
It was fiesta time in Camarinas when we anchored there at 1630. Everything was in
full swing and that evening we had little sleep what with the blaring music of two bands,
the noise of the tomboIa stands, the fire-works and the loud booming of cannon. Nevertheless we enjoyed joining in the dancing in the streets and the welcome meal ashore at our
own little Cafe Marina.
Camarinas - Corme 17 July. Sadly we said Adios to the Fiesta, bound for Corme. There
we met our Spanish "Andy Capp," the proprietor of the one and only eating house where we
had a very good and incredibly cheap meal. He was stout, unshaven and wore." a cap° A cigar
stub never left his mouth even when he spoke, which was continually. When asked for wine
he produced a pale opaque concentrate in a large white jug and indicated that one was
supposed to dilute this potent beverage with clear, fizzy lemonade. It was not at all unpalatable, and had no disasterous results.
Corme - La Coruna 18 Julyo This last day’s sailing was the very best we had and after
an early start at 0850 we were hard on the wind most of the day with a good fresh breeze
and fairly large sea~ The coastline sped by as Wishbone romped along happily° We had our
sing-a-long and our G and T’s for purely medicinal purposes and felt really exhililrated when
we anchored in our old spot in Puerto San Anton at 1630.
The Tall Ships were anchored off the Club and the crew of Adventure invited us on
board the next morning. I enjoyed exploring this most impressive racing yacht from stem
to stern and chatting with the Skipper, Davy Crockett (truly!) It was because of the Tall
Ships that we had come back to La Coruna. Beforewe left Ireland Skipper had telephoned
to Eric Healy to say that we would try to visit Asgard, and he had arranged too to see Sam
McBride on Taikoo~ Unfortunately, Asgard had not turned up when we left four days later.
Taikoo was there, but Sam McBride had not yet joined her° Taikoo is-an’. Ocean Y.C. yacht,
and Sam is at the centre of the present move to establish the OYC in Northern Ireland.
There were, of course, many other famous yachts for us to admire before the three of us
said our sad farewells that evening..

GALLEGAN CRUISE II
Mists, Mussel Rafts and Muros at Midnight.
by Elicabeth England.
Our flight out to Santiago was less eventful than some, but that didn’t stop us being
very glad’ to find a taxi driver who was prepared to take us to the Castillon de San Anton in
La Coruna, even if he didn’t know where it was! It was found, in a mixture of voluble
Spanish and execrable French, and we joined the Aged Patents on board a spick-and-span
Wishbone at 2140, with just enough daylight left to admire their tans and just enough

energy to celebrate the tail-end of Fred’s birthday with a quiet drink or two before falling
into our berths.
Next day, Monday we spent finding our sea legs -neither of us had been afloat since
Boxing Day - and provisioning ship, largely from the cornucopia of the market: a small
supermarket in the basement, surmounted by the gay jumble of the 8arden produce stalls,
and topped by the fish market, a mass of silver slithering eels flanked by pink shellfish
and improbabl.~ scaly fishes. After a siesta and leisurely meal, we walkdd tO "the Yacht Club
to inspect the assembled Tall Ships, and were invited on board Taikoo. It gave me a slight
sense of unreality to be on a sailing boat of this size, walking along corridors and looking into
cabins with berths stacked all around. A very impressive ship, but I can’t help preferring
a more manageable size of craft.
The 0730 forecast promised us N 2-4 becoming N.E. 5-7, so we rose with alacrity (well, managed to stagger up in time to have both anchors lifted, under power, at 0950)
and beat out of the bay under main and genoa. An hour’s reaching in a big rolling sea and
I was beginning to see the advantages of a larger vessel. Everyone else enjoyed a good day’s
sailing, with some motor-sailing under main and engine when the wind dropped, but I was
somewhat relieved when we anchored in Camarinas at 1830 - the first of ten yachts, p~0~tly
French, to arrive that evening. The normally quiet Cafe Marina was packed, and small girls
Were sent scurrying For moi’eeggs and tomatoes to feed the polyglot roomful of yachtsmen
- and women. Father cari-ied on a~ong conversation with a brunette from a French Fjord
33, which was anchored just outside the harbour (only one boat besides ourselves managed
to get inside.)
For the next two days the weatherman said winds 6-8. And was right. We lazed on
board, or made sorties ashore to inspect the state of the local agriculture, and on Thursday
to join the populace spending the Fiesta of Santiago on the beach. Camarinas is not however
the most prepossessing of Gallegan villages, being too small to merit a proper refuse disposal,
but large enough to need it. It has however, the excellent Cafe Marina, which introduced us
to the local specihlities, the delicious merluza, which surely cannot be merely hake, and
caldo, a rib-sticking bean-and-kale soup.
We were glad when Friday’s forecast promised us force 5-7, moderating, and by 0945
the anchor was up and Wishbone was motoring out while Gerald and Fred set the main
followed by the small genoa. It had been such a pleasant morning in harbour that they had
neglected to put on oilskins, and in the prevailing swell they were ruefully dripping by the
time the job was done. Gerald came back to the cockpit, inspected the set of the sails, and
decided that it was a good time to show Fred the mysteries of roller reefing. With three rolls
in we were rriuch more comfortable, and enjoyed the morning’s reach to Cape Finisterre
in steadily moderating conditions. Off the Cape at 1330, we ceremonially consigned to the
deep the sandals which Margaret Green had left. By mid-afternoon the wind was very light,
and we motorde for an hour before anchoring in Muros at 1740. Ashore that evening, we
enjoyed our meal although the service was slow even by Spanish standards, so that it was
2330:when we launched the dinghy again at the slip in front of the cafe. The tide and wind
had risen, and there was a nasty chop of a cross-sea, but we all got in, only a little damp,
and started rowing for Wishbone, bucking quietly about 120 yards off, For some forty
minutes (it can’t have been longer, though it seemed it) we rowed. A pull strong enough
to make any progress caused the little dinghy to ship a couple of gallons of water; Fred
was already sitting half in the water to improve the balance, and the rest of us felt the level

rising around our ankles When all the town lights went out and the moon set simultaneously,
and we were near enough to see just how much Wishbone was pitching and rolling and think
of the problems of climbing on board in the dark, we took the better part and allowed the
fresh breeze to return us to the shore in two minutes flato By the time we had pulled the
dinghy out at the slip we were all immersed to waist and elbow, so that it was a woe-begone
quartet who dripped back into the cafe at 0030 to seek beds°
Next morning, Wishbone smiled at us from a sunny millpond. We were glad enough to
be able to spend a quiet morning on board. In the afternoon, Fred and I went ashore to
explore this ancient town - up the hill by the church, which we didn’t go into as there
was a wedding in progress, a scramble through a small shady wood, arid through gorse and
briars to the top of the hillo We sat on the smooth rocks, weathered into fantastical shapes,
and populated by strange flying grasshoppers, beautiful swallow-tailed butterflies, and lizards.
The entire hillside is criss-crossed by the walls which gave the town its name when the Romans
found it, a maze of walled gardens with paths between. The main paths are paved with great
slabs of stone, roughly laid and much weathered.
On Sunday we made our way south to the lovely Ria de Arosao It was a fluky, hazy
day, the only memorable part of which was when, in the Ria, we tried out the new
spinnaker with great success° But it had to come down so that we could negotiate the mussel
rafts which make these parts look like some far-eastern floating village, and anchor in San
Julian, this time the north harbour. This is a pleasant spot, somewhat marred by the passage
of the ferry, and in our case by a nocturnal visit from a dinghy-full of a stone-throwing boys.
Monday morning, and we followed the ferry up the Ria to Villagarcia. The Sailing
Instructions were somewhat patronising about Villagarcia, but the Club de Mar, while
scarcely more than a bar and a spar-shed, has a visitor’s mooring, an English-speaking steward,
a waterhose and a small crane, while the town behind the sea-front is a pleasantly busy place
with excellent shops and a frequent train service to Santiago and Vigo, besides cafes, a
discotheque, and a delightful little park° Incidentally, the shoeshop beside the postoffice is
owned by a gentleman whose son is a lecturer at Liverpool University - but we didn’t discover this until later° We were relieved to be able to decide on Villagarcia for our next crewchange, and sent Alan a telegram to this effect before weighing anchor in a sharp squall to
explore the Ria. We headed towards Toja Grande, as I had an urge to see the hot springs. Well,
we saw some plumes of steam, but after a look at the shallow, crowded bay and an exchange
of gestures with the ferryman, we turned tail and nosed our way back out of the narrow
passage° On the way out, we managed to identify the puzzling Spanish buoys one of which
was missing. San Martin del Grove struck us as a much more comfortable place fo spend the
night.
A hazy morning made the way out round the Grove peninsula a little difficult, as we
threaded our way through the shoals and dodged the rocks, half of which turned out to
be fishing boats, with one man sitting patiently tending his lines in the middle of nowhere.
We saw one with a rough sail, and a few of the larger ones had engines, but mostly they
were propelled by long sweeps, apparently for miles, Once out of the Ria, we sailed down
the coast past Islas Ons and Onza, with the famous pearly mist still reaching out to us. The
afternoon was clearer, and we slid smoothly in to Bayona to the pontoon° Smoothly, until
the skipper was distracted by a shouted query" from an6ther yacht, aridthe engine-hand
(guess who). missed the gear-change .... A shower and a very good meal in the yacht Club
restored our equilibrium°
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The log, which had been increasingly disagreeing with the distances marked on the
chart, had finally packed up, and we spent most of the next morning looking for a repairshop, ignoring the helpful people who told us we would have to take it to Vigo. When we
finally found a radio repair place, it had a workshop which an electronics lab, might have
envied and the job was done in l0 minutes at a cost of 25 pesetas. In future I should include
a soldering iron in the toolkit, at least for going foreign - dictionaries and phrase-books
don’t really cater for such problems, and waving a circuit diagram is no help until you f’md
the right man to wave it at. We also obtained supplies of fuel, with the kind co-operation of
a motor yacht, fresh in from the Scillies non-stop, who stopped half-way through taking on
their 2,000 gallons to let us have ten, and then ferried it across the bay to the pontoon for us.
At 1515 we pushed out from the pontoon, setting main and geno~, and drifted out of
the bay under the watchful eye of the Virgin of the Rock. Outside, we had one of the best
sails of the year, a hard beat in a northerly force 3-5 up to San Genjo, in a big swell which
made movement on board quite difficult. When we anchored at 2045, we had clocked up
20.6 miles on the newly-reliable log in 5½ hours, the last and first of which had been little
more than drifting. We felt a glow which was not all sunburn as we sat sipping cold drinks
on the balcony of the yacht club, which is perched on the pier, and commands the small
harbour on one side and on the other the entrance to the Ria, just then displaying a fine
sunset.
Time was drawing in, Wishbone was headed north again for her rendezvous in
Villagarcia. While Gerald sat in the club trying in vain to make telephbnic contact with the
next crew, Kathieen Fred and I enjoyed ourselves in the superb Spar supermarket - best
food shop we’d found in Spain. Reprovisioning was completed in record time, the only
things we failed to obtain being Mondariz, the spa water to which we had all become addicted
(in some cases, suitably diluted from the bonded stores.)
We left at 1220, motoring in a glassy calm out to sea. Again, once out of the Ria we
found a nice sailing breeze, and close-reached under main and genoa up the coast, which
for once was not shrouded in mist, and had a glorious afternoon sailing into the Ria de
Arosa again, to anchor at Pueblo del Caraminal. The small fishing harbour is flanked by a
shallow beach which was well sprinkled with holiday families. After San Julian, we were a
bit nervous when a rubber dinghy paddled out. However, the young man in the bow informed us in excellent French that he was a marine biology student from Santiag6" University,
and, curiosity satigfied, returned peaceably ashore with his cargo of eager small boys, each
sucking a large fruit drop from Kathleeia’s locker.
There was only one day to go, so an another pearly morning we motored across the
Ria, leaving San Julian to starboard and nosing through the mussel rafts to Villagarcia.
Fred and I spent the rest of the day pleasantly ashore, finishbug g/ith fifarev~llldinner. We
made an early start next day on a very cheap train up the coast to Santiago and after a too
brief half hour in the cathedral took a taxi to the airport. The plane was overbooked and
we eventually arrived in Edinburgh 6 hours late.
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GALLEGAN CRUISE - HI
by Gerald Leonard
The last two crew changes were made at Villagarcia, which, I feel, is under-rated by
the R.C.C. whose RPI states that it has nothing of interest and refers to its "horrid black
slimy mud’k We found it a pleasant town with an attractive development of the water front
in progress and several places where good meals could be had at reasonable prices. The Club
de Mar seemed a much more alive yacht club than many of those in bigger towns, which
were often more social clubs than sailing clubs. While we were there championship meetings
were taking place in both Snipes and Vauriens and these were well attended and hotly
contested. Although we anchored several times we found no black slimy mud. It was in
Villagarcia too, during the Fiesta of the Assumption, that we were entertained by the most
spectacular firework display that I have ever seen.
Ken Smart and Richard Wallace arrived at the Club quay at 2100 on 3 August after an
unusually trouble-free journey. They were ferried aboard hnd fed mightily on "empanada"
a wonderful savoury pie, available here in eight different varieties - veal, pork, sea food,
chicken and four others. Tom Roberts had still to come so the travellers were able to spend
Sunday morning in their bunks. But the day was glorious so at 1330 we set out for an
afternoon’s sail in the Ria de Arosa, one of the loveliest of the Rias Bajas - in many ways
like Strangford Lough in that it has islands, rocks and half-submerged rocks that are virtually
pladdies, but all of them well marked with lighthouses, stone beacons and buoys in
abundance. From Villagarcia we made our way northwards, threading through the hundreds
of mussel-rafts, which being unlighted, are more of a hazard to navigation than any of the
rocks. But they are a picturesque and interesting featt~re of the Ria, and it is noteworthy
that recently the Irish Times was advocating the developmnnt of a similar mussel rearing
industry for the west of Ireland. In the upper waters of the Ria the wind fell very light and
the heat was intense so Richard took to the water with no fears that Wishbone might sail
away from him. Shortly after he had climbed aboard again a very large shoal of porpoises
frolicked past us, and several of them leapt 10 or 15 feet out of the water. By 1830 we
were back on our mooring to hear the forecast and await the arrival of Tom. Iberian Airways
were in their more usual form and it was 2315 before we heard his hail but, being Tom,
he had the most remarkable luck: arriving in Santiago too late to find a taxi willing to drive
him 30 or so miles to Villagarcia he was befriended by a Spaniard who insisted on driving
him there before starting his own journey to Coruna, 40 miles in the opposite direction.
On Monday 5th we had another easy morning before setting out at 1350 for the final
cruise. The forecast was variable F.3, but while it was always variable it was often much less
than 3 and we sp’.~t nearly seven hours beating, reaching, running, sometimes fast, sometimes barely moving until at 2015 we found ourselves off San Genjo. We had intended to go
to Matin, but we wanted to shop and we knew that San Genjo had its excellent Spar shop
(as well as a welcoming and delightful Club Nautico which served very good meals), so down
came the sails and on went the engine’to bring us in to anchor at the usual spot within the
harbour.
Next morning the weather was still glorious, forecast southerly F. 4-5 with good
visibility. We stocked up at the Spar and by 1125 had the anchor up and were beating under
main and genoa into a southerly wind F.2-3. In 10 minutes heavy sea-fog appeared to the
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west and started to pour in towards the land. We were quickly enveloped and felt most
uncomfortable with unnumerable fog horns around us. However, we kept on starboard
tack across to the south shore of the Ria and were lucky to come in just at the Morrisca
light. Our next tack brought us nicely in to Isla de Onza and we were fairly confident that
another starboard tack should bring us reasonably close to Cabo de Home at the entrance to
Ria de Vigo. Despite this, navigation was quite uncomfortable; each time we sighted land
only a cable distant and on a coast which has off-lying rocks th~ can be worrying. In fact,
after Cabo de Home visibility improved somewhat, but the wind piped up to F.5=7, which
agreed with the afternoon forecast. At one stage we tried putting down the genoa, strapping
in the main and motoring straight up wind, but this did not work, for the seas were fiig
and knocked our speed down to 2 knots. At this stage I remembered some advice given at
the Sabb stand at the Boat Show and reduced the pitch of the propeller; the effect was
spectacular and our speed went up to 3½ knots. Still, sailing is better and we soon stopped
the engine and,had a rousing sail around the rocks and into Bayona once again. This time
we could not find a spot at the Marina so we anchored off in 3 fathoms. The new crew
found Bayona as attractive as the others did and again we stayed for a couple of days, thus
allowing us to try another eating place - Cafe Moscon, which we found very good, especially
for sea food.
At 0430 on Thursday 8 August the Skipper awoke to hear the chuckling noises of a
dinghy alongside. Stories of thieves who lifted everything moveable while the crew slept
ran through his head, so he grabbed the big torch and :bour[ded on’de~k7 It-was a,l.dii~ghy,all
right, but it was attached to a large French yacht that had dragged right down on us. With
some difficulty we awakened the French crew while we fended off their boat, and they
soon motored off to safety. In daylight they very properly visited us to make sure that they
had caused us no damage, but in fact we had arrived on deck in time to prevent them from
actually fouling us.
After lunch we pulled up main and genoa and sailed out of the Ria de Bayona through
the Canal de la Porta instead of sailing round all the rocks. The passage was easy but I
should not like to attempt it in conditions of heavy weather vr bad visibility such as we
had had earlier. We then had an uneventful sail up Ria de Vigo and spent the night in the
Ensenada de San Simon.
Friday 9 August gave us one of our most interesting days for navigation. On the way
down the Ria de Vigo it was clear that all was not well with the log. A transit on two
beacons plotted on the chart showed an under-reading of 2~ miles in 8 miles. This concerned
us, for since we were aiming for Muros, our passage was through rock-~nfested waters,
expecially between Isla de Salvora and the entrance to Ria de Mqxos and those past Cabo
Corrubedo. Fortunately the seas were breaking clearly on most of the dangers, but after
Corrubedo visibility became very poor and we were worried about two sets of rocks which
lay right on our course. Approaching the f’wst of these, Las Basonas, the skipper was
s~dying the chart and noticed a shoal patch of 6 fathoms, a little distance short of the rocks.
Switching on the echo sounder he found we were right over this: he called the information
to the cockpit and in a few minutes heard the response "Yes, there’s the breaking water"
they "My God - there’s a big yacht sailing right on to them!" Leaping up, he saw with the
others a very large ketch motoring south, which fortunately sighted the rocks, literally within
yards, and put about just in time. The next rock, the Moyedor, was also safely located on the
echo sounder and thereafter we were able to set a new course for Muros where we anchored
at 1955.

67.

On Saturday morning one of the first tasks was for Tom and the skipper to retract and
clear the log impellor After that all the spare fuel was poured into the main tank, and with
the engine on the anchor was hauled up, It was immediately clear that the log had recovered
its sensitivity, so main and genoa were set and a magnificent afternoon’s sailing was enjoyed,
ending in the anchor going down in Corcubion~
The next two days gave some of the best sailing of the cruise. On Sunday the wind was
northerly, light in the morning and fresh in the afternoon~ With a free wind Cabo Finisterre
was reached by 1100 and then we came round on the beat and the freshening wind gave us
fantastic sailing up to Cabo Torinana where the change of course gave us a slant into the Ria
de Comarinas the enabled us to fetch the harbour on the other tack when it opened° On
Monday the wind was free for the return passage, but more fitful and never so fresh° Still,
the sailing was excellent, especially after rounding Cabo Finisterre again, and this time we
anchored off Llangosterira Bay.
By now the writing was on the wall. The need to be back in Villagarcia by Friday was
uppermost in the Skipper’s mind, so on- Tuesday a fairy gentle passage to Muros was m~ld~.
On Wednesday morning the forecast gave SW winds F4-6, occasionally 7, showers, moderate
or good. We started out with main and No. 3 genoa, but very soon were down to 5 rolls
in the main and working jib, and in the afternoon the Skipper was sorely tempted to change
to the storm jib, for by that time the forecast was 5-7, locally gale 8. I don’t think we had
anything more than 7, but it was a really fantastic day’s beating in a lumpy great sea, with
a violent motion that I found made log writing almost impossible. Quietness came about
1845 when we rounded Isla de Salvora and then had an hour’s lovely quiet sailing in the
Ria de Arosa to anchor in Puebla del Caraminal at 1945. The log showed a passage of 57.5
miles: I thought of the beat, and especially of the long leg out to sea to clear the rocks
which lie off Cabo Corrubedo, and measured the distance on the chart, just 35 miles.
Thursday brought a return to the weather of high summer in Spain and gave us a wonderful holiday in the Ria under main and ghoster, including heaving-to to let Ken, Tom and
Richard all have a swim° By 1830 the hook was down in Villagarcia for the last time. Friday
was spent shopping in the morning and packing in the afternoon. The cruise ~vas now virtually
at an end and it was time for the return passage-making crew to take over. On Saturday
morning 18 August Skipper, Kathleen, Richard and gear went by taxi to the airport. The
remaining crew (Ken and Tom) spent day shopping, "redding up" and undertaking ininor
repairs°
An analysis of the three cruises is interesting and shows their lotos-eating quality. The
first crew covered 340°4 miles in 73t~ hours sailing, spread over three weeks - an average
of 4.6 knots. The second crew covered 212.9 miles in 46 hours spread over a fortnight an average of 4°6 knots° The third crew covered 305°2 miles in 66¼ hours spread over a
fortnight - an average of 4°6 knots.
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SEABOARD TO BADACHRO
by L.B. Dickinson
Seaboard is a 10 ton Robert Clark Mystery Class cutter, 36 years old.
Willie (my son) and hi~ ivife Liz having handed over Seaboard in Oban, the Skipper,
Reggie Spence (Commodore Ballyholme Y.C.) Eric and Tom set sail for Tobermory at
1400 on Saturday 20 July, wind F.3 westerly. We slipped pleasantly up the Sound of
Mull, reaching under main and No. 1 genoa, and anchored in Tobermory bay.
The Sunday forecast was a disaster, gales everywhere. Monday morning was even
worse. The Tuesday forecast was N.W. 5/7, gale 8 in exposed places. Much dithering by
the Skipper; two days lost already. However, the crew were willing to have a bash and with
four rolls in the main we set sail at 0900. After Ruh na Gall it began to pipe up :and we put
in two more rolls. With the lee rail well under in the squalls and a suggestion of lee helm
a change to the wee staysail was called for. This brought comfort but slowed us tip and it
was decided to try motor sailing. We found we were able to point much higher, and best of
all, we could now weather Ardnamurchan keeping about a mile off that spectacular lee
shore.
When we got the lighthouse abeam we were off downhill on a tear-away run. We all
relaxed and enjoyed an exciting sail as we rushed along past Eigg and Mallaig and finally
dropped the hook in Isle Ornsay.
On Wednesday 24 July we motored and sailed in calms and squalls through Kyle Rhea
out past Kyle Akin and across to Kyle More. Here the sun came out, the wind steadied in
the tiorth and we had a delightful reach along the south end of Raasay. Turning north we
beat up through the narrows with the high rocky shore close aboard every time we went
about. Nearing Portree the wind died away and we motored in :to this anchorage 6n a
sunny afternoon, hopeful that on the morrow we would be able to sail for Stornoway.
On hearing the forecast for Thursday and the weekend it was reluctantly decided
Stornoway just wasn’t on. We reckoned we could just about beat the threatened gale by
making a quick dash across to Badachro in Loch Gairloch. Off we went, reaching up the
Sound of Raasay with ~virid ~creasfng fro~m :the ~tes-t ’~ind wher~ well Clear of Sbut/a Rh6na
we bore away E.N.E. and had a fairly comfortable sail across to the mainland. As we
entered Loch Gairloch th~$ale came screaming after us and, holding on to too much s~
with our anchorage so near, we experienced a few moments of wildly flogging canvas as we
turned sharp fight and sought the narrow channel, a little unprepared for our sudden arrival.
But the details soon sorted themselves out and the complete calm of this tiny natural harbour was more than welcome.
Friday was a dull uninspiring day with a beat out of Loch Gairloch, a beat south to
Loch Torrid0n, and .again a long beat up that Loch to Shieldaig. This is a magnificent
anchorage with a beautiful wooded island a couple of cables offshore and a background of
mountains towering above the village.
The next couple of days the skipper was unfit for duty with a devastating cold and
spent much of the time below. With the crew in complete charge we sailed on south to
Plockton on the Saturday afternoon, and later pressed on to Loch na Beist, feeling our way
in the darkness. Next iitodting vJe wet~ bouncing "aboht in,he Sound of. Sleat, wind s~outh-
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westerly dead on the nose again. After a brief call at Mallaig for lunch and petrol (being Sunday no success with the latter) we pressed on with the prospect of another hag,round Ardnamurchan. Progress was slow even when motor-sailing was tried and the others responded
to the skipper’s request for a return to Mallaig.
The Monday forecast was again force 4/5 south-west but it seemed stronger to us as
we battled our way out of Mallaig at 0800 and faced the long haul to Ardnamurehan.
Conditions eased with Eigg abeam but clear of that island the wind veered and freshened.
We couldn’t quite fetch the point, so on went the engine and eventually we had the lighthouse abeam. Having been on the wind from Badachro it was pleasant to ease sheets and
run off for Tobermory but we gave it the go-by, slipped down the Sound of Mull in great
style and tied up in Oban about 1800.
Tuesday 30 July. Ashore for stores then a 1400 start for Crinan with the wind light
but, as usual, coming from where we wanted to go! We met the fleet of seventy or more
yachts running up from Crinan in the opening race of the West Highland week. While
motoring to keep out of the way, all eyes on the race, a Robert Clark design shaved our
bows on starboard tack. Eric with the light of battle in his eyes roused the crew to show
their mettle and a delightful race ensued down to9ladda liglit,, with many a tight crossing
as tack for tack we fought for the lead. In the Sound of Luing the tide took over and
whisked us through the Dorus Mor to Crinan.
Wednesday we made Gigha, hoping for a favourable slant for the passage past the
Mull to Ballyholme. No luck, for we were off at 0500 on a very cold dull morning with guess what - a F.5 southerly. A very rough three hours or so followed as we stood two
hour watches and drove on with Seaboard keeping us dry in the cockpit in spite of burying
her nose in the big ones° Clear of the land the wind veered a little and eased enough to let
us shake out the reef and hoist the No. 1 genoa. This enabled us to hold the starboard tack
right down the Antrim coast and, just fetching Blackhead, we f’maUy picked up our moorings in Ballyholme Bay at 1500, well satisfied with our 60 mile sail in 10 hours.
So ended a cruise of 375 miles which included some hard weather. On reflection it
was one of the best ever, for Which I must thank a wonderful crew, so happy-go-lucky yet
so determined when the going was tough; good sailors all and shipmates second to none.

A GALE IN EVERY PORT
by Wallace Clark
Portrush to Barra head outside everything is a good way to get north quick. Wild Goose
did it this year in 2B hours at the end of June° ~It was the only light weather passage of the
summer, pleasant enough, but so much duller than going through the sounds. A tricky
landfall in three mile visibility on Skerryvore; Alan Parsons and I might have been in
trouble without the professional competence of Richard Butler taking a few days off his
Master Mariner’s course. His eyes penetrated the fog to sight the light, his sextant angle kept
us 2 cables off the rocks which lie 5 miles south-west of it.
Barra head itself, 600 ft. high, is worth sailing a long way to see - we should have
stopped in the sound to have a longer look, but I goofed that decision, and we went on to

70.

Vatersay. Then westabout round Barra to Loch Boisdale where we left the Goose on a
mooring lent by the Army.
June and I came back by air a week later and sailed slowly up the east coast of the
Uists, Benbecula and Harris. All day every day the wind hummed in the rigging and there
was no sun. We did much anchor work, got covered in black mud each time, and used shore
lines whenever possible. We took it easy and enjoyed ourselves - with only two on board
there’s a lot of room and bad weather doesn’t matter so much. Good hotels are not many
- we liked Loch Boisdale; Loch Maddy was terrible, Rodel interesting. The cast coast
has the advantage of being a weather shore in the prevailing wind, but the Minch kicks up
nasty and we had two exciting little runs across the Sound of Harris in bad visibility,
also a local F. 10 at anchor in Rodel pool.
Loch Maddy is the best place to change crew. The Postmaster at Loch Portain very
kindly lent us his car to meet Bruce and his friend, Ian, at the airport. A crofter at KaUin,
Grimsay, did the same for Miles. June then left to avoid the congestion. We shipped one
Charlie, a supercargo, busy studying porpoises,we didn’t see any. He ~vas ,very keen to get us
to St. Kilda. The Army base there includes a C.A. representative - ten yachts had called
by July. Our only chance would have been to carry straight on the day we got to Barra
head, but Richard was short of time. The west side of the Hebrides is such an exposed and
shallow lee shore that with a schoolboy crew I didn’t feel like taking chances. But it was a
pleasure to see how much they’d improved since last year. Bruce cooked at sea in the worst
weather, Miles took good fixes. They could hand, reef and steer, and still be fit and good fun
at the end of a long day.
En route home we called perforce at Bracadale and Eynort, Skye. I will not forget
finding McLeods Maidens in fifty yard visibility and a swell the colour of fresh guinness.
At Canna we lay three days in the outer berth in a ragged line of assorted yachts, weatherbound. It was irritating at the time, better in retrospect. Torridon, a 19109~ifietrebecame our
chummy ship: George and Ronnie helped with stores and jokes. Arcturus 16d the social life
in the inimitable way of Ian Young.
We almost held Torridon on a 30 mile passage, once the wind shifted, to the Cairns
of Coll; only dropped 25 minutes on them in 4½ hours under storm jib, mizen and 4
rolled main. In calm water we wouldn’t have seen them after the first mile. And so to a most
uncomfortable night rolling in Arinagour. Next day it was Iona, Colonsay and Ardmore,
Islay.
The last passage, 30 miles a point free in a silver and jade sea from Mull of Oa to
Portrush;was the sort of perfect sailing one rarely achieves, with spray cascading along the
lee gunwhale and turning rose crystal colour in arcs round the bow.

VERVE’S FOURTH TIME ROUND
by Paul Campbell
I set out on the evening of 31 May with John White and Marcus Beresford. The wind
was south and I had hopes of making Burtonport by Whit Monday evening. We had a nice
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22-hour run to Red bay but the next two days were spent beating in rough seas - extra
rough in Rathlin sound, which was quickly passed, also for some hours rounding Inistrahull.
We spent a day in Lough Swilly, partly hoping the wind might change. We had been entertained by the McCormicks in Greencastle and now enjoyed the Osborne’s hospitality at
Milford. Here Marcus left and was replaced by Paddy Dinnegn whose wife had driven him
all the way from Co. Limerick for three days cruising. He only got two, for a gale warning
kept us in Fanny Hole between the second two days of beating along that north coaSt.
Paddy left at Burtonport (where he was to have joined!) and his place was taken by
Paul Griffin. Paul got terribly sick while John and I were enjoying a splendid reach to
Broadhaven in a fresh nor’wester (10¾hrs.). This however cured Paul who enjoyed his
remaining four days. On these we sailed round the Mullet and in through the Bull’s
Mouth to Achill bridge, then right round Achill to Inishlyre, then motored to Westport
quay and had a sunny afternoon sail to Little Killary, and finally sailed.to .Ardbear bay,
Clifden, stopping at Inishbofin for lunch. Ardbear is an excellent ’landl6cked! anchorage
where Adrian O’Connell (formerly one of Greylag’s crew) kept an eye on Verve and
revitalised her dead engine.
Verve lay there in the centre of the superb Co. Galway coast in ideal offshore weather
for the three weeks of the 1974 summer while I fretted at home, trying in vain to find
a friend with leisure to go cruising in her.
When I did get back on 4 July with Ted Ender the weather had broken. We had
allowed ourselves a generous four days to get to Sneem and did it comfortably in mixed
weather, spending nights at Kilronan, Brandon quay and Valentia. Ted left at Sneem
where Peter Simpson and Davis Willis joined, also for four days, during which we enjoyed
mostly fine weather with fair winds and interesting visits ashore. We called at Kilmakilloge,
Dunboy, Castletownbere, Lawrence cove, Crookhaven and Kinsale. I left Verve in Crosshaven on 12 July.
Finally I returned on 26 July with James and Henry Osborne and John White intending to sail home non-stop. But we had such a splendid run on Saturday, 14½ hours to
Rosslare, that we were able to spend the night there and on Sunday we had an even faster
reach home to Dun Laoghaire on a lovely clear and.sunny day.
The total of distances made good between anchorages was 957 sea miles. Total time
under way was 194 hours of which 40 under power. Under way on 22 days and for one
night. Two days at anchor. The creeks between Killybegs and Sligo and the inlets between
Roundstone and Cashla, which I had hoped at long last to visit, may tetnlat’me to return
another year.

PIRAEUS TO CARRICKFERGUS VIA THE AZORES
by M.F. Villiers - Stuart
This was the most ambitious cruise Winnie has yet undertaken and all went surprisingly well considering she has not had a re-fit for six years. We left Piraeus on April 18th and
had a very pleasant sail to the delightful island of Ithaca via the Corinth canal, stopping at
a cove in Salamis island and also at Kalamaki at the mouth of the canal, as when we arrived
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there we were not allowed through due to strong westerly winds.
The passage from Ithaca to Messina against N.W. wind strong at times, was uneventful
apart from uncomfortably close waterspouts and surprisingly sighting flying fish in such
cold grey weather. On the 24th we arrived at Messina where it rained solidly until we left.
This is not a good place for yachts.
Our next stop was Lipari in the volcanic Eolian islands on April 25th. This was a
delightful place and well worth a visit. Next day we sailed to Stromboli but the volcano was
not in good nick. There is no shelter and the holding is bad so when the wind veered to
south-east putting us on a lee shore we left, on the 27th., without climbing the
mountain.
We had a very stormy passage to Sardinia. The first night out it blew a gale from the
east, the steep seas dislodged and upset the battery and the acid mixing with the bilge water
made a horrible smell. On the 29th it blew hard from the west and twice a seam split in
the terelene mainsail, also the bilge pump packed up and the engine would not start ~-~ da~
best forgotten! On the 30th the westerly freshened to gale force and we hove-to for 16
hours. The storm trisail was too baggy to push us to windward in the high seas and strongish
winds in the aftermath of the gale and it took two and a half days to beat the 80 odd miles
to Cagliari, where we sailed alongside in the commercial harbour at 2300 on May 3rd.
It took five days to make good the defects with the help of our delightful friends Jim
and Hazel Holeman and members of the Yacht Club. After saying sad farewell to Martin
and Cog we set sail for Majorca to collect Jane. Apart from getting tangled up in a spectacular-N.A.T.O, shooting and bombing exercise as we tacked across Rossa bay (which made
us feel we were back home) we were hunted out of the area by H.M.S. P-?eetwood and
U.S.S. Richard L. Page and numerous helicopters. Thereafter we had an ideal passage to
Palma with mostly fair winds, covering 347 miles in 69 hours arriving at 0840/1 lth. Jane
was unable to join us owing to the troubles at home and Palma was a bit too classy for
Winnie, so we departed at midnight for Ibiza and arrived alongside San Antonio at 1530/12th.
after a quiet motor-sailing passage. There we called on Josh and Helen Van der Shrick, old
pre-war sailing friends whom I had not met for 28 years and they gave us a really hilarious
time. We set out again the following evening for the Spanish coast and after a fine calm
motoring trip, arrived at the very pleasant fishing harbour of Port Aquilas at 0830/15th.
Next morning we started on a very pleasant sail with some easterly winds past the
imposing Sierra Nevada mountains to Gibraltar, covering the 222 miles in 43 hours. Here
James and Emily, much to our regret, had to leave. Jane was again unable to join and Sal
and I stored up and overhauled gear for the Atlantic voyage as we waited for Bill to arrive
on May 25th. After a really spanking gallop through the Straits, meeting no apparent
current until off Malabata point we arrived in Tangier, there to meet Norman and Rollo
who Were joining ship, Ja~e and Virginia who had come to wave us goodbye and my
cousin Molly Kemsley who lives there and drove us to some most exotic places.
On May 31 st we set sail for the Azores and had a really enjoyable passage with mostly
fair weather and leading winds, good wine, good meals by Saland good company. With every
man a navigator we were queueing up for the tables and the result was an excellent landfall.
We entered Punta Delgada, San Miguel, on June 9th.
The Azores are really delightful islands with a special colour, beauty and atmosl~here of
their own. The people we met were most friendly, helpful and charming. All the islands are
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a gardener’s paradise - lillies in the ditches - azalia and hydranges hedges. Tea, coffee,
bananas, oranges, you mention it, they grow it. After San Miguel we visited Angro de
Heroisma in Terceira, where Tony Frazer joined us. Then to Faja de S. Joao, a minute
village nestling at the foot of high cliffs at the S.E. end of S. Jorge and from there to Horta
in Faial. We went by ferry to explore Pico but the impressive 7,713 ft volcano was swathed
in cloud and we did not attempt to climb it. We had intended to visit Flores and Corvo some
140 miles to the west but it blew so hard from the west that we gave up the idea. There
was no diesel available in Horta so on June 18th we sailed over and got some at Velas on S.
Jorge.
We sailed for Bantry on the 21st, the passage home taking 11½ days to cover 1,124
miles on the log. It was a really great experience with leading winds most of the way,
seldom up to F.7. On one occasion a rogue wave broke on board and on an other we
thought a whale was going to bash us when becalmed with the self-starter defunct. With
Norman and Bill’s able help we made a bulls-eye landfall.
At Bantry we changed crews and again repaired the self-starter and mainsail while
being famously looked after by Lady Haskard° On July 7th we set off on the final leg
and with a youthful crew this proved to be a light-hearted, if windy, gambol up the west
coast with a rousing ’fin de siecle’ atmosphere as the voyage neared its end. The high-lights
were continuous and included: Garry falling overboard when the new Greek guard-rail wire
parted off the Bull rock. - Landing on Skellig Michael with a gale warning on - Unexpectedly meeting Verve at Valentia - The delightful hospitality given to us~at’Fahy Bay by our
friends the Hodsons whom I had not seen for 15 years The really great welcome by the
McCormicks in Greencastle and finally Winnie’s usual mini-incident in rescuing two dinghys
being blown out to sea some miles off Garror~ head on a windy afternoon.
Winnie arrived alongside Carrickfergus pier as the clock struck midnight on July 21st.
alrnost exactly six years since her departure and having completed her first circumnavigation
of Ireland covering over 7,000 miles to do it. When the Security Guard on Carrick pier asked
us where we were from and we said from Greece he really thought we were joking!

SAILINGEST SEASON
Four thousand miles in Tritsch-Tratsch II
by WM. Nixon
After the frustrations of 1973 with the minimal sailing of Garland ofHowth, 1974
was a pleasant contrast, achieved by transferring to that commune under the benign direction of Otto Glaser known as the crew of Tritsch-Tratsch 1I From her base at Howth, this
47ft McGruer-designed Class I offshore racer sailed 4,450 miles of this,in ~ill during the season;
I was aboard for 4;000 miles Of this, ilacluding a five weeks jaunt in mid-~eas6n ,/vhicli was
based on a busy racing programme but included some interesting and very high-speed
ventures between the races.
This main event started on 11 July with a fast sail up to Belfast Lough followed by the
Bangor-MoreCambe Bay-Dun Laoghaire race. The race itself was smooth sailing in sunshine
but heading back from Morecambe Bay we parted our forestay, for-tunately without
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Top left: Tritsch Tratsch II. Photo by John Guinness. Top right: Meeting Asgard
off Pt. St. Mathieu. Below left: Caught twixt wind and tide at Salcombe.
Below right: At. East Ferry, Cork harbour, with Assiduous. Photos. W.M. Nixon

i ~ii i

Above: Wild Goose heading west out of Rathlin sound.
Below: Tritsch Tratsch II heading for the Daunt lighship, since replaced by
the Cork buoy. Photo: W. M, Nixon
/

/
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losing the mast. This rather knocked us back both in the race and ISORA Week which
followed, but we managed second in Div. A I despite losing our forestay again in the last
race.
On Sunday 21 July at noon we were on our way again with the C.C.C. race from Dun
Laoghaire to the new marina of La Foret near Concarneau. This was a marvellous sail with
winds from between sou’west and west, sheets just eased. Despite lousy visibility we spent
all of Monday in sight of the 64ft yawl Lone Leopard 11 as both boats romped southward
past an invisible Land’s End and on for France. Fog suited Otto down to the ground as his
navigation is spot on, and we crossed the line in misty sunshine 2 clays and 3 hours out,
370 miles on the log, beating Lone Leopard by 3½ hours and eventually winning the race.
After hugely boisterous parties, We cleared from La Foret on 25 July in glorious sunshine, and had a mblime sail in a nice sou’wester beating round to Audierne, the whole sea
scene alive with the vitality of Breton waters. Away at 0520 in the morning to catch the
tide through the Raz de Sefn,, and on under floater spinnaker to Camaret for Le Degustation,
a 3½ hour lunch of seafood, following which we waddled back aboard and caught the next
tide through Chenal du Four. Off Pt. Ste. Mathieu we exchanged much badinage with
Asgard, heading in for Brest, but her crew had the last laugh, for when we arrived in Falmouth next morning after a crisp sail in a good westerly, the customs men took one look at
Tritsch-Tratsch H and then sized up her motley crew. "This some sort of training ship,
then?" they queried.
Falmouth as usual was family visiting, as Georgina was staying with Brima our youngest
with her parents up at Restronguet, but a veil needs must be drawn over it all, for the local
regatta was on and inevitably the subsequent party developed with us, the biggest boat in
the anchorage.
In the morning the wife of the local boatbuilder was indignant about the way her
husband had been led astray but eventually we persuaded the family aboard for a placatory
cruise, first to Mylor, and then to Helford, all utterly delightful.
Next day a useful sou’wester carried us with spinnaker set up to Salcombe, where after
exploring the upper harbour, reminiscent of Ringhaddy Sound, we anchored off the Ferry
Inn. From the beergarden we watched her wrap herself up in her warp, wind being over tide,
but we succeeded in un-wrapping her as it turned and sailed at midnight.
Next day shortly after passing Portland Bill we took in tow a dismasted trimaran which
we left in Swanage, then sailed fast across a sunlit sea into the Solent for a couple of pints
in Yarmouth before going on into Cowes for an epic end-of-cruise party.
Cowes Week concluded on Saturday 10 August with the 320-mile RORC Cowes-Cork
race. A westerly gale during the day had eased a bit by the evening start. Nevertheless, going
out past the Needles we twice slammed into the seas so hard that the log impellor was
forced into its housing. Once we were out in the Channel the worst of it was over. The wind
eased and backed enabling us to tack for Land’s End which we passed in mist at dusk on
Sunday, and through Monday with sheets just eased Tritsch-Tratsch H sailed fast for Cork,
finishing at 1700 to place fourth on corrected time~ ahead of all the Cork boats which was
the true purpose of the exerciseI
The usual post-race parties in Cork included a visit to Tabarly’s Pen Duick V1, 24
berths in an aluminium hull making it seem like living in a filing cabinet. We cleared for
home on 14 August and outside found a strong and glowery southerly which gave a wet
but fast sail to Dtmmore East, where we were much visited. We had a smooth and effortless
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passage with a fair wind round to Arklow for a diverting evening, meeting Roy Starkey
on Bonita among others, and the ’cruise’ concluded with a delightful sail along the green
and gold patchwork of the Wicklow coast to Howth, where we arrived in mid-afternoon
on 16 August with 2,415 miles notched since we’d sailed out five weeks an4 vn~ da~, b~efore.

ONLY OCCASIONALLY... A brief personal cruising log
by Harold Cudmore Jnr.
One week-end in April I was sailing my Flying Dutchman in the U.K. when my cousin
Brian phoned and asked me to bring his Trapper 26 home from Peele. At short notice I
found Sam, a 19 year old philosophy student at Cambridge, who does not wear shoes ever,
kept his hair in a neat bun and had once ventured across the Serpentine in a boat. We left
in a light easterly and poor visibility and, using the engine at first, averaged 5 kn. to Lan~s
End. My intelligent friend adapted quickly to his new environment - we had seen no land
after St. Albans although we passed 1¼miles off the Lizard. With a freshening breeze and
the well reefed main only we reached Kinsale in a further 24 hours, av. 6 kn. Sam did well,
doing half the steering, and had perhaps one moment of trauma when, in the bitter early
hours with the odd crest lopping on board, he discovered gybing.
In June I had a quick run on Golden Apple to Gosport, with a short stop at Newlyn.
After her racing there I sailed her back to Holyhead; we had a hard thrash to Land’s End,
then a fetch to Rosslare. I next joined her in mid-July for the One Ton World Championship
at Torquay. After this, with my F.D. crew Richard O’Shea, I took a leisurely week to get
her to Cowes via Brixham, Teignmouth, Weymouth, Peele and Lymington. The day from
Peele was memorable as we had a small jazz/folk group on board singing in the glorious
sunshine.
After Cowes week and the race to Cork on Golden Apple I joined Blackwater in La
Rochelle for th~Half Ton Championship~. After this, finding Golden Shamrock was without
a crew, I changed to her. I picked up a New Zealand dinghy sailor Graham Duncalf and
between September gales we made up the coast to Benodet, where Richard O’Sheajoined.
We then cruised via Camaret, Roscoff and Guernsey to Plymouth, where Richard and
Graham had to leave. I sailed by myself by Fowey and Mevagissey to Falmouth where Leo
Conway and David Lawrence joined. We left in the afternoon, just inissed the Lizard tide,
feared we might miss the Newlyn pubs and so sailed into Portleven in Mount’s bay, a
pleasant place but strictly for calm weather: Closing time saw us sailing for the Scillies.
There I went to ground for ten days with gales and Leo and David had to go home. An
Australian who was summer-working on the pleasure launches joined me for the trip to Cork
which took 46 hours.
NAVAL ENCOUNTER AT BREST
by $eamus Kerrigan
Boat. MacLir ti,, centre-board yawl 30½ ft. x 9 ft. x 4 ft. or 6½ ft. Designed and built
in 1966 by Terence Mallagh (I.C.C.) Clonskeagh, Dublin.
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Crew. (16/17 years old) Rory Stephens, Stephen Creegan, Shane Kerrigan. Watch
Officers. Chris McNally, Harry Quigley, Skipper/navigator, Seamus Kerrigan.
Log extracts (July 1974). Sth. 22.30 Cast off Dunmore East. 8th. 13.00 Log 261.5
tied up to pontoon at L’Abervrac’h, North Brittany. 9th. Cruised to Brest via Chenal du
Four. 10th. Crossed Goulet de Brest to Camaret. 1 lth. North again to L’Abervrac’h, buoyhopping in poor visibility. 12th. Eastwards to Roscoff. 13th. 1330 Left Roscoff on course
for Scillies. 14th. 1830 Took shelter in Newlyn harbour, Cornwall. Storm-bound for two
days. Sightseeing in Penzance and environs. 17th. Rounded Land’s End to visit St. Ives,
Cornwall. 18th - 19th. Via Courtown to Dun Laoghaire. Log total 756 miles - 14 days.
Weather. Flat calm to gale. 11 days sunshine - 3 days rain. 60% under sail - 40%
under engine.
High-lights. 1. D.R. miraculously only 2 miles out on sighting Ile Vierge lighthouse,
2% days and 260 miles out of Dunmore East - no D.F. carried.
2. Chase by French naval helicopter in Goulet de Brest while we held up submarine
target practice. Also anxious moments in naval section of Brest harbour as we were
cautioned for attempting to photograph a giant aircraft-carrier.- Irish naivete won through!
3. Visit to St. Ives, surely the Tossa de Mar of our latitudes. Legs are a must for full
enjoyment of this Cornish port and of harbours in Brittany which do not provide pontoons,
e.g. Roscoff. With our legs rigged we could relax on board and watch the twice-daily transformation as the tide gradually brings the harbour and the whole town to life, then within
a few hours recedes soporifically, the busy fishermen leaving the stage to sandcastle-making
toddlers and their Mums.

Paddy Maher writes:-Namhara took part in the Cork to Dumnore race which we won
(in our class) and enjoyed the cocktail party on the Commodore’s yacht on the Sunday.
The race was a comfortable run, spinnaker being carried from Roche’s point to the finish.
On board were: Harry Cudmore (owner), Paddy Maher, Ronald Cudmore and Tom Kirby.
In July we cruised for three weeks to, Brittany calling at Scilly (on the way there and
back), Lampaul (Ushant), TrebouI, Douarnenez, Morgat, Camaret and Brest. Weather was
the common 1974 mixed bag but we were fortunate to get a couple of heat-wave days in
between to remind us of the happy days when summer weather used to be summery. On
board were: Harry Cudmore, Paddy Maher, Muriel Cudmore, Carolyn Cudmore and Denis
Cudmore aged 14 who was on his f’trst offshore cruise.

Michael Tomlinson sends good wishes to all members of the I.C.C. and regrets that he
has not had time to write an account of Pellegrina’s three-week cruise to Scotland. During
the first week they sailed via the Crinan ~anal to Plockton, where they changed crewvThey
did a leisurely cruise back including four days exploring the Sound of Jura. Their only
two previous cruises to Scotland were notable for miserable weather and this year it was
as wet as ever. He hopes to get away somewhere next season and to write a proper
account for the Annual.
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CRUISING IN VERNA
by Peter Odium
Launched in May 1973, Verna had sailed the North Sea to Inverness, visited the Clyde
for the International Regattas held in Rothesay in June of that year, before visiting Dun
Laoghaire for a short time. Leaving Dun Laoghaire bound for Palma, Mallorca, her first
port of call was Gibraltar, and the subsequent cruise klong the east coast of Spain and among
the Balearic islands ended in her berth afloat at the Real Club Nautico, Palma.
In 1974, to avoid the heat of the midsummer months in the Mediterranean it was
decided to come north to the islands which lie between the Atlantic Ocean and the North
Sea known to some a¢ the "European Archipelago" and then t0 visit IreFancr., our friends
in Scotland during the "West Highland" Week, and take part in the 150th Anniversary
Celebrations of the Royal Northern Yacht Club at Rhu before returning to the sun to
spend the winter in Palma once again. Verna left Palma on 2 June and during the summer
visited in succession the following harbours and anchorages in 28 of which we spent one
night or more.
Alicante - Jose Banus - Gibraltar - Dublin (Dun Laoghaire) - Gigha Shuna(LochMelfort) - Crinan - Oban - Tobermory - Staffa - Iona Colonsay - Campbeltown - Port Bannatyne - Gar61o~h- Dun Laoghaire Correbedo (Galicia, N.W. Spain) - Bayona (Vigo) and Cies ilands - Gibraltar Jose Banus - Formentera(Balearics) - Ibiza - Andraitz(Mallorca) - Palma Isle of Cabrerra - Port Colom - Cuididella (Minorca) Fornels(Minorca) - CuidideUa - Porto Pollensa(Mallorca) - Formentor - Porto
Soller - Andraitz - Palma.
The total distance just short of 4,700 miles. We had good weather for our passages, apart
from experiencing a gale force northerly wind off Finisterre on our voyage north. It must
be said that the best sailing weather is experienced west of the Straits of Gibraltar. The
best cruising ground from the point of view of weather, sheltered anchorages, harbours,
pleasant climate, is the north-west Galician coast of Spain between Bayona and Corcubion,
south of Cape Finiste4xe.
The West Coast of Scotland never loses its fascination for me. We had a few magical
days west of the island of Mull. We landed on Staffa, visited Fingal’s cave, then anchored
in Iona sound, where, viewed from the Cathedral, its shallow water showed every shade
of blue and green framed by the dazzling white foreground of the coral beaches and the
magnificant backdrop of the mountains on Mull. Nothing can beat the peace and silence
of a Hebridean anchorage, a silence only broken by the sea birds’ cries in the long afterglow of a Hebridean sunset.
Why go south to the Mediterranean and its unpredictable winds and uncomfortable
swells? To me, the answer is the clear, warm water, good anchorages and the charm of
the Balearic islands and the fun of getting there.
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Verna, built for Peter Odium in 1973 by Jachtwerf Jongert, Medemblik,
Holland. She is a 49 ft. Trewes ketch designed by S. M. Van der Meer and
constructed of steel.

Denis Doyle’s Moonduster II caught by Winkie Nixon during a bright interval in
Dublin bay. She is 47 ft. overall, designed by Sparkman and Stephens and
built in 1973 by the Crosshaven Boatyard Co. Ltd. Denis Doyle, for years the
1.C.C.’s ambassador in the ocean racing world, has recently been elected Rear
Commodore of the R.O.R.C.

THE VOYAGE OF SUE TO HELSINKI - 1974
Sue left Cultra on 2 July crewed by her owner Peter Bunting, Dermot Davey, Ronnie
Barr (all of I.C.C.) and George Clark. After a leisurely passage to and through the Caledonian canal in mixed but calm weather she was joined on 5 July by Hazel Drysdale I.C.C.
(now Mrs. Barr). She made the crossing to Mandal (Norway) in 6~/hours, in calm for the first
two days but f’mishing with a fresh fair wind. They spent two days at Mandal and then
proceeded warily eastward through narrow inshore passages in threatening weather. They
left K_ristiansand bound for Sweden on the evening of the 12th. They had the option of
landing Ronnie, who was due to fly home, at Skagen (Denmark) but when a fair wind
freshened to F.6 they carried on across to Goteborg, arriving 13th afternoon. Next day
Ronnie left and Ann Bunting I.C.C. joined (having gallantly spent the previous week moving
house unassisted by her spouse).
From Goteborg they proceeded up-river and through the Gota canal system to Mem
on the Baltic. This took six days. They passed through a variety of locks, all of praiseworthy
design, and through beautiful and varied country and lakes, including a 50 mile passage
across L. Vanern. At this stage George had to leave for home.
Their first objective in the Baltic was Mariehamn in the Aland islands which they
reached on the 22nd. They spent the next morning seeing the sights and in particular visiting
the Pommern. Here they had to launch their dinghy for the first time since L. Lochy, Scot:
land. Leaving after lunch on the 23rd they passed among islands so numerous that the sea
was completely land-locked. At nightfall they anchored in the deep stillness of an utterly
remote island bay. Next morning they continued to Gulcarna bay where by previous
arrangement they met the Kylander family and cruised in company with them for a couple
of days. The first night they were led through a crack in the rock to a landlocked pool
where a few other yachts were moored. The only snag was mosquitos but theyhad provided
themselves with netting. From here they sailed to a marina at Hanko where they stocked
up and that evening joined a barbecue on Ando, an island owned by a Helsinki yacht club.
In spite of wind and rain the barbecue was apparently enjoyed by all. Next afternoon, the
26th., they said goodbye to their Finnish friends and proceeded in steadily deteriorating
weather towards Helsinki, partly through narrow channels, partly across open stretches,
with the problem of f’mding the right hole into the channel at the far side. They arrived
at dusk with the wind gusting F.9 and followed a motor-boat into the calm water of the
yacht harbour. They all flew home next day, leaving Sue on a Y.C. mooring.
Peter had occasion to return to Helsinki a few weeks later and acted as crew for the
Kylander family who sailed Sue for him 30 miles east to Tolkis island where she has now
been hauled out for her first winter under the northern show, having made good some 1,500
miles from Cultra.
The above is a summary of a full and most interesting account of his cruise by Peter
Bunting which unfortunately, and due to an accident, only reached the Hon. Editor at
the 11th hour.
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LIST OF MEMBERS
*An asterisk indicates an Honorary Member.
,The yea~ when honorazy membership was conferred
on already elected members is sliown in brackets.

.
If no Telephone exchange is given it is
as in the address.

Name & Year Elected

Address
(Phone i Number)
i
i
i
i i i

Yacht

Tons
T.M.

Adams, Peter J. 1970

2 Hopton Close, Eggbuckland,
Plymouth, Devon.

Camalea

4

Allen, Harry 1971

6/7 Fair Street, Drogheda,
Co. Louth. (7621)

Anderson, A.W. 1961

Alpine Lodge, Drumreighland,
Limavaddy, Londonderry (3348)

Lapwing

3½

Anderson, Gordon F. 1974

’Lyndhurst,’ Marlboro Road,
Glenageary, Co. Dublin (806531)

Andrews, David O~.E., M~c., J2.
1959

Belfast Mills, Percy St., Belfast 13
(Office: 22451; Home: Bangor 60631)

Ocean Dove

8~.

Aplin, Roger 1972

Kifane, Upr. Albert Road,
Glenageary, Co. Dublin. (806043)

Tu Fri

4

Archer, William M. 1965

55 Silverstream Drive, Bangor,
BT20 3LW, Co. Down.

Petrel II

Arnold, R.C. 1955

28 Osborne Gardens,
Belfast, BT9 6LE (667377)

Balmforth, M.B. 1966

7 Scotland Street, Glasgow G.5.
Scotland. (041 429-5517)

Barnes, Dermot 1955

2 Albany Court,
Ballybrack, Co. Dublin.

Cu-na-mara

Barr, Robert, 1969

Heather Lodge, Kerrymount Ave.,
Foxrock, Co. Dublin (893269)

L’Etoile (P.O.)

15

Barr, R.G.M. 1973

60, CuUynagar’dy Rd., Newto~vnards,
Co. Down,

11

Barr, Mrs. Hazel 1971

10

9

Do.

*Barry, Gerald 1943 (1967)

Murrayfield, Wilton Lawn,
Cork (42612)

*Barton Humphrey 1934 (1954)

4 Quay Hill, Lymington,
Hants.

Rose Rambler

Bassett, Major C.S. 1969

53 Rivermead Court,
Hurlingham, London S.W.6.

Gioconda

9

Beck, H2. 1963

Box 442, Middlebury,
Vermont, U.S ~A.

China Bird

13
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Berridge, Lt. Col. R.L. 1946
Berridge, Mrs. Cicely D. 1965

Owenmore, Currabinny,
Carrigaline, Co. Cork.

CoroFm

12

Do.

Beckett, John D. 1963

52 Sychley Ave., Blackrock,
Co. Dublin. (889826)

Beckett, Dr. W.K. 1973

6 Convent Avenue,
Fairview, Dublin 3. (376031).

Begley, William 1950

I-Iillview Cottage, Shankill,
Co. Dublin. (860129)

Bell, John N. 1974

Sunnyside, Station Road,
Sutton, Co. Dublin. (322496)

Blaikie, James A., 1969

58 Springhill Road, Bangor,
Co. Down (Bangor 2209)

Diff’rent Drummer

Booth, E~VI. 1967

Melmore, Shankill,
Co. Dublin. (863094)

Venetia

Bourke, John P. 1965

27 Belgrave Square, Monkstown,
Co. Dublin. (805225)

Bourke, J. Roger 1942

Corbiere, Ashbourne Ave., Limerick
(Office: 45444, Home: 45479)

Iduna

Bowring, Wing Cdr. JJ-I. 1973

Momington, Saval Park Road,
Dalkey, Co. Dublin. (853899)

Shindilla

14

Boyd, J~l. 1963

5 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down.

Bradley, Desmond 1957

Moorefield, Church Road,
Ballybrack, Co. Dublin.
Phone 855622 (Office: 533351)

Braidwood, W~. 1963

3 Dufferin Villas, Bangor,
Co. Down (2382)

Cruiskeen

15

Braidwood, Mrs. 1963

Vara

Do.

Bramwell, Dr. B.R. 1969

Killinchy, Co. Down

Bridges, Mrs. M.C. 1936

Bow Hall, Castletownshend,
Co. Cork (36)

BrLudley, Aidan C. 1954

29 St. Annes, Aflsbury Road,
Dublin, 4. (692291)

Broderick, K.J. 1943

St. Judes, 118 Merrion Ave.,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin. (886784)

Brown, J. Fin.lay 1959

151 Seafield Road, Clontarf,
Dublin, 3. (335789)

Brown, Mrs. M. 1973

7 Monastery Terrace,
Clondalkin, Co. Dublin.
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Dinah 5-0-5

Aletta

4

4

Brown, Richard P. 1970

Bankmore, Portaferry, Co. Down
Phone: (209)

Brown, W.P. 1963

212 Shore Road,
Portaferry, Co. Down (318)

Bryce, Robert G. 1969

St. Benedicts Thormanby Road,
Baily, Co. l~ablin. (322829)
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Road,
Newtownards, Co. Down.
(Office: Lurgan 3611)

Bunting, Peter J. 1962

Bunting, Mrs. EAabt. 1969

Sue

20

Aracaty III

10

Do.

Burke, J.F. 1971

Richmond House, Blackrock,
Cork. Phone 33730

Burnes, Robert 1969

1103 Grove Street,
Framingham, U.S.A.

Burnham, Lt. Cdr. E A., R.D.,
R.N.R., 1969

4 Barboume Court, Barbourne
Crescent, Worcester, WR 1 3JP

Stella

Buffer, J.C. 1959

Belgrove, Cobh, Cork. (811342)

Tam o’Shanter

Buffer, Sean, Mr. Justice 1957

Bonnie Doon, Coliemore Rd.,
Dalkey, Co Dublin (806187)

Byrne, H.E. O’C. 1974

117 Ardnamara, Malahide,
Co. Dublin. (351793)

Chouette Alphida

*Campbell, R_P. 1934 (1969)

Cuilin, Bray, Co. Wicklow
(862634)

Verve

10

Carr, W. Derek 1972

Portland House,
Downpatrick, Co. Down (2051)

Cooya

16

Carl Mrs. J.E. 1972

13

7

"Do.

Chadwick, T. 1944

Lissen Hall, Swords, Co. Dublin.
(Office: 280381, Home: 201220).

Charles, R. 1948

13 Ham Road, Shoreham-by-Sea,
Sussex (Home: 3421, Office: CHA 1644)

Franzi

Clapham, John F. 1965

Mertoun Hall, Holywood, Belfast (63177)

Phendra

Clapham, Mrs. D.

5½

Do.

Clark, H.W.S., M.B £., D.L.

Gorteade Cottage, Uppedands,
Co. Derry (Maghera 737)

Wild Goose
of Moyle

10

Clark,. Peter A. 1971

The Grey House, Cultra, Co. Down
Phone: Holywood 2312.

Rinamara

20

Clarke, SJ-I.R. 1967

Aghmarta, Carrigaline, Co. Cork

Quiver VlI

20
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Clegg, J.A. 1963

Craigside, Langley Ave., Bingley,
Yorks.

Cobbe, T.L. 1939

Newbridge House,
Donabate, Co. Dublin (350343)

Coe, R. 1957

Craigie, Monasterevan,
Co. Kildare. (Kildare 25300)

Cole, Derrick 1968

5 Stillorgan Pk., Blackrock,
Co. Dublin (881240)

Collins, H.G.B. 1963

Cranallen, 4 Manse Road,
Kilkeel Co. Down.

Cooke, K.L. 1959

"Salia", Dublin Road, Sutton,
Co. Dublin.
(Office: 771801, Home: 322348)

Courtney, Ross 1948

Ross More, Claremont Rd., Howth
Co. Dublin. {Ph: Office 44686, Home:
323090)

Cox, James F. 1970

78 Blackheath Park, Clontarf,
Dublin 3. (Phone 339593)

Coyle, Michael F. 1971

St. Jude’s, Dunleer, Co. Louth (29)

Cresswe11, R~S. 1949

Lynton, Dalkey Ave., Dalkey,
Co. Dublin. (803163)

Crosbie, E. 1957

Woodlands, Montenotte, Cork (52420)

Cross, T. Fergus 1940

Montenotte House, Lr. Montenotte,
Cork (Office: 20595, Home: 22396)

Cudmore, Fred 1947

Clover Hill, Well Road,
Douglas Cork (31060)

Cudmore, Fred (Jun.) 1966

Do

Cudmore, Justin R. 1966

Do

Cudmore, Peter F. 1966

Do

Cudmore, Harold, 1956
Rear-Commodore
Cudmore, Mrs. Mary 1970

Cartriff, Douglas, Co. Cork.
(Office: 24019, Home 33016)

Sinbad of
Abersoch

Kerry Lady

Bandersnatch

13

Setanta

10

Namhara

10

Do

Cudmore, H. (Jun.) 1959

Elden House, 6 Maryboro Rd.,
Douglas, Cork (021-33024)

Cudmore, Ronald 1964

31 Ballinclea Heights,
Killiney, Co. Dublin (852453)

Cudmore, Richard B. 1966

Merlin, Maryboro Hill
Douglas, Cork (Phone: 33625)

Ann Again

Cuffe-Smith, Capt. W.1L 1970

Braccan, Deerpark, Howth,
Co. Dublin (Phone: 322428).

Leemara
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11

Cullen, M. 1971

Grianblah, Palmerston PaTk,
Dublin 6:(Phone 977002)

Cunningham, Brian 1967

31 Windsor Gardens, Largs,
Ayrshire, Scotland.

Curtain, W~A. 1971

Highlands, Ashome Villas, Stoke,
Plymouth, England (Ph: Plymouth 51909)

d’Alton, M.MA. 1956

Kilda Lodge, Killiney,
Co. Dublin (Office: 61481)

Glenshane (P.O.)
{Glen)

Dalton, Brian 1967

15 Hancock Road, Weston,
Mass 02193, U.S.A.

Finola

Daly, Dominic, J. 1968

Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co. Cork

Davey, D.WH. 1969

Pier House, Cultra,
Co. Down. (Holywood 2287)

Dawes, Miss K.P. 1963

9 Courtenay Place, Lymington,
Hampshire.

Deane, Douglas 1965

Churchbay, Crosshaven, Co. Cork

Dempsey LA. 1973

Inwood, South Strand,
Skerries, Co. Dublin (291326)

Denvir, Miss Joan 1956

Mount Bernard, Cobh,
Co. Cork (811504)

Emmy
12" Natlonal

de Quincey, Roger 1969

Baltimore Hill, Baltimore,
Co. Cork (52)

Badger

de Quincey, Mrs. Sheila 1974

13

Darinda

Do

Devenney, EX. 1973

4 Vernon Park,
Bangor, Co. Down.

Dick, John R.W. 1971

Shango, Near Blessington,
Co. Wicklow. (04565233)

Dickinson, L.B. 1969

3 Carisbrook Tce.,
Bangor, Co. Down (2164)

Dineen, Patrick A. 1965

The Old Rectory, Croom,
Co. Limerick (Office: 44604)

Donegan, Patrick, T.D. 1968

Seaboard

l0

St. Et~han~,, Monasterb oice,
Drogheda (041-8944)

Whirlaway

16

Dorman, Dr. J.K.A. 1971

Sketrick Island, Killinehy,
Co. Down (Pli~ 370)

Maid of Skye

Doyle, Denis N. 1956

Lauriston, Douglas Rd.,
Cork (23706)

Moondmter

Doyle, Frank 1966

Do
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Doyle, John G. 1967

Patchwork, Killarney Road,
Bray, Co. Wicklow 862779

Doyle, Thomas F. 1930

Ardmannagh, Glenbrook,
Co. Cork (841199)

Doyle, D. Conor 1966

Sonata

21

Anasu II

17

Do

Duff, J.C. 1946

Ard-le-Mar, Church Street,
Skerries, Co. Dublin.

Duff, J.K. 1949

Drumbaragh House, Kelis, Co. Meath
(190)

Dunn, Aidan 1963
Hon. Secretary

2 Nutley Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4
(Office: 770733, Home: 691158)

du Pont, Pierre, 1969

Patterns, Rockland, Delaware 19732,
U~A.

Dwyer, Kevin F. 1966

Inishowen, Glounthaune, Co. Cork
(021-821264)

Dyke, Stanley, W. 1965

Benwell, Crosthwaite Park,
Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (807918)

Elliot, W. Mayne 1932

Barren Carragh, Birr Point,
Ballyhalbert, Co. Down.
(Ballywaiter 233).

Ender, Theodore 1972

Northfield, Elton Park,
Sandycove, Co. Dublin (803934)

England, Mrs. Elizabeth M. 1967

Broomieknowe Cottage,
Broomieknowe, Lasswade,
Midlothian, Scotland.
(031-663-7403)

Eves, F. Maitland 1967

Genaway, BaUywalter, Newtownards
Co. Down (Phone: Millisle 213)

Eves, R.M. 1973

The Shelling, Downshire Road,
Bangor, Co. Down. (5606)

*Ewing Clayton
Co~nmodore, CCA.

Wilderness Farms, Trappe, Maryland
21673, U.S.A.

Fane, Keble P. 1970

Williamsbrook House, Birr,
Co. Offaiy (Phone: Birr 131)

Fannin, Robert N. 1959

Cliffs, Glenlion, Baily,
Co. Dublin. (323718)

Farrell, Thorns V. 1969

Glenflesk, Carrigeen Park,
Cork (24866)

Faulkner, J. Dennis

Olinda, Craigavad, Co. Down.
(Office: Belfast 744261, Home:
Holywood 2783).
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Hornet

Aeolus

28

Faulkner, Mrs. J.K. 1969

Olinda, Craigavad, Co. Down.

Felix, Bernard 1963

19 Bd Victor-Hugo,
92200 Neuilly Sur Seine, Paris, France.

Skreo II

10

Fielding, Dr. RJ. 1956

Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork
Phone 841428 & 51848

Ballerina of
S~n~ (p.o.)

12

Fielding Mrs. C. 1971

Do.

Do.

Finnegan, John J. 1966

9 Belgrave Road, Monkstown,
Co. Dublin (806150)

Fisher, J.D~. 1969

Rathturret, Warrenpoint,
Co. Down (3667)

Fitzgerald, C.J. 1944

24 Patrick Street, Cork

FitzGerald, David H~. 1966

Mount Pleasant, Loughrea, Co. Galway
Pegeen
(Home: Loughrea 148; Office: Tynagh 214)

Fogarty, John J. 1967

8 The Crescent, Midleton, Co. Cork

Nora Sheila

Foley, Albert, 1972

Saltaire, Dalkey Ave., Dalkey,
Co. Dublin (805259)

Estelle

Fowler, Robert J. 1969

Raglan Hall Mews, Raglan Lane,
Ballsbridge, Dublin 4 (684117)

Sogndal

French, Miss D. 1934

Rathmacknee, Killinick,
Co. Wexford (Murrintown 24).

Fryer, Patrick J~l. 1969

Craighdu, Vice Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin
(809568)

Fuller, T. 1936

Grianan, Skibbereen, Co. Cork (6)

Geldof, Robert 1968

18 Crosthwaite Park,
Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (802818)

Glaser, Dr. Otto 1972

Thalassa, Baily, Co. Dublin
Home: 324797 Office: 65191.

Tritsch-Tratsch II

Glover, Dr. W.E. 1963

2 Cooloug Road, Vaucluse, Sydney,
2030, N.S.W. Phone: 337-2889

Melite

12

Gogarty, Desmond 1960

"Lamlash", Mornington, Drogheda,
Co. Louth (8740)

Corran

5

Gomes, H.R. 1967

12 Main St., Crawfordsbum, Co. Down

Ain Mara (P.O.)

Gordon, Hugh 1965

10 Bamhill Ave., Dalkey, Co. Dublin
(Phone: Home 805515; Office 45551)

Gore-Grimes, John 1973

Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin (323670)

Shardana

Gray, A.P. (ex-officio-Hon. Sec.
R .C .C .)

Bine Cottage, Crondall Rd., Crockham
Village, Hants. (Crondali 376, Office:
499-3761)

Rococo
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5-0-5

Melisande (P.O.

6½

La Bretonne

30

I0

Green, Mrs. Marsa~t1963
Green, Dr. ChrisH. 1964

Plymouth Hoe, Stoney Road,
Dundunald, Belfast (63175)
Do

Green, Dr. Michael, 1964

7 Sycamore Close
Woodingdean, Brishton, BN2 6 S|.

Greer, PH. Ll.D. 1951

22 Greenfield Road, Sm’tce, Co. Dublin
(Office: 771801 ;Home 313195).

Greer, Howard 1966

Howth Summit, Co. Deb~

GnJlule~$ J.H. 1961

Censure House, lhily,

11

29

18

Co. Doblia 023123)
Gninne~ Mn. MJ. 1966
Hon~ ~ Officer

Do

Gtt~ne~ Peter 1963

Chapel Farm, Great Missenden, Bucks.

Hall, Mervyn J. 1970

5 Sandycove Ave. W.
Dun Laogh~e, Co. Dublin.

Hall, R.C),. 1952

Lisan~ka, Monkstown,

Ro~ (p.O.)

14

Co. Cork (s4]083)
Hall, Mrs. Nancy W. 1965

Do

Hanan, Thomas J. 1937

Kindle, 6 Roy Com~, Mourn Eliza,
Victoria 3930, Australia.

Harman, S.T3.1949

Lichfield, Ballintemple,
Co. Cork (31053)

Harris, JA. 1971

Oak Lawn, 128 Tonbridge Road,
Hfldenborongh, Kent,
Phone: Wborongh 2162.

I-larte, Edward D. 1969

Glencar, Coolfadda, Bandon
Co. Cork (41286)

Healy, David J. 1971

Unit 28, Watson Towers,
11-17 Watson Street,
Neutral Bay, 2089, Australia.

Healy, Capt. George F. 1968

Shanganagh, Albert Road
Glenageary, Co. Dublin (801528)

Master of Yacht

Asgard

28

Stone Cottage Killiney Hill Road
KflHney, Co. Dublin (852258)

Harldow

12

*Heard, R.D. 1939 (1963)
Heard, Mrs. Ruth 1967

Do

Hegarty, Brian 1957

Cairn Gorm, Bafly, Co. Dublin.
(323421)

Hegarty, I~rrnoto~9

:Kil~n ~ Terrace, Malahide,
Co. Dublin. (350603)
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9

Hennessy, Dr. Noel St. J. 1957

Roosky, Co. Roscommon
(Roosky 24)

Aisling

Henry, Dr. George R. 1969

Uplands, The Hill,
Monkstown, Co. Dublin (803965)

Jaequeline

Heron, Barney 1965

Castletown, Cdbridge,
Co. Kildare (288349)

Talip

Hicks, Saver O. O.B.E. 1961

Cuan Hills Farm, Ballydom
KJllinehy, Co. Down.
(Office: Belfast 57251 ; Home: Killinchy 468).
’Mimosa (P.O-)
Weatherly, Claremont,
Howth, Co. Dublin (322086)
17footer

Higginbotham, J.W. 1964
Hilliard,C.E. 1961

94 Ballinclea Heights,
Killiney, Co. Dublin (854923)

Firedrake (P.O.)

Hogan, Thomas P. 1967

Monkstown Castle, Co. Dublin (803676)

Angel

Horsman, Henry F. 1952

Ternplerainy House, Arklow
Co. Wicklow (0402-2349)

Anne Marie (P.O)L 16
Sinloo d’Areadaon 11

W.K. Horsfold, 1974

North Brook, French Furze,
Carrigaline, Co. Cork (882253)

Hughes, N.C., F.R.C~. 1972

Long Meadow, Ballylesson,
Belfast (Drumbo 323)

Hunt, C.K. 1963

Guinness Group Sales,
86 Patrick Street, Cork.

Hutchinson, William R. 1969

12 Sheridan Drive, Helen’s Bay,
Co. Down.

Irving, J.F. 1960

10

Tait~dng

10

Eaton House,
Eaton-upon-Tern, Shropshire

Saunterer
of Leigh

12

Irwin, D.IVl. 1973

The Cairn, 278 Seacliffe Road,
Bangor, Co. Down.

Pampero
of Down

12

Jacob, Basil B. 1956

Beacon Bank/71iU Road,
Momington, Drogheda, Co. Louth
(041-7840)

Jameson, J. Patrick 1968

Evora, Dunbo Hill,
Howth, Co. Dublin (322931)

Findabar of
Howth.

16

Johnson, Terence 1960

Frazerbank, Strathraore Road,
Killiney, Co. Dublin (801160)

Arandora (P.O)

Jones, A.G.H. 1965

Tithe Barn, Rowberrow,
Nr. Winscombe, Somerset, England.

Kavanagh, Captain Peter 1965

Kerlogue, Railway Ave.,
Sutton, Co. Dublin (323396)

88.

8

Kelly, DJ. 1973

Moorpark, Fountainstown,
Co. Cork. Ph. 831235

Kelly, Dr. Malcolm 1969

19 Piney Hills, Belfast 9 (660869)

Jolie Madame

Kennedy, Hugh P., Q.C. 1963

7 Mount Eden Park, Ma~6ne Rd.,
Belfast 9..(Office: 226941;
Home: 660500)

Tosca IV
of Bangor

Kennedy, George O’Brien 1969

Drumsna, Co. Leitrim (9)

Brainstorm

Kennedy, T., F.R.C~S. 1973

Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road,
Killinchy, Co. Down Phone 470.

Marula

Kennedy, Mrs. B. 1973

8
11

Do.

Kerrigan, Searaus,

The Pastures, Sandyford, Co. Dubfin

IGley, Jock 1969

15 Bosworth St.,
Boston 02108, U~A.

Kilkelly, Lt. Col. R.P. 1954

Cavalry Club, 127 Piccadilly, London W.I.

Kilkenny, Joseph 1971

Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co. Dublin.
(323492).

Kinmonth, Prof. J.B. 1966

70 Ladbroke Road
London W.I I. (727-6045)

Kirby, Tom 1971

Parkgarriff, Endsleigh Park,
Douglas Road, Cork.

Knight, R.D. 1971

Mac Lit II

Phalarope

15

3 Roby Place, Crofton Road,
Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (809468)

Lyrae HI

7

Knott, H.B. 1964

Marlay, Proby Square, Blackrock,
Co. Dublin (881063)

Pamela

6

Knox-Gore, Col. W.A.C. D~.O.
1954

3 Windsor Terrace,
Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (806378).

Kyle, Stirk 1971

8 Talbot Park,
Bangor, Co. Down.

Landon, Capt. E.G. 1959

Crannog, Banagher, Co. Offaly,
Home: Banagher 24.

Large, Richard T. 1958

Rosehill House, Carysfort Ave.,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin.
(Office: 61236; Home: 880574)

Lawless, Peter D. 1964

Heydene, Westfields,
N.C. Road, Limerick (4500J7)

Lee, Reginald 1961

Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Ave.,
Booterstown, Co. Dublin. (8B9486)

Lennox, George A. 1969

8 Norwood Gardens,
Belfast 4 (656989)

89.

Conseal

Mokav

Sarita

12

Leonard, Alan G. 1964
J~eonard, Gerald B. 1964
Vice Commodore

Love, Clayton, 1950
Love, Mrs. T. 1963

Craigaveagh, Sketrick Island
Killinchy, Co. Down (579)

Wishbone (P.O.)
Do.

Do.

E1Caribe, (0’~ 1-831139)
Currabinny, Co. Cork.

Galcador II

Do.

Love, Clayton Jnr. 1971

Clagricarde, Blackrock Road,
Cork (33977)

Love, D.B. 1963

E1 Medano, 75 Avondale Rd.,
Killiney, Co. Dublin (809460)

Love, John P. 1972

White Oaks, Blackrock Road, Cork.

Luke, Derek 1959

Windward, Strand Road,
Sutton, Co. Dublin.
(Office: 753351; Home: 322507)

Gunfleet II

Luke, Dermol 1955

15 Asgard Park, Howth, Co. Dublin.
(3241~1)

Eventide

Lyden, Brendan P. 1968

Carrigaline, Co. Cork (882303)

Lyness, Mrs. Maria 1972

Apple Wood, Glen Road, Craigavad,
Co. Down. (Holywood 2730)

McAuley, F.DAt. Ch., D.OM .q.
1961

45 Upper Leeson Street, Dublin 4.

Macauley, W.P. 1963

Ballyward House, Manor Kilbride,
Blessington, Co. Wicklow

McBride, Dennis 1972

34 Bdgard Heights, Belgard Road,
TallaghL Co. Dublin.
Iona, Baily, Co. Dublin. (323335)

McBride, Edward D. 1970
McCann, George 1968

Rathmore Ave., Bangor, Co. Down
Bangor 62035

McConneU, J.C. 1958

McConnell House, Charlemont Place,
Dublin 2.

McConnell, John H. 1965

120 Ballinclea Heights, KilL~ey,
Co. Dublin.

McConneU, Mrs. M. 1959

37 Castle Park, Monkstown,
Co. Dublin.

McConnell, Stafford C. 1971

16 Parkview Mansions, Harold’s Cross
Road, Dublin, 6.

90.

Assiduous

Heather Bell

Kala

10

52

4

McCormick, W.H.D. 1956

Brooklyn, Greencastle, Lifford,
Vinga
Co. Donegal.
(Home: Greencastle 5; Office: Derry 5014).

McDowell, J.R. 1963

1A Meadow Way,
Crawfordsbum, Co. Down
(Office: 28221).

McFerran, K. 1931

Dangan, Carrickmines,
Co. Dublin (893153)

McGonagle, Liam 1959

Hilltop House, Windgate Road,
Baily, Co. Dublin.

Iaonara

34

McIlwaine, A.D. 1960

Barra, Crawfordsbum, Co. Down

Sheenan

17

McIlwaine, Mrs. Y. 1963

Rosheen Bawn

Do.

Macilwralth, George H. 1970

Delgany, Newhaven Drive, Douglas,
Cork.

McKee, Michael 1962

104 Seacliff Road, Bangor,
Co. Down (Office: 22734, Home: 2692)

McKenna, David C. 1964

Aviemore, 24 Hythe Road,
Worthing, Sussex, England.

Mackeown, J.A. 1959

57 Leeson Park, Dublin 6
(767964)

McKinley, Fergus 1953

Beechfield, Sydney Ave.,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin (888376)

McLaverty, C. 1961

77a Brownhill Rd., Chandlers Ford,
Eastleigh, Hampshire

Dauntless

McLaverty, K. 1961

30 Deramore Drive, Belfast 9

Durward

McMahon, James 1973

"Rathlin’, 32 Orwell Park,
Dublin 6. (972391)

Echo

11

McMillan, Alistair 1968

"Treborth", Corr Bridge,
Howth, Co. Dublin (324042)

McMordle, H_M. 1972

Colin Road, Dunmurry,
Belfast (3319)

Anolis

15

McMullen, L. 1940

11 Almoners’ Avenue,
Cambridge CB 1 4NZ (47020)

McSweeney, Patrick 1968

"Dunmuire", Woodview,
Douglas, Cork

Pride of Kerry

14

Macken, J.J. 1949

White House, Dalkey Ave.,
Co. Dublin (806897)

Arleen
(Dragon)

91.

Dolphin

Antoinette
Korsar

2

3

Madden, Arthur G. 1961

Hazeldene, Marina,
Blackrock, Co. Cork (31348)

Maguire, Dr. J. 1971

Derrylea, Menloe Gardens,
Blackrock, Cork (33939)

Maguire B.C. 1950

Northfields, Blackboys, Ucldield,
Sussex. Framfield 593).

Maguire Edward D. 1971

Mullaghbeg, Killyleash, Co. Down

Triad

Maguire M3. 1958

Willow Brae, Casflepark Rd.,
Sandycove, Co. Dublin (804140)

Arandora (P.O.)

Matter, Patrick J. 1959

Ballinglanna, Douglas Road, Cork
(Office: 25252; Home: 33966.)

Fafner

Mallagh T.J~. 1957

2 Clonskeagh Road, Dublin 6 (971913)

Marshall, AJ’I. 1963

Rockmount, 20 Warren Road,
Donaghadee, Co. Down (3553)

La Petite
Mamsetle

5

Martin, Brian M. 1966

11 Jordanstown Road,
Newtownabbey, Co. Antrim

Banba

9

Martin, FD. 1954

2 Eaton Brae, Corbawn Lane,
Shankill, Co. Dublin (863410)

L’Etoile (P.O.)

Masser, KA. 1966

Edros, Baily, Co. Dublin.

Plntail of Kew

Mellon, D.E., M J). 1947

5 Vergemount, Clonskeagh,
Dublin 6. (973075)

Janet

12

Michailof, Mrs. Anne,

17 Avenue de la cote d’Emeraude,
Lancieux, Brittanny, France.
(272653)

Miller, C.G. 1955

Shortalstown, Killinick,
Co. Wexford (Murrintown 8)

CaUoo

4

Minchin, John 1960

Currabinny, Carrigaline,
Co. Cork (831296)

Windrose

6

Mitchell, PD. 1956

106 Lancaster Rd., Freehold,
N. Jersey, U.S.A.

MoUard, Robert E. 1969

27 Sion Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin

Maid of Main

8

Montgomery, A.M. 1957

Brocca, 5 North Avenue, Mount Merrion,
Dublin (Office: 56701; Home: 881045)

Montgomery, E.J. 1955

78 Northumberland Rd., Dublin.
(Office: 61201; Home: 67852)

Moore, Godfrey B. 1947

18 St. Catherine’s Park, Glenageary,
Co. Dublin (881045).

Morck, Dr. P.B. 1958

Frankfort L0flge, ~Merrion Ave.,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin (880852)

92.

20" $~op

15

Merck, Mrs. P.C. 1962

Frankfort Lodge, Merrion Ave.,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin (880852)

Morehead, R. 1950

Leeward, Marina, Blackrock,
Cork (33297)

Pipit

Morris, Arthur 1961

Clomore Glebe, Piltown,
Co. Kilkenny (Fiddown 8)

Evarne

11

Morris R. Wall 1958

Villa Vista Marina, La Capelania,
Venalmadena, Malaga, Spain.

Morrison, R. Ian 1957

Spindrift, Carrickbrack Rd.,
Baily, Co. Dublin (323106)

Qucrida II

2O

Morton, Rear-Admiral A.S. 1970

110 Ashley Gardens, Westminister
London S.W. 1 (828 1588)

Sungfoon
Nebula

5
5

Mosse, W2. 1964

Denedin, Bennetsbridge,
Co. Kilkenny (5)

Acari

11

MuUins, John 1972

IGlleen Glebe, Dunshaughlin,
Co. Meath (046-25208)

Bonnet Rouge

11

Mullins, Peter 1971

Ashley Cottage 2,
31 Clyde Road, Dublin 4 (689751)

Murphy, W.J. 1963

15 Cleve Hill, Blackrock Road, Cork.

Murray, Capt. Brendan, 1964

Fingal Strand Road, Sutton,
Co. Dublin (322083)
13 Crannagh Park,
Rathfamham. Dublin 14 (908498)

Myles, Norman 1972
Nixon, James 1971

Rock House, Carroweigh Road,
Dundonald, Belfast

Nixon, W2d. 1963

29 Evora Park, Hewth, Co. Dublin.
(Home: 323929); (Office: 301200).
"Caol Tire," Sutton, Co. Dublin (322361)
43 Seapoint Avenue,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin.

O’Boyle, Donal 1974
O’Brien, John J. 1971

Windflower

O’Byrne, T.E. 1951

C/o, Royal Cork Y.C., Crosshaven, Co. Cork.

O’Ceallaigh, C. 1959

46 Killiney Rd., Kflliney,
Co. Dublin (852619)

O’CeaUaigh, Mrs. M. I963
O’Connor, Daniel 1971
O’Connor, Dr. M. 1957

Julia

Do.
Kotor, Vice Tce., Dalkey,
Co. Dublin (801186)
58 FitzwiUiam Square,
Dublin (67136)

93.

Inisfallen

4½

8

Odium, Peter D. 1942

Priory Lodge, Grove Ave.,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin.

40
Versa
Wee Namara (Dragon)

O’Donoghue, Dr. R.F. 1971

TinbaUa, Montenotte, Cork (53871)

Gigha

O’Donovan, W.J. 1947

l, Ashton Park, Blackrock Rd., Cork.

O’Flaherty, Michael" 1968

Glenlion, Brennanstown Rd.,
Cabinteely, Co. Dublin (896465)

O’GaUagher, Malachi, 1968

12 Cypress Lawn, Templeogue,
Co. Dublin.

O’Hanlon, R.H., M.D. 1940
Commodore

8 St. James’s Tce., Clonskeagh,
Dublin 6. (62080)

O’Hanlon, Mrs. B., M.D. 1962

Cuflaun of
Kinsale

28

Meermin

23

Do.
Firefly

O’Keefe, Ray, P. 1937

16 Clonskeagh Rd., Dublin 6.
(62080)
Landscape, Drinagh, Wexford (22980)

O’Keefe, Dr. Maurice 1972

54 Main Street, Kinsale, Co. Cork.

*O’Keefe, P. 1932 (1967)

Ardnagreine, Bantry, Coo Cork.
(Home: 33, Office: 1)

Olver, John R.N., 1971

1 Martello Ave., Craigavad,
Co. Down (Holywood 2147)

O’Mara, Stephen 1960

"Monaleen", Torquay Rd.,
Foxrock, Co. Dublin (896009)

O’Neill, J. Russell 1964

24 Killeen Drive, Bangor, Co. Down

Orr, Arthur S.P. 1970

Evergreen, Old Holyrood Rd.,
Belfast (Home: 63601 ; Office: 57261)

Orr, S.A. 1973

a Carisbrooke Terrace, (4534)
Upper Clifton, Bangor, Co. Down

Osborne, J.A., D.S.C.
Capt. RN. Retd. 1969

Knoeknagreana, Milford
Co. Donegal (73)

Osborne, James 1974

36 Oaldands Park, Dublin 4. (685526)

Osterberg, Paul 1949

The Old Manse, Hillsborough,
Co. Down (226)

O’Sullivan, Jeremiah 1964

9 Rock St. Tralee, Co. Kerry (91)

Geraldine

4

Park, Dr. Davi~f1969

The Croft, Cunningburn,
Newtownards, Co. Down.

Aquila

7

Park, Mungo 1955

Corrig Breac, Baily, Howth,
Co. Dublin (322210)

Patton, Henry A. 1969

Kilnburn, 33 Warren Road,
Donaghadee, BT21 OPD (2517)

O’Hanlon, Andrew 1969

94.

eipa

Oisin

11

Fairy 0./3.

se~a

Mist of Malin

15

*Paul, Alan H. 1958

20 St. James Street, London S.W.1.
(HYD 5252)

Payne, J. Somers 1969

4 Camden Tce., Crosshaven,
Co. Cork (831128)

Melody
Nat. 18"

Pearson, J.D. 1950

Craig View, Howth,
Co. Dublin. (322276).

Orana

12

Pierce, Dermot 1968

126 Harley St., London.

Porteous, James 1968

Bunnyconnellon, Myrtleville, Co. Cork.

Pritchard, John P. 1966

The Coach House, Helen’s Bay,
Co. Down.

Aspaaia P.O.

12

Cecille

13

Pritchard, Mrs. Maw G. 1966

Do.

Purcell, D.J. 1937

7 Avondale Park, Killiney, Co. Dublin.

Radley, George 1971

The Brake, Cobh, Co. Cork (811394)

Reddy, MJ. 1973

Punch Oak, Holmpatrick,
Skerries, Co. Dublin (291635)

Roberts Rex, 1974

Stratford, Sflchester Road,
Glenageary, Co. Dublin.

Roberts T. 1973

The Residence, Kibroney,
Rostrevor, Co. Down, Phone 470

Robinson, Dr. G. 1960

15 Bdgrave Square Monkstown,
Whimbrel
Co. Dublin. (Office: 805581; Home: 807207)

Robinson, A. 1973

Hilhnount, Annalong,
Co. Down (213)

Roche, Charles A. 1972

Ballingard, Delgany,
Co. Wicklow. (874572)

Roche, T.H. 1935

Petrel

3½

Heather
of Moume

11

Ros-na43reine, Avoca Ave.,
Blackrock, Co. Dublin (881093)

Neon Tetra

2O

Rogerson, Frederick 1969

Cree~gh, Dundrum Rd., Dublin, 14.
(Office: 63949)

Happy Return

Ronaldson, Charles E. 1967

1 Fifth Ave., Baylands,
Bangor, Co. Down (5681).

Ronan J.G. 1956

Cuskinny, Cobh, Co. Cork (811370)

Cygnet of Moume

10

Rudd, D~. 1971

Busherstown House Moneyall
Birr, Co. Offaly (MoneyaU 6)

Tregalla

15

Russell, John F. 1965

34 Killinakin Rd., Killinchy, Belfast

Macfm
Enterprise

Ryan, David F. 1973

Dublin Road, Skerries, Co. Dublin
(291438)

95.

Ryan, Dermod, J. 1971

Ashdale, Castle Close, Castle Park Rd.,
Sandycove, Co. Dublin (803585)

Ryan Senator Eoin 1957

81 Park Avenue, Dublin 4. (691770)

Ryan, Frank 1971

55 Beech Park Ave., Foxrock,
Co. Dublin. (894026)

Tryphena

10

Scanlan, Edward P. 1966

Dravington House, Hamble Southampton,
Hants, England. (Hamble 2270)

Flarepath

12

16

Scardan, Mrs. D.E. 1971

Shalade

Do.

Selig, Ivan 1965

5a Windsor Ave., N. Belfast 9,
(Office: 33878; Home: 666064)

Sewell, Richard G. 1969

7 Edith Tee., London S.W. 10
(352-7367)

Thalassa

Shanks, T.R.J. 1972

14 Massey Ave., Belfast 14
(63809)

Maimoume

Sharp, Rona,d 1974

"Ardbeg", CraigmiUar Avenue,
Miln Gavie by Glasgow, Scotland
(0627/4659)

Sheil, Leonard 1968
lion. Treasurer

"Portelet", Haddington Pk.,
Glenageary, Co. Dublin (853371)

Galley Bay

Sheppard, T. Lt. Comm. 1957

Derrybawn, Military Rd.,
Ballybrack, Co. Dublin (853371)

Greylag of
Arklow.

12

Shepherd, Gerald J. 1958

Arderne Cottage, Utkinton, Tarporley,
Cheshire (Tarpofley 668).

Simms, R.JA. 1969

31 Waverley Dr., Bangor, Co. Down (3563)

Sisk, H.B. 1973

Sandscale, Lr. Dodder Road,
Rathfarnham, Dublin, 14. (908839)

Standfast (P.O.)

33

Smiles, Alan 1958

28 Fifth Ave., Port Washington,
New York, U.S.A.

Smullen, Brian P. 1968

12 Eden Park, Sandyeove, Co. Dublin.

Smullen, John D. 1961

Sea View, Corrig Ave.,
Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (809601)

Smyth B.T. 1960

40 Balmoral Ave., Belfast 9 (66386)

Wynalda P.O.

I0

Smyth, F.B. 1964

646, Howth Rd., Dublin 5.

Rebel

Smyth, Karl 1964

20 Hamilton Rd., Bangor, Co. Down
(60906)

St. Michael of
Cape Clear

16

Smyth, W.A. 1960

11 Balmoral Ave.,
Belfast 9 (665265)

Wynalda P.O.

10

Snell, M.H. 1974.

Ballintubber Lodge, CarrigtwohiU,
Co. Cork.(883193)

Ruinette

96°

5½

4

SomervLUe-Large, P.T. 1946

Vallcmbrosa, Bray,
Co. Wicklow (862216)

Gannet

10

Speidel Noel 1968

"Coolmaine’, Malahide, Co. Dublin
(350356)

Malaise

9

Starkey, R.V. 1939

11 Sandford Ave., Marlboro. Rd.,
Donnybrook, Dublin (971107)

Bonita

6

Steadman~David 196.7

123a Sydenham .Ave.,
Belfast 4 (656145)

Domain

8

Stewart, Alan C. 1959

7 W/flow Drive, Milton of Campsie
Glasgow G65 8DY, (Lennoxtown
310116)

Stewart, Rynn 1968

12 Silchester Rd.,
Glenageary, Co. Dublin.

Harmony

8

Stevemon, John A. 1964

Hill View, Cliddesden,
Basingstoke, Hants.

Sullivan, C. St. J. 1955

9 Avondale Rd., Killiney,
Co. Dublin (805877)

Sullivan, Michael R. 1967

Eglantine, Crab Lane, Blackrock Rd.,
Cork (Home: 32734; Office 26731).

Sutton, Eric P. 1968

Laurenfic, Knockrea Pk.,
Douglas Rd., Cork.

Taggart, A.G. 1970

7 Manse Rd., Bearsden,
Glasgow, Scotland (Office 2183)

Tasgart, Thos. N. 1966

Cuan Cottage, Skettrick Island,
KilIinchy, Co. Down.

Tayler, Warren J. 1962

53 West Point Edgbaston,
Birmingham 16.

Thompson, S.F. 1956

Chartwell, Douglas Rd., Cork.

Tierney, John 1960

Aisling, Knapton Rd, Dun Laoghaire,
Co. Dublin. (804391)

TisdaI1, Patrick 1974

’Aisling’, Belgooly, Co. Cork (73654)

Tc~nlinscm, Michael I962

Elmleigh, Neston, Wirral, Cheshire

Tomlinson, Mrs. Molly 1965

Marie Victoke

12

Penegrina

12

Cygnet of
Moume

13

Do.

Tughan, D. 1969

16 Maralin Ave., Bangor, Co. Down
(60432)

TyrreI1, Aidan 1971

21 Holyroyd Rd., Putney, London S.W.15.

Tyrrell, John 1940

lnver Dea, Ferrybank, Arklow
(Home" 2452; Yard 2403)

97.

Vickery, Ian 1972

Vickerys Hotel Bantry, Co. Cork

Villiers-Stuart. M F. 1957

Loughside, Greenisland,
Co Antrim (Whiteabbey 2245)

Winifreda of
Greenisland.

Virden, Jonathan 1968

The Hollies Uxbridge Road,
Stoke Poges, Slough SL2 4PX Bucks.

Sharavolp

5

Walsh, R.T. 1950

65 Merrion Rd Dublin 4 (69138,5)

building

15

Walsh, William 1968

Maryville, Crosshaven, Co. Cork
Office: 52358, Home: 831261

Querida

Watson, Heil 1962

North Quay, Wicklow
(Phone 2492)

Watson, Richard R. 1962

29 Balkill Rd., Howth,
Co. Dublin (322472)

Watson, Mrs. Patricia 1966

Do.

White, John N. 1974

39 Knocksirma Crescent,
Foxrock, Co. Dublin (896013)

White, Michael L. 1969

70 Clifton Rd., Bangor,
Co. Down (Bangor 4681)

Whitehead, David 1972

United States Steel Int. (N.Y.) Ltd.,
P.O. Box 78696, Sandton 2146,
T’¢~, South Africa.

Wilkinson, J~. 1956

Glenhedr, Howth, Co. Dublin (323063)

Wilby, K.A. 1964

17 Bow Green Rd.,
Altrincham, Cheshire. (061-928-5705)

Williams, W. Peter 1968

The Whins, Magherascouse,
Comber, Co. Down.

Wilson, P. 1964

Gribton, 12 Ralston Rd., Bearsden,
Dunbartonshire, Scotland.

Wingfield, Robert T. 1969

Anchor Cottage, Anchor Yard,
Knavesborough, Yorks.

Wolfe, JaM. 1959

Robbs Wall, Malahide,
Co. Dublin (350505)

Wolfe, Peter C. 1974

13

Leila (17footer)

4
12

Gay Gannet

Do.

Wood Wolfe, C.F.W. 1958

Bridge House, Skibbereen, Co. Cork.

Workman, J.R. 1954

53 Malone Park, Belfast (665815)

Ceara

Wylde, Commdr. A.L. 1961

Tenets, Crede Lane, Old Bosham,
Nr. Chichester, Susscx~ PO18 8NX,
(Bosham 572831)

Carrick Witch

Wylie, Ian E. 1972

49 Hawthornden Road, Belfast

Hallowe’enq

BT4 3r~V (Ph: 650374).
98.
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LIST OF YACHTS
The letter G. before the rig iindicates gaff rig. The
letters following the rig description indicate that
the yacht is built of wood, plastic or steeL
Owner

Yacht

T.M.

Rig

Built

u,

~aiamm.aaat

ammmsm

~

m

W.P, Mosse
H.R.& D.F. Gomes

Acari

Sloop, W
Yawl, W

1939
I912

Robert Clark
J.B, Keamey

Ketch, W

1965

M_~ Griff[ths, Waterwitch.

Ketch, W
Sloop, W

1’968

W: l~aynev, .~flantic.

1968
1900

R.E. Carter
E.H~. Hamilton

1936

A.R..Luke, Teal O.D.
M. Henderson, Spinner.

Ainmara
Aiding

I 1
10
8

Anasu II

17
10

H.M. McMordie

Angel
Anolis

J.A. Mackeown

Antoinette

D.S. Park

Aquila

J.F. Burke
D. Bradley

Aracatty m
Arandora

J.P. Pritchard
Capt. E.F. Healy
(Master)

N.St:J, Hennessy
A. Dunn
T.P. Hogan

15
5
7

Ketch, W
Sloop, W
Sloop,P

19,72
1:965

l)esign~ and
it v i t

11

Stoop~ w

Aspasia

8
I I

Sloop, W
Sloop, W

Asgard

28

G. Ketch, W1905

W~ & ILB. Fife, I~t. 8’ m.
Colin Archer

C. Love Jnr.
R. de Quincey

Assiduous

18
9

Sloop, P

Olin Stephens, Swan 44.

Sloop, P

1973
1974

R. & C. Fielding

Ballerina of
SkelHg

12

Sloop, P

1973

A. Primrose, Warrior Mk II

B.M. Martin
R. Courtney

Banba

Sloop, P

Bandersnatch
Bonita

9
13
5

1974
1970

P. Webster, Elizabethan 31.
Sparkman & Stephens

1884

Col. Saunderson.

Bonnet Rouge

11

Sloop, W

7
4

Sloop, W

A. Buchanan
G. O’B. Kennedy, ½tonner.

C.G. Miller

Brainstorm
Calloo

1959
1972

Yawl, W

1959

A.C. Robb, Jenny Wren.

P.J. Adams
LR. Workman

Carnalea
Ceara

4
8

Sloop, W

1948

L. Giles

G. Radley
H.E. Byrne

Cecille

12
7

Sloop, P
Sloop, W

1970
1957

Sparkman & Stephens, Swan 36.
A. Bychanan, E. Anglian O.D.

16

Yawl, W
Sloop, P

1914

L. Hope

1972
1962

Brohall, Singoalla
J. Tyrrell

R.V. Starkey
J.A. Mullins
G. O’B. Kennedy

W.D. & Mrs. Cart
R.L Berridge
W.S. & Mrs.
Braidwood

Badger of
Baltimore

Chouette
Cooya
Comfin
Cruiskeen

10
15

Sloop, P
Sloop, W

Ketch, W

1989
1924

C.A. Nicholson, Int. 8 m.
A. Myln~& Co, DBSC 24 ft.

D. Sadler, Contessa 32.

M. O’Flaherty

Cuilaun of
Kinsale

28

Ketch W

1970

G.T. McGruer

J.G. Ronan
J.A. Blaikie

Cygnet of Moume 10

Sloop, P
Sloop, P

1968
1974

Sparkman & Stephens

Sloop, W

1969

Sloop, W

1963

C.D. Mower, Petrel.
Robert Clark

G. Macilwraith
J. McMahon

Diff’rent Drummer 5
Dolphin
2½
Echo of
10
Portchester

W.P. Brown, Ruffian 23.

A. Morris

Evarne

11

Cutter, W

1937

J.P. Jameson

Finndabar
oi Howth
Firedrake
Freda

16

Sloop, P

1970

C. Kingsley
Sparkman & Stephens

4
6

Sloop, W

1942

J. Anker, Dragon

Gailey Bay

5
32

C.E. Hilliard
E.K. Devenny
L. Shell
C. & T. Love
K.P. Fane

Galcador II
Gallivanter II

J.M. Wolfe
R.F. O’Donoghue

Gay Gannet
Gigha

D.W. Simmonds
A.C. Robb

7
7

Ketch, S
Sloop, W
Slloop, W

4

Sloop, W

Greylag of Addow 12
Gunfleet of
10

Sloop, W

1961

Sloop, P

1969

W.M. Elliott
R.D. Heard
W.P. Macauley

Happy Return

2
12

Sloop, W

1970

Motor, W

1963

Heather of
Mourne
Helen

Ketch, W
Sloop, P

1932
1973

J.N. Miller & Sons

A. Robinson

52
10
10

Sloop, W

1936

29
4

CB Yawl, W1962
Sloop, W 1939

Sir T. Glen Coats, Int. 8 m.
J.B. Kearney
L. Giles, Lymington L

M.M.A. d’Alton
T. Sheppard
D. Luke

M. & C. Green
P.H. Greer
J.R. Bourke
Mrs. B.M. O’Hanlon
C. O’Ceallaigh
J.C. McConnell
T.N. Taggart

Glanshane

Harklow
Heatherbell

Helen of Howth
Iduna
Inis Cealtra
Julia
Kala
Kinnew

J.A. McKeown

Korsar

P. Fryer
F.D. Martin

La Bretonne
L’Etoile
Lapwing

A.W. Anderson

28

Cutter, W 1911
Sloop, W 1952
Ketch~ W 1967
1965
1963

S.M. van der Meer
C.R. Holman, Sterling.

1961

C.R. Holman
A. Mylne, Glen O.D.
Laurent Giles
Sparkman & Stephens, Swan 36

6
5

Motor, W
Sloop, W

1959
1947

4

Motor, P

5
10

Cutter, W
Sloop, P
Sloop, W

1973
1947

5
15
3~

Sloop, P

R. Tucker, Caprice.
J. Tyrrell
Holman & lye, Centurion

G. O’B. Kennedy
Morgan Giles, West Channel O.D.
Downcraft Ltd.

1969

Robert Clark
Sparkman & Stephens

1952
1973

L. Giles, Vertue.
M. Dufour, Dufour 35.

S. Kerrigan

~ Ljr ~I/

J.K.A. Dorman

Maid of Skye

A.S.P. Orr
N. Speidel

Maimoune

E. Sutton
R.H. O’Hanlon

Marie Victoire
Meermin

C.J. Fitzgerald

Melisande

H.A. Patton

Mist of Malin
Mokav

P.D. Lawless
D.N. Doyle
F.D. Tughan

Malaise

8
9
2~
10

CB Yawl, W1966
Sloop, W 1955
Sloop, W 1902

z. Managh
D. Hilliard

Sloop, P

1969

L Hope, Fairy.
Sparknum & Stepheas

12

Cutter, W

1949

Laurent Giles

35

G. Ketch,S 1951
Sloop, P
1971

Cuthertson & Cassian Trapper 28

Motor, W

A. Mytne & Co

5
15
5

Moonduster
20
Myth of Moume 15

H. Cudmore, Sen.
T.H. Roche

Namhara

l 1

Neon Tetra

D. Andrews
P.F. Foley

Oceaa Dove
Odette

20
9

S. O’Mara
D.M. Irwin

1965

Cutter, W 1962
Sloop, W 1973
Sloop, P
1970
Sloop, W 1955

R. Tucker, Escapade
Sparkman & Stephens
A. Gumey, Rancher 41
J. McGruer, 8 m. C/R.
D. HiUiard
M. Griffiths
Tucker Brown

Cutter, W

1954
1959
1966

Oisin
Pampero of
Down

2½
11

Ketch, W
Sloop, W
Sloop, P

12

Sloop, P

1972

E,G. van de Stadt, Excalibur.
Camper & Nicholson

J.M. Tomlinson

Penegrina

12

Sloop, W

J.B. Kinmonth
J.F. Clapham

Phalarope

15
7

Yawl, P
Sloop, P

1961
1959

P. Brett
W. Tripp Jun., Block Island 40.

ripit
Querkla II
Quiver VII

Sloop, P

1969
1971

G. Thompson

R. Morehead

Sloop, W

1965

Ketch, P
Sloop, P

1972

Robert Clark
Camper & Nicholson

1974

W.P. Brown, Ruffian 23.

Yawl, W

1968
1969

J. McGmer
D. Hilliard

1973
1963

G. Fletcher, Ultimate.

R.I. Morrison

Phendra

S.H.R. Clarke
W.B. Cunningham

Rascal

P.A. Clark

Rhuunara

R.C.A. & Mrs. Hall

Roane

T.J. Hanan
H.D.E. Barton
J.P. McDowelt

Rosbeg
Rose Rambler

~. Snell
G.A. Lenno~
J.F. Irving

Rosheen Bawn
Ruinette
Sarita
Saunterer

4~
21
24
5
20
14
2

Ketch, W
Lug, W

11
10

Sloop, W
Sloop, P

10
12

Sloop, P

10

of t~ish
L.B. Dickinson

Seaboard

J.A. Osborne

Sasala

10
6

Cutter, W
Sloop, P

1965

A. Primrose, Seal.

1968

Laurent Giles
Hohnan & Pye

1971
1910

Nicholson 32
H.W. White

1970

A. Buchanan, Neptune

Cutter, W 1938
Sloop, W 1962

Robert Clark
R.N. Slater, S. class

F. Cudmore
D.J. Ryan
J. Virden
A.D. Macllwaine
J.H. Bowring

Setanta
Shalade
Sharavoge
Sheenen

I0
8

Sloop, W
Sloop, W

5

Sloop, W

15
14

Yawl, W

1949

J.B. Kearney

1968
1963

Camper & Nicholson
Scandanavian Y.R.U. Folkboat

1937
1958

A.M. Dickie & Sons
Baron van Hoevell

1964

D. Hilliard
Camper & Nicholson

9

Ketch, S
Sloop, W

Skua
Snow Star

7
17

Cutter, W
Sloop, W

1924
1968

T.F. & T.C. Doyle

Sonata

Sloop, W

1950

H.B. Sisk
P. Bunting

Standfast

21
22

D.J. Keiley

Shindilla
Shortwave

P.A. Tisdall
J.C. Kiley Jnr.

J.H. Guinness

Sue
Sule Skerry

18
5

1971
G. Yawl,W 1919
1959
Yawl, W
Sloop, W 1964

21

Sloop, P

ICA. Neilsen, Custom
W. Fife
F. Mass
Woodhouse
McGruer, Clyde l0 m.
C.l~ Holman, Stella

A.S. Morton
K. Smyth

Sung Foon
St. Michael of
Cape Oear

15

G. Ketch,W 1946

W. Skinner

N.C. Hughes

Taitsing

10

1961

A~ Buchanan

B.M. Heron

TaUp

8

Sloop, W
Sloop, P

1971

J.C. Butler
R. Sewell
H.P. Kennedy

Tam-o’-gh~ntzr

12

Sloop, P

Thdassa
Tosca IV of

16
9

Yawl, W
Sloop, W

1972
1906

Camper & Nicholson
Halmatic 8.8
B.Chance, Chance 37

O. Glaser

Tritsch Tratsch
!I

30

F. Ryan

Tryphena

tL Aplin

1960

C. Sibbick
C. Nicholson, Jolina

Sloop, W

1973

G. McGruer

10

Sloop, W

1939

L. Giles

Tu Fri

4

Sloop, W

E.M. Booth

Venetia

6

Sloop, W

1961

C.A. Nicholson, SCOD

P.D. Odlum

Vema

40

Ketch, S

1973

S.M. van der Meet, Trewes 59.

R.P. Campbell

Verve

10

Yawl, W

1963

A.C. Robb, Princess

B.P. Lyden

Vivi

6

Sloop, W

1925

K. Reimers, 30 sq. m.

P. Donegan

Whirlaway of
Skerries.
Wild Goose of
Moyle

16

Sloop, W

1963

C.R. Holman

10

Yawl, W

1936

M. Griffiths

H.W.S. Clark

sangor

J. Minchin

Wind Rose

M.F. Villiers-Stuart

Winifreda of
Greelfisland

GI & A~ Leonard

W’mhbone
Wynelda

W.A. Smyth

6
13
9
10

J. Anker, Dragon

Sloop, P HI69

Camper & Nicholson

Cutter, W

The Admiralty

Sloop, W 1965
Sloop, g 1953

C.R. Holman~lorth Sea 24
J.H. Hardman

Prultcd by 12. & f+ O’Brien, I)ublin

