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Hon. Secretary’s Report

Commodore: C. J. Fitzgerald
Vice-Commodore: John Gore-Grimes
Rear Commodore: Hugh P. Kennedy
Hon. Secretary: Brian Hegarty
Hon. Treasurer: Donal O’Boyle
Committee:
Northern Area: Michael McKee, Michael O’Farrell, Arthur
S.P. Orr, and T. Robert J. Shanks
East Coast Area: Ronan M. Beirne, John H. Guinness,
Liam McGonagle and Dermod J. Ryan.
Cork Area: Barry Hassett, Dan J. Kiely, David Nicholson
and Michael R. Sullivan.
Western Area: Patrick A. Dineen and David H. B.
Fitzgerald.
And the band played on -- St. Patrick on the ocean. Photo: Danny Sheehy
Committee Meetings.
Four Committee Meetings were held during the year, three
at the Royal St. George Yacht Club and one at the Royal
Cork Yacht Club. This is a deliberate break with the
tradition of holding all Committee Meetings in Dublin. Your
Committee have decided that in future one meeting each year
will be held in one of the areas other than Dublin. The
attendance at meetings was very good in the past year at
82½%.
On behalf of the ICC I would record our Club’s gratitude
to the ever helplful Royal St George Yacht Club Q its Flag
Officers and Committee for putting their club premises and
dining facilities at our disposal for Committee Meetings and
AGM. Likewise we would thank Royal Cork Yacht Club
for its hospitality when we held an ICC Committee Meeting
there on Saturday 15th October 1985.
Annual General Meeting
Our AGM was held on Friday 21st March 1986 at the Royal
St George Yacht Club. The Commodore was in the chair
and 73 members attended.
In the absence of nominations for the Committee, the
Commodore put forward his own which were duly elected.
Those involved are already listed at the beginning of this
Report.
The Hon. Treasurer, Donal O’Boyle, took members
through the accounts for the year ended 31 st December 1985.
The surplus for 1985 at IR£3071 compared favourably with
IR£1573 for the previous year. The increase in members
subscriptions was the main contributor to this situation, a
significant portion of which was payment of arrears. He
noted that many of the old standing orders had been
cancelled so that members are paying the correct level of
subscription. He regretted that a direct debit system for
payment of subscriptions was not a viable proposition as
the indemnity required of our Club by the banks was too
severe. He was pleased to report that the Club Annual cost
less this year (IR£6103) than in the previous year (IR£7545).

The man from the West -- David Fitzgerald.

Photo: Tom Lawlor

large gathering. He extended a particular welcome to the
24 new members elected in January 1986.
The Royal St George Yacht Club was thanked for its
generosity in making the Club and its dining facilities
available to the ICC for our AGM.
On the subject of the very extensive cruises by Club
members, the Commodore singled out a few for special
mention. Speaking of John Gore-Grimes RepicS to Iceland
and East Greenland in Shardana, he said it had won both
the ICC’s Faulkener Cup and the RCC’s Challenge Cup.
Jack Coffey was congratulated on his fine return cruise from
the USA which had earned him the Atlantic Trophy for the
third time. A special welcome was extended to Tony Morton,
who in Sung Foon had won the Strangford Cup for his
return cruise from the Mediterranean to Lymington, and
who had travelled from the south of England to be with us.
Tom Sheppard was thanked for adjudicating the logs for
the challenge cups Q not an easy assignment.
On the subject of the 1985 Club Annual, John GoreGrimes was congratulated for producing what was probably
one of the best editions ever. In particular the Commodore
praised the photography which he described as of excellent
quality. At this stage Ronan Beirne was welcomed to the
Committee. Members were told that he would understudy
John Gore-Grimes for a year before taking over as Hon.
Editor.
The Hon. Publications Officer, Jennifer Guinness was
congratulated on being awarded the John B. Kearney Cup
for her considerable contribution to Club affairs and to Irish
sailing.
The Commodore referring to the CCC 75th Anniversary
Cruise-in-Company, sasid it had been a great occasion and
he was pleased to welcome Bill McKeon, Past Commodore
of the CCC, as a new member of the Icc. John Guinness
was thanked for his work as liason officer between the ICC
and the CCC for the event, as was Liam McGonagle who
as Vice Commodore had spoken on the ICC’s behalf at the
closing function at Arduaine.
The Commodore concluded by thanking his fellow Flag
Officers, Committee, Hon. Treasurer and Hon. Secretary
for their good attendance at meetings, and their efforts on
the Club’s behalf during the year. In particular Liam
McGonagle was thanked for organising two excellent Dublin
Area luncheons, and Dermod Ryan for arranging the
Whitsun East Coast Rally to the Menai Straits.

Postage and printing had been kept to a reasonable level,
due in no small part to the efforts of various members who
had delivered the Club Annual. With cash in bank of
IR£12,757 the balance sheet showed an extremely healthy
position, and the Hon. Treasurer expectged that the present
subscription could be held for the next few years. He
concluded by thanking Club member Benny Gallagher for
auditing the accounts.
The Commodore, in his address, welcomed all those
members who were present and was pleased to see such a

Peace breaks out in the small hours at Youghal between the forces of
Munster and the forces of Leinster. (Left to right) Aidan Tyrell, Christy
Gibbons, Harry Whelehan and the Commodore. Photo: W.M. Nixon

Dermod Ryan Commodore of the Royal St. George, organizer supreme
of the R. St. G. Cruise in Company.
Photo: D. Lovegrove

Membership.
At the time of our AGM, Club membership stood at 490.
At the AGM we remembered three members who died
during the past year Q Nancy Hall, John O’S Roche and
Richard T. Large.
Twenty four new members were welcomed to the Club,
namely, Christopher J. Bunting, Dan Cross, Denis
Cudmore, Paul S. Doonan, John P. Duggan, Laurence
Egar, Jack Fitzgerald, David Freeman, Betty Hegarty, Noel
J. Kidney, Michael W. Knatchbull, John E. Ley, Angela
Ley, William McKeon, Gerald McMullan, James F.
Menton, Adrian O’Donovan, Donal O’Tierney, George L.
D. Ralston, Denis G. Scott, James Slevin, David M. R.
Taplin, Brendan P. Walsh and Michael J. Webb.

Members Harry Whelehan and Aidan Tyrell aboard Turtle
Photo: W.M. Nixon

Senior Membership
For those who may not know, senior membership applies
to any member who having attained the age of 65 has been
an ICC member for 35 years. Such a member is not required
to pay a memberhip fee. For the Year from January 1986
the following seventeen are senior members Q J. R. Bourke,
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K. J. Broderick, R. Courtney, R. S. Creswell, F. Cudmore,
Miss D. French, C. J. Fitzgerald, P. H. Greer, T. J. Hanan,
J. J. Macken, K. McFerran, L. McMullan, R. Morehead,
J. D. Pearson, T. H. Roche, P. Somerville-Large and J.
Tyrell.
Subscriptions
The annual membership fee, for ordinary members other
than Honorary or Senior, is IR£20. The 1987 subscription
falls due on the 1st January 1987 and should be sent to our

Hon. Treasurer, Donal O’Boyle, Drake Lodge, Drake’s
Pool, Carrigaline, Co Cork, fortwith.
Annual Dinner 1986
Our 1986 dinner was held at the Slieve Donard Hotel,
Newcastle, Co. Down on Saturday 1st February 1986. It was
a mammoth affair with 197 partaking between members and
guests. AS the Club’s principal guests we had Mr and Mrs
Anthony Campbell, and Mr Campbell spoke on behalf of
the guests. As the Commodore said it was a most excellent
event, and all involved could be well pleased. Certainly those
present seemed to enjoy themselves.
Whit Rally to Strangford Lough.
In connection with this event the Wright Salver was won
by new member Michael Knatchbull in Misty. In lightish
conditions Misty was the only yacht to persevere and got
her just reward when she fininshed off St. Patrick’s Rocks
at 07.25 on Saturday 31st May 1986.
The Hon. Secretary was not present but reports tell me
that a good time was had by those present at the hospitable
Down Cruising Club and Quoile Yacht Club. Rear
Commodore ICC, Hugh Kennedy with his wife Aoife, and
Michael and Annie McKee stayed with the group for the
week-end, a gesture much appreciated by those participating.
Yachts taking part were Deerhound, Misty, Marden,
Findabar, Shardana, Saoirse, Beaver, Emmanuel, Lee Mary,
Sceolaing and Rockabill.

Navigating Mazda Drum Round Ireland 1986.

Photo: Tom Lawlor

"This is a dry ship except when the skipper wants a drink". In the full
luxury of the saloon (headroom 3ft 6 ins), Jenny Guinness does the pouring while Josh Hall and Robin K-J do the waiting. Photo: W.M. Nixon
’Is there any more, missus?" Liam Lawlor does the Oliver Twist bit while
Jenny works the tiny galley.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

Mid Season Rally Q Cork Area.
This year the event took place on Saturday 28th June 1986.
Traditionally it has been at Glandore, but this year Kinsale
was the venue. A dinner was held at Actons Hotel and by
all accounts those present enjoyed themselves in the time
honoured manner. Taking part were Gyn Trap (R. Cassidy),
Lola (P. Walsh), Luv Is (S. Mansfield), Mandalay (C. J.
Fitzgerald), Misdemena (Dr. M. O’Keefe) and Spellbound
(Dr. R. Fielding).
East Coast End-of-Season Rally
Saturday 30th August 1986 at Port St. Mary was this year’s
venue. Whilst Friday night was blustery enough giving rise
to a lumpy sea, the breeze was offshore and fair for the job
in hand. Those participating had a good sail to Port St.
Mary. The Vice Commodore John Gore-Grimes had
promised a Vice Commodore’s drink to all who would join
him lunchtime at the Isle of Man Yacht Club. On a fine
sunny Saturday I think all present were accounted for, which
is more than can be said for those present at a later party
aboard Deerhound! Most yachts bound for the Dublin area
left late Saturday or early Sunday morning to take advantage
of nice NW’Iy breeze which brought them back to their home
ports before a predicted SW’ly set in. Taking part were
Deerhound (J. H. Guinness), Shardana (J. Gore-Grimes),
Sceolaing (D. J. Ryan), Live Wire (D. O’Brien), Marden
(G. Nairn), Silver Shadow (P. Gray), Mitigator (P. J.
Bunting) and Cuchulain (M. O’Farrell).
End of Season Rally to East Ferry
Held on Sunday 14th September 1986 at East Ferry marina
by kind permission of, and with much help from ICC
member Jim Butler. The Commodore reports a good turn
out of members and their yachts including Anna Petra (B.
Cudmnore), Carrigdoun (W. Walsh), Lola (P. Walsh),
Mandalay (C. J. Fitzgerald), Moonduster (D. N. Doyle),
Misdemena (Dr. M. O’Keefe), Setanta II (F. Cudmore),
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Sirena (D. Cross, Spellbound (Dr. R. Fielding), White
Rooster (J. Donegan), Whistling Oyster (B. Cahill) and
Yami Yami (T. Kirby).
John B. Kearney Cup 1986
As members will know the John B. Kearney Cup is awarded
to someone, not necessarily an ICC member, who in the
opinion of our Flag Officers has made a significant
contribution to Irish sailing. This year it is the Flag Offiders’
wish that it be awarded to Harold Cudmore Jnr. in
recognition of his achievements in match racing, and the
distinction that is his as skipper of the British Americas Cup
Challenge.
Jennifer Guinness
One of the most horrifying things ever to befall one of our
Club members occured when Jennifer was kidnapped earlier
this year. The Flag Officers and Committee know they can
speak for all Club members in saying how delighted and
relieved we all were at the happy outcome of this event; and
how much we admired her courage and determination during
and after her ordeal.
List of Members and Yachts
I make my annual plea to members that on receiving their
copy of this 1986 Annual they would check the detail of
names, addresses, and yachts as it applies to them. If there
are errors, please pen me a note so that I may correct for
the future.
Lastly
I would take this opportunity of thanking the Flag Officers
and Committee for the help and support they give me in
dealing with Club matters. To all members may I wish a
Happy Christmas with fair winds and lots of sunshine in
1987.

Jennifer.

Photo: Tom Lawlor

STOP PRESS
On behalf of our Club our congratulations are due to
members Dickie Gomes and Brian Law on their record
breaking round Ireland sail on board Novanet 1.
Congratulations also to James Cahill on his successful return
from his maritime honeymoon.
Brian Hegarty
Hon. Secretary.

The party ends at East Ferry -- the crews of Hesperia (foreground) and
Explorer, together with sundry others, start to wend their way back to
Crosshaven.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
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Challenge Cup Awards 1986

East is East and West is West and, contrary to accepted
wisdom, they do meet -- in the logs of the Irish Cruising
Club. Taiwan in the East, New York and the Carribean in
the West with all sorts of places in between. In this year of
1986 there seems to have been a concensus by members to
avoid the areas around the top and bottom of the world.
Only Cuilaun coming home via Newfoundland got into the
iceberg limits and they complained about not seeing one.
This, I find an odd complaint. I never felt any warmth
towards icebergs. Maybe that’s to do with the Titanic being
built in Belfast.
Encouraged by the Royal St. George Yacht club
expedition to Brittany, the visitors to North West mainland
Europe were numerous. Those who have taken part in
similar events will know participation in these occurrences
produces its own pressures to add to the mixture of
difficulties, tensions, frustrations, delights and satisfactions
which make up a typical cruise. (Maybe there is scope for
another type of award!) Certainly the George had a great
success on their hands. Some of our members raced to
attend, some chartered to attend while the Guinness’s "day
sailed" to get there. L’Exocet made a splendid workmanlike
cruise taking in parties and Bernard Corbally wrote a very
enjoyable account. Bobby Burr returned to the heartland
to revisit old friends and menus. Bad weather and some gear
trouble at the start were no impediments to Joliba’s progress.
Il faut manger pour vivre et (for this lot) il faut naviguer
pour manger.
Spain, too, had it’s visitors. Pazienza, on passage to the
Med. had some appalling weather and was happy to get
attached to a bit of that country. However, worse was to
follow! I liked Terence Kennedy’s grading system for ports
visited on his cruise to Spain.
The Mediterranean had it’s share of ICC activity. This
years West and East pattern occurs again. Safari
circumnavigated Majorca and Paul Cooper explored, among
other features, a Turkish bath in its country of origin. In
Mare Nostrum, that well known latin scholar and China Sea
shellback, Liam McGonagle writes a most entertaining few
pages on the Med.
We had two logs of brave members who cruised round
Ireland and two other indomitable members who cruised in
Scotland. With the sort of weather experienced in 1985 in
these areas it is no wonder that many members decided to
try elsewhere in search of a summer in 1986. James Slevin
and Brian Hegarty chose Ireland while Winkie Nixon went
early to Scotland and Michael d’Alton crammed a lot into
a three week cruise to Stornaway and back. Actually, when
I consider one of his other accounts Winkie went round
Ireland as well -- but that was more a flight than a cruise.
There is, I believe, no such thing as an ICC trophy for
cruises starting and finishing in the 19th century. Surely if
no award is possible for the late W.J. Corrigan and W.J.
Martin for their Baltic cruise in Oriana then a "mention in
despatches" is possible. Clive Martin did us a great service
in presenting this most enjoyable account for publication.
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We had only one completely single-handed log this year
and I got great pleasure from it. Tony Morton wrote such
a modest account of a most workmanlike cruise that it was
easy to forget he was alone .
Not too many years ago, logs qualifying for the Atlantic
Trophy -- a voyage including a 1,000 mile passage, were
fairly thin on the ground. This year we had five and would
have had a sixth if Ring of Kerry had succeeded in their
plans. Cuilaun came back from America, to a welcome from
Hurricane Charlie. James Osborne fulfilled an ambition and
took Verve to the Azores. Paddy Barry, in a delightful log,
recounts St. Patrick’s voyage from the Canaries to New
York for the Parade of Tall Ships. The difficulties of the
trip are splendidly understated and the pleasure of the crew
in the boat and the voyage came through clearly. Never mind
what the windsurfers say about their sport "Hookers do it
laid back".
Hugo du Plessis wrote of his crossing to Barbados and
peregrinations on his own thereafter. He contrived to write
an "atmospheric" account, which brought me right on
board Samharcin, and still had lots of useful and practical
details. I think his crew were lucky to be on board -- even
if they did not get much reading done. I once had a crew
member who managed to take over a month at sea to nearly
finish one copy of Yachting World.
Barry Bramwell’s account of Tor’s cruise home from
Taiwan to Ringhaddy adds several new dimensions to
cruising club activities. Twenty thousand miles is a lot of
water. Many different countries were visited, with their
varying cultures and complicated post colonial bureaucracies
to be negotiated or circumvented. Many crew changes were
needed involving journeys half way round the world. The
logistics were tremendous, no matter about a typhoon.
Casually, to pick up the record for the passage Hong Kong
to Singapore takes its place as just one more achievement
of a superb voyage.
The presence of pirates is a hazard few members have had
to meet. (Unatributed quote from one of Barry’s friends "It
takes one to know one’!)
Well the log is all there in the pages that follow. Read,
let your imagination fly away from our Irish winter -- and
marvel !.

From a splendid collection of logs I award.
The
The
The
The
The
The
The

Faulkner Cup
Strangford Cup
Fortnight Cup
Wybrant Cup
Round Ireland Cup
Atlantic Trophy
Fingall Cup

Barry Bramwell
Paddy Barry
Winkie Nixon
Michael d’Alton
Brian Hegarty
Hugo du Plessis
Bernard Corbally

Coffee Grinders aboard Mazda Drum

Photo: Dora Lawlor

Hon. Editor’s Note

The 1986 Season has been a glorious if damp and windy one
for our Club. This annual does contain some "invitation"
articles to include Clive Martin’s splendid edited version of
his ancestor’s cruise to St. Petersburg in 1859 and Liam
McGonagle’s helpful and experienced over-view of cruising
in the Mediterranean. This edition also marks my departure
as Editor, safe in the knowledge that future editions will be
in good hands under the care of Ronan Beirne. Next year,
please send logs and photographs to Ronan at 49 The Drive,
Woodbrook Glen, Bray, Co. Wicklow.
The Indian summer of September and the first half of
October have kept pen away from paper so that much of
the contents of this Annual arrived on my desk in the three
days either side of 15th October. I hope that the Annual
will reach you for Christmas Day.
It has been a great pleasure putting the Annuals together
for the last ten years and for most of this time I have been
greatly assisted by Declan Clancy our publisher and my coeditor Jan. Bob Fannin, Des McCarthy, and Brian
O’Halloran have helped me with graphics and with lay-out.
Our photographers have always come to my rescue and
particular thanks to Winkie Nixon, John Harbison, Rex
Roberts, Tom Lawlor, Des Barrington and Jamie Blanford
of Studio 79. Most of all it is of course our Members who
go to the trouble to record their cruises and take the
occasional photograph, who have made the Club’s Annual
a well-recognised collection of stories of the sea and the men
who sail upon it. When I think of the future I am not at
all sure that I like the look of it. Laws, regulations, rules,
taxes, pollution, and the spiralling cost of things will
inevitably alter the great freedom which we now enjoy. In
future years our past Annuals may serve as a sailor’s social
history. The change which has occured since Martin and
Corrigan sailed the Oriana to St. Petersburg in 1859 is
perceptible although some of our present day accounts
contain something of the same style. We still have 19th
Century characters among our members and members such
as d’Alton, Barr, and Harbison would ship aboard the
Oriana without so much as a raised eyebrow. How would
they fare in the year 2113 aboard a flat-bottomed dyno-raft
with titanium foil sails on a regulation cruise to Van
Demon’s land under the watchful and suspicious eye of
Commissar Von Ching-Leeovich? Not too well I fear! 72
knots is far too fast for a sailing boat and compressed food
pills, though nourishing, are so dreadfully boring.
I have had the honour to serve under four Commodores
and I have received help and support from them, from their
Flag Officers and from the members of their committees.
I have however tested the patience of successive Treasurers
with some pretty hefty printing bills. This year’s cover looks
like an extravagance but it has been donated to us by the
artist Robert Ballagh who also arranged to let us have the
colour separations from Eamon Dolan of Litho Studios. I
am grateful to Robert and to Eamon for their kindness. I
have received tremendous assistance from two successive
Secretaries of our Club, namely that man from Bankok
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lion. Editors Commodores -- Denis Doyle and John Guinness

Hon Editors Commodores -- Peter Bunting and Joe Fitzgerald:

L C.C. Superstar Harold Cudmore.

Peter Mullins and from Brian (count how many times I
mention Guinness in my log) Hegarty. The Secretary’s
Report has always reached me on time and the preparation
of the List of Members and Yachts is an enormous task
which has always been cheerfully undertaken. I am grateful
to Peter and Brian.
I have put some photos from past annuals with this
account. Each annual has its own special flavour but there
have always been one or two paragraphs in each which
epitomised the humour and spirit of the Irish Cruising Club
and the love which members have for their boats and for
the sea.

Another of the "Bob Fannin Asleep" series.
Dick Lovegrove’s Malahide Mark! Do you leave it to Port or to

1977 -- W.M. Nixon describing his arrival at the Rodel
Hotel on Harris.
The Hotel looks a bit run down from the outside but
rewards close investigation into the warren of passages
inside. The people who run it are very kind. We were met
Starboard.
on the doorstep by Mr. McCallum the patriarch of the
establishment. Dr. Harbison mentioned that we had just
sailed down from Scalpay which has no inn. It was three
o’clock in the afternoon when Mr. McCallum explained that
his bar did not open until five. We turned away dejected
but before we had gone far Mr. McCallum called out after
us; "I may not open until five but why not come in anyway
and have one while you are waiting!"
1978 -- Rory O’Hanlon on the Meermin.
I suppose in the modern idiom Meermin is a strange one,
she can be heavy to work but is a good voyager and is a
delightful boat to live in, both in winter and in summer. As
she is built for the Mediterranean, she is especially well
insulated under her decks and coach roof and her cabins
are doubly panelled in wood. Then, of course, there is her
little fireplace in which we burn turf during the cold winter
evenings in Spain. Dinner by firelight and candlelight is but
one of the many joys Meermin has bestowed upon me over
the years. Yachts need the "maintenance" and Meermin
with all her teak and toys likes a lot of it. To the many
friends who have helped me during these years I give thanks
and in particular my man from the Queens University (Neil
McFerran) whom the Lord favoured with a good brain, both
mechanically and otherwise. Then there is my man from
Bankok (Peter Mullins) who has given so much love and
energy to Mrs. Meermin as she is affectionately called by
us all. Without him perhaps Meermin would still be in
Crosshaven where she lay for many years before I discovered
her. Both of us owe him a great deal. The title of this log
is "To Kingstown for Turf". It is quite true!.

1979 -- Robert Barr enthuses on his favourite topic.
My most abiding memory is of a small cafe in pinetrees
looking
down a superb white beach, the Playa de Manduina,
The Cruising not the racing Cudmores -- Ronald, Ann and family
about a mile north of the village of Alden. I had encountered
it before and I am glad to say that the lady of the house
LC.C. "s most experienced single-hander Jack Coffey and Meg.
has lost none of her formidable skills. Although without any
prior warning it was no bother to her to provide a truly
superb lunch for 19 people! I talked to her about the
possibilities of emigrating to Ireland. No cruise in north west
Spain should exclude the Ria Alden and the joys of the Playa
de Manduina. The beach is steep and well sheltered.
1980 -- Michael Villiers-Stuart revisiting his old ship the
S. V.Pommern.
The majestic masts and spars of dear old Pommern were
now in sight and soon we had dropped our hook. I met
Captain Sven Nordlund who like me had signed on as jugend
(deckhand) in Belfast in September 1938. When he paid a
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call later in the evening the clock flew back 42 years and
nostalgic and forgotton memories came flooding back. What
an extraordinary strong bond is formed by shared hardships
and dangers. In the morning we strolled over to see the
Pommern. The ship is well kept and is just as she was when
I left her in August 1939 unloading in Hull. Even the massive
saucepan from which the cook used to skim the weevils from
the top of the pea soup laced with evil smelling tough lumps
of salt horse (Mondays and Fridays) was there on the galley
stove. Looking at my thwartship bunk in the bare dimly lit
foc’sle I could still see the caulking in the sides I had put
in, attempting to keep the bed bugs from getting out. We
had much to talk about particularly recalling the time when
clear of Gough Island in the South Atlantic, I had been sent
down to chip rust in the cable locker in the forepeak and
finding the rust still flying, had chipped a hole right through
the ship’s bottom so that a fountain of water shot high in
the air. I haired up on deck with incredible velocity to report
the damage. The First Mate went down at the double to plug
the hole and the section was then f’ffled up with cement" where
it remains to this.day!.

Both bound for Strangford Lough -- Helen of Howth and Bandersnatch
some years ago.
Musical Mariners Paddy Barry and crew of The St. Patrick.

1981 -- John Guinness’ love/hate relationship with a
Satnav.
However, our most aggravating story is our Walker
Satnav. Initially I put the aerial on the push-pit and was not
too concerned when it did not work as I reckoned it was
shadowed by the mizzen mast and rigging. After a lot of
tedious work, including unstepping the mizzen, with the help
of a derrick from a fishing boat, we mounted the aerial atop
of the mizzen mast. Still no signal so we sent the set back
to the manufacturer. It was returned and about five days
before we were due to start a cruise it failed to work again.
Exasperated I got an entirely new one from Sandersons of
Liverpool and it was perfect. We used it on the way back
to Gibraltar. When working it was marvellous and provided
one accepts the discipline that one must write down one’s
position at least four times a day, it won’t lead you into
trouble when it packs up as ours did. Four days out from
the Azores it lost part of the information stored. Later that
day it produced "Egyptian Hieroglyphics" and said
"memory failed" and ceased to work altogether. The
instruction book which is scant anyway, does not translate
this signal into what it actually means; "I am broken down
and you must send me at your expense, back to my maker
who will mend me and not let you have me back until you
have paid all expenses for sending me back to you, when
with luck I will work again’.
1982 -- Then Commodore, Peter Bunting describes the pure
indulgent pleasure of the C.C.A. Maine Cruise in Company.
All those who took part will remember with pleasure their
cruise to Maine. The ubiquitous lobster floats, the sunsets
over Mount Dersert, some great days sailing, the friendliness
of the fishermen -- not displayed to yachtsmen elsewhere
in the world. This is a very incomplete account of the
memorable two weeks. Much is left out. There is no mention
of Hazel Barr’s electric fly repeller -- I do not know if it
worked but you could pick it up on Channel 16. I have not
referred to -- nor will I -- the I.C.C. crew who went skinnydipping from their dinghy were approached by an irate
coastguard crew. Towels, strategically placed, they awaited
a telling off and got one -- for not having sufficient life
jackets in their dinghy! I am told only their relief showed.
For every boat taking part, there is a story to tell. Those
of us lucky enough to be there are most grateful to the
C.C.A. for their invitation. Their organisation was so good
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The late Rory O’Hanlon’s Meermin.

that it was virtually invisible. Everything just happened right
as if by accident -- and to achieve this takes a lot of work.
1983 -- Dermod Ryan provides a recipe for French mastiffs.
I can assure the reader that the standard of behaviour did
not fall after Sheila left, it couldn’t. However, we did have
a few further memorable experiences. Firstly the adjoining
yacht, French of course, had a monster of an animal on
board. Its size suggested that it was related to an elephant.
It appears that the species is not uncommon in France, it
is known as a "Chien". This monster was little less than
a total nuisance. It barked at everyone who walked along
the pontoon and finally at us each time we boarded
Scoelaing. Now, the men from Fingal are not to be trifled
with and Dave didn’t take kindly to the Chien telling him
to get off his own boat. He responded appropriately. He
filled a bucket of water and hurled it over the offensive
beast.
The latter, half drowned, dived below. The owner seemed
somewhat irritated and indicated some upset at having his
"Chien" doused. However, Dave quickly explained his point
of view to him also, as another bucket of water found its
mark.
1984 -- Otto Glaser describes part of his extraordinary
South American adventure.
It is fascinating to think that instead of continuing our
journey along the North Coast of South America we could
have cut inland up the Amazon, up its Rio Negro tributary,
along the 200 miles natural canal Casiquiare in Columbia
which connects the Amazon with the Orinoco and then down
the Orinoco to its mouth in Venezuela just opposite Trinidad
and from there have reached St. Lucia in a couple of days
sailing. Humboldt who, more than anyone else, is
responsible for the exploration of this whole area showed
in 1800 that this could be done by travelling all the way up
the Orinoco across the canal at Casiquiare and a few
hundred miles down the Amazon. This route would surely
be a worthy objective for a first time I.C.C. passage, if not,
a Whitsun rally.

1985 -- Admiral Sir Anthony Morton expresses some
frustration with the French inland waterway system.
At the next lock, however, there were no lights and no
current and Monsieur was abed poorly. A man arrived on
a bicycle and fixed things. In doing so he muttered about
low water beyond Valence. On we went and although water
was low beyond Magistere, we had no difficulty. However,
as we opened the gates, to leave the lock at Du Noble, we
were confronted with a muddy ditch rather than a canal.
We could not go back and so crept along with the centreboard grating in the mud to the next lock where they were
very surprised to see us; but where we found much more
water. Determination seemed to have been rewarded.
The 1986 Annual is filled with tales of tough and surprising
sea passages and with humour. Its production has been a
co-operative effort and to all concerned my thanks.
Browsing back through past editions is always a pleasure
and is both useful and informative for cruise planning. Your
Club is anxious to find a library and chart room for its own
and other nautical publications and negotiations are well in
hand. Few complete sets of the Cruising Club annual since
1931 exist but I am presently trying to put a complete set
together for our Library. If any member can assist by letting
me have the following annuals I would be eternally
grateful:-1932 Annual

1933 Annual

1935 Annual.

The bulletins issued during the war years for 1940, 1942
and 1943 when publication of the full annual was suspended.
The 1964 and 1965 Annuals are also missing from my
collection. If any member would consider donating a whole
set or a substantial part of a whole set of annuals this would
be most welcome.
And so I lay my pen down with some sadness.
John Gore-Grimes
Hon. Editor.

Nixon in Tinkers Hole.
St. Peter and Paul Rocks from Otto Glaser’s Verna.

The essence of cruising in Ireland -- Pelegrina at the Great Blasket.
Super Gastronaut Mr. Justice Robert Bart.
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The cruise of Tor
Barry Brarnwell

Tor is a Skye 51, designed by Kaufmann & Ladd, who are
proteges of the Olin Stephens office. Cutter rigged with a
tall stick, she sets around 1,250 square feet of working
canvas, and there’s also a 2,000 square ft spinnaker. Both
headsails are roller-reefing, while the main is slab reefed.
The auxiliary is a Perkins 2.436 82hp diesel.
She has a powerful and fast GRP hull, 50 ft LOA with
42 6" waterline, 14’ 3" beam, and 7’ draft when unladen.
While her profile is fin and skeg, the keel is sensibly long
such that I can comfortably dry her out alongside at
Ringhaddy Quay. When this was done for the first time in
September, she’d already logged 20300 miles. For Tor was
built in Taiwan, and we cruised her home.
She proved a magnificent vessel for long distance passagemaking once various teething troubles had been sorted out.
In making the cruise, my shipmates included Jolly
Beaumont, Peter Hamil and Johnny Park, aided and abetted
at different times in various exotic parts of the world by Alan
Morgan, Philip Jordan, Andrew Boyd, Jack Patterson, Tom
Gallagher, Liam McGonagle, Tom Servise, Don McCartney,
John McKee, Albert Rose, David Park, Michael Park and
others.
So many miles were sailed, so many new places
experienced, that an account of Tor’s first cruise is inevitably
impressionistic if it is going to be kept to manageable length.
Nevertheless I hope that some of the following will capture
the flavour of the venture, and in addition provide some
useful information for anyone contemplating following in
our wake.
Strange things can happen in Irish pubs over a bottle or
three of Guinness. Even so, to have been looking out from
Sketrick through a bar window contemplating a grey, dull,
wintry day, and then shortly after to be sailing tropical seas
on the other side of the world, bound for places you’ve only
dreamt about, may seem a shade far-fetched. But it
happened.
The movement towards Tor began on a very wet day in
July 1985. It was during the Clyde Cruising Club’s 75
Anniversary Cruise, and we were all in Tobermory. Walking
damply along the waterfront, I met up with our then Vice
Commodore, Liam McGonagle, and mentioned that I was
contemplating placing an order for a cutter-rigged Skye 51.
Liam encouraged me in this, and added that he’d very much
like to do a leg of the return cruise that seemed increasingly
possible. On a wet day in Mull, the sun soaked islands of
Thailand seemed an excellent idea. So you might say that
I was beholden to Liam for the inspiration to go more or
less direct from Tobermory to Taiwan and see about making
the dream come true.
Thus it was that as December approached and winter
settled in over Strangford Lough, all thoughts were directed
towards the South China Sea. We’d organised stalwart
friends to assist in the sailing of the ship from Hong Kong.
Like all cruises, it’s nice to get the worst bit over first, and
just three of us -myself, Alan Morgan the broker, and Alan
Dunlop, a good friend of mine from killinchy -- were faced

with the important task of getting Tor the first 380 miles
from Taiwan to the much greater convenience of Hong
Kong.
She’d only been afloat three days when we departed with
the light failing already at 1730 hrs on December 6th, 1985.
A new boat, virtually pitched into the water, no sea trials,
no nothing except a cheer from the Taiwanese builders and
an expired visa. We put to sea to find none of the headsails
fitted, the furling systems didn’t work, the battery power
was non-existant, the generator didn’t function, and the boat
was a total shambles as everything had been thrown into
midcabin, including one open tin of anti-fouling (which we
found out later) and a N.E. monsoon blowing 40 45 knots
and no way of getting back to Taiwan. Those who have been
on many miserable trips in boats would know the feeling
of despair and destitution.
At 2230 hrs that night, while helming the boat, creaming
off the tops of the waves at 15 knots, suddenly, no steering.
It wasn’t very pleasant. We gybed, pulled the main off, put
the emergency tiller on, and lay hove-to until dawn broke.
Next day under a reefed main, emergency tiller, a sail bag
to prevent the damp, a hand bearing compass and an innate

Tor in the Tropics, just over fifty miles from the Equator.
Photo: B. Bramwell

Tor has a healthy cruising shape, with enough length of keel to dry out comfortably, yet with a powerful, high performance hull. Photo: B. Bramwell

sense of direction such as I believe successful pigeons have,
we proceeded the 380 miles to Hong Kong in 48 hours of
abject misery.
Awaiting our arrival were the crew, some for part and
some for all of the forthcoming journey. The crew had
awaited our arrival in the flesh-pots of the lower waterfront
and the exclusive precincts of the Royal Hong Kong Yacht
Club. However, all were in good heart.
We moored in the typhoon harbour and crew and all
became willing helpers. With assistance from ashore, we
rectified most of the major faults before taking the boat to
the S. end of the island to the Aberdeen Yacht Club, where
she was uplifted, anti-fouled and such other necessities that
seemed required, completed. In this exercise my friend Sam
McBride and his associates were invaluable in their
assistance. Anybody considering a similar operation would
be well-advised to take their boat to the Aberdeen Yacht
Harbour and employ the services of Far Eastern Yachts.
Having sojourned too long in China’s jewel, we proceeded
to sea to make the trip to Singapore, "quam celerime". So
with our fine outstanding Irish crew aboard, consisting of
Jolly Beaumont, Philip Jordan, Jack Patterson, Johnny
Park, Andrew Boyd and myself, we set sail to test the trails
and tribulations of the South China Sea. We had noted that
typhoon Hope had progressed through the Phillipines
causing its usual havoc, but it wandered N.E. into the Pacific
so that we could expect fairly strong tailwinds from the tail
of the typhoon, which indeed happened.
Going through these waters we had been advised of many
acts of piracy, especially from the Paracel islands to the W.
of the Macclesfields Bank (which lies halfway to Singapore)
and again in the Singapore Strait and the Strait of Malacca.
A matter of concern to those navigating these waters, the
question to carry arms or not to carry arms? We had elected
against, and apart from a flare gun the boat was unarmed.
However, in transit we were circled twice by one rather

suspicious looking sampan, but the sea was so rough that
he had no hope of boarding, and indeed this happened
again.
The running trip of some 1475 miles knocked off in a
space of seven days. Our best boat speed across the ground
was 240 miles in one 24 hour period, and our daily average
was close on the magic 200. For those of navigational bent,
it may be interesting to note that on this trip it was too
cloudy for sun sights, and we had no satellite navigation.
The current could run, and did, up to 2 knots at the
Macclesfields Bank. However, with trailing log, good
compass and the pilot book, D.R. confirmed by a passing
tanker placed us no more than 20 miles further S. than we
thought, and 10 miles further W. in the distance run of 1200
miles.
It was also of some amusement that on this leg of the
course we spent Christmas at sea and, in reasonably heavy
conditions, managed to unloose Christmas presents supplied
by the McBrides from Hong Kong with our first-aider and
tormentor Jolly Beaumont dressed up as Santa Clause. The
seas were warm, the humour was good, Patterson held the
helm and Johnny poured the wine.
With a well sustained crew and a willing boat, we managed
to reach Singapore in advance of time, having completed
the run in just over seven days. This was confirmed by the
Royal Hong Kong Yacht Club as much to our pleasure, a
record broken.
Singapore harbour is a crossroads of the world. 16 miles
of shipping, mothballed, loading or off-loading, and on
transitory passage, container ships, car ferries, oil tankers
and naval vessels together with age-old work boats with
lateen sails, crewed by the oncoming, present and ageing
families of generations of seamen plying their trade of timber
form Indonesia to the tip of the Malaysian archipelago. It
produced a vista of such diversity to the unaccustomed eye
that made us wonder how such a man as Raffles had the

foresight to establish this small island as a major trading
post of the world.
Amongst this conglomeration of ships, warehouses, piers,
oil refineries, cranes and ferry boats of all sizes and
descriptions, the finding of the correct point of embarkation
was achieved following, as it turned out, an unnecessary tour
of the precincts, under the paternal eye of the patrolling
gunboats.
Now began the endless trials and tribulations that
embarrass and harass ocean sailors: Customs and Excise,
Immigration, Department of Health, crew lists, pecuniary
change, etc. that was to plague us in varying degrees of
frustration and exasperation throughout the trip. In this we
were greatly assisted by Tom Gallagher and Liam
McGonagle, who had used their friendly connections to
negate as many of these problems as possible. Indeed
through their good offices and the kind assistance of Malachi
O’Gallagher of Maersk Line we managed, with a little
assistance from the hard stuff, imported by the said two,
to resolve our difficulties. To show some of the problems,
we were taken by Tom to the Maersk Line offices, where
we were given an insight of the 73 acts of piracy which had
taken place in the preceding two years, some of them in the
Singapore Strait within sight of the office.
Mostly this occurs with large tankers, as the captain must
keep considerable cash funds on board to facilitate his
ongoings. We were told that the high-powered sampans
sneak up at night, throw grappling hooks over the rails and
climb aboard. Most of the container ships and tanker ships
who receive this unwholesome meeting retire the crew to the
bridge, lock themselves in and let them rifle the ship as they
will in the knowledge that no crew member is at risk and
discretion is the better part of valour. This, of course, would
not be our natural instinct and luckily our boat was too small
to be worthy of their attentions.

However, having been well-advised we were at least
prepared. At this juncture we had a crew swap. Jack and
Philip abandoned ship under duress, especially Philip whose
lovely wife and children had flown to Singapore to make
sure that father had survived; the matter was fully
consummated by breakfast in Raffles Hotel under the
discerning eye of Tom and Liam. It is sad to part with two
stalwart crew, but a delight to welcome two more aboard.
Having missed Christmas in the China Sea, we celebrated
New Year in the Republic of Singapore Yacht Club with our
two new members fully enjoined, and thence to sea.
At this stage we had met some boats sailing from Australia
on much the same route as ourselves. Those who had carried
arms had to put them in the possession of the police in
Singapore, and extract them before leaving. We had no such
problems, leaving conveniently for Penang.
This leg of the trip, under the observant eye of our Vice
Commodore, was mostly motor sailing into head winds in
shipping lanes that undoubtedly would do credit to the
Dover Strait. However, we passed the lighthouse at the One
Fathom Bank, the dye marker of the Malacca Straits,
without incident and, with sail up, thence to Penang. It was
only during this passage of some four days that we had one
uncomfortable incidence of piracy. The sampan had
followed us for some 24 hours, which we were able to pick
up on the radar, and as the dark of night closed in. Being
unarmed and somewhat timorous we thought the only thing
to do was to show our full strength. So with a shout and
all deck lights on we requested the crew present themselves
on deck in night attire or whatever to show 7 stout Irishmen
aboard the good yacht Tor, thinking French or Malasian
they were not to know how many more were down below.
This boat having circled us, disappeared into the far
distance. We will never know the answer, whether they
thought it was single-handed, as the boat was on automatic

Getting full benefit from a flick of the tail of Typhoon Hope, with Jack Patterson on the wheel. Daily mileage was better than 200, belting along
under double-reef main only.
Photo: B. Bramwell

Santa Claus (alias Jolly Beaumont) comes to call. Photo: B. Bramwell

we believe the first and only country club to be established
in the area. Whereupon, aided by Tom and wearing his best
sahib hat, he established our presence ashore. This paradise
was a welcome to those of our age group who had suffered
the trials and tribulations of the world but not of sufficient
excitement to the younger body of the crew, so that with
deep distress and a longing for the beautiful we upanchored
and proceeded to the flesh-pots of Thailand in the Island
of Phuket.
Patong Bay there, affords the most beautiful anchorage
from the N.E. monsoon. The Thai people were most
generous in welcome and assisted us in every way. Such a
setting and such a beach overwhelmed our ViceCommodore, as he strode forth to the nearest and most
comfortable hotel, where he made appropriate arrangements
for all members of the crew to be showered, bathed,cleaned
and massaged at their discretion.
In this beach there now works an entrepreneuring
Malaysian, Billy Budd, who provides all services: water, fuel
and stores, to the boats anchoring in the bay. I would
commend him to our Club for anybody cruising these
waters. He was more than helpful and enabled us to pass
this way without frustration. Not far off was the diving boat
responsible for Sotheby’s successful sale of Chinese pottery,
whose owner we understand had found another treasure,
yet to be unfolded.
While wishing to linger longer, our commitments to
changing crew did not allow such lassitude, and so again
to sea, electing to call in the island of Sebang at the N.E.
corner of Sumatera to refuel, although this proved
unnecessary. It required all of 23 servants of the government
to board the ship, carry out inspection, clear us from all
immigration problems (for life), indulge themselves in our
beer, our cigarettes and such magazines as the boys had
brought aboard. Refuelled at great cost, including a mile’s
walk of yours truly up to immigration, harassed by flies and
screaming populace, suffice to say it is the most expensive
15 gallons of fuel ever acquired, bound as we were for the
Tear of India, Galle in Sri Lanka.

helm and everybody was below, and therefore an easy bite.
But undoubtedly what we did was sufficient to show the prey
had a sting.
From thence we had a fairly hard windward passage to
Penang fraught by the hazards of monsoon floods on the
Malaysian coast carrying to sea the detritus of human
habitation, quarter and half-size wooden houses, sandals
and sarong, tables and chairs (but no kitchen sink) and, to
our detriment, logs and beams of the finest teak which
unfortunately we struck on more than one occasion.
Electing to enter Georgetown by the S. entrance, we were
confronted with one monumental bridge which according
to the pilot book our mast should clear by 20 feet. It didn’t
look like it. So with fear and trepidation we approached
slowly to be cheered by the on-lookers on top. Obviously
saying in Malayse" You have two arm lengths to spare".
So with the bull by the horns, through we went to the cheer
of the assembled multitude. It would appear that a mast of
this height had not been tried before.
Penang was the holiday home of the colonials in the ’30s.
The township of Georgetown is noted by the names of the
trading families, Scots and Irish: Mclntyre, Haddows and
Hannigins in a town which undoubtedly at that time was
clean, well laid out and prosperous. With the advent of
tourism the large, expensive, luxurious hotels now lie to the
W. side of the island, to the detriment of what must
obviously have been a pleasant and evocative township. Our
sojourn there was limited, refuel and off to the mythical
island of Langkawi on the Vice-Commodore/s insistance.
These waters can prove more hazardous than those of the
Mediterranean or Portuguese coasts. In the enormity of their
unlit and unhearalded fishing fleets, in blustery conditions,
for six hours we threaded our way through this mass of
sampans, some single-handed and no more than 16 feet in
length, within an arm’s length, feverishly attempting to light
a belated tilly lamp to establish their presence.
Christmas Day aboard Tor in the South China Sea -- the toast is drunk
Night vision is a wonderful asset. We do not know who in yoghurt.
Photo: B. Bramwell
was the most scared, they or us. Too late for safety, within
our wake developed an incandescent glow which would have
We noted that the Nicobar islands and the Andaman
done credit to the lights of Blackpool
We arrived in the early dawn in a scene somewhat similar Islands, although under Indian control, had strong Russian
to South Pacific and Bali Hi. The high peaks were influences and we were assured that our presence would not
enclouded, the virgin greenery ran to the water’s edge, the be welcome. But as time did not permit such diversity it was
birdlife was an extravaganza of sheer delight, led by the fish incumbent upon us to make our next port of call for another
eagles lifting their prey from the clear waters of the blue crew changeover. Anybody who wishes to cruise these
lagoon. We endeared ourselves to some of the local populace islands from the Andamans to the Maldives, and indeed in
by towing in a broken down fishing boat. The Vice Indonesia, will require a permit of travel which can take
Commodore intoxicated by this delightful scene, reverted anything from three months to a year to acquire. I
from poetry to prose and found himself a nesting house, understand that government wishes to conserve the natural

life of the peoples inhabiting these islands without the
stresses and strains of this so-called modern world; it does
appear to me the Russian presence is an anomaly.
The Bay of Bengal was a tranquil 660 mile trip, and to
our delight enhanced with whales and dolphins. We gathered
up the N.E. monsoon by holding slightly N. of rhumb-line
which increased in strength giving us a fine sail to Sri Lanka.
The town of Galle is an old trading port. Its history dates
back to the Portuguese, the Dutch and the English. A small
crossroads of the world, for it is here that one must pass
between the E. and the W. We had good fortune in knowing
that the paternal eye of Don Windsor would be upon us.
He acts as agent for the Sri Lankan Government, is a dealer
in gems, Port Officer for wayward yachts and a supplier
of the goodies of life. Don represents the Cruising Club of
America, the Royal Cruising Club, antipodean epistles and
any other wayward soul such as ourselves and the flying fish
of the OCC that might come his way. He assures me that
he would be honoured to represent the interests of the Irish
Cruising Club should he be so invited.
Having seen mine Vice-Commodore and the trusty Tom
safely ashore and on their way to sample the delights of
home, and a tearful farewell to Andrew, who navigates
aeroplanes into Prestwick, we awaited in high expectancy
the arrival of our last leg crew for the trip to Yugoslavia.
We were not to be disappointed. Being ahead of our schedule
time we were able to refurbish and revitalize the ship, in the
course of which we met some interesting circumnavigators
of like ilk: Tim and Marie Carlisle from California; the
young Doctor Bollinger, his skipper with wife and babies
aboard Drina; the Americans with their three-poled
schooner; the banker with his 80 foot ketch Liberty; the
Frenchman with his 32 foot sloop; the Italian with his
wintering cover (on whom the birds of the sea delighted,to
the saving of our decks) and the two-legged Australian
beauties with their mutual French boyfriend aboard another
Joshua ketch who were particularly kind and helpful to us,
not to mention our ketch rigged sister ship Colonia with the
wildest colonials on board, including Chas from Taz, Johno
and the usurped brother of Simon LeBon, Jonathan, all of
whom we were to meet again in Cyprus.
Within this microcosm of the world one could see life
passing by. Unbeknownst to us, we were moored two cables
from a warehouse on the quay which held sufficient arms
to deploy the Tamil influence back to India. Belfast is not
in the same league. The bureaucracy that commands this
port of entry to the Garden of Eden, for it is here that Adam
first perpetrated his fateful bite, have been tainted by the
same avarice that caused his downfall. On the one hand we
enjoyed the company of the past president, the Buddhist
epitome of Albert Switzer, the Mayor of Galle, whose
exuberance on the snooker table was only exceeded by his
markers and the Chief of Police who befriended our Peter
and drove him to see the wonders of the interior; on the
other hand we had the port officers of Custom, Excise and
Immigration, upon whom a court case was pending for the
position of power that they held and so blatantly usurped.
A greater bunch of "beetle nut", tooth-thieving, alcoholic,
blackmailing so and sos we have yet to meet, exemplified
by the theft of Peter’s personal possessions which were left
in their custody and for which there was no redress. We can
only sympathize with those who have to work with them.
Notwithstanding this, our new crew of Tom Servise, Don
McCartney and John Mckee were eventually washed aboard
and after some brief sojourning in the delights of beaches
and hotels, we again went to sea.
At this time turmoil and strife appeared to be happening
all over the world, not least in Sri lanka, but also in Aden,

Local rig -- one of the varied craft met by Tor on the fringes of the Bay
of Bengal.
Photo: B. Bramwell

where the appropriately named yacht Innocent Bystander
had been sunk by the crossfire of the warring Yemens, not
to mention the troubles in Cairo and the Persian Gulf. We
had intended to sail for Aden, re-victual and then through
the Red Sea. However, such are the politics of the world
we had to set our course to the country of Oman.
This was an interesting leg of the trip. Having elected to
refrain from the sirens of the Maldives, the Scylla of
Minicoy, and the Charybdis of Suheli Par, we set sail for
Mina Raysut. We had made good friends of Drina, now our
closest companion. In the Arabian Sea, 1,000 miles from
land, on a birthday, we were informed by the good yacht
Drina, who had given their position some 180 miles S.E.
of us, that we were actually on the horizon with spinnaker
set, and they intended to join us for a birthday party. One
cannot imagine anything so incongruous as two boats in the
Arabian Sea enjoying what little arack punch we had to offer
in competition with the lovely gin and tonic that was aboard
Drina. Which reminds me of Lewis Carroll when he wrote:
"Show me the chart of the ocean without the least vestige
of land and the bellman would cry and the crew would reply
it’s a chart we can all understand".
Having delayed this time in such convivial company our
boredom was relieved by the antics of certain members of
crew. We had been fishing, having sustained ourselves on
the fish of the sea. On one occasion, with rod out, to a great
roar of the screaming reel, a member of crew jumped forth
from his berth to handle this almighty fish which wis
porpoising astern in the behaviour of a marlin, kingfish of
swordfish. With great difficulty and expertise, he wound this
within sight of the stern of the boat to find that a cardboard
reel had been tied on producing the most effective and
dramatic lure seen since Jaws. Undeterred it was handed to
the forthcoming barrister, Johnny, who unwittingly reeled
this fine catch to within close eyesight to the assembled
cheers of those who had perpetrated the joke.

The skipper on the helm in the South china Sea, piling on the milesThe
andoddest party -- the crews of Tor and Drina get together in the middle
of the Arabian Sea for a birthday celebration about a thousand miles from
packing in the nicotine.
Photo: B. Bramwell
anywhere.
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With such exuberance we completed our 1680 mile passage Ethiopia, and the whiskey was coming back into a shebeen
10 miles outside the town at £40 a bottle.
to the kingdom of Islamic law, and entered Raysut as the
It seemed to us worse than Oxfam’s best efforts. As a giver
evening fell. A citadel surrounded by barbed wire and fences
in one of the most generous countries in the world, do you
with roiling desert, white Arab dress, Coca Cola bottles and
ever consider where your money goes? We have seen it. It
Caterpillar tractors. The harbour once visited rarely by
cruising yachts, had found where there used to be seven in was felt that this is where a little sensible direction could
the preceeding 10 years, there were now 30 within a single achieve much more effective results than that run by
month. However, being aware of the problems in Aden, they enthusiastic and willing amateurs.
The Harbour Master was a godsend, a most delightful
were helpful. The Sultan, whose large yacht lay alongside,
had instructed we be given such shelter and sustenance as and charming man. Through his assistance we were able to
water and refuel in spite of a torrential rainstorm which
we required (Guinness etc. excluded).
While labouring under the heat of the sun and the dire caused some devastation within the port and beleagured our
departing crew McCartney and McKee, for whom we had
lack of anything substantial to replace body fluids, one half
of our crew were amazed to see the other half coming back managed a plane from Sudan Airways to Khartoum and
from such a principality of ethics and good living in good hence to Europe and home. It is fortunate that the same
order. Our anger knew no bounds, having dedicated plane was not shot down by the Ethiopian guerillas, as
ourselves unwantonly to the pioneer pin, to see such happened sometime after our departure.
Wending our weary way between the fighting
descecration of our principles committed by so few.
Thereafter having washed, fuelled and cleaned, and with infrastructure of the third world, we approached the Strait
a prayer to those who had failed to stay the course of of Gubal in which N.W. winds predominate at 40 to 50
knots, the shipping from Suez is confined to some five
abstinence, we set forth for the perils of the Red Sea.
With a breeze on fine sail, we passed the Port of Aden cables, and the oil rigs and their vent flames cast an eerie
and a Russian mine sweeper which was standing by, a glow. Nobody gives way to sail and, as they are mostly larger
monitor, no doubt. And so through Bab-al-Mandab and on than us, we felt somewhat like a dodgem car in an
to the land of milk and honey in the port of Sudan. We were amusement arcade. However, having circumvented these
warned through various directives that the Ethiopian coast perils of the sea, with a full beat to windward the whole way
up, we attempted to seek shelter in a township on the Sinai
shouldn’t be closed, but were lucky to carry a following wind
Peninsula carrying the name of our good ship, Tor; the
with all sails set to within 100 miles of our destination.
We crept into Port Sudan in the early hours of dawn and entrance is not easy. We noticed one ship sheltering therein,
moored in the directed place, whence we proceeded to a but being a sunny afternoon and with many miles to go we
elected to forgo the pleasures of our namesake’s town and
series of formalities which are hard to conjure up in one’s
wildest dreams. It is a large harbour, some three quarters so proceeded through sunken wells, refineries, imaginary
of a mile across with an inlet of some four miles. On one blow holes, castillians of unlit sea area, wind and tide, to
side we have Harbour Master, Immigration and First Suez.
Having been warned of the principles on which Egypt runs
Customs Officer, on the opposite side we have Second
Customs Officer, Immigration and Passport Officer. To the canal, we called upon the offices of the shipping agent
complete formalities is one day’s hard work, and impossible known as none other than the Prince of the Red Sea. We
without the use of a rubber duck. With the temperature at were accosted by an agent in a small boat who assured us
140 ° in the shade, and a heavy case of documents and the that he was the Prince of the Red Sea’s brother, and would
obesity which northern climes have endeared me to, it was carry out all such forms of clearance as were required. I
assured him that I was the princes uncle and did not require
not easy.
Again in this outpost of British colonialism we found the his business. However he approached again bearing gifts of
most beautiful streets wide plazas, a decadence such as that strawberries and cream and assured us that it was true that
I have not seen, and the remnants of Victorian bureaucracy he was the prince’s brother. And with such invitation, of
to aggravate the soul of the weary traveller. This city is now course, I asked him to come aboard. As it turned out he
under Islamic Law, for what that may be worth. There were spoke the truth. Speaking both perfect English and knowing
the ways of this land, he assisted us in every way he could,
none of the essential body refreshments that most Irish men
would require. The streets were filled with broken-down brought us to safe moorings within the precincts of Suez
vehicles carrying Band Aid, Unesco, etc, to the starving of and spoke to his brother, who was negotiating the trip of

Britannia through the Suez at that time, delayed us a night
while his brother came bearing gifts, was most helpful, most
kind, and we were duly replenished with all the fruits of
Egypt.
After one night’s stay we bade farewell and, with pilot
aboard, proceeded through the canal changing pilots in the
Bitter Lakes and with such help and assistance managed to
reach Port Said in one day. For those who have not come
this way before, tips or baksheesh are the order of the day
and a way of life. It is easier and simpler to use the services
of a local agent such as the Prince of the Red Sea, who
knows exactly how much to give and to whom and why.
Much as this may go against one’s principles, which it does,
it is a way of life to which they are used and to which we
are not. And from my conversations with other people going
through the Suez Canal who have attempted to do this on
their own, their hassle, time and embarrassment has cost
them more than a straighforward approach to the problem
and an acceptance of its disciplines.
Port Said, Cyprus, Rhodes, Athens, Corinth Canal,
Dubrovnik, Yugoslavia -- most of these areas you already
know, and I have little new to add. The best facilities for
wayward yachtsmen in Cyprus are in the marina at Larnica,
from which we lost our stalwart crew member, Tom Servise,
and gained a fellow director of mine from London, Albert
Rose, who soon became converted to the ways of the
wandering sailor.
On through the Greek Islands -- Rhodes: spectacular,
lovely harbour, and first class facilities, and then lotus-eating
island-hopping to Tilos, Astipalasia, and Enos to get us to
Piraeus, where the facilities also impressed. From there after
calling at Trizonia we traversed the Corinth Canal, which
is admittedly spectacular, but then it should be as its two
miles cost us a £100 transit fee.
But the beauty and,elegance of Pazos, just S. of Corfu,
was ample compensation, and then after sheltering from a
breeze at Fanun, Greece’s most northerly island, we headed
on into the total enchantment of Dalmatian waters, and at
Dubrovnik found a setting suitable for Tor to have a three
Tor approaching Dubrovnik.

month stay. It was already April 21st, time to see how things
were going among those minding the store, but we left
knowing that in late July we’d join ship again to complete
the final leg.
That began on July 29th, and was through waters familiar
to many members. Across the Adriatic, through the Straits
of Messina to Palermo, then across to the delights of
Sardinia before heading on for Spain where we gave
ourselves an entertaining change with an expedition through
the mountains of Andalusia. Getting out of the
Photo: B. Bramwell

Mediterranean was inconvenient as a stevedore’s strike in
Gibraltar made a planned call there impossible, but after
much muttering we went on to Vilamoura instead.
Then N. at last, up the coast of Portugal and Galicia, and
round the corner to the handsome port of La Coruna -the last foreign port in a cruise which had visited 32 major
harbours and very many smaller ones. The passage across

Biscay saw spinnaker work, and a spinnaker wrap -unravelled, you may be interested to know, by starting the
engine and turning the boat in at least ten complete circles.
We got home to Strangford Lough on August 24th, neatly
ahead of Hurricane Charlie which arrived next day to
conclude the 20,300 mile cruise of Tor with even more rain
than it had first been talked of in Tobermory some thirteen

months previously. But in between, there had been much
sunshine and sailing.
The odyssey of Tot carries not the mythical aura of
Ulysses, nor the magic of Sinbad’s sail, but is rather a
reciprocal connection of both. ’Tis a tale for those who have
not traversed these waters, told in the hope that this might
find a place in the hearts of those who would go further.

The coasts of Mediterranean, Portugal and Spain, the coasts
of England and our Irish and Scottish waters, are known
to many.
Not so the icefields of Greenland and the Arctic, or the
waters of the far East. To those who seek adventure, travel
south and north, and be content with the knowledge of what
you have in between.

CHINA

Pazienza -- a close encounter
D. T. Laurence

It was a particularly damp and dismal Friday afternoon
when the office telphone rang, heralding, as I thought yet
more work. I was pleasantly surprised to find Neil
Attenborough, a local surgeon, at the other end wishing to
have a lengthy discussion about boats! The burning question
being asked was would I be interested in helping him take
his large 60 fl Cutter Pazienza down to the Med. in early
April. This invitation arose during a trip on Pazienza in the
Solent the previous September.
Pazienza herself is a 35 ton, 60 ft Cutter designed by
Laurent Giles and built in 1954 by an Italian shipyard. She
is written up quite comprehensively in Arthur Beiser’s book
"The Proper Yacht" and there is no doubt that she is
designed for the good life afloat. She is intended for cruising
in the Med., with the owner and spouse and a couple of crew
who were kept well forward, away from the well appointed
Stateroom and Main Saloon. The only major inconvenience
was that the galley was forward of the Main Saloon, which
made cooking something of an aeronautical feat in a lumpy
sea.
Neil actually bought Pazienza in 1983 and tragically three
weeks after purchase she was extensively damaged below by
fire, caused by a gas leak in the engine room. For two years
he had her very carefully rebuilt. Since the accident the
accommodation had been altered to accommodate more
crew space but this had not detracted from the quality of
her living accommodation. She is also a registered sail
training vessel and has participated in several Tall Ship races.
For our trip down we had a crew of eight, including two
Master Mariners. This was an interesting experience as Tim
had served in the Merchant Navy and Neil in the "Real
Navy"
The crew was also strong in expertise in handling large
displacement boats as both Eamon and Jim were skippers
for the London Sailing Project and Mike one of their Watch
Officers. Our catering officer, Pip, was very bravely making
her first long distance passage having only taken up sailing
the previous summer on Pazienza. This left Alex who is the
paid hand and myself as navigator ( ship’s medic). My only
hope was that our Master Mariners could bale me out with
the Astro-nav if my calculator got wet!
Departure was on 12th April at 1320 hrs from Hamble
Point Harbour. All the crew had joined ship the previous
night and the last minute frantic stowing from an overladen
Land Rover was completed. The Skipper’s wife Jenny, was
the only lady entitled to spend the last few hours on board
prior to waving goodbye on a very dark morning. We
motored down the Solent with the tide to reach the Needles
Bridge Buoy at 1527hrs where a W.N.W.F. 4-5 breeze
whipped up quite a lumpy sea. The trysail, yanky and
staysail were hoisted as we headed off in a S.W. direction
as close hauled as we could comfortably hold. It was at this
hour that the first "Lee Rail Viking" appeared and
throughout the morning every single member of the crew
managed to inspect the topsides beneath the lee rail. This
was usually accompanied by such excuses as "must have

Sitting down to roast lamb in style.
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been a bad pint the previous night", the ’steak and kidney
pie must have been off’!
By 1600 hrs the same day we were getting some nasty
squalls of up to 30 knots and the number 2 Genoa which
had been hoisted earlier to replace the yanky and staysail
was taken down and the staysail reset.
Our land fall the next morning at about 1000hrs was W.
of Morlaix, on the N. Brittany coast, dying breeze becoming
very variable which fortunately had allowed the sea to settle.
As we only had a few hours left of W. going tide the sails
were stowed and we pushed along to the W. under engine
to clear Ushant by 1500 hrs. It was when Ushant slipped
astern to port that we felt that our trip had really begun.
The skipper announced that he was glad that the indoor
sailing was now over and we were at last setting to sea!
The weather which was to give us a very hard time for
the next few days was already showing its hand. At 1640
hrs we got the first of many line squalls gusting up to 35
knots and in view of the increasing wind strength the trysail
was reset with the yanky and stormsail. All that evening the
wind force was punctuated by a series of line squalls of up
to 35 knots and by 2335 hrs the yanky had been stowed,
but not without a struggle as the halliard had managed to
get stuck at the mast head. In spite of the developing sea
and the very strong gusts of wind, Pazienza was beginning
to show her true ability. Although one could only sail at
an angle of 50° to the wind, she managed to make a steady
6 -knots to windward with a very sea kindly motion. It was
at this time that Tim, my watch officer, was beginning to
regret taking up sailing having been used to a heavier
displacement boat in his Merchant Navy days.
The force of the rain at this point was so intense that the
helmsman had to be shielded so the compass could be seen.
After a fairly uncomfortable night during which the winds
were W.S.W. gusting up to 40 knots with torrential rain
squalls, peoples stomachs were beginning to get used to the
unpleasant motion. All except Pip who had been sea-sick

virtually since the time we left the Hamble causing some
considerable anxiety to Neil and myself. It was through the
next day that we managed to get her to resume drinking
otherwise we would have had to put her ashore for hospital
treatment.
We were still clawing S.S.W. at a variable speed but
essentially managing to average 5-6 knots though with the
very fierce squalls it was difficult to maintain even this speed.
Crossing the Bay this time was perhaps the most
unpleasant sailing experience that most of us had been
through for sometime. The wind very rarely dropped below
30 knots and was constantly a steady 40 knots. On some
occasions the wind speed indicator stuck at 60 knots but all
this time the boat behaved in a very comfortable fashion
considering the enormous seas we were having to deal with.
As always in situations like this there are some periods
of great humour. On listening to the weather forecast at the
early part of crossing the Bay I remarked to Tim "it cannot
blow a gale forever’! This brought a rather sad look
accompanied by the glum statement that "gales lasted
between 8 to 48 hours" and if in one area it only lasted 8
hours then some poor sailor elsewhere had to endure 48
hours. Jim felt that with his luck we were to be allotted the
48 hour slot!.
It was Tuesday when we had a very close brush with
disaster, the sea was very unpleasant and tossing us around
considerably, the wind force was up around 40 knots and
we had just tacked on to a Wly bearing to try and beat our
way out of the Bay as we had been pushed Ely by the wind
and a strong surface current. We had tacked at 1430 hrs and
I was down below half an hour afterwards tidying up, as
once we had gone on the other tack the usual mayhem
ensued below deck and the lockers burst open showering

glass, rice and sugar on to the floor. It was whilst clearing
this up that the boat fell off a particularly large wave and
when I looked up I saw the Skipper lying headlong and
motionless on the doghouse floor. It was a very sickening
moment as for one dreadful moment I thought he was dead.
However, several of the crew were there attending to him
before I got to him and it appeared that he had fallen
headlong through the main hatch across the doghouse and
fetching up at the top of the main saloon steps.
Neil was unconscious for about half a minute but for what
seemed like eternity. He was lying in a very awkward fashion
but preliminary examination did not reveal any obvious
fractures. He came round and managed to struggle out some
instructions to Jim before he passed out again and we put
him in to his bunk. I was never more grateful that I had
taken my job as ship’s doctor seriously for this trip as the
boat was very well equipped but nevertheless it was a very
worrying hour or so as I broke away from the navigation
every fifteen minutes to check his condition. Jim felt that
if Neil’s condition failed to improve we would have to run
off downwind back to Southern Brittany. Fortunately he
came round after a couple of hours, though badly shaken
and extremely bruised; he appeared to have suffered no
major injury but it certainly brought home to us all, as we
were pounding our way through the weather some 250 miles
offshore, quite how vulerable we could all be. Though
obviously relieved Jim was somewhat gloomy again as he
had lost his opportunity for some French cuisine!
We in fact headed W. through the night which was very
unpleasant with nasty steep, short seas, many line squalls
with wind forces up to 60 knots and some very spectacular
lightening. During the next day the wind abaited slightly but
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Cruising at last. Cabo Finisterre off to port.
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Drying out at last -- in Bayonna.
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conjunction with the radar, which could be watched from
the doghouse and the entire crew sat down for a very well
earned supper with some of the skipper’s very excellent 1980
Beaune. After supper the sail was taken down and we headed
along the coast to Ribadeo. Even this turned out to be quite
a battle as with the previous week of gales there was a very
strong Wly current along the coast and we had to punch
very hard against current and wind. It was made all the more
tense by being an extremely dark, blustery night, requiring
more blind pilotage navigation. I am certain that by the end
of the exercise I had a firm imprint on my face from the
visor of the radar screen!
At 1900 hrs we entered Ribadeo, the wind having dropped
away though the sea still had a deep swell to it as we made
our approach. This was made easier by the appearance of
a fishing vessel who very kindly lead us in and by 0907 hrs
we were tied alongside the new quay at Ribadeo, a very wet
and tired collection of people.
Ribadeo itself is a quite little village with not a lot of
excitement but a few pleasant shops and restaurants. The
entry is not straight forward but quite safe if the pilot is
adhered to. Entry takes one within a quarter of a cable of
some breaking seas due to an outlying crop of rocks but
otherwise the leading lights and transit marks are easy to
pick up with adequate depth, even for our boat which drew
ten feet.
We left Ribadeo on Friday 10th April in a slightly better
condition and headed W. towards Barra Point, the N.W.
corner of Spain.
For the first time we were able to hoist the main with only
two reefs in and a number 2 genoa. Later in the afternoon,
after a day of steady progress of 5-6 knots, the visibility
started to worsen and we once again had some heavy squalls.
We were still heading W. and then at 1740 hrs tacked to
head S.W.. It was then that we started to realise the
extremely strong currents that sluice around this coastline.
As we closed the shore the Ely set became extremely strong
of the order 2-3 knots and necessitated a series of short tacks
for us to make sufficient westing along the coastline.
The pilot books are vague about the currents along this
coastline but it would appear to be always N.E. the E.
parallel to the coast -- only varying in strength according
to the prevailing weather conditions.
We were set extremely close to Barra Point and had to
put the engine on to give us any substantial headway against
the currents. The wind was now due W. and the visibility
was poor due to heavy rain and it was at this juncture, when
we needed it most, that the radar took a holiday! For the
next few hours Neil and myself slaved away taking fixes
every six minutes in order that we could optimize any
weakening current that we could detect, but it was a
painfully slow process and during this rather intense period
the electric bilge pump also broke down, followed shortly
after by the fresh water supply which ground to a halt as
it’s main pump also collapsed. The ship’s log makes cryptic
reading "radar u.s. bilge pump u.s. water pump u.s. It was
at this juncture that we managed to round Barra Point and
heading due W. plugged into the night.
By 0440 hrs the coastal currents were beginning to weaken
and we turned the engine off and headed S. under main with
two reefs and yanky. It was during this night that the final
insult occured and the compass light burned itself out.
Later in the afternoon conditions had moderated so that
for the first time on this trip we could break out all the reefs
and hoist the large genoa. It was at this juncture that all
the cameras were produced and the skipper held his first
photocall with Cabo Finisterre two to three miles fine on
the port bow. We all began to feel very proud of ourselves

no real sign of improvement, though the barometer started
to rise. At 0700 hrs we put the staysail up and tacked on
the S.Wly heading. At 1800 hrs the same day we estimated
our position to be 30 miles N. of Cabo de Penas and at this
juncture Neil decided that we would, in fact, abandon our
attempt to get around the N.W. corner of Spain. and head
for Ribadeo.
From a navigational point of view the way the plot had
turned out over the previous five days had shown that quite
obviously with a S.W. gale blowing, we had slowly been
blown to the E. even allowing a very generous leeway; it
would appear that any build up of wind in the Bay of Biscay
certainly gave very strong surface currents. For anyone
crossing the Bay they would be well advised to assume the
main current to be in the direction of the wind and allow
quite generously for it. The boat was equipped with a Deccanavigator and it was used as a secondary plot with our dead
reckoning and, in fact, the display showed good signal
strength until we were approximately 100 miles N. of the
N.W. coast of Spain. It then lost full sensitivity but managed
to give a fairly reasonable plot until we closed the coast when
it’s signal strength improved again. Our dead reckoning plot
was the most accurate giving an estimated position closer
to true position when we made our landfall.
When we saw the shore lights off Cabo de Penas on
Wednesday evening, the Skipper announced that there was
a joint of lamb to be roasted for supper and that he would
do the honours. So while the skipper prepared our evening
meal we bore off down wind having dropped the trysail and
boomed out the storm jib making the boat far more
comfortable. The autopilot was then switched on in
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Flat out under spinnaker -- only hours from disaster.
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and with the wind lightening once around Cabo Finisterre,
it was decided that we would head into one of the small Rias
for the night, so of course was laid for Muros.
We left Muros the following morning for Bayonna and
had an exciting sail down amongst the small islands off the
entry to Bayonna in a freshening S.W. breeze. This became
more exciting as we close tacked off the outlying rocks N.W.
of the entrance of Bayonna. Jim, who was on the wheel at
the time, was concentrating so hard on pinching the boat
to weather to gain as much offing as possible, managed to
put the boat about inadvertantly necessitating a quick blast
of engine to put Pazienza about again. It became a standing
joke that we had to have the engine on to carry out our
tacks! It was while pulling his leg, following one of these
motorized tack exercises, that the Skipper yelled up "turn
around". Jim fortunately was still smarting from the first
leg pull he had received and was slow to respond and when
we yelled up to him to tack again, he admitted that instead
of tacking he had been in the process of bearing away which
would have set us onto some submerged rocks.
We were given a very good welcome in Bayonna and
looked after excellently by the club boatman, Louis. He was
delighted to see a boat of this size so early in the season and
we were ushered right up to the top of the refuelling pontoon
exactly where the pilot says there is no water and plenty of
rocks! Since Pazienza draws 10 ft. I think everyone can take
note that one can get in quite close even with a large boat
for water and diesel. The Yacht Club was excellent and
opened all it’s facilities to us though at the time they were
rebuilding the showers and so Pazienza’s facilites , once
more, were used to the full.
One of our other problems now was that we had a crew
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change that had fallen behind schedule as we were meant
to put Jim ashore at Leixones and meet Eddie Kershaw who
had flown out on the Monday. Tim’s wife has many family
connection in Portugal and he had managed to get relatives
of his to meet and host Eddie until we knew for certain that
we were not going to make the transfer. He, in fact, hired
a car in Spain and drove it through to us in Bayonna and
on our last night a rather large party was started in the Yacht
Club which was transferred to the boat and finished in the
small hours of the morning in what was to become the
tg, aditional Pazienza fashion, with an abundance of malt and
a selection of the Skipper’s favourite opera played at full
volume.
On Wednesday 23rd the S.W. gales had abaited
considerably and we left Bayonna at 0900 hrs. The sea on
our departure was still very steep from the strong S.W. winds
but as the day progressed they began to subside. The wind
was a W.N.W. breeze, 15-18 knots, which was ideal
especially after the riotous evening the night before. In fact,
the log makes amusing reading as there are three enteries
at the beginning of the page, noting that the hands were
called three times and eventually got up some half an hour
later. Pazienza made very good time sailing under a two
reefed main, yanky and staysail at a steady 5-6 knots. Later
the same afternoon we eventually managed to shake all the
reefs out as we began to pass the Portugese coast.
The Skipper was a bit disappointed as during our earlier
part of the journey we had obviously shipped some
mountainous seas and the water had worked its way in to
the Giro Compass. The law of Sod applied and the one day
that we really could have used the automatic pilot, it was
non-functioning. For the navigator the day proved to be full
of excitement as I had a chance to practice my astronavigation and under Neil’s expert guidance managed to get
a fix which did not put us in the Canaries!
As this high pressure weather looked quite set we planned
to spend the night in Peniche rather than motoring
continuously and for once the gods played fair as our land
fall was to the N. E. of Islas Balingas. We had the previous
day, in trying to follow the wind, in fact, worked further
out to sea than we had anticipated and so we were delighted
when we made a good land fall.
There are very few sailing instructions for Peniche,
however the entry is quite straight forward. If one keeps
approximately four cables off Cabo Carreiro this makes a
safe line of approach to the outer wall of the harbour. Cabo
Carreiro itself is quite conspicious as it has a very large
structure.
Next morning we left early in to a beautiful day with a
12 knot Wly breeze on the beam. Full main and large genoa
pulled Pazienza along at speeds of up to 9 knots as we
headed further S. We stayed fairly close in shore and had
a fairly pleasant view of the Portugese coast as it slipped
rapidly by as Pazienza forged through the sea, in what must
be the most ideal conditions for her.
Throughout the day speeds were well over 7 knots and
by 2200 hrs we were picking up the loom of Cape St. Vincent
light, fine on the port bow. The sailing directions make note
of giving Cape St. Vincent a good clearing because of quite
rough seas close inshore. It was a lovely evening with a full
moon obscured only by the occasional cloud. A few fishing
boats scattered across the horizon, made life a bit more
interesting for us as we had to pick our way through these
vessels to round Cape St. Vincent.
At 0400 hrs having borne away on to an Ely course we
gybed and headed for Villamoura. At 1200 hrs we were
alongside the reception pontoon for Villamoura, the wind
having died off completely during the morning, the last few

hours spent under engine. It was a beautiful, hot day. We
had a leisurely lunch as the reception office was closed. As
previous writers have observed in Portugal that the officals
are extremely pleasant but one must be extremely patient
as there are a numerous amount of forms to be filled in.
Tim who had been appointed as our Purser was getting
increasingly more frustrated as he had to go from office to
office but eventually we were allocated a berth and moored
in the marina. The facilities in Villamoura are very good
as it is a fairly new marina and has had a new village built
around it. Tim had been met by some of his relatives and
much to his delight was offered a bed ashore for the night
and invited to a family gathering. I do not think that I have
ever seen him move quite so agilely at the prospect of a bed
which was slightly bigger than the shoe box that he had been
occupying for the previous few weeks. The rest of the crew
with the Skipper had an excellent fish meal ashore and had
an early night as the Skipper was keen to leave early in the
morning having been warned that we were due for a weather
change.
At 0900 hrs we finally departed Villamoura. Tim having
been suitable refreshed from his night ashore was soon worn
out by the red tape but managed with his undisputed charm
to get us away in good time. Today was to be the big day
when the spinnakers were to be broken out and Neil felt a
trial run with the storm spinnaker, a mere 1500 square feet
of canvas, would be safest. We had a W.N.W. 18 knot
breeze and under the guidance of Eamon, who learnt his
big boat spinnaker control on Great Britain 11, the storm
spinnaker was hoisted without a hitch. The adrenaline began
to surge as the Skipper decided that we would go for the
big one! At 1210 hrs the large high cut spinnaker was
hoisted, all 3500 square feet of it and a very impressive sight
it was too. This was the first time that Neil had got the big
spinnaker hoisted and was quite emotional once it was up!
Pazienza had certainly got the bit between her teeth and
started to storm off at 8 knots. The sensation was absolutely
exhilarating and all the crew were kept on deck in case of
any emergencies. Helmsmen were steering the most accurate
course of their lives for fear of broaching the boat with all
this spread of canvas and everyone tip-toed around the deck
least the slightest disturbance should upset this rather large
apple cart.
Lunch appropriately was a very hot curry served with pink
gins, as if we had not got enough to stimulate our insides
with this large spinnaker floating in front of us. By the early
afternoon the breeze had freshened and Pazienza was
thundering through the water between 10 -- 11 knots -virtually bolt upright. None of us had experienced such an
incredible sensation of pure power and it was with great
reluctance that it was decided to down spinnaker at 1710
hrs. This procedure again under Eamon’s critical eye and
precise instructions, was carried out immaculately and I
firmly believe that if you want a spinnaker handled without
mishap by the crew the best is one without too many experts
and a slightly worried one too.
The yanky and staysail were hoisted in it’s place and our
speed fell back to 6-7 knots. Shortly after the vessel had been
bedded down for the evening I was talking to Eamon when
Pazienza screwed up to weather and almost hove to. Despite
Eamon’s several attempts at trying to bring her back on to
course she failed to respond. Neil appeared on deck and
began to pull his leg about needing to have the engine on
to tack the boat but his humour disappeared rapidly when
he realised that we had in fact lost steerage way. The main
was handed not without mishap as when the boat gave a
sudden roll the sail filled and poor Eddie had part of the
sail ripped out of his hand, fracturing his thumb. With the

main down and the boat hove to on a starboard tack the
cockpit sole was lifted to check the steering gear and no
evidence was found of any damage until we looked over the
side and found our rudder blade projecting out from under
the starboard quarter.
The rudder post had apparently torn out of it’s fitting
at the bottom of the keel. We set about attempting to set
a jury rudder using one of the large spinnaker poles and
some boarding on the end of it to make a rudder blade. This
was lowered over the stern of the boat, mounted on a couple
of fenders as a bearing to allow it to pivot on the toe rail
at the transom. Unfortunately this rig was not heavy enough
and did not allow us to steer the boat. We tried to put the
boat about on the other tack using the engine to guide her
around and allowing the sails to back to pull her off on a
N.E. course but with the rudder stuck out at the side like
a large hydrofoil; it exerted enough drag to bring her back
hove to again on the starboard tack on a S.S.W. heading.

Commencing our tow.

Photo: David Laurence

With night fast approaching we attempted to set a drag
net off to port to try and offset the pull of the damaged
rudder to starboard but again we could not balance it enough
even by dragging sails and warps off the end of the spinnaker
pole to starboard to stop her from sheering up to weather.
Neil decided that the best plan was to settle down hove
to for the night and by my calculations we were a good 40
to 50 miles S.W. of Cadiz and approximately 180 miles from
Gibraltar. We had only VHF on board and after several
attempts at trying to raise Cadiz radio and any ships in the
area with no success we all retired to bed for some sleep
though the Skipper slept little, I am sure.
At 0322 hrs Neil managed to raise contact with a passing
tanker who gave us a position update and also relaid a
message of our predicament to Gibraltar. We were now
drifting through the W. approach to the traffic lanes for
the Med. and traffic density was rapidly beginning to build
up. The tanker that we had just spoken to, in fact, had to
alter course quite violently after we signalled it’s bridge to
avoid running us down. This had been a particularly tense
moment for Tim and I who had been watching this sinister
progression of silouettes bearing down on us and when it
became apparent that we were on a collision course, while
Neil had been on the radio, we had got all the crew on deck
with their life jackets. A couple of us had been armed with
flares and were in the process of setting these off when the
tanker hauled around missing us by a cable. Once again I
think Tim would have written a cheque for a very large
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unspecified amount to swop places with the watch officer
of the tanker.
At 0700 hrs we made contact with a French crude carrier
The Jules Verne, who very kindly gave us a further position
update which showed us to be drifting on a S.W. course at
approximately two knots. The sea state at this time was
virtually calm and the wind speed was not more than 10
knots which was the only luck that we had had to date. The
Jules Verne made further contact with Gibraltar for us and
ascertained that there was no chance of a deep water tug
much before the end of the week by which time we would
have been well on our way to the Canaries or the W. coast
of Africa.
This appealed to few of the crew and it was, therefore,
at 0820 hrs that we made contact with a Polish vessel the
Wielun that was a coalier of approximately 3,000 tons. She
was bound from the Med. back to Poland and hauled
around to pick us up and take us in tow. Also by this time
the Jules Verne which had been circling us conscienciously
had bid us a fond farewell and good luck. Just over the
horizon was another vessel The Atlantic, British registered
and was commanded by a Scots Master who on hearing that
the Wielun wanted to tow us alongside, very kindly radioed
us back to say that the last time he had been involved in
such an attempt he had inadvertently sunk the yacht! We
were more than grateful for this bit of information and after
discussion with the Master of the Wielun it was agreed that
we would be towed astern. The Wielun sighted us after we
had at their request let off an orange smoke flare and came

Damage finally revealed -- the rudder stock bent through at right angle.
Photo: David Laurence

up alongside which was no mean feat in spite of the fact
that the sea was virtually calm but had a one to two metre
swell on it.
There is no doubt whatsoever that the seamanship
exhibited by the Polish master and his crew was of the
highest order and he managed to get lines across to us having
brought his vessel to within a few feet of our bow. This again
was noted as one of the other moments to try to avoid at
sea, if possible. Two of us were on the bow when she came
across our port quarter and then put her engines astern when
the wash from her props caused Pazienza to dip and buck
and, in fact, sucked Pazienza towards the side of the Wielun.
But for the timely action of Eddie who started Pazienza’s
engine and crashed her full astern we would have lost our
bow and two members of our crew with it. As it was you
never saw two people sprint down a deck so fast!
At 0950 hrs with a large hawser fitted on to Pazienza’s
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foredeck the tow commenced. Through the next hour we
worked out the optimum speed that she could handle with
her rudder sticking out like a giant hydrofoil from the
starboard quarter. In fact, this produced a constant steady
sheer to starboard that held the towline taut and gave us
an extremely comfortable ride. The Wielun tried increasing
speed up to 8 knots but at this the rudder started to vibrate
alarmingly against the hull of the boat and we were worried
that the rudder post might start to tear loose from the hull.
We were still very concerned about the underwater damage
and we were very reluctant to put anymore strain on to the
steering gear than we could avoid. We had by now in fact
passed several warps around the rudder blade and winched
it fast against the hull of the boat to prevent as much
movement as possible.
The rest of the day was like any cruise should have been
except that we were all very conscious we were not under
our own power. There was no wind and the sea was flat and
calm and we proceeded at a steady 7½ knots towards
Gibraltar. In fact, all of us managed to catch up on some
rest and sunbathing and even the odd pink gin was
comsumed but none of this could disguise the obvious bitter
disappointment in Neil’s face about not bringing his yacht
in under her own power. Had we continued at the rate that
we were crossing the Bay of Cadiz through the previous
night, our plan to be in Estepona by the next lunch time
(Monday) would easily have been achieved. At midday one
of the hourly checks on the tow rope showed there to be
some chaffing where it was coming through the port fairlead
and the Wielun dropped speed while we secured cloth around
the fairlead and once this was secure we were off on out
steady course to Gibraltar again.
At 2300 hrs we started to cross shipping lanes slowing
down and then speeding up to get through the traffic to enter
Gibraltar Bay and here further excitement was to follow;
As the Wielun could only comfortably tow us at 7.5 knots
she became prey to very nasty currents across the mouth of
the Bay of Gibraltar and for about half and hour our
progress was backwards. All of a sudden the stern light came
on and the crew of the Wielun started to shorten our stern
warp. The next minute she suddenly gathered way and the
speed built up to 9-10 knots maintained until we maintained
a steady 10½ knots. Our rudder was making the most violent
drumming sound against the hull and in spite of Neil’s
frantic radio signals to the Polich Skipper, they did not
reduce speed. The hydrofoil effect of the rudder was seen
as a great plume of spray being shot across the stern of the
boat. Before the rudder could be seen on the surface, but
now it was buried deep in a boiling mass of water. However,
we managed to get the Wielun to put her hand brake on
when Neff explained that if we sank there would be no
remuneration for their hard earned efforts!
At 0230 hrs The Wielun had anchored off Gibraltar
harbour breakwater and we were alongside her while
arrangements for us to be docked were being made. Neil
went aboard to attend to the formalities and was gone only
half an hour when he came back very grim and pale faced.
While he was coming down the companionway from the
accommodation on the Wielun he was already giving the
command to cast off. As we did so a small tug appeared
out of the inky blackness of the harbour entrance and towed
us in to the Port Control Berth where the officials were most
sympathetic and helpful. We soon finished our
documentation and collapsed in to our bunks at 0650 hrs,
that is all except Neil. At 0730 hrs arrangements had been
made with Gunn Wharf for Pazienza to be hauled out.
At 0900 hrs we tried to manoeuvre Pazienza to Gunn
Wharf by the aid of her dinghy but once again her tonnage

was a disadvantage and as she was difficult to control Neil
arranged for another tug to take us around to Gunn Wharf
where at 1200 hrs we gratefully secured alongside
The yard had arranged for a diver to go down to examine
the keel and the hull underneath the cockpit and it was then
discovered that the bearing, for the bottom end of the rudder
post, was completely missing. There was no damage to the
keel where it had been attached and apparently looked as
if it had been spirited away by some angry sea God.!
Plans to slip Pazienza were made for during the week and
we all began to gently unwind. Although disappointed at
not achieving our goal by some 40 miles but we had, in fact,
sailed just under 1600 miles in the fortnight that we had been
at sea. However, we were soon to learn why Neil had come
back on board so grim faced in the early hours of the
morning. Apparently he had met the Captain who had been
very much old school Polish Skipper, a true man of the sea.
The agents for the shipping company were also on board
and were determined to arrange the maximum salvage fees
possible. Later in the afternoon agents acting on behalf of
the company that owned Wielun threatened to arrest
Pazienza as well as escalating demands financially for
remureration by the agents on Neil for their salvage. Their
efforts for settlement being delayed by the failure of
Pazienza’s insurance company to agree to salvage -- the

agents could only pressure Neil. The sum involved rapidly
increased to £20,000 and has now reached £50,000. Neil’s
insurance cover does not cover monies claimed by salvors!
The next two days agents from the Polish vessel continued
to chase Neil but being surrounded by some excellent
bodyguards we managed to keep him from coming into
contact with these people. Tim, who has the build of a latter
day Scrum half, put paid to the visits eventually by taking
hold of one of the agents and verbally sorting him out on
the quayside. It was very hard to understand this behaviour
after the superb seamanship of the crew, especially as we
had had little time to recover from a fairly unpleasant ordeal.
However, during the rest of the week the crew enjoyed the
sun, local hostelries and restaurants that Gibraltar has to
offer. One of the highlights was the hiring of a small Fiesta
into which we managed to cram six crew and had an
interesting day visiting Estepona and a newly built marina
at Dequesa.
On Friday, 2nd may the slip was eventually ready and
Pazienza was slipped and we could now view the damage.
In fact, it did not look anywhere near as bad as we had
anticipated and the hypotheses of what we might have done
had we not had a tow began to abound and I suspect
continues to so so! In spite of this Pazienza had been dealt
a disabling blow and it is a credit to her and her Skipper
that in spite of our lack of manoeuvrability we never felt
that the situation was desperate. It turned out that the rudder
was, in fact, suspended solely by the stock which had bent
through a complete right angle putting the rudder blade
under the starboard quarter. Apart from some damage to
the dead wood at the affer of the keel and the missing pintle
bearing there was no further damage.
The next day all of us except Alex and Pip flew home after
what must be described as a fairly exciting start to the sailing
season.

POST SCRIPT This saga does not end happily ever after.
Some three days after Pazienza was slipped there was an
industrial dispute in the yard and she was strike bound for
some months. There was the constant threat of her being
arrested which disappeared once the skipper’s bank
guaranteed the salvage fee. Eventually around June the
dispute ended, work eventually began on repairing Pazienza.
She finally was relaunched at the end of June. It was planned
that she should be offered for sale from this point and
arrangements had been made with Castlemain who had
agreed prior to our departure to take over management of
her sale. She was moved to Puerto Banus for advertising.
However, Castlemain advised Neil that "there was no
demand for this sort of boat" at present and would not offer
her for sale. Neil’s reaction was only just controlled and so
Pazienza is now back in Gibraltar.
Next years plan, is to take her to the Canaries via the W.
coast of Africa and then to the West Indies in November.
Perhaps we have more "Close Encounters" to come?
Date
April
12
18
20
23
25
27
17 days total

Destination
Ribadeo
Muros
Bayorma
Pertiche
Villamoura
Gibraltar

Distance
N. Miles
668
192
49
194
203
285

Passage Time
Hours Mins.
125
42
34 00
7 52
34 45
30 00
41 30

1591

273
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Engine Hrs

Speed
Knots
12 1/4
5.3
5.6
10
1
6.2
14 3/4
5.5
2 1/4
6.8
completed under tow

49 40 1/4

5.8

Hither and Yon
W. M. Nixon

After the horrible humidity and frustrations of 1985, 1986
could only be an improvement. And although as it turned
out the weather in some places wasn’t all that much better,
somehow I managed to have an extraordinarily entertaining
time in and around boats from April until October.
It began in the Netherlands on April 18th. Officially the
visit had been to the Etap boat factory in Belgium, but a
three day sail test of the new Etap 22i trailer-sailer offered
the opportunity for a first cruise, albeit a mini-one, in Dutch
waters, and they more than lived up to expectation.
They make for a refreshing change for those of us who
learned our cruising on mountainous coastlines, for the
Dutch ’coast’ is devoid of scenery as we know it, yet the
interaction between sea and land is always fascinating, the
channels are intriguing, and Dutch ports all have their own
charms,
Paul Wuyts earning his salary as Sales Manager for Etap Yachts on a cold
The names of the places are also a delight. Who, for
Sunday morning in the Haringvliet.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
instance, could resist a little town called Numansdorp? Near
it, there’s and inlet which used to be the ferry port for
anyone crossing the Harlingvliet on the old road from
Rotterdam to Antwerp. The big motorway bridge had made
the ferry redundant, so now the little ferry port has become Barge traffic on the Hollandsch Diep.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
a yacht harbour with a boatyard, and beside it there’s a quay
where those magnificent barges take on sand.
With trees arranged around, it’s the very essence of
Holland, so it was in a state of enchantment that I took over
a new Etap 22i from Loet van Willigen who runs a charter
fleet there, and headed ’seawards’. Late April being the
busiest time of year for boat-builders, Paul Wuyts of the
Etap factory couldn’t join until the Saturday, so on that
sunny Friday I was single handed, the In’st time for six years,
and jaunting around the Harlingvliet and the Hollands Diep
-- the very names are poetry -- became a special delight
as the little boat revelled in the brisk sou’westerly breeze.
We nipped into a creek on the N. side where a classic
Dutch boier lay to her own private quayside, and then tacked
across the Diep where the steady stream of motorised barges
spoke of a trading tradition half as old as time. One of the
charms of the Netherlands is that so much is packed into
a relatively small space that you enjoy many of cruising’s
experiences after sailing only a relatively small distance, so Tiengemeten on an April Sunday morning is not exactly Majorca.
it was with a genuine feeling of landfall that little Scholekster
Photo: W.M. Nixon
sailed a couple of miles to get to one of the best of the
harbours in the Delta area that night, the old fortress port
of Willemstad.
Built on a seven-point star plan in 1583, it now has a large
yacht harbour outwith the walls, but being so early in the
season the ancient port right in the heart of town was still
not filled, and we found a handy berth alongside the ketchrigged boltjalk named Hendrila Johanna. She belongs to
Hans and Erna who run a dental practice ashore during the
day, but retreat to waterborne domestic bliss in Willemstad
each evening.
Things were a little slow getting under way in the morning,
and in fact it was well into the afternoon by the time I’d
collected Paul Wuyts from Numansdorp and we were
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The old port of Willemstad is classic Netherlands.

turning to windward down the Harlingvlier, plugging into
a stiff westerly bound for Hellevoetsluis.
Being a Saturday, there were a few other boats about, but
as evening drew on we’d the place to ourselves, and were
rewarded by another breakthrough of sunshine which
brought the scene to life. In the last of the daylight we sailed
into Hellevoetsluis, another ancient sea fortress of
waterfront charm and classic old buildings, a place where
pretty girls ride venerable bicycles with a fine solemnity.
The evening’s plan was to sample Dutch seafood, but it
failed to be implemented for the most agreeable of reasons.
Somehow we ended up in a somewhat ramshackle
establishment where we supped off world-class pizzas while
a local jazz band played about one number per hour, and
then adjourned to drink with their supporters club and
discuss their performance with shared enthusiasm. Holland
is a place of unexpected pleasures.

Time was closing in, and an early departure in the morning
was hastened by the threat of the wind backing so much
ahead of the next lot of bad weather that it seemed we might
even have to beat home. But the little boat clawed her way
keenly up to the Overflakkee shore at Middleharnis and with
sheets eased in distinctly raw weather we streaked along at
six knots and better into the channel north of the island of
Tiengemeten.
There are a couple of little inlets into the protecting dyke,
and we went into the second of them for a short walk ashore
in order to savour the view of the Dutch Alps -- in other
words, even by/.he local standards, Tiengemeten is a notably
flat place, and not exactly at its jolliest early on a cold
Sunday morning. On our way again, and back to
Numansdorp just before the rain arrived in earnest. The little
boat had been splendid, a delight to sail, and cruising in
Dutch waters had hit the spot exactly.

"And the same to you sir!" Full and frank exchange of views between
the navigator and the skipper.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

"Presently residing at the Windsor Funeral Home ...... " The Crusader’s
Rest for Liam Lalor and the skipper aboard the floating tennis court.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

!
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Robin’s Roundabout; Because it attracted so much
publicity at the time, and because we’re a serious cruising
club which isn’t exactly enamoured of speed stunts, His
worship the Editor said that he was rather doubtful about
having something in about Robin Knox-Johnston’s
establishment of a new round Ireland record with the 60 ft
catamaran British Airways 1 back at the beginning of May.
But there were three ICC members in his crew, and
accounts of the earlier records of 1964 (ourselves in
Ainmara) and 1975 (Robert Mollard and Dick Watson in
Korsar) were carried in detail in the Annual. Admittedly the
one we had to beat, Denis Doyle’s marvellous 1984 time of
88 hours in Moonduster, has been recorded in the public
prints rather than the Annual. So we’ll try to get round in
a couple of paragraphs.
In fact, at one stage it looked as if something approaching
two days was possible. Streaking round anti-clockwise from
the Kish, we were off Belfast Lough in just over 5 hours,
and twelve hours out from Dublin Bay we’d Inishtrahull
astern. Then for one three hour period on the hop from Tory
Island to Eagle Island, we averaged 20 knots in a cold
sou’easter.
If that doesn’t sound fast when set against the new world
sailing speed record established by a sailboard in the
Canaries of 38.66 knots, I can assure that it felt mighty fast.
Although BA 1 is considered one of the heftier offshore
multihulls, she seems to become semi-airborne at speeds
above 18 knots, and that was a very hectic ride for a grey
Monday morning.
We were 345 miles on our way, less than ten miles short
of halfway, after the first 24 hours, but eight hours of near
calm off Achill southward was a decided setback. Then we
were beating from the Blaskets to the Fastnet but after that
an increasingly hectic close hauled sail to the Old head of
Kinsale and a really bumpy ride to the Codling got us back
in the hunt, and BA 1 swept past the Kish three days and
five hours after starting. Back in 1964, our total sailing time
was seven days and sixteen hours.

"Isn’t it just grand to be cruising again, and the sun shining?" Ed Wheeler
and Aidan Tyrell bound for Scotland in Turtle.
W.M. Nixon
Somehow to Scotland: In the Autumn of 1985 I began
sliding inexorably into partnership in Turtle, our Hustler
30, with Harry Whelehan with whom I’d sailed many miles
offshore in Tritsch Tratsch 11 in the early 1970’s. In order
to develop the link up, Harry suggested a cruise for a long
week in May when he as a barrister would have time off,
and before Christmas, Ed Wheeler had been signed on as
the final element in what gradually emerged as a cruise to
the Hebrides.
Various events more or less beyond our control conspired
to prevent it, and in late March, Vance took a hand. Vance
is a somewhat overweight horse. At the last jump at the last
hunter trials of the season, he contrived a somersault which
started with Harry on top, but ended up with him
underneath with various bones in his shoulder broken. The
word from the doctor was that a busy little cruise to Scotland
in five weeks time just was not on.
There was a temptation to scrub everything, but somehow
the Scottish ploy had acquired its own momentum. Ed

British Airways 1 crossing the line between the Dun Laoghaire Lifeboat John F. Kennedy and the Kish Lighthouse to establish the new round Ireland
record.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
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A magic place -- Turtle in the pool of Plod Sgeirean among the Ardmore Islands.

telephoned Aidan Tyrell at his rural fastness in mid-Cork,
and I arrived home one evening to find a note on the desk
"Mr Tyrell say yes"!
So there was the gallant crew ready and willing, assembled
in Howth on time on Thursday May 15th, to find Turtle
was willing but not quite ready. But somehow we made it,
and as we’d said we’d sail on Thursday May 15th, at ten
minutes to midnight we started heading out of the marina.
The passage towards the South Rock LV was pleasant in
gentle westerlies, and then from around 0600 hrs we’d to
motor in calm. Getting some breakfast, I became
unpleasantly aware of noise and pong coming from the big
ship’s battery under the chart table. The regulator on the
alternator, which had been given a complete service during
the winter, had gone phut. Ed detached the belt drive so
that the engine itself could still be used, but the prospect
of a week in Scotland with no lights (the engine electrics are
independent) simply wasn’t on. So I decided to head towards
the new marina in Carrickfergus to see if they could provide
the service.
We still had some way to go, but a nice sou’easter and
warm sunshine made it a very agreeable passage under
spinnaker, with everyone so pleased to be on a real cruise
that irritation with the alternator was soon forgotten. And
when we swept in to the marina at Carrick at 1915 hrs that
evening (Friday May 16th) Geoff Alcorn who runs the
electronics workshop there with Andy McCune was on the
pontoon to greet us, and soon the alternator was on his test
bench.
The morning brought a rising sou’east gale, so I was in
no hurry to ho anywhere. By early afternoon the alternator
was back in place and all electrics declared tickety-boo, but
by that time the weather had gone to pot, there was a grand
party going in Carrickfergus Sailing Club, and we decided
to prolong the pleasure by having a dinner party aboard
Turtle.
My brother James and wife Kathleen came around from
Cultra as well, we’d John and Wendy Moore of OCC fame
with us, and if you wonder how a boat of Turtle’s modest
dimensions can accommodate seven for dinner, the answer
is I really don’t know. By this time, there was a full gale

from the S.W., and even in the marina she was being heeled
so much in the gusts that we had to lock the cooker in the
non gimbal position so that it didn’t intrude too much into
the tiny floor space. Result is that the joint of renowned
Turtle wobbly lamb (you stuff it silly with garlic and
peppers) twice came tumbling out of the oven onto the floor.
The first time, Ed shoved it back discretely in the hope no
one would notice, the second time he simply used the dustpan and brush, and slung it all back in any old way. It was
delicious.
By morning the weather was on the mend, but I was still
deplorably lazy and would only contemplate nipping round
to Carnlough, so Ed and Aidan got stuck into a bit of
whiskey milling with John Robb and his women folk on their
lovely little Buchanan sloop nearby, and it took a certain

With about an inch under her keel, Turtle is snugly into the fishing boat
berth in the inner harbour at Scalasaig.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

amount of diplomacy to get away at all. A short sharp sail,
a good sleep in Carnlough, and we were away on the
morning with Ed so keen to get to Scotland that he’d the
spinnaker set to the light southerly before eight in the
morning, which impressed Aidan no end.
A gentle run N. past Kintyre, with course being shaped
towards the Sound of Islay and the possibility of visiting
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Ed and Turtle at the Tinker’s Hole, with Ed fuming because he can’t spend nearly enough time in such places.

the Ardmore Islands on the S. end of Islay growing by the
moment. The usual ’twelve mile lunch’, then running
leisurely under main only we passed the beacon on Eilean
Chuirn in early afternoon, and gybed through the gap in
the rocks to take the inshore channel with the tide under us.
Plod Sgeirean looked to be the place from the plan in the
CCC book. Although Aidan has more than a smattering of
Gaelic, the translation baffled even him, so it was titled ’The
Cove of the Rocky Policeman’ for the time being. The late
spring haze may have made photography difficult, but it
gave the little archipelago -- rocks, rocky islets, and proper
islands -- the character of an Oriental painting.
Not a person was to be seen, but the place was alive,
utterly alive, with wildlife of all kinds -- seals, duck, terns,
geese, herons, you name it -- and all much tamer than they’d
be elsewhere. Having negotiated the entrance still under sail,
we glided into the pool of Plod Sgeirean and the hook went
down with Turtle’s crew in a state of total enchantment.
Going ashore in no way reduced it -- deer tripped over
the little valleys, and a cuckoo, undoubtedly the first of the
year, called from the woods. Ed scoured the varied foreshore
for bait, and put down an overnight line, while Aidan and
Ad hic meeting of the Colonsay Gaelic Place names Society with Kevin
Byrne on the left and Aidan and Ed sampling the malts on the right.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
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I enjoyed Ardmore’s micro-climate, so much gentler than
the Islay uplands’ harsh weather, and then dinner that night
was a feast of roast beef. We’d the place utterly to ourselves,
no bad thing for after dinner there were readings from The
Best of Myles. Aidan having been at Trinity at exactly the
right time, he got almost everthing in the na Gcopaleen
Catechism of Cliche spot on, and the resulting explosions
of laughter would have disturbed any neighbours.
By morning the vague sou’easter had greyly returned.
Time to head on. Ed’s line came up empty, then off we went
to romp on the fair tide through the Sound of Islay with
the inevitable curtains of rain wafting down from the Paps.
Making across towards Colonsay, we got clear of the damp,
and there was just the possibility that if Bill Lawson, the
fisherman who keeps his steel trawler in the snug corner in
the inner harbour at Scalasaig, was out about his work, then
we might be able to nip into his berth for an hour or three
for handy shelter and an entertaining lunch stop.
And that’s how it happened. Admittedly for ten minutes
on the flooding tide we’d to slice our own little channel
through the mud to get right in, but Turtle lay happily
enough, and up at Kevin Byrne’s Inn there was an ad moc
meeting of the Colonsay Gaelic Place Names Society under
the informal chairmanship of mine host, while Ed and Aidan
went seriously at the tasting of the malts.
The reason for the meeting was that we felt a bit cavalier
about giving Plod Sgeirean any sort of a joke name. It was
far too good a place for that. But because the Celto-Viking
peoples of the Hebrides had so many names for different
types of coastline, just as the Eskimo have something like
27 different names for snow, the question was not easily
cracked. It was a jolly crew who eventually dandered back
to Turtle with the news that The Shore of the Skerries was
probably nearest to it. We’d been anchored in the Pool of
the Shore of Skerries. We’d just lunched in one of the most
convivial places in the islands. So now we’d round out the
day by sailing on up to the Tinker’s Hole.
We’d it entirely to ourselves, and ashore for the walk over
to David Balfour’s Bay Ed strode over the skyline and away,
covering the miles in a fine old pother. Seemingly he was

raging at the injustices of life, that it prevented him from
spending all his time in places like Ardmore, Colonsay and
Erraid. So that night he made us a curry which would have
blown your head off, and then the rains came, in buckets,
and just to show us the other face of the Tinker’s Hole, it
blew old boots from the S. and the place was mighty bumpy
when the tide ran S.
In the morning there was a clearance, but there seemed
as much wind as ever, so much so that it didn’t look as
though we could get out through the narrow main entrance.
We were just getting under way to nip through the maze
of islands to the N. before the failing tide closed that line
of escape when there was a lull. Turtle bless her, shot out
through the gap good oh, we sorted ourselves in the lee of
one of the outer islets, and then scampered through the
sound of Iona and away N. for Tobermory across a lively
sea with great black squalls sweeping over the mountains
of Mull.
Coming round into the sound, it was clear the continually
forecast bad weather was on its way with a vengance -- the
gannets were diving right inshore brilliant flashes in the
strong sunlight, and being harried by a vicious big brown
bird. It was a great skua, that notorious bully, well S. from
his main breeding grounds in the Shetlands. Up there, they
call it the bonxie, and its behaviour is such that any stout
and bullying person is called a bonxie as well. A devastating
name to hang on anyone -- your great skua siezes the gannet
by the wingtips, causing it to stall and fall into the sea and
disgorge its food, which is then snapped up by the bonxie.
By this time they were talking of sixty knots of sou’wester
in the Outer Isles, so Tobermory was the place to be, snug
under the trees with enough boats in port for interest without
the crowding of high summer. We stayed on next day
(Thursday May 22nd) and rode out another gale while
wallowing in nostalgia. One of the boats in port was the
Centurion 32 Snowgoose of Rhu whose skipper Alan
Armstrong had raced against all of us either in Dragons or
Cruiser Eights on the Clyde cohen the world was very young

Common gull with behavioural problems at Puilladobhrain.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

indeed. In those days, an unexpected delight of Scottish
sailing was the long golden legs of the lovely Karen Caldwell.
She really worked at keeping up the tan, on those graceful
pins even when racing her Dragon in typical Scottish
weather. Alan remembered one Scottish wit’s re-writing of
the Beaufort Scale. Force 9 Karen Caldwell finally puts on
trousers ......
In the morning, we roared at Snowgoose ’See you in
another quarter century! "and were away reasonably early
to start making southing, finding that though there was still
plenty of wind in the Sound of Mull, for the time being the
vice had gone from the weather. But Ed had childhood
memories of coming round Duart Point, and finding a big
sea rolling up the Firth of Lorne, so he took his usual
Stugeron, as Ed used to suffer mightily from seasickness.
My word, how things have changed. With Stugeron, he faces
the sea with a new confidence. Indeed, a drink isn’t out of
the question. So after the Stugeron, down goes Ed’s morning
tipple, which is, s’helpmegawd, Bacardi rum and
French ..... Dynamite. Ed has another one, and then a third,
and we’re serenaded down the Sound, going flat out. But
such treatment is sore on the Wheeler gut. Acid indigestion
manifests itself. Not to worry. On top of the Stugeron and

’A rattling good sail!’ Ed in the Sound of Mull, well filled with Stugeron, Bacardi and French, and Actal
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in that order. Photo: W.M. Nixon

the Bacardi and French, he then stuffs in Actal tablets. The
expression "rattling good sail" becomes more meaningful
when you sail with Ed.
In the late afternoon we got into Puilladobhrain, empty
save for a boat on moorings, and met up with a common
gull with behavioural problems. The thing about common
gulls is that they’re meant to be rare and shy, but this one
plonked himself down on our lifebelt and demanded -- and
got- supper. Then on a mighty cold evening we betook
ourselves ashore and over the hill to the pub at the bridge.
Away at first light next morning to catch the tide S. a real
sluggeroo of a beat into a bullying sou’wester with the tide
sweeping things up no end in the sound of Jura. More
exercise than we’ve had in years. We arrived in Gigha in
mid afternoon. Aidan who doesn’t bother with timepieces
-- had reckoned it was around 8.0pm. It was that kind of
sail.
By tucking ourselves onto the most southerly mooring in
Ardminish Bay, we just managed to have shelter from a
couple of blows from the S. with more than a touch of E.
in them over the next day or so, although getting ashore was
a matter of the dinghy being blown ashore and then carried
along the beach to a spot to windward of the boat. Life went
agreeably on, but time was running out, so Monday May
26th found us plugging into a sou’westerly in sunshine down
the outside of Kintyre, two slabs in the main and the grand
little working jib set, and Turtle going like a dream.
But as we got into the N. Channel, the sky started to look
evil. A sudden wet gust from the W. gave hope of a fair
wind, and we knocked off the miles for a while, but then
came calm, and then with darkness the lightest of easterlies.
The forecast had been confused, to say the least, nobody
being too sure what was happening. But then around 2200
hrs as we were off Carnlough, Belfast Coastguard at Orlock
began giving out very specific warnings about an extremely
deep depression skating in towards Ireland at full speed.
Ed’s sister Diana being an auxiliary at Orlock and on duty
that night (New York-style jokes about ’my Sister the
Coastguard became all the rage aboard) we’d our own
personalised warnings about this lot. S.E.F. I0 veering S.W.
was on the menu. We thought of Brown’s Bay or Larne,
but the gale’s progress was being well-monitored. We dined
in leisurely style off one of Aidan’s Italian specialities, and
nipped across Belfast Lough and by 0230 hrs on Tuesday
were into Bangor Bay behind the new breakwater with all
sorts of lines being taken to every available mooring. By 0600
hrs it was blowing an absolute howler from the S.E. with
the usual rain, and though this stopped when the wind swung
to the S.W. in mid morning, the veer only brought even more
wind.
Fortunately it never went N. of W., so Bangor Bay
continued to be relatively sheltered, though ’relatively’ is
the appropriate word; we were jumping about all over the
place. This was the gale which, with the flick of a gust,
removed the gates from Belfast Gaol. When you think of
the many experts who have tried to do just that with more
direct means, it gives some notion of the 80 knot squalls
which were flying about.
In fact, at the time of the gate removal, Ed was organising
the taking of yet another warp to yet another mooring -it needed two of us in the inflatable to prevent it from
becoming airborne -and then as there was nothing further
to be done, we let ourselves be blown into the steps in the
dinghy in order to let various people know we weren’t at
sea in this lot.
Once ashore, we had our first glimpse over the breakwater
at the lough itself. It was absolutely stunning. The entire
surface of the lough was a whirling mass of white, moving
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steadily eastwards. None of us had ever seen anything like it.
The wind blew us along to the Royal Ulster, where
civilisation took us in. Aidan had been slowly growing a
beard. Designer stubble it was not -- he looked the complete
reprobate. So its smooth removal produced the new-look
Tyrell, ready to set off with Ed to sell a computer or two
around the pubs of Ballyholme, for theoretically this was
the day we were to be back at work. I went off a-visiting
with the folks,keeping an eye on the boat betimes, and then
in the evening we re-assembled in the Club to find the
weather on the mend.
It went as quickly as it arrived. By the time Orlock
coastguard were reporting gusts of 47 knots just before 1800
hrs, it seemed like no wind at all. And at 2030 hrs we sailed
out in a cold but reasonable westerly, and had a lovely sail
home. Coming round St. John’s Point in the dark, I found
a lumpy sea running out from the Mournes, and Turtle
wouldn’t perform at all -- she kept standing on her nose
and stopping. It was only when I came off watch at 0200
hrs that I discovered that, although one of the saloon bunks
had been left clear for him, Aidan had absentmindedly gone
to his usual bunk in the foc’s’le. How on earth he could
contemplate sleep up there heaven only knows, but the result
of much avoirdupois of Tyrell in the forpeak was the woeful
performance.
The wind freed somewhat in the morning, and we’d a
dream of a sunlit sail down past Lambay with the usual
cholestrol-rich breakfast brightening the day. Nicely into the
marina in time for lunch at the house. There’d been talk
of appearing at various offices, but nothing came of it.
Harry turned up just out of hospital with his arm in an
elegant sling to be bellowed at about the greatest little
shakedown cruise you’d ever think of, 520 miles with all of
it a jolly jaunt, there had been Aidan’s sloe poitin from
darkest Cork, there had been Ed’s fish, or the lack of it,
there’d been good times in big, glorious empty country,
there’d been some really great sailing, and here it was, still
only May 28th. What on earth were we going to do with
the rest of the season.
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Brittany cruise in company with the Royal
St George fleet
Bernard Corbally

When Dermod Ryan, Commodore of the Royal St. George
Yacht Club, suggested that we should get a fleet together
to visit Brest, Dun Laoghaire’s twin town in France, the idea
was enthusiastically welcomed by the membership. With
considerable assistance from Howard Knott on the twinning
committee, a comprehensive programme of events was soon
arranged with our French hosts.
During the early planning stages we were in the process
of purchasing a yacht in partnership with the Stillman
family, Chris and Gavin. Since the deal allows us the use
of the boat for the annual cruise, and since Colin, my
younger son, very much wished to invite a couple of his
school friends to join him in some offshore sailing, we were
delighted to enroll for the Brittany Cruise. Norman Long
signed on as navigator. Gavin Stillman said that he would
be available to nurse the engine.
Nine yachts, Candy Cloud, Jackaranda, Marden, Ton
Gwyn, Twocan, Vertuosa, Red Velvet, Tudor Rose and
Rhapsody, decided to cruise to Brest. The first six of these
departed together at noon on Wednesday 9th July. Dermod
Ryan fired a cannon from the steps of the club to start them
on their way. The remaining three yachts cruised out
independently. Sadly, Vertuosa had to drop out at Arklow
with engine trouble. The rest of the cruising fleet, including

Dun Laoghaire Life Boat started us on our way.

Hi-Flyer (an Oyster 435 chartered by Mervyn Hall) were
safely at Brest when we arrived on 15th July.
Colin and his friends were unable to join us until 1 lth
July. Since this was the date planned for the departure of
those yachts that had opted to race out to Brest, it made
sense for us to join the competition.
The race to Brest was started by Owen Hammond,
chairman of Dunlaoghaire Corporation. He fired the
starting gun from the lifeboat, which was dressed overall
and positioned off St. Michael’s Wharf. Two boats, Misty
and Miss Fionnuala, tacked down the Irish coast. They
finished the race within the time limit. The rest of the racing
fleet, Sceolaing, Caveat, Angle and ourselves made for the
Welsh coast and got becalmed in Cardigan Bay. We all had
to resort to engine power eventually.
Our engine immediately blew a hole in the new flexible
exhaust pipe which Gavin had fitted just before departure.
Fortunately we had cut a few bits out of the old system just
in case they might come in handy, so he was able to fit a
metal band to take the initial impact of the hot exhaust gases.
This held together with only a slight leakage. We used the
engine sparingly and kept the revs low in the hope that this
temporary repair would survive the journey.
We experienced a lot of fog off the Welsh coast and while
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crossing the English Channel. The recently purchased
Lokata Watchman was a very re-assuring piece of equipment
to have on board. The boys soon became experts in
determining the direction, relative to us, of ships in our
vicinity that were using radar. This meant that, by looking
in that direction, we were more quickly able to spot any that
came close enough to be seen. Occasionally when there were
lobster pot flagged buoys near us, we picked up a lot of
signals. We eventually concluded that, since we never saw
a fleet of boats, the buoys could have been carrying
transmitters to help their owners to locate them! We were
also delighted to learn, from a passing freighter Alamania
Express, that our Firdell radar reflector was effective at a
range of over 6 miles.
Tuesday 15th July: As we approached the French coast
in dense fog we were faced with the choice of either
navigating the Chenel du Four or taking the longer,
reputedly uncomfortable, passage W. of Ushant where there
was also likely to be a lot of merchant shipping. We checked
the chart carefully to assess the degree of hazard on the
wrong side of each of the channel buoys and concluded that
there was plenty of flexibility for navigation. So we opted
for the Chenel du Four and motored through, faultlessly
navigated by Norman. Just E. of Point St. Matthew we
emerged into dazzling sunshine. We put up the spinnaker
in a favourable N.W. breeze and really enjoyed some relaxed
sailing in splendid surroundings.
We were the last of the fleet to arrive at the Moulin Blanc
Marina at Brest. As others directed us into a vacant space
there was Dermod Ryan standing on the pontoon holding
out a bottle of champagne. What a superb welcome to
receive at the end of a 360 mile passage! The marina had
installed~an additional pontoon to accommodate the 16
boats in our fleet.
The parties began immediately. No sooner had we tied
up and drunk the champagne, than we were whisked off,
by a very adventurous taxi driver, to a drinks reception in
the Rade de BresI Yacht Club, given by the club in
conjunction with Guinness. After a most generous reception,
at which a framed Royal St. George club burgee was
presented to the President of the Rade de Brest Yacht Club,
Fernaud Morata, as a memento of our visit, we enjoyed a
fabulous buffet with the largest selection of cold meats that
I have ever seen. It was a very happy bunch of sailors that
eventually made their way back to the boats.
Wednesday 16th July: We crawled out from our bunks
to observe well dressed sailing folk heading towards the
quay. We blithely assumed that there must be some formal
reception for dignatories from the fleet. After being
informed that my attire, T-shirt and shorts, was a really a
trifle too informal for the occasion, I learned that they were
off to a Lord Mayor’s reception. I hastily woke up our
navigator who had been enjoying a well earned lie in, and
then made my way hurriedly to the washrooms ashore.
While returning to the boat I was passed by a very smart
Norman rushing, head down, in the opposite direction. He
had, apparently, come to his senses to realise that he was
alone on the boat. He had somehow subconsciously
registered the bit about the formal reception and had
assumed that the rest of us had already gone off to board
the bus. In fact we missed the bus and Norman was our only
representative at the function.
The boys spent a very enjoyable day windsurfing and
speeding around the bay in the dinghy. The rest of us found
the weather and location very conducive to good living and
relaxation ashore.
That evening Fernaud Morata and some of his friends
joined the fleets company for dinner at the Continental
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L "F.xocet dressed overall at Moufin Rouge marina. Photo: Gavin Stillman

Hotel in Brest. We shared a table with the crew from Candy
Cloud, Joan and Paddy Daly and Maurice O’Brien. Two
charming young ladies from the President’s party joined us
at our table. The final course of the meal was presented with
tremendous style. It was a massive multi-tier cake which had
been decorated to commemorate the occasion. All the yachts
in the fleet were presented with a brass bulkhead plaque
inscribed with the boat’s name. It was a great occasion and
everybody was in high spirits. In fact I understand that,
despite several announcements, the buses back to the marina
departed nearly empty. Somebody managed to organise a
swarm of taxis.
Thursday 17th July: At 1100 hrs we motored out of the
Moulin Rouge Marina, and having cleared the Channel, set
sail for Landevennec, which is up the L’Aulne River. The
tide and wind were favourable and the sun was shining. It
was all-together a heavenly experience to glide along in this
scenic place under such ideal conditions. We lost the wind
when we entered the estuary and had to motor the last mile
or so to the planned raft-up site. At 0155 hrs we were safely
tied up alongside Hi-Flyer. Within minutes Sceolaing had
joined us on our port side and a memorable picnic was under
way. Misty, Miss Fionnuala and Ton Gwyn were also present
for this event.
We left Landevennec at 1630 hrs which allowed us three
hours to get through the Rade de Brest before the tide
changed. It was another fabulous sail during which we
maintained a speed of between 6 and 7 knots all the way
to Camaret Bay. We dropped Colin off on his windsurfer
about three miles out from the marina. The sea and wind
conditions proved to be unsuitable for the board and we had
to tow him in.
Our VHF call to enquire about space in the marina was
answered by the local airport which ordered us, in no
uncertain terms, to return whence we came, that the marina
was completely full up. When we indicated our intention
to ignore this instruction, we were told to maintain our flight
path and not to lower our undercarriage until we were so
directed. We were obviously late for the party!

The waterfront restaurants in Camaret did not wish to
serve us a meal after 9 pm. However, we were kindly directed
to a more up-market place on the hill (Restaurant Jupiler).
We washed down ’Brochettes de Boeuf’ with several bottles
of excellent ’Beaujolais’. It was an experience well worth
repeating.
Friday 18th July: Having replenished our stores at the
Radar Supermarket we left the picturesque old fishing port
at 1355 hrs. We arrived at Morgat at 1810 hrs having enjoyed
a pleasant relaxing sail. Norman, Gavin and I dined well
ashore in the Le Flot Restaurant. The boys rustled up a meal
for themselves aboard
Saturday 19th July: Charter flights had been arranged to
facilitate crew changes. Norman and Matthew left us at this
stage. Helen and Chris Stillman and Chris and Peter
Chapple flew out to join us. To avoid any name confusion,
Chris Chapple became ’Lady Chris’.
Although the food was good in the garden restaurant
which we chose for dinner that night, the place was very
crowded and service was very slow. We eventually
abandoned our wait for the sweet course. The meal cost
practically nothing because the management refused to
accept that there was some mistake in our bill.
Sunday 20th July: We left Morgat at mid day to allow
five hours for the 20 miles sail to the Raz de Sein. Our
intention was to arrive at the start of the favourable ebb
tide which can be as strong as 5 1/4 knots. We were warned
that this area can be quite dangerous in strong Wly winds.
Misty was ahead of us. So we called her on the VHF to
enquire about conditions in the Raz. They advised us to take
our dinghy onboard and to strap everything down tightly,
as we would have to contend with a very lumpy sea.
Visibility had closed in quite a bit by the time we reached
the Raz. The wind had died down and was on the nose. We
stated the engine and motored the rest of the way to St.
Evette in moderate to poor visibility. We arrived at 1950
hrs and anchored in the bay close to Sceolaing in about 6
metres.
A shore party was immediately dispatched to make a
booking for our evening meal. The Restaurant des Dunes
agreed to take us if we were prepared to wait. When we
eventually got a table Cepagne Gamay des Marches de
Bretague proved to be an excellent vin de pays.
At about 0300 hrs we were awakened by an almighty crash
in the cockpit. Apparently Luke, who had spent the previous
night sleeping on the starboard side, had moved to the port
side. He turned over in his sleep, subconsciously registering
that he was still on a starboard bunk, and so fell off the
seat onto the sole of the cockpit.
At about 0515 our sleep was once again disturbed by a
tremendous commotion outside. A small fishing vessel with
a pretty high-powered engine and search lights was careering
around the moored yachts. It seemed to be full of jolly
people laughing their heads off. We were relieved to see them
depart without hitting any of the yachts.
Monday 21st July: We made an expedition by dinghy to
Audierne. We landed at the slip adjacent to the fish
processing factory. (Tall black & white striped building). We
subsequently realised that we could have motored on right
up to the town centre. However although it was quite a
distance, it was a most enjoyable walk up the hill and around
to the main part of the town.
We met the crew from Ton Gwyn in town and learned
about problems that Candy Cloud was having with her
engine. Fortunately, they were able to locate a local marine
mechanic who was able to help them. We did not see them
again until we passed through Camaret on our return
journey.

After a lunch of superb salad rolls at a quayside cafe we
made our way to the Rallye Supermarket. This turned out
to be a huge place adjacent to the river upstream from the
bridge. So, while the ladies shopped, we retrieved the dinghy
and brought it right up to the bank near the market.
Peter and I took the stores back to L "Exocet and collected
the boys who had been windsurfing. In the meantime the
others booked us in for dinner at La Chaumiere Creperia.
The meal was fantastic, crepes for starters, crepes for main
course, and crepes for dessert, all washed down with copious
quantities of Kerne, the local cider. About half the building
was occupied by the La Bretagne a most interesting 17/18
century furniture museum.
Tuesday 22nd July: We were advised to get into Benodet
fairly early in the afternoon as the marina is quite small and
it can be difficult to find a berth.
We weighed anchor at 0836 hrs and followed the buoys
around Roches de Penmarch. We arrived at Benodet marina
at 1450 hrs there was one empty slot left. But we were told
that we were too long and asked to move to the outside berth
which was about to be vacated. Soon we were joined by HiFlyer and by Sceolaing which tied up outside us both,
bridging the gap between the two yachts. Those of the fleet
that arrived later found space on a marina float that was
not attached to the shore but was serviced by a ferry launch.
It was here that we discovered that there was salt water
in our water tank. It must have syphoned back through the
overflow pipe when our sump level got too high. We
modified the overflow pipe and replenished our water
supply, a somewhat lengthy operation.
We dined that evening in the Beau Rivage restaurant
where the food was excellent. I was particularly impressed
by their Bar Dore fish course.
Wednesday 23rd July: The boys decided to windsurf and
visit the nearby beach. The rest of us took a boat trip up

’Breton Yawl’ seen on our trip to Landevennec. Photo: Gavin Stillman
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the Odet River to Quimper. The passage up the river was
full of interesting sights including many very impressive
chateau type residences. Buses met the boat and transported
us into the town centre.
It is an attractive town with prestige buildings and river
scenes reminiscent of Amsterdam. The Cathedral in Place
Coventin has a history dating back to 1240 and incorporates
a most unusual bend in the nave. We lunched at the Cafe
du Finesterre and enjoyed the most delicious salad
sandwiches imaginable.
In my wanderings, I discovered an Automatic Toilet
Kiosk. I got the whole works for Fr. 1. It was very hygenic!
The fruit, fish and vegetable market was located in a huge
very modern building with a glass roof that was supported
by large laminated wood beams. It was breathtakingly
beautiful inside. The selection of fish and shell fish was very
enticing and inspired our ship’s buyers to plan an exotic feast
for our evening repast.
On our return to the marina Mervyn Hall invited us for
drinks aboard Hi-Flyer a particularly well fitted out yacht.
We were most impresssed.
Thursday 24th July: After a visit to the Cave de Beaupuy
to restock the ships supply of wine, we departed at 1130 hrs
for the Iles de Glenan. At 1600 hrs, after a very pleasant
sunshine sail, we anchored in the N. side by of St. Nicholas
Island. It was a heavenly place with clear, clear water,
fabulous beach, not very many people. The conditions were
ideal for the amateur windsurfers amongst the crew. The
boys went off snorkling and were eventually found on board
a Moody 33 drinking rum and orange. Their services had
been called upon to unwind a fishing line that had got
tangled with the yacht’s propellor.
We dined on fish soup and paloure in the island’s only
restaurant which was quite an experience for some of the
crew!
Friday 25th July: At 1049 hrs we weighed anchor under
sail and enjoyed a gentle spinnaker run up to Concarneau.
We arrived at 1253 hrs and tied up alongside Sceolaing in
the marina. We were soon joined by Saleen, a chartered First
345 with more Royal St. George members aboard.
Deerhound had also arrived to join in the occasion.
Gavin, with Helen as interpreter, managed to locate a
Volvo Marine Engine agent in a town called Moelan Sur Mer
about 20 km S.E. of Concarneau, who was able to supply
the necessary parts to fix our exhaust system. They collected
them by taxi, and Gavin fitted them that afternoon.
After a drinks party on Sceolaing, which found space for
an unbelievable number of people, some of us went up the
river by dinghy to where we thought the Le Coquille
restaurant was located. The rest went by taxi. We eventually
mustered sixty-five sailors from 8 yachts: Sceolaing, HiFlyer, L "Exocet, Miss Fionnuala, Misty, Ton Gwyn, Saleen
and Deerhound.
We enjoyed a superb meal, supported by plenty of wine,
and brandy with the coffee. The speeches were sweet and
brief. The occasion was a fitting climax to a cruise in
company which will provide happy nostalgic memories for
many years to come.
Saturday 26th July: Our departure from Concarneau at
about 1000 hrs provided a cabaret for the benefit of most
of the fleet. Our gear lever jammed astern as we were easing
out of our inside position in the marina. The throttle also
jammed. Our engine cut-out is in the starboard cockpit
locker and could not be reached nearly quickly enough. We
collided, at some speed, with the stern of a French yacht
which had also been easing out, and then careered right
across the marina passage to be fended and grabbed by the
owners of two yachts on the far side. Our outboard engine,
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Party at Benodet -- ’No photo’s please!"
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on the pushpit rail, took the main force of the first collision
at the expense of a broken shaft casing. Otherwise there was
no damage, except to our dignity. It was very reassuring to
receive offers of assistance from many of the fleet sailors
who had witnessed our predicament. The French yacht had
disappeared. We were later informed that it had shot out
of the marina like a bat from hell. I guess that they may
have thought that it was a dangerous place to be. Maybe,
they thought that they had hit us!.
Having sorted out our linkage problem and topped up
our water tank, we eventually got away at 1020 hrs. Visibility
was moderate and, except for buoys, we saw little until we
reached the Raz de Sein. Visibility improved as we entered
the Raz, but the wind dropped considerably and we had to
motor through. It was a pretty bumpy passage between the
Raz and les Barillets. We motored the rest of the way to
Camaret arriving at 2120 hrs.
Most of the fleet seemed to have made Camaret their port
of departure from France.
Sunday 27th July: We left Camaret at 0728 hrs and made
excellent progress assisted by a favourble wind and tide. By
1029 hrs we were through the Chenel de Helle and on our
way, under spinnaker, for Hughtown, St Mary’s, Scillies.
At about 1900 hrs the S.W.F. 5-6 wind veered to the W.
and gathered some more strength, and the sea picked up a
fair swell. We were bombing along and likely to arrive in
the Scillies way ahead of schedule, in the dark with strong
winds and a pretty lumpy sea. While talking to Candy Cloud
on the VHF, they recalled our Commodore’s advice not to
enter the Scillies in the dark. We backed the jib and adjusted
the main so that we continued to progress in the right
direction but in a virtually hove-to condition. We maintained
this much more comfortable sail arrangement for 4 hours.
At 0211 hrs we reverted to normal sailing to arrive at Spanish
Head Buoy at 0650 hrs. Although it was daylight when we
arrived, visibility was poor and unreliable. We dropped the
sails and motored the rest of the way to Hughtown. The
heavens opened as we entered the bay. The anchor held at
the third attempt and we all retired below to a very welcome
breakfast at 0815 hrs. The anchor chain was snubbing badly
but was almost completely subdued when we lowered an
angel.
Monday 28th July: We joined the yacht club in Hughtown
as temporary members, and were soon luxuriating in hot
showers. Chris, the local outboard man, has a workshop
behind the clubhouse. He rented us an outboard engine for
a couple of days, as it was a pretty tough pull from the
anchorage to the pier. He also had a scrap engine of the
same make as our outboard, which, he said, Gavin could
dismantle and canabalise for a shaft casing to replace our
broken part. Colin and Luke departed on the ferry for the
mainland.

We had a few pre dinner pints in the Dungeon Bar of the
Star Castle Hotel. The view from the castle is magnificent,
stretching right out across the Tresco and St. Martin
Channels. Dinner that night in the Pilot’s Gig was excellent.
The wind blew up considerably during the night and there
was quite a swell in the bay. Chris and I were awakened
several times by anchor snubbing. At 0312 hrs a particularly
loud bang got all the men out of bed. We thought that we
must have dragged our anchor and hit another yacht. When
we started the engine and surveyed the scene, we realized
that we were still firmly anchored. However, there was a
large yacht in trouble down wind of us. It had dragged its
anchor and bumped several boats before being arrested
alongside another yacht. We had suffered no damage. There
was considerable debate aboard as to whether we had been
hit at all or had merely experienced an extra severe anchor
chain snub!
Thursday 29th July: Gavin, enthusiastically assisted by
the skipper acting as fitter’s mate, repaired our outboard.
The rest of the crew went island walking and sight seeing.
We dined that night in The Galley Restaurant. The crab
coctail was deservingly popular, and the John Dory fish was
absolutely superb.
Wednesday 30th July: The weather that morning was
unpleasant, with the wind and rain sweeping across the bay.
After a lunch of delicious ploughman sandwiches in a very
crowded Pier House Restaurant conditions had improved
considerably. The skipper made a brief trip to Tresco by
dinghy. Unfortunately it was too late to gain entry to the
famous wild flower gardens.
We all spent the evening in the Mermaid Inn, which was
also patronised by crew from other yachts from our fleet.
Misty, Candy Cloud, Hi-Flyer, Ton Gwyn, Caveat and
Toucan were among the boats represented.
Thursday 31st July: The weather forecast for the Lundy
area gave W. to S.W. winds F. 5-6 backing S. F. 3-4.
Having topped up with water and diesel at the pier, we
motored around to anchor in Porthoressa Bay. It was very
sheltered in the bay, which allowed us to enjoy a leisurely
sunshine brekfast before commencing our 217 mile passage
home.
We weighed anchor at 1242 hrs and were soon gliding
along at about 5 1/2 knots under spinnaker. The wind had
dropped considerably by midnight. By Friday 0200 hrs we
had slowed right down, and decided to use the engine. About
9 hours later, there was a breeze from the S. and we were
able to cut the engine. We were then about 18 miles S. of
the Tuskar Rock. We could see a drilling rig in the distance
a about 38° mag. A dolphin was spotted and caused great
excitement amongst the crew.
The 1355 hrs forecast gave S. to S.E. winds F. 7-9 in the
Irish Sea. It looked as though we might be in for some lively
sailing. With 3 reefs in the main and the number 3 headsail,
we were running very steadily at about 7 1/2-8 knots in a
moderate sea. It was exhilarating sailing. At 1700 hrs the
skipper decided to grab a couple of hours sleep in
preparation for what could easily turn out to be a tough
night. At about 1830 hrs I was awakened by the crew. The
1750 hrs forecast had been much the same. The wind had
strengthened considerably and the boat was becoming
difficult to handle¯ We took down the main and continued
under the number 3 only, which reduced the hazards of
gybing. Conscious of massive following seas, the skipper
took over the helm and made for the South Codling Buoy.
Pete positioned himself facing astern in order to spot and
point out any big waves that reared up threatingly behind
us as we raced along. Occasionally we managed to grab a
ride on a big one and really take off in a maelstrom of sound,

spray and white water. It was pretty exciting stuff which the
boat handled magnificently. By 2109 hrs we had passed the
South Codling Buoy and were heading for the South Codling
Bank in pretty heavy seas. Having passed the banks, the big
waves seemed to come more frequently. Sometimes a wave
would pick us up and carry us at breakneck speed for several
minutes, which was reminiscent of planing in a G.P. 14 with
the spinnaker up. One had to concentrate on the steering!
On two occasions we registered a speed of 14 knots, and
it certainly felt like it. Only one wave broke over my
shoulders and filled the cockpit with water. It began to look
as if we might get back to Dun Laoghaire before the bar
closed. It was more difficult than we had envisaged to locate
Dalkey Island and the Muglins. We put in an extra tack out
to sea to err on the safe side. We arrived at the harbour just
after midnight. By 0022 hrs we were safely tied up alongside
the Royal Irish Yacht Club. We had all been impressively
convinced that L’Exocet was a fine and most sea worthy
yacht.
The Irish Times, August 2nd, reported force 10 winds in
Dublin Bay and round the Irish coasts, in one of the
stormiest days on record. Vessels were reported to have
broken from moorings in Dun Laoghaire Harbour and
Baltimore, Co. Cork.
The rest of the fleet very sensibly decided to wait for more
settled weather before starting their return passage. By
Sunday 3rd August most of them were on their way back
to Dun Laoghaire. I am sure that every person who
participated in this cruise appreciates the enthusiastic
commitment of the Commodore of the Royal St. George
Yacht Club, Dermod Ryan, that made the whole cruise such
an outstanding success.
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W. J. Martin: Baltic cruise of the Oriana
Clive C. Martin

On 6th June 1859 two young men set sail from Kingstown
in the 80 ton Schooner Oriana bound for St Petersberg, then
the capital of Russia. Their cruise lasted for 81 days and
they covered over 5, 600 miles visiting 8 different countries.
The Oriana was very fast, could carry a squaresail, drew
11 feet and despite her size was steered by a tiller. As she
had no engine, all manoeuvres were done under sail and she
carried no navagational equipment.
Owned by a famous physician Dr. William J. Martin, who
was only 27 years of age, he was accompanied by William
Corrigan, also a member of the Royal Irish Yacht Club and
a son of the famous physician Sir Dominic Corrigan. Only
23 years of age, he wrote a most amusing log, illustrated
with pen and ink sketches.
’After firing 4 guns left the land of my dearest happiest
feelings and the harbour of Kingstown in gallant style".
They had a paid skipper and crew of five and on the way
to Scotland the log gives us a great insight about the life
on board. It describes the eccentricities of their steward and

says that "Life on board is not exactly the fair weather
champagne luncheon sort of sailing which so called
yachtsmen delight in about Kingstown".
It was only three years after the end of the Crimean War
and one of the crew who was in Balaclava gives them a
graphic description of the charge of the heavy brigade "The
Cossacks came down in five divisions as if nothing would
stop them yelling and firing their carbines and when about
100 yards off he said the Scots Greys gave one bound at
them, fired their carbines and went at them with the sabre
and he said you would think the ’Greys’ never touched the
ground till they came to the Russian cavalry, the pace was
so fast. It was a fine bright day and he could see the sabres
flash, heads flying and men falling. Afterwards he went over
the field and Russians and "Greys" were lying side by side,
gasping their last breath". He gives an equally graphic
description of the storm when so many vessels were driven
onto the rocks.
The log records accurately the wind direction, their speed
and position in latitude and longitude, and also their sun
sight readings. ’Martin’s brow, mine and the skipper’s have
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become sad with care and grim with anxiety since we took
the navagation of the ship on ourselves and the general result
of our working at it for half an hour is lighting our pipes
and going on deck but we’ve got along fizzing as far as this
and have always got the latitude correctly and who dares
say ’peas’ to a drummer"
Stornaway was their first port of call and they were storm
bound for two days which enabled Corrigan to write a
detailed description of life in what was then a fishing village.
The captain of the fishing protection vessel was very helpful
and explained the tides in the Pentland Firth.
Sailing on Sunday evening they reached Cape Wrath in
6 hours and the Pentland Firth next morning where the tide
"boiled and seethed". The log reads "We got the squaresail
set for about an hour this morning when it came on too fresh
and we had to dowse it .... 3 o’clock afternoon it came on
to blow rather stiff. 3 reefs mainsail, 2 in foresail, 2 in
staysail, small jib, 10 knots since 9 o’clock now 5 pm".
"Everything below is wet from the seas coming down the
cabin skylight and I’m wet through having been ducked
while out on the bowsprit, reefing the staysail by Miss Oriana
dipping more than she ought to have done"
They arrived off the entrance to Bergen in Norway on
Wednesday 15th June and "bore away between two small
islands about 50 yards wide. It looked a devilish queer place
to run into". After a nasty incident when the pilot’s skiff
broke loose, he describes "the sail up to Bergen a most
tortuous course, close hauled one moment, free the next"
- but "there were no end of beautiful islands, creeks and
channels and beautiful little glades on the islands, with
generally two or three houses in them.
When they got up to Bergen they went to the Consul to
change money and collect mall. Then a tour of shops to buy
souvenirs.
"Bergen is a queer looking place. Nearly everybody carries
an umbrella as this is an awful wet place". ..... "The houses
here are mostly wood and the warehouses and quays are all
wood and you’re not allowed to smoke on the quays". The
writer then does excellent sketches of the odd cranes on the
quays and oddly shaped vessels, and describes in detail how
the Norwegians build their skiffs. Corrigan is very observant
and says "The women here are hideous and are only equalled
by the men in ugliness". He does, however, say that
Norwegians are uncommonly civil and gives great
description of dress, bridal gowns and clergy with plaited
collars like ruffs. Dining out at a local hotel they got
magnificent salmon and small steaks "as tough as a bit of
wet canvas" and a sweet. Everybody lit a cigar after dinner
and leaving the room they had "to make a salaam to the
company who bob in return". The charge for dinner for
both of them was 3s 5d including a bottle of beer each.
When they were in Bergen they walked a lot, visited a fort,
a few churches, a museum and listened to bands in the park.
They also stocked up with fresh meat, which cost only 3d
a lb. and cigars for lad each.
Inevitably Corrigan went off on a shooting expedition in

Having gone on an early morning shooting expedition and
bought a small lobster from a man alongside at 4 am they
got the Oriana under way about 5.30 am and by warping
and towing managed to get her through the narrowest part
of the channel and then had a dead beat to windward
through the rest of it which was not more than 200 yards
wide. They got a fair wind up to Wick in Hardanger Fiord
"thro a channel from 1 to 3 miles wide the whole day, and
each side of the channel was enormous mountains with
plenty of snow on them and magnificent waterfalls every
two miles or so. It was a lovely sail and we had a fine day.
Our men were quite lost in amazement at the wonders of
the scene .... it’s far finer than any place in Switzerland".
"Midnight. We’re at anchor at Wick .... its a small bay,
mountains all round us almost touching our stern and snow
coming down to the waters edge and no end of waterfalls.
We’ve eighteen fathoms at our bows and only six fathoms
at our stern which is within twenty feet of the rocks. We’ve
two warps out astern".
Next day they ordered three horses for Martin, Corrigan
and the skipper to take them to the famous waterfall at
Voring Fos. They had to walk for about two miles and were
then ferried across a lake in a skiff by a charon, the writer
describes as a most repulsive woman. Corrigan brought his
cornet with him and made "The Last Rose of Summer" and
other airs echo in the hills probably for the first time.
When they got their ponies they had to cross a wooden
bridge with no parapet which was very shaky riding over
it. The path was very rugged and he says "At some places
like the back of the Eastern pier at Kingstown where the
loose stones are piled on it and it was wonderful to see the

the Fjord and saw several boxes the shape of boats used to
keep mackerel alive. He does sketches of these boxes and
also a beautiful sketch of a house he saw.
They took carioles for a drive about five miles into the
country where they saw numbers of beautiful lakes and
waterfalls. They galloped down hill in a fairly bumpy ride.
Corrigan comments "There was a boy abaft on Martin’s
cariole but none on mine and the boy was in a fearful state
of mind at my reckless driving but you haven’t far to fall
if you do get upset".
On Monday 20th June they set sail again for Edso Fjord
at the head of the Hardanger Fjord some 126 miles from
Bergen, and agreed a fee of 25 dols with the pilot to take
them there. The head pilot wanted to double the fee and
according to Corrigan "a most infernal swindler" and writes
if they had him "aboard the Oriana, and out of soundings,
he would stand a damned fine chance of being ducked from
the lee yard arm".
Next morning June 21st the longest day, the log reads:"Did not go to bed last night. Martin and I sat up reading
till about 12 o’clock when the skipper sent down to ask for
Martin to come on deck to see the place we were in.
’Loksund’ called ’Lucksund’ a Fiord with high mountains
deeply embayed and gradually narrowing to a very narrow
neck about 50 yards wide. I began to play my cornet. There
was a magnificent echo in the stillness of the night".
"We fired a double barrel gun and immediately the scream
of the eagle and the cry of the gull broke the perfect calmness
of the night. The tide raced very strong thro Loksund which
is about an English mile wide so we fastened the Oriana
alongside the cliff in 100 fathoms of water".
’The opening paragraph of Corrigan’s log’

’ ..
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ponies picking their way. About three miles before we got
to the waterfall the patch was actually fearful like rude
flights of stairs and a sheer descent on one side"
After this they rode across the top of the mountain with
a carpet of beautiful heaths, ferns and mosses and some time
before they got to the waterfall they could see a column of
mist rising out of the valley. It was beautiful scenery. The
log goes on "The ascent to the fall is certainly rugged. To
give you an idea of what it is the ascent to the Montanvert
at Chamonix is, in comparison, perfectly level smooth and
safe".

Line drawing of the Oriana.

Photo: Rex Roberts

"Coming down was worse than ascending. The guide got
hold of the tail of the horse and steered him down by it.
The sagacity of the ponies was something wonderful. They
would stop and look and then make a dart but they never
slipped".
The next morning, Thursday June 23rd 1859, they got
under way again and it would be ten days before they
reached Copenhagen.
At no time is the log ever dull as the accurate position
of the vessel is always given and can be plotted on a chart
or map, and the lighthouses they pass are noted. The writer
gives a lesson on splicing, how to clean and preserve a gun
at sea. He explains the meanings of some of the common
sayings of the sailors, how to take soundings in one hundred
fathoms of water by a method known as heaving the ’Gypsy
Log’ and also how to preserve mackerel for a year by
soaking it in brine and drying it in the sun.
On Sunday they went on deck to get a noon sun sight.
"Put the yacht about to be able to get the sun on our beam.
The Oriana gathered sternway in going about and the rudder
giving a kick, the tiller broke and went overboard and it was
rather difficult to pick up. the broken tiller. It was a
handsome tiller of teak and where it broke was about 6
inches square".
The eccentric steward "always brings in the tea or coffee
pot with a finger on one hand jammed on top of the spout
to prevent it spilling, with which same fist he has most
probably been scouring a saucepan the moment before".
One day he records their take of fish up to 8 pm -- 310
mackerel -- different sizes, 12 bill fish, 1 horse mackerel
and an odd looking fish. "The take put the men in great
spirits and there was great frying going on and fish scales
all over the yacht".
By Friday morning they were abreast of Kronbert Castle,
Elsinore (Hamlet’s Castle) and about seven miles further
south they pass a thirty-six gun Frigate at anchor. "We
hoisted our ensign and dipped it three times for her. There
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was an officer on her poop with white kids on and he
appeared to be completely puzzled by the blue ensign of our
Club. He looked at it with a glass and then rushed away
-- I suppose, below, to try and find out what sort of flag
it was. But the frigate did not pay our salute the least
attention".
They arrived up at Copenhagen that evening, went ashore
and found themselves in a cafe of rather questionable repute
where they had strawberries and cream and some beer. There
was only one other yacht in Copenhagen The Star of the
Sea -- 240 tons.
Any fish the fishing boats do not sell they dry and hang
in their riggings. "There are two or three alongside us here
with their riggings so covered with fish that they cannot see
a single rope ...... it is an awful hot day!".
At church on Sunday the mind of young Corrigan
wandered home but he records his thoughts "Went ashore
to 12 o’clock Mass. The congregation was very small. The
chapel was very nice. After Mass we had a sermon but it
was in Danish. I don’t suppose the pious Lady portion of
my readers, amongst whom, I hope, my future wife is, will
not upbraid me and Martin for not waiting for it. I hope
THAT lady who I have already in my eye and of whom I
hope to have the honour of soliciting the last favour she can
grant without my, her husband’s permission -- I mean one
little "Yes" to a certain question and answered with averted
eyes, and cheeks, mantled with rosy blushes -- will not find
any difficulty in reading with her sparkling black eyes, this
rough and ready log. If she do, she will only have to mention
that her fair brow was wrinkled in trying to decipher it and
the writer of the log will only be too happy to spend hours
and days at her side in reading this wild production and will
only be too well paid, if he can obtain one smile of
approbation from ’Her’ or if he can make her smooth lips
dimple with a merry laugh".
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Line drawing of Norwegian ’Jagt’ at Bergen.
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They had a busy day, going to Christianborg Palace, a
picture gallery, where they thought some of the pictures
"rather broad" and then to Thorwalden’s Museum where
they very much admired some of his works. Having dined
at the Royal Hotel they returned to the yacht and "About
7.45 one of the Forts, close to us, commenced firing twentyone guns, and we saw the Royal Yacht, a screw steamer,
a rather ugly craft, coming in. She passed close ahead of

us and Martin dipped his ensign and burgee. The King
noticed our salute, stood up, pointed to our yacht and
showed her to two ladies who were with him. perhaps we
might be ’axed’ to dine with the King. Won’t we be big swells
if we are. The King is rather a stout man".
They walked to the Tivoli Gardens that evening where the
entrance fee was 4 d. They went on a merry-go-round and
a sort of big dipper which he describes as "tremendous fun".
Next day they went to the Christiansborg Schloss with an
English family they had met. Corrigan didn’t think much
of the place or the family. "The Missis is a London
Cockney. They were all rigged up to the masthead, especially
Miss H. who wore a straw hat with feathers and ribbons,
long curls, black silk jacket, green silk dress, embroidered
petticoat, lace trousers, and mud coloured boots with satin
tips. She certainly attracted the attention of the Copenhagen
fisherwomen as we passed through the market place".
They also visited the Royal Museum of antiquities, where
the curator was very helpful to them and allowed them to
take several very valuable bracelets, necklaces and pieces of
gold out of the cases and hold them in their hands. On their
last day in Copenhagen they took a hansom cab for a drive
around the town which they found most beautiful. They
visited the Fredericksborg Castle, bought vast quantities of
strawberries and charts of the Baltic but did not go ashore
again that evening as they had too much preparation to do
before their long seven hundred mile voyage to Russia.
They had been away from Kingstown for one whole
month and remembered that "This is the first day of the
Regatta at home given by our Club and at different pe.riods
of the day we would be saying now they are about starting
the 1st Class yachts. And at about 4 o’clock we thought of
the scene that the terrace of the clubhouse might present with
the fair daughters of Erin and their big crinolines, and the
dandy dressed yachtsmen with lemon coloured kid gloves
who won’t stir from their moorings at Kingstown if they
have to haul down the first reef pennant of their mainsails
and sadly we wondered and sadly we thought whether any
fair one might think, amongst the gaieties of the scene, and
the crash of the bands, about us, rough sailors, on board
the Oriana".
They got their first view of Russia on Saturday morning
9th July and reached Man-O-War Harbour, Revel (now
Tallim) on Sunday evening -- fair going for a passage of
seven hundred miles. The Russians gave them a rather
startling welcome -- ’Scarcely had we come to any anchor
when the harbour boat and an officer boarded us. I never
saw men with more repulsive features. He had a power of
jaw and the officer cooly asked for two cigars and if they
were good. I wanted to kick him over the side on the spot
but Martin wouldn’t let me. They told us that if we had any
powder on board that we should give it up to them and that
we should get it back again when going away, and that we
should go outside the harbour and wait for permission to
go in. Also that soldiers would come and search the vessel.
Whereupon I politely informed them that if they wanted my
powder they would have to take it first. Secondly that we’d
see them in a very hot place before we’d stir, and thirdly
that the soldiers had better find out what keelhauling meant
before they tried to search us. Martin made the officer as
drunk as a lord and after he had remained about an hour
they hailed him from the shore and off he went not able
to stand. He wanted to shake hands with me -- the infernal
rap -- but I don’t think he’ll trust his fingers in an
Irishman’s grip again"
All was well next morning when they met the Captain of
the port, Colonel Krusenstern, a Naval man whom they
nicknamed "Col. K". He spoke English and told them he

would put a spoke in his officers wheel for getting so drunk.
Col. K was most hospitable brought them all round the place
and showed them the Imperial Palace and the house that
Peter The Great built with his own hands. He told them he
had been there in Reval during the war in command of a
large battery. The treaty of Paris which terminated the
Crimean War had been signed only three years previously.
Col. K. said that life then was very tiresome and sometimes
our gunboats used to come in and pepper away at them.
He sail our gunboats used to go where Russian gunboats
never dreamed of going and that they knew the coast
perfectly. He got two decorations for the war.
Next morning Col. K. came aboard for breakfast and then
took them in his own carriage to a Greek church where they
went behind the sanctuary screen and were introduced to
a Russian priest. There were great quantities of jewellery
in little shrines and Corrigan said to Martin "Oh wouldn’t
you like to be let fill yourself with whatever you liked out
of this place". "Don’t speak of it" was the response of the
hardy navigator.
The Colonel took them to an old castle where they had
fine views around Reval and he showed them where the
English lay during the war. Then he showed them a sort of
Parliament House but Corrigan observed "It appears to me
that Parliaments aren’t of much use in Russia". Having
called on the American Consul, Martin invited them all to
dinner at an hotel. ’There was an old 1812 Cavalry Officer
at table as drunk as a fiddler and he fraternized
tremendously with us across the table". He got so noisy the
Colonel went away but later asked them home to meet his
family.
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Norwegian cottage.

He explained that every cannon ball brought across
country to Reval during the war cost 1 Rouble = 3 s 4 d.
His pay was 450 roubles a year and he had been twentyeight years in the service. A common sailors pay was 6
roubles yearly which works out at £75 per annum for the
Colonel and £1 per annum for the sailor.
The log goes on "The national falling appears to be drink.
No matter where you are, if you look around you’ll see either
a soldier or a sailor beastly drunk at all hours and the officers
are just as bad".
They got under way on Tuesday 12th July and arrived
at Kronstadt, the island fortress guarding the entrance to
St. Petersberg (now Lenningrad) at noon the following day.
It must have been a colourful sight as the fort and all the
ships were dressed overall and firing a salute for some form
of regatta day. The officers on the poop of the Admiral’s
three-decker clapped their hands and took off their caps for
the visitors. Our writer remarks "I suppose they are not
allowed to cheer in Russia".
It had been very hot on the way to Kronstadt. They put
the thermometer out on deck and the mercury filled the

whole tube -120° and below in the cabin it was 88°. The
sea at the head of the Gulf of Finland was scarcely salt at
all -- you could drink it.
At Fort Risbank "There are a great many buoys in the
channel. An English brig aftcer us ran foul of one which
caught her and held her for a long time and her lubberly
crew never knew her way was stopped". He then describes
the hazards of entering a cluttered port without engine. ’The
channel then grew very narrow and the tide ran rather strong
and we had to steer between vessels only about double our
beam apart. Going between two a boat pushed off from one
right across our bows which struck and half filled her, as
we could not steer to either side. It was very ticklish
navigation and had the wind, which was very light, fell at
all there would have been no end of fouling". They got into
two fathoms of water twice or three times and as they drew
eleven feet they must have been almost aground.
They went ashore and hailed a drosky which is a "very
small carriage with a very small seat for two in close
proximity to a not over clean driver, and if you have any
bad teeth and want to have them loosened before you
summon up courage to have them pulled out, I strongly
recommend you go to Kronstadt and have a drive for about
fifteen minutes. I am quite sure you will acknowledge the
infallibility of this receipt".
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The Oriana passing a Russian Man of War.
The Consul told them they could not take their yacht up
to St. Petersberg as only vessels with an eight foot draft
could pass the bar. They later decided to make the journey
by paddle steamer. They got there next day and saw the
Church of St. Ivan which cost eight million pounds. The
log reads "you are not allowed to smoke in St. Petersberg
in the streets. If seen doing so a couple of Bubbyschniks
haul you off and you are fined one rouble for first offence,
three roubles for second. I won’t describe any more of
Petersberg. I think it is a most infernal hole".
They had a days sightseeing and dined with the Consul
before returning by steamer to Kronstadt. On the steamer
they met a very nice Russian naval captain who invited them
aboard his gunboat and dined with him in his officer’s mess.
He had been wounded seven times at Sebastopol and told
them a lot about the war. He said "The Russians always
had plenty of food and when they come off duty their food
was always ready cooked for them and then they could have
their sleep. He said it was "affreux" to see our magnificent
English soldiers actually crawling along the ground through
weakness".
On Sunday morning they got under way again, saluting
the Admiral’s Ship, The Nicholas 1, as they passed and were
saluted in return. It must have been a great sight as all the
ships had their bands playing on deck again. Now they are
homeward bound.
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They had intended to sail straight for Copenhagen to stock
up for the return voyage but adverse winds on Friday forced
them to put into Dantzic in Prussia (now Gdansk in Poland).
There was little of note on the way except Corrigan did a
wonderful sketch of a Russian three deck Man-O-War
gliding by the Oriana.
When they got to an anchor at Dantzic on Sunday, the
head pilot told them they ought not to stay in the open
roadstead where the Oriana had dropped anchor as if it blew
strong out of the North they would be in a bad way. They
ignored his warning and didn’t move. The following account
describes what happened. "We turned in about eleven
o’clock. Shortly afterwards the rain began to fall in regular
spouts and then it came on to blow very hard. Martin went
up on deck as the wind was N. but he, I and the skipper
thought it would be only a passing squall as the barometer
was steadily and slowly rising and the storm glass was quite
clear. However, it continued to blow very hard and the sea
began to rise very angry and all hands were turned up to
get ready and reef in case we should be obliged to slip our
anchor and beat out to sea or run into the harbour which
was fortunately dead to leeward. We got all ready and then
it struck us, we were so much to leeward that we would not
have room to beat out to sea, and that our only chance, a
very poor one too, was to run for port, if we should go the
harbour was so narrow we could not round to and ride to
an anchor so we got the kedge and a warp aft intending to
drop it astern and so stop our way. We got everything ready
to try to beat to sea if our cable gave up as the sea was awful.
At all events only a good lifeboat could have lived in the
sea. Our punt -- a large one and a very good sea boat which
was astern in our lee -- was half swamped with no weight
in her. The sea was very angry and we did not expect the
cable to hold long, and when it gave up there was only a
poor chance of our lives. You would think that some of the
chucks on the cable would take windlass and bows out of
the yacht. I was going down the cabin gangway about 2
o’clock when the yacht gave an awful lurch and the skipper
rushed forward saying "Our anchors gone". His first
intention was to try to beat to sea, but we had no room as
we were driving to leeward without a rag of canvas. I’m not
easily frightened but I thought when I heard our cable was
gone that sixpence would have been a dear price for all our
lives as before we could have set canvas enough to beat to
windward and we had scarcely room to do that even if we
had started from our anchor without drifting, we would have
been ashore so we should go now for the harbour and it
was a neck or nothing race".
’We managed to set a two reefed staysail and to half set
a three reefed foresail and the Oriana wore like a duck under
canvas. We had about twenty-two fathoms of our cable still
over the bows as it broke about eight fathoms from the
anchor. We got safe into the harbour without any damage
and got fast alongside the quay".
They stayed until Wednesday and noted that they were
only the second yacht to visit Dantzic. Sailing for
Copenhagen they met headwinds again and put into
Carlskrona in Sweden. Two rival sets of pilots came aboard
but Martin took the Oriana into Carlskrona without the
assistance of either. Corrigan set off in a skiff around the
town which consisted of a number of pretty islands. At the
opposite side there was a market and he saw a number of
women managing sailing skiffs. A charming naval
commander offered the customary hospitality, introduced
them to the port admiral who gave them permission to visit
the dockyard.
They sailed again that evening and had a spanking breeze
on their way to Copenhagen. "We’ve lots of company here

but none are able to keep up with the saucy Oriana who
is as the sailors say "Bowling off" in fine style. We got to
an anchor at half past eight so that we did the twenty six
miles in a little over two hours -- nearly thirteen knots".
"She walks the waters like a thing of life and seems to
dare the elements to strife".
They only spent a few hours in Copenhagen, stocking up
with provisions and sailed again that afternoon but had to
shelter in Aalbek Bay where Corrigan had a nasty
experience. Duck shooting from the punt he lost sight of
the Oriana in poor visibility and was lost for two and a half
hours. Very shaken and frightened, by luck, he found
another schooner at anchor which showed him the direction
of the Oriana.
It was a bad passage back to England with a lot of rain,
headwinds, thunder and lightening. After ten days they
reached the White Cliffs of Dover and put into Newhaven
for a night before going up to Spithead. They met many
friends, Lieut. Lynch of the Waterford Militia and Dr.
Butler of the Tipperary Artillery whom they asked over to
Cherbourg. The Surprise, twenty tons, R.I.Y.C. Johnston
Esq. was there and he came aboard. On the way to
Cherbourg they saw The Mariquita, Captain Henry V.C.
Royal St. George Yacht Club ahead and to windward in the
Solent. She had half mile start but they soon picked her up
and weathered her. ’our skipper was very proud of beating
her".
Before leaving England they went to the Tipperary
Artillery Ball "paying our one bob each at the door
admission. The trumpery, or company as they arrived were

DESTINATION
TO STORNAWAY
DUNCANSBY HEAD
BERGEN
OUT TO SEA
TO THE SKAW
COPENHAGEN
REVAL
KRONSTADT
DAGERNORT HEAD
TO DANTZIC
CARLSKRONA
COPENHAGEN
TO THE SKAW
TO DOVER
TO PORTSMOUTH
TO CHERBOURG
TO TORBAY
LANDS END

MILEAGE

360
120
270
250
720
140
700
180
400
500
200
200
200
700
150
100
100
110
5400
Home to KINGSTOWN 200
5600

noted particularily by our admired friend, W.C. There was
Rosco, a charming girl, with sweet lips, figure equal to the
Venus Medicis, Selena B. accompanied by Colonel Mustard,
and several young and blushing virgins, whose drink
consisted of Bap, and pop, etc. Dancing was kept up till
1 pm with great spirits and excitement, when the company
separated, some to their town houses, others to the
country".
The trip to Cherbourg was uneventful. They went to see
an armoury and were followed by two fellows "to see they
didn’t put a musket in their pockets". They dropped Dr.
Butler off in Torbay on the way back and then set sail for
home in very warm weather conditions. It was 105°
Fahrenheit off Dartmouth.
Between Lands End and the Tuskar they had great
excitement when part of the sea was alive with sharks. They
started shooting these with a rifle and then made a special
type of harpoon. The log reads "it was magnificent fishing
and beat any other kind of fishing I ever saw -- all to fits".
’We never had such fun -- all hands up and yells of delight
at each capture". ’And as the men had no shoes on such
jumping on booms and boats, running always and in
addition as it was almost pitch dark and the decks were
covered in blood -- occasionally a fall in among the sharks
on deck".
On Wednesday they were off the Tuskar and next day
Thursday 25th August 1859 they sailed into Kingstown at
six o’clock pm. They had been away for 81 days and covered
a distance of over 5,600 miles.
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Freebird round Ireland
Brian Hegarty

The idea of a round Ireland Cruise had been lurking in the
back of my mind for a number of years and I can not be
sure why it took so long to reach fruition. I think we had
put it off because it lacked the spice of ’going foreign’.
Anyway, 1986 was the year it was decided to r0ake the idea
a reality and accordingly, Freebird, our Achilles 9m left
Howth on Friday llth July bound north-about. We were
crewed this year by my wife Betty and John Malcolm who
had last cruised with us in 1979, and with whom we had
since shared much racing. After six years of cruising with
us our boys Robin and Andrew had reached ages when they
had their own plans for their summer.
We got away on the appointed day Friday 1 lth July, but
late, at 1330 hrs bound N. under engine. Off Rockabill
Lighthouse, a gentle S.E.F. 3 took over to waft us along
under spinnaker and main -- lovely conditions with which
to settle into our cruise. For the next couple of weeks our
weather was to be dictated by a ridge of high pressure,
onshore SEly gave way to virtual calm in the late evening
leaving us to motor past Strangford Lough, the South Rock,
and the Co. Down coastline in the dark hours. We carried
the tide to Lame where we ducked in at 0900 hrs on Saturday
12th, to take a vacant mooring off the East Antrim Boat
Club, to await the next N. going stream.
Chris and Coleen Sweetman with their Poacher Class
"Gola" rafted alongside for coffee. Chris had been at
Trinity with John and it was good to meet them. When a
S.E.F. 3 set in at around 1300 hrs, we both made sail as
we were both bound N. We soon had the spinnaker at work,
and by keeping inshore carried the first of the northgoing
stream. In sunshine and warmth we were wafted towards
Garron Point. The Antrim coastline must surely be one of
the most beautiful on this island with its gentle rolling green
hills. Alas, this odyssey finished when the breeze deserted
us a few miles S. of Garron Point. The engine produced a
problem which the skipper diagnosed as timing. Whilst
solving the timing he sheared a locking screw so that the
resident engineer, John, was called upon. John soon had
it solved by adapting a self tapping screw to act as a locking
screw. Within an hour our engine was running smoothly
once more and by 2000hrs we were moored alongside in
Church Bay Harbour, at Rathlin Island.
We were delighted to visit Rathlin as circumstances had
prevented us doing so on several occasions in recent years.
After a meal aboard, we stretched our legs ashore and visited
McCuig’s ’new bar’. This new establishment is nearer the
centre of action by the new harbour -- the old pub has
apparently been closed. The new harbour must be a great
asset to the island. It is built in the form of a small
rectangular basin with at least depth of approximately 1 .Sm
and a modest rise and fall of something similar. It would
seem to be sheltered even with a SWly which blows straight
into Church Bay. However, one could be sheltered in the
harbour and still be unable to leave because of the seas which
must break across the ’Bow", the rocky shoal to seaward
of Church Bay.
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Tory Island with Horn Head in background
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On Sunday morning John and I walked across the Island
as far as Altacarry Head Lighthouse and back.
Unfortunately, we could not see much as visibility was
impaired by warm drizzly rain most of the time.
Nonetheless, it was enjoyable and worked up a great thirst
for a couple of pints of Guinness in McCuig’s before lunch.
Betty, meantime, had looked after our ship’s souls by
attending Service at the church from whence the bay in
which we were moored takes its name.
Following lunch, and with the tidal stream making to the
W. We left Church Bay on course for Inishtrahull, yet again
under engine. It was overcast with only moderate visibility
which became poor in fog banks and rain showers. It was
flat calm. We decided to make for Culdaff Bay on the Malin
Peninsula. By 2200 hrs we had the CQR down off Bunagee
Pier in Culdaff Bay.
Monday brought bright sun and cloud with an offshore
breeze. With its rich golden sand Culdaff Bay looked really
beautiful. After some jobs about the boat we walked the
mile into Culdaff complete with fuel and water breakers.
Culdaff presented a pleasing sleepy village scene -- pubs
had not opened at 1300 hrs!. The owner of the local
hardware store and petrol pumps kindly drove us with our
fuel and provisions back to Bunagee pier. By 1440 hrs we
were under way to an offshore S.W. 4-5. We had to take
a fair offing before we could find a true breeze, the cliffs
being so high hereabouts. We came on the wind off the
Garvan isles but with a fair tidal stream were soon past. As
with the previous year we had problems avoiding salmon
nets. However, their owners tend to warn yachtsmen of the
danger which is a help. Once W. of Malin Head the sea takes
on a different restless quality with a sizeable swell most of
the time. By 2200 hrs we were weathering Dunaff Head, the
eastern headland at the entrance to Lough Swilly. As the
breeze was taking off and the tide would be turning foul
for heading on W., we opted for Port Salon where we got
the hook down at 2110 hrs. We were soon ashore and
enjoying an adequate meal in the little restaurant above the

pier. The draught Guinness was later sampled in the pub
next door before returning for the forecast and sleep.
We bestirred ourselves early on Tuesday and were
underway by 0625 hrs. Another windless overcast day with
some early morning rain. Clear of Fanad Head Lighthouse,
and off lying dangers we set course for Horn Head, Visibility
was good and the rain was easing as we motored over a soft
swell. On this day, there were no salmon nets about which
was a blessing. We felt that the presence offshore, of one
of the naval fishing protection vessels probably had
something to do with it! Sure enough when we later reached
Tory Island they were complaining about the presence of
the said fishery protection ship. We rounded Horn head
close in to cheat a foul tide. It really is a most impressive
headland rising steeply from the sea. By midday we were
approaching Tory Island and soon had the anchor down off
Port Doon at its eastern end.
The day had brightened and it was really warm ashore
-- a lovely day for our visit. We climbed the highest hill
on the Island at its N.E. end. The views were spectacular
and John Malcolm who had purchased a new and
complicated camera just before the cruise was ’running
wild’. Retuning from our climb, we walked the mile or so
from Port Doon to West Village, the main townland on the
Island. One could not help but be struck by the sheer
barreness of the place -- not a shrub or a tree to be seen
anywhere. It seems that everything resembling turf has been
cut off the island over the years and burned. One lady with
whom we spoke told us that she and her husband go ashore
to Falcarragh for the winter and return to their home on
the Island each summer. She said they cannot afford to bring
fuel to the island to enable them to live there through the
winter. A local shipwright who was finishing a 30 ’transom
sterned fishing boat, told us that about 150 people live on
the Island all the year round, and there would be twice that
number in the summer. He told us about the licensed club
on the Island which opens each evening at 1600 hrs. We
would have liked to stay and sample their Guinness but the
forecast at lunchtime talked of a SWly gale for our area,
and whilst there was no sign of it, we did not feel we could
wait. Furthermore, the tide would be setting to the S.W.
by 1600 hrs and we needed to catch it to hurry us on our
way. We retraced our steps to Port Doon and left Tory
Island on course for Gola Island some 12 miles away. The
sky was showing signs of dirt approaching from the S.W.
but meantime, we motored towards Gola over an oily calm
SWly swell.
Bloody Foreland was passed and we could not but
comment on what an insignificant headland it seems from
the sea. By 1830 hrs we had anchored in the bay on the E.
side of Gola. We had picked this bay as the place to shelter
from the forecast S.W. gale, so we chose our anchorage
carefully and put the CQR down in 4 -- 4 V2 fathoms H.W.
We let go some 20 fathoms of chain, stowed the main
carefully, hanked on and stowed our No. 4 jib in case it
should be needed in a hurry, rigged our cockpit tent and
then we were snug. Betty produced a lovely meal and we
had a small party.
Wednesday was spent on board at Gola. The log says
’Blowing stink but Freebird is lying snugly given the
conditions". We would have liked to have gone ashore for
a walk over Gola but it was totally out of the question to
launch our inflatable dinghy.
Thursday found us underway at 0815 hrs. The wind was
W.N.W.F. 6 and we had ideas about making passage to
Broadhaven in Co. Mayo. It was overcast and grey with a
very big sea as we clawed offshore to gain a safe offing.
What with the Bullogconnell Shoals and the Stag Rocks,

Freebird anchored in Aran Road off Aran Island, Co. Donegal.
Pholo: B. Hegarty

this bit of coastline is nothing if not demanding of the utmost
respect. As we approached Aran Island the skipper decided
to call it a day and not meeting with opposition from the
crew, the helm went up and we were soon sweeping into
Eighter Roads to anchor off Aran in 4 fathoms. It was a
roly anchorage with a lenghty row ashore. Later in the
evening having spoken with a local fisherman, John and I
brought Freebird inshore to a position about a cable off the
pier in about 3 fathoms LW, a good anchorage.
We enjoyed Aran, a Large Island with a population of
1000. We strolled through the village and made our way to
the Glen Hotel nestling in trees overlooking the Sound,
where we enjoyed a meal ashore, Later on we visited the
Pier Bar where we sampled the Guinness and met John
Darky Rodgers, a sprightly eighty-two year old. The crack
was mighty as they say. A noticeable feature of Aran is that
the cars are almost without exception old bangers -all in need
of new exhausts! The other feature, more disturbing, is that
they seem to abandon them wherever they cease to function
- a careless and disfiguring blot on the landscape.
We had a great sail on Friday. With the breeze initially
W.N.W.F. 4 -- 5, but decreasing to 4 during the day, we
laid our course from Aran to Broadhaven. It was lovely
sailing over a gentle Atlantic swell with excellent visibility
all around. At our farthest point from land, the mountains
of Donegal, Sligo and Mayo were all visible at the same time.
Eventually, the Stags of Braodhaven showed up ahead but
as we closed with the land we were headed, so that our
landfall was two miles E. of Pig Island. As it was then after
2300 hrs we started the engine and got the headsail down.
Under main and engine we worked along the coast inside
the Stags and eventually anchored off Ballyglass Pier in
Broadhaven at 0205 hrs on Saturday well satisfied at having
completed that particular passage in such good conditions.
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Betty and John Malcolm on Inishboffin.
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At this stage of our cruise a High S.W. off Shannon with
a ridge across the UK was maintaining SWly winds over us
so that there was a pressure to make passages particularly
to the S.W. whenever we got a break with the wind. Indeed
there were times we definitely felt we had come the wrong
way round!
Our log for Saturday says the wind was as forecast S.W.
F 4 -6. It was overcast and wet. We moved Freebird to a
better anchorage in a bay to the N. of Ballyglass Pier then
ashore for a walk -- in the rain. Later that evening, just
after supper the sky brightened the wind veered to W.N.W.
F. 4. We had a fine overnight sail and daybreak found us
passing Achill Head and by 0900 hrs, we were dropppng the
hook in Inishboffin’s fine anchorage. There were several
yachts in the anchorage, the first we had seen since leaving
Rathlin Island.
On Monday 21st July, we were due at Clifc~en to collect
Mairead Mullet who was joining us for ten days to sail as
far as Kinsale. As our new anchorage was only thirteen miles
away we had a leisurely start from Inishboffin at 1110 hrs.
Thereafter the day improved and soon the clouds rolled
away to present us with the splendid vista of the Twelve Pins.
It was our fist sighting of them on this coast and what a
wonderful backdrop they present.
This is an extremely rock strewn stretch of coastline but
we were fortunate to have excellent visibility so that it
presented no problems. It seemed no time before we rounded
the Carrockrana Rocks and soon entered Clifden Bay to
anchor close to the Old Quay on the N. shore. We landed
with fuel and water breakers and trudged a long mile into
Clifden in great heat. Clifden was looking its best in the
sunshine. We spent a pleasant afternoon there as we waited
for Mairead to arrive -- lots of European tourists and a great
feeling of bustle and activity. Mairead duly arrived at 1720
hrs and the owner of King’s Pub, where we had made our
base, very kindly drove us back to Freebird with our
purchases.
As a sandbar restricts entry to and exit from Ardbear Bay,
we were under way soon after eight, before too much ebb
had run. The idea was to pass through Joyce Sound, the
shortcut to Roundstone, but in the event we did not do so.
With a W.N.W.F. 3 -4 and tending to increase, there was
quite a swell running to the N. of Slyne Head, so that we
did not deem it prudent to go searching for the entrance to
Joyce Sound. We rounded Slyne Head with a N.W.F. 4
-5 and with a fair tidal stream, we made fast work of the
passage to Gorteen Bay near Roundstone. By 1330 hrs we
had the hook down after a pleasant beat up the bay -almost a horseshoe of sand overlooked by a graveyard and
caravans. Later in the afternoon, under main only, we
reached rock strewn Inishlackan Sound and beat up to
Roundstone to anchor off the pier. The familiar outline of
Wild Goose was there and we later spoke with Myles Clark
who told us he was bound N. for home. We thought
Roundstone to be a village of character and charm. We also
enjoyed a most convivial evening in O’Dowds Pub
overlooking the anchorage. Next day, Wednesday, was a
soft wet day in the best Irish tradition. Leaving Roundstone,
we took some photos of a twin gabled house lined up with
a notch in some trees behind, which gave a transit to clear
a sunken rock at the entrance to Roundstone. Arthur Orr’s
W. and S. Amendments had requested such a photo so we
hope the photo will come out well. That day, in the rain
showers and sometimes indifferent visibility we sailed round
St. Macdara’s Island and then on towards Golan Head
before heading up Kilkieran Bay, to Kllkieran Pier. We liked
this anchorage sheltered as it was on the day we were there.
A most distinctive line of hill runs N. from Kilkieran while
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Anchored in the Pool South East of Kilkieran Pier. Photo: B. Hegarty

the view from ashore is of an inland island studded
waterway.
Next day, we had a mere 15 miles to sail to Kilronan on
Inishmore, Aran Islands. Leaving at noon. We beat out of
Kilkieran Bay past Golan Head where we squared away to
reach S.E. to Inishmore. Rainshowers at the outset cleared
gradually as we got out to sea, only to set in again as we
approached Kilronan. We anchored off Kilronan Pier in
company with three French yachts. The boom tent was
rigged to protect us from rain which by now could only be
described as in earnest. It was a pity. We had wanted to
spend time on Inishmore and visit its ancient forts. It was
not to be. The forecast said our wet S.W. wind would veer
N.W. with a clearance during the night and would give a
12 hour gap before the next front came through to send the
wind back to S.W. As we had a 62 mile passage to make
to Smerwick Harbour,Dingle Peninsula and as the course
was S.W. it was important for us to avail of this gap in the
weather pattern. That evening the crew went ashore n the
rain, but the skipper stayed aboard so that he could rise early
and get the bleary eyed crew on deck for an early start.
It was still dark as we got under way at 0415 hrs but the
wind had changed to W.N.W. We cleared Kilronan and
passed S.W. through Gregory Sound. Day was breaking as
we cleared the Aran Islands, and felt the Atlantic swell once
more, we romped to the S.W. at 6 knots for the next 6 hours,
by which stage, we had passed Loop Head and the back of
that leg of our journey was broken. By 1300 hrs, we were
only 14 miles from our destination The breeze had eased
and come more ahead though we could still hold our course.
The mountains of the Dingle Peninsula were in sight between
passing rainshowers. Kerry Head was identified and Mount

John Malcolm and the ruins of the old Look Out Station atop Great Blasket
Island.
Photo: B. Hegarty

White Strand -- The anchorage at Great Blasket Island. Photo: B. Hegarty

Brandon. Gradually, as we closed with the land, the
distinctive outline of the Three Sisters just S.W. of Smerwick
Harbour entrance, emerged and we were soon in out of the
big Atlantic swell. By 1615 hrs we had our CQR down in
the S.W. corner of this huge inlet just off Smerwick Village
where it seemed to us there was least roll.
Fellow ICC member Cliff Hilliard came aboard with his
daughters Rachel and Lea. He was on holiday in the district
and had been out sailing in their Mirror dinghy. Cliff had
been on the R. St. G. Y.C. race to Brest where the weather
had been marvellous -Oh why had we not gone to France!
Later that evening Cliff kindly collected us with his car and
took us to the Dun-an-Oir Hotel where we had a meal and
drinks. As we made our way back on board the breeze was
firmly back in the S.W. and delivering much rain from on
high.
Next morning, Saturday 26th July, we were under way
at 1000 hrs when the tidal stream was fair for the passage
through Blasket Sound. Forecast was for strong SWly.
Outside Smerwick Harbour we took an offing in a big
Atlantic swell. We were a bit undercanvassed with our
number 4 headsail, but we persisted with it, for with the tide
under us we were making reasonable progress. With the wind
direction at S.W. we were given an opportunity to anchor
off White Strand on Great Blasket. The sun shone and the
day became one of our cruise’s great occasions. It was warm
and lovely ashore. John and I climbed to the old lookout
at the centre of the ridge running the length of the island.
Betty and Mairead visited the ’Tea Shop’ run by a girl and
her boyfriend who had been living on the island for 14
months. About 5 of the village houses are now habitable
and work is in progress on others. These young people who
had wintered there, said it was extremely cold even though

Betty at the helm on a sunny day!.
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they had brought fuel from the mainland. They spent much
time walking during the winter days to keep warm. In the
dark hours a fire was lit in one of the houses and all on the
island would congregate there. They said they had counted
up to 500 seals on White Strand in the winter months when
the seals had gone ashore to have their young.
By 1620 hrs we were under way, again bound across
Dingle Bay to Knightstown on Valencia Island propelled on
a close reach by a S.W.F. 5. The 1800 hrs forecasts both
BBC and RTE gave S to S.W. gale warnings for Shannon,
but we were not concerned as we had only 15 miles to travel
and we were ’shortening the road’ in double quick time. As
we closed into Knightstown past Doulus Head, the Atlantic
swell breaking on the rocks below the lighthouse presented
a dramatic scene in the evening sun. We were soon anchored
off the pier at Knightstown in company with several Welsh
yachts, one of them another Achilles 9m
Sunday 27th July, we declared a rest day to give the
weatherman a chance to rearrange the weather pattern. John
and Mairead hired bicycles which let them down before they
had got too far from Knightstown. Betty and I embarked
on a walk towards the old slate mines but the rain set in
and we abandoned the idea in favour of a visit to a newly
opened heritage centre. Knightstown which presents an
atmosphere of decaying grandeur enjoyed its good times in
the 1850’s at the time of the Transatlantic telegraph cable
laying, and also when slate was being exported in quantity.
Now nothing much happens here, and the bridge onto the
island at Portmagee has undermined the ferryboat service.
However, if any readers are there in the summer months,
and want an excellent meal in good suroundings, visit the
Gallery Kitchen at the top of the town.
Monday brought low cloud and mist with very little wind.
In a leftover sea and bad visibility, we smelt our way past
Valencia Island, Puffin Island, DucaUe Head and Bolus
Head. Visibility lifted to give he top of the town.
Molsland ahead. Soon we were approaching Derrynane
Harbour, where in calm overcast, drizzly rain we put out
anchor down. We needed supplies so embarked on a lengthy
walk to Caherdaniel in great heat -- the cloud lifted to give
blazing sunshine. We were fortunate in meeting Ted Butler
of Teddy’s Bar, in Caherdaniel who took pity on us and
drove us back to Derrynane.
Thursday 29th July, was to be one of the best days of
our cruise. Under way at 0910 hrs on passage for
Crookhaven, 34 miles away, the day proved idyllic in
weather terms. A gently westerly carried us across Kenmare
Bay to Dursey Sound. Visibility was superb giving a
wonderful vista of distant mountains and headlands as we
eased along in a smooth sea on top of a very gentle Atlantic
swell. We had to motor through Dursey Sound and then lost
the breeze completely as we motored over a windless sea
towards the Mizen. Eventually, a light southerly filled in
to waft us along to the Mizen. It was a day of sunbathing
on board, the ladies using the half inflated dinghy on the
foredeck as an armchair -- peace in our time! Later at
Crookhaven, ashore for shopping and a few pints, we were
fortunate to get back on board and get our boomtent rigged
before the heavens opened once more with the passage of
the next low. Crookhaven is known for its poor holding
ground and although we anchored carefully, and put out
much more chain than was needed for the depth of water
we, in company with another yacht, were some 100 yards
down the anchorage next morning. We had used our CQR.
Perhaps we should have used our fisherman type. We were
surprised to have dragged as we did not experience excessive
wind strengths during the night.
By Wednesday morning the rain had passed to give
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North Harbour on Clear Island.
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another good sunny day. With a W. by S. force 2 -- 3 we
had a leisurely sail to North Harbour in Clear Island. We
stretched the legs ashore and Betty and John even bathed
in the clear harbour water before lunch. Then it was on to
Baltimore for shopping and fuel, using the passage N. of
Sherkin Island. We left Baltimore at 1810 hrs to make the
ten mile passage to Castletownsend. We started with little
wind and engine but finished under sail with a fine W. F.
3 -- 4, bringing up at 2015 hrs fairly close to another ICC
yacht of long standing, Roane
We needed to have Mairead in Kinsale in good time to
get her bus to Cork, so we were under way at 0805 hrs. We
ghosted out of Castlestownend and once clear of High
Island, goosewinged the No.2 to a W. by N. F. 4 which
drove us along in fine style particularly as we had the help
of a floodstream. Skipper did a timing job on the engine
and renewed the plugs, because yesterday the engine had
been making those noises which I now know mean "Please
help me somebody". Those well known landmarks, Galley
Head, Seven Heads, and finally the Old Head itself came
and went at a steady pace so that we were berthed alongside
Kinsale Marina by 1430 hrs. It was a lovely sunny summer
day when Mairead left us to travel back to Dublin. But for
the forecast, one would not have been aware of an
impending S.E. gale.
That evening we teamed with two other marina boats for
a meal ashore at the Vintage Restaurant. On our return I
was dismayed to find two yachts Leemara and Andiamo
lying outside Freebird. I voiced my concern to their
respective owners in view of the forecast. Come morning,
the gale had not struck and leemara moved away to another
berth. By the time the owner of Andiamo had made up his
mind to move, it was too late. The gale had set in and we
were both pinned against the seaward side of the marina.
We spent four hours in the wind and rain tending Freebird.
Our fenders burst and were replaced with car tyres. Andiamo
on our seaward side caused most of the problem, adding
tO the pressure, breaking a stanchion and damaging our mast
head Nav light. It was exhausting and annoying. I wished
Freebird was lying to her anchor and chain on the opposite
side of the Bandon River.
Saturday 1245 hrs, we cast off from Kinsale Marina
licking our wounds, though it could have been worse.
Incidentally the charge was £8 per might, which we thought
steep enough in the circumstances. Once outside we squared
away to the E. bound for the Conningbeg Lightship. The
No. 2 was goosewinged to a S.W.F. 5, which increased to
force 6 before settling back to F. 4 later that evening. In
bright sunshine we had a wild downhill ride for seven hours.
We averaged seven knots through the water and for the
Whole journey t~6 the Tuskar, we averaged 6.4 knots through
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the water -good going for a heavy laden cruising yacht of
Freebird’s size. By 0600 hrs on Sunday morning, we were
well N. of the Tuskar with a fair floodstream under engine.
The forecast had spoken of N.E.F.6 -- 7, the consequence
of a small low over Biscay moving N.E. In the event, the
day got calmer and warmer. Under engine we carried a fair
flood to Arklow, fought the ebb round Wicklow Head to
Six Mile Point when the new flood released us and enabled
Freebird to make short work of the remaining miles to her
mooring at Howth. We had hoped to make the 170 mile
passage from cast-off Kinsale to moorings Howth in 30
hours. We did not succeed and had to be satisfied with 30
hours and 5 minutes.
Having regard to the distance, which is modest, at around
800 miles, a cruise around Ireland produces a challenge out
of proportion to the distance. For us, used to Irish Sea
waters, exposure to Atlantic type sea and swell on a lee shore
is challenging . Going North about as we did, the two
passages Donegal to Mayo, and Aran Islands to Dingle
produces hurdles to be surmounted even though at 65 to 75
miles the distances are not great. It is the course, in each
case S.W. which poses the problem, and particularly this
year for us when a ridge from the Azores High stretching
over Britain ensured that our wind tended to stick in the
S.W. With a different weather pattern it would Having taken
a reasonable time about our cruise we realise that to really
see the West coast, a lot more time is required. We had three
weeks and three days. To see the West coast comprehensively
would take a six week cruise, I would imagine. Anyway, we
will do it again if only for the wonderful loneliness of the
anchorages.
Date
July
11
12
12
13
14
15
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
22
23
24
25
26
26
27
28
29
30
30
30
31
Aug.
1
2
3

Destination

Distance Underway Engine
Miles
Hours Hours

From Howth
To Lame
Church Bay Rathlin Is
Culdaff Bay
Port Salon, L. Swilly
Tory Island
Gola Island
Gola Island
Aran Is Co Donegal
Broad Haven Co. Mayo
At Broad Haven
Inishbo ffin Is
Clifden
Gorteen Bay
Roundstone
Kilkieran Pier
Kilronan lnishmore
Smerwick Hbr. Dingle
Great Blasket Island
Knightstown Valencia
At Knightstown
Derrynane
Crookhaven
North Hbr Cape Clear
Baltimore
Castletownsend
Kinsale
At Kinsale
From Kinsale
to Howth

100
19.5 14.8
32
6.9
2.5
321/2
6.7
6.7
24
6.5
1.2
27
5.8
5.8
121/2 2.5
2.5
GALE
12
3.6
0.2
71
16.2
4.3
-58
11.0
0.5
14
3.2
0.5
22
3.6
2.2
2
0.8
-161/2 4.2
2.0
15
2.7
-62
12.0
2.0
91/2 3.1
-141/2
2.9
--24
5.8
5.8
34
7.9
5.0
81/2 2.4
-6
1.6
1.3
101/2 2.1
1.2
32
6.4
0.2

Speed
Knots
5.1
4.6
4.9
3.7
4.7
5.0
3.1
4.4
-5.3
4.4
6.1
2.7
4.8
5.6
5.2
3.1
5.0
-4.1
3.7
3.5
3.8
5.0
5.0

GALE
10..__7_7 30.1
8091/2167.7

23 Anchorages in 24 days.
21 Anchorages new for Freebird.
Engine Hours 43.1% of time underway.

13.6
72.3

5.____66
4.8
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Hi-Flyer in good company
Dick Lovegrove

Too Much Engine Saturday and Sunday 19th and 20th July:
I left the logistics of getting from ISORA Week in Holyhead
to St. Evette in southern Brittany to join in the Royal St.
George Cruise in company, to Heather. Mervyn and Gael
Hall had kindly invited Heather, I and family to join them
on the yacht which they had chartered for three weeks out
of Falmouth, but a prior commitment to ISORA in my own
boat meant that we were forced to miss the first week of
the cruise and had to catch up with them overland. A simple
matter of abandoning Little Egypt to the crew in Holyhead,
car ferry to Dun Laoghaire, car to Rosslare, ferry to
Fishguard, car through the night to Plymouth, leaving the
family there, driving to Falmouth, leaving the car there, bus
back to Plymouth, Ferry to Rosscoff, collecting hire car and
driving across Brittany, found us on the slipway at St. Evette
at about 2200 hrs on Sunday 20th July (and the Decca
bleeped 15 times!). In fact, the arrangements had gone
remarkably smoothly and only a slight tendency to change
gear by turning the window winder with my left hand and
the fact that we now had no way of contacting Mervyn and
Gael on board gave rise to concern. Eventually jumping up
and down on the pier, "Ahoying", and flashing the car
headlights (2 fl.(grp) ev. 10) did the trick and Mervyn

Skipper Mervyn Hall.

Photo: D. Lovegrove
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appeared out of the darkness in the dinghy. We collapsed,
exhausted into our bunks.
Hi- Flyer To The Rescue -- Monday 21st July: We awoke
to a lovely day and took stock of our situation. The yacht
which Mervyn had chartered form Osmos Yachts in
Falmouth was an Oyster 435 called Hi-Flyer and she was
truly magnificent. A centre cockpit ketch with laid teak
decks and a most luxurious interior. In particular, the
"navigatorium" was very impressive with every conceivable
electronic aid which made life so much easier, particularly
when the weather deteriorated towards the end of our cruise.
To join the Royal St. George Cruise in Company, Mervyn
had had the help of Ivan Firth (ICC member) from
Falmouth to Brest and Ivan had taken advantage of the
Royal St. George Commodore’s (Dermod Ryan) excellent
arrangements to fly back to Dublin direct on the specially
chartered plane. Mervyn and Gael, in company with most
of the rest of the fleet, had then travelled southwards
through the Raz de Sein to our meeting point at St. Evette.
We had a leisurely breakfast in the cockpit which was
interrupted by a radio message from one of the ’George’
boats whose engine had failed while motoring back towards
the Raz de Sein at the start of her journey home. We
dropped the mooring and motored westwards for four or
five miles in a flat calm sea to pick her up and tow her back
to St. Evette. The fact that help is always near at hand is
a genuine bonus of this kind of cruising and gives a great
feeling of confidence which we ourselves were glad of at a
later stage.
We used our hire car for the rest of the day to ’ferry’
people and supplies backwards and forwards to Audierne
pausing only for a magnificent lunch at a rooftop restaurant
not far from the main square. We had arranged to leave
the car with the tourist Office in Audierne and on the last
trip, Heather drove while I took the dinghy and followed
the estuary to the centre of the town. On the way back in
the dinghy, we yet again had to act as rescue boat, this time
to recover a sailboarder who was drifting out to sea in the
offshore breeze and the first of the ebb tide.
Curtain Up Tuesday 22nd July: Our cruising proper began
at 1030 hrs the next day when we unfurled the genoa, set
the main and mizzen and motor sailed in a light Nly breeze
eastwards towards Benodet. Hi-Flyer was equipped with
Navtex which printed out gale warnings, weather forecasts
and navigational information at regular intervals, and
which, for our area, was giving N. or N.E.F. 4-5. You can
programme the Navtex so that it only gives information
relevant to the area in which you are sailing, but I don’t
think we ever quite got the hang of this, because our print
outs (to the great amusement of the children) were about
a mile long and contained a lot of information about
"Omega Station D North Dakota which was apparently off
the air! Nevertheless, it is a most useful instrument and
anything which means that I don’t have to stay up to listen
to ’Sailing by’ must be worth its weight in gold.

A strenuous watch.
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Off the Pt. de Penmarch, the wind died entirely and we
dropped the sails and motored the last of the way into
Benodet. We squeezed into the marina just below the bridge
behind L’Exocet (Bernard Corbally, Chris Stillman and
others) and were soon joined by Sceolaing (Dermod Ryan)
Ton Gwyn (John and Jenny Cribbin). Caveat (Bob Curtis),
Marden, (George Nairn), and Misty (Harry Wilka). An
ominous silence from the children which had lasted since
early afternoon was shattered by the announcement that
there was to be a ’joke show’ introduced by Damian and
performed for the benefit of the crew of Sceolaing and HIFlyer by James, Philip and Emma. It must be said that the
brave members of the ICC and Royal St. George Yacht Club
present -- men and women who, in the past, had faced
storm and tempest with equanimity -- paled visibly, but
fortified only slightly by some rations from the bonded store,
they survived this latest adversity with fortitude! (What has
feathers and goes ’putt. putt’? -- An outboard budgie of
course!)
Back to The Past -- Wednesday 23rd July: A mixture of
lethargy, indecision and post-card writing ensured that we
stayed in Benodet a second day. I took a party to the beach.
In an effort to relive my youth, I got involved in a promotion
by Beneteau of their ’Whizz’ dinghy which is a sort of cross
between a surfboard and a two-man Laser. It was
tremendous fun and I actually qualified for "Le Regatta"
that evening but age and discretion got the better part and
instead the Lovegroves and the Halls headed off for dinner
in a taxi which is a much more seemly mode of transport.
We left the children in the long suffering care of Jarlath
Mullen and Paul Ryan and we had the taximan deliver us
to Chez Jacky on the Belon River. This is surely one of the

The cast of the joke show, Halls and Lovegroves. Photo: D. Lovegrove

finest restaurants in this part of France. Irish people seem
to receive a special welcome and the products of Irish
Distillers plc are prominently displayed -- (The Irish coffee
was made with Tullamore Dew!). When the plat de fruit de
mer (pour trois personnes) was produced it drew a
spontaneous round of applause from everyone in the dining
room and all in all we had a lovely night. When we returned
to the boat, we discovered that the children had taught the
babysitters poker (or was it the other way round?) and they
too had a marvellous night. Our thanks to Jarlath and Paul
-- no doubt they’ll get their own back some day!
Onwards -- Ever Onwards: Thursday 24th July: With
cruising fever now gripping us, we left Benodet at 1100 hrs
in company with Sceolaing and pottered round the corner
to Concarneau. It was a lovely day, with a gentle breeze from
the W. and when Sceolaing hoisted a very fine looking
spinnaker, it exposed a deficiency in our sail wardrobe which
gave her ’the legs’ on us. Mervyn countered by erecting his
deck chair and clip-on-parasol on the after deck, and we
proceeded in some style into the marina under the walls of
the old town. A leisurely swim with Damian, and a most
enjoyable meal on board ended in an early night.
The End Is Nigh- Or Cruising Can Damage Your Health
Friday 25th July: The last day of the official cruise in
company dawned dull and drizzly. In an effort to get some
bread, I went out for a morning ’jobble’ (a mixture between
jogging and wobbling) but the exertions proved too much
for me and I eventually succumbed to my bunk for the rest
of the day with some kind of tummy bug. This bug was
variously attributed to sunstroke, a bad bottle, or not
enough gin before breakfast depending on the point of view
of the observer, but in any event as a result, I missed
Commodore Ryan’s cocktail party and the final dinner at
the restaurant La Couqille, both of which were reported to
be excellent.
A Lost Day! Saturday 26th July: This was the day on
which I felt much better, Sceolaing was going to the Iles de
Groix, Hi-Flyer was going to Loctudy and in the end none
of us went anywhere. Admittedly, it was a grey and
miserable day and the more it wore on the worse it got. It
was a day for relaxation.
If anybody deserved his relaxation, it was Dermod Ryan.
After twelve months of planning he had brought the R. St.
G. Cruise in Company to a highly successful conclusion.
I believe that the crews of 18 R. St. G. yachts attended the
formal functions in Brest and ten yachts of very different
sizes reached Concarneau. This is a very considerable
achievement for which Dermod deserves great credit and the
thanks of all of us who participated. Cruising in company
has great advantages, but this was a classic of its kind and
that is due to Dermod’s untiring efforts, organisational skills
and unfailing good humour.
A Near Squeak (Or Greek) Sunday 27th July: This time
we did leave! By 0845 hrs the mist had lifted but it was still
a dull day as we headed out of Concarneau, bound
westwards for the Raz de Sein and then on to Morgat. There
was no wind to talk of but we hoisted the main as some of
the children were feeling a bit queezy from a S.W. swell.
At 1215 hrs the Pte. de Penmarch was again abeam, but
this time to starboard and we were doing seven knots under
engine, full genoa, main and mizzen. Still dissatisfied I dived
into the lazerette in which you could have slept two
comfortably, and produced a cruising chute, but our efforts
with this were not entirely satisfactory and certainly
produced no additional speed.
1500 hrs, when we were about eight miles S. of the Raz
de Sein, saw a sudden deterioration in the visibility and the
start of three and a half hours of very difficult sailing.
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Heather was left on deck as lookout, with the autopilot on
while Mervyn gave me some lessons in the use of the radar,
but this instrument had barely warmed up when our
concentration was disturbed by a furious argument on the
radio between the skipper of a Greek Cypriot coaster from
Limassol and an English yacht called Friday’s Child, which
had apparently been nearly run down. We became so
engrossed in the argument over inefficient radar reflectors,
excessive speed and failure to sound a fog horn, that only
Heather’s scream brought us back to our own predicament.
Mervyn and I fought each other out of the companionway,
the autopilot was knocked off and Mervyn spun the wheel
just in time to miss the self same coaster by perhaps twenty
yards. At this time visibility was down to a maximum of
fifty yards and although there was somebody on the bridge
(he waved cheerfully to us!) we estimated the coaster was
travelling at ten knots at least ie. a closing speed in excess
of 15 knots and she was definitely not giving a sound signal.
As Mervyn and I settled back to the radar, with the help
of VHF we were able to establish contact with the English
yacht Friday’s Child and confirm that both she and ourselves
were showing up clearly on our respective radars and that
there was little wrong with our reflectors.
Radar is yet another marvellous modern safety device,
with its aid we were able to close with Friday’s ChiM and
two other English yachts and go through the Raz in close
formation hopefully showing a united radar ’blip’ to
allcomers. Just after the Raz, our foursome split up and we
headed N.E. for Morgat which we eventually entered once
again using Decca and radar and without ever seeing land
until we rounded the marina breakwater. Quite an
adventure.
And our tribulations were still not ended. Knowing the
Hon. Editor’s aversion to stringent criticism of shoreside
institutions appearing on these pages, I will spare you the
details of our row with La Grange de Toul-Boss Creperie

The bridge at Benodet.

in Morgat but just say that after more insults than anyone
could be reasonably asked to put up with, Mervyn and I
and families walked out without having succeeded in
ordering anything. This found us on the kerbside at 2115
hrs with four hungry children and I am glad to be able to
report that we eventually found refuge in the excellent Hotel
du Kador, where the proprietor, after consultation with his
kitchen staff, served us a marvellous meal of fish soup,
moules farcie and steaks at very reasonable cost and all with
a very good grace, despite the late hour (for France).
Members may draw their own conclusions as to where they
should eat next time in Morgat.
The Gang’s All Here -- Or ’Come To Le Camaret, Old
Chum! Monday 28th July: The visibility had improved but
it was still a dull grey day. We left Morgat at 1430 hrs with
the intention of catching the tide up through the Chenel du
Four and then making a late decision whether to go into
L’Aberwrach or pressing on to the Scillies where we all
wanted to spend two or three days relaxing before handing
Hi-Flyer back to her rightful owners in Falmouth.
We rounded the Cap de la Chevre and found an
uncomfortable rolling sea and shortly afterwards, as we were
hoisting the main, an unfortunate roll caught the sail
between the mast and the lower shroud terminal and there
it stuck. Being the lightest on board (!) I was elected to go
up the mast to retrieve the mainsail and I eventually
discovered that an untaped split pin had snagged the sail
and torn the cloth for about six inches. Down with the main
again and a quick decision was made to go into Camaret
for the night to effect repairs.
By the time we reached Camaret at 1700 hrs it was blowing
quite hard and when we came round the corner of the
marina, we discoverd that many of our R. St. G. friends
had made a similar decision to our own. Deerhound and
Sceolaing were anchored off and Ton Gwyn, Caveat, and
Twocan were all alongside. We squeezed on to a pontoon

Photo: D. Lovegrove
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Harbour entrance at Concarneau.

and in the now driving rain, I patched the main, greatly
relieved that we were not emerging in this weather from the
Chenal du Four. A quiet meal on board was followed by
another ’talent show’ in which our own cast was
supplemented by two supporting actors from Ton Gwyn.
After much rehearsal the audience was treated to the stirring
saga of ’Panhandle and the Injuns’ and such like yarns of
the Old West.
A Pretty Awful Night -- Tuesday, Wednesday 29th and
30th July; Our decision to duck into Camaret was further
rewarded when Tuesday morning turned into a scorcher,
quite the best day we had had for some time. Ton Gwyn,
Caveat and Twocan elected to leave early and catch the
morning tide northwards through the Chenal du Four, but
we decided to bunker (and banker) and we indulged in one
final magnificent plat de fruit de mer at a waterfront cafe.
We finally left at 1615 hrs and passed through the Chenal
du Four at slack water followed by a friend of mine from
Fireball days who we had met on the marina in his Shipman
28. His cruise had been marred by contnuous engine
problems but little did he know that his worst problems were
still before him.
In glorious evening sunshine, we emerged from the Chenal
de la Helle at 1900 hrs. There was a light Wly breeze and
motor-sailing with the main and genoa set, we laid course
for Hughtown, St. Mary’s. As the light dimmed we saw
Deerhound coming out from the Ile d’Ouessant where they
had apparently spent the day. We agreed a watch system
of one man for two hours which in these conditions and with
the assistance of the autopilot, radar and Decca it was no
hardship. The children had been sleeping in separate forward
cabins but in case the motion up there might prove
uncomfortable for this night passage, Gael took her two with
her into the after ’State Room" and Heather and our two
settled down on the large double bunk in the saloon.
The radar made crossing the shipping lanes a carefree
couple of hours but by midnight the wind had increased to
15 knots from the S.W. -- we were doing 8 knots under
full main and jib, and the sea was building. At about 0230
hrs we had a nasty incident with a trawler which we had
been watching for some time and which suddenly cut across

our bows and shortly after that we had another scare when
a lobster pot with two flags on a long pole was almost
washed aboard, coming very quickly out of the darkness
and sluicing away again over our port quarter. At about this
time we abandoned one man watches and Mervyn and I were
up for the rest of the night. The wind increased to 30 knots
in the gusts and even having rolled a way quite a lot of the
genoa, we were surfing at up to 11 knots on the big seas.
On one memorable wave, the Lovegrove family were all
rolled out of the double bed onto the saloon floor where
they wriggled and giggled like piglets until they disentangled
the mass of legs and arms and, quite unconcerned, got back
Preparing for the Commodore’s final cocktail party. Skipper and Jack
Wolfe.
Photo: D. Lovegrove
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into bed. Hi-Flyer was warm and dry throughout and with
the radar picking up the Scillies before first light, we had
no problems, but we were conscious of the fact that some
of the smaller brethern of the Royal St. George must have
been in the vicinity and for them it could not have been so
pleasant. My friend in the Shipman 28 was eventually towed
in by the lifeboat some six hours later with a damaged rudder
and yet more engine trouble.
Our worst moment came as we were actually entering St.
Mary’s Roads. We had just flaked the mainsail and rolled

away the genoa completely, when the engine, which had been
running all night to power the radar, stopped dead. It
stopped without a cough or a splutter and thereafter showed
no further interest in life. We hastily unfolded the genoa
and sailed into the crowded anchorage, dropping our anchor
just outside (as we thought) the fairway which must be kept
clear for the ferry. We were relieved when our anchor held
first time.
Deerhound had followed us in and this time it was us who
gratefully accepted assistance. Although growing, my store
of knowledge about things diesel and electrical is miniscule
and I thought I could best help Mervyn and John Guinness
who was by now aboard bearing a veritable treasure trove
of tools and gadgets, by keeping out of the way. From the
safe distance of the cockpit, I watched while Mervyn and
John toiled in the stygian depths of the engine room. Fuel
lines were bled and filters cleaned. My job, on the command
"Try now" was to turn the key in the ignition but all to
no avail. Eventually, John enquired if there was a master
power switch anywhere and Mervyn recalled being shown
one in a locker under the navigator’s seat. Sure enough, it
was turned off. One flick and we were back in business,
although how the switch had turned itself off in the first
place remains a mystery.
Savouring St. Mary’s -- Thursday 31st July: For the rest
of Wednesday and all of Thursday we pottered, doing the
things which can make the Scillies so pleasant, but this year
we never quite relaxed because the weather, through
improved, was never settled.
The children enjoyed bathing on the beach and burgers
and chips at the "Bishop and Wolfe" while their parents
enjoyed pints and pasties at the "Mermaid. We intended
to go to Tresco but missed the tide over the flats and had
another pint instead. We moved Hi-Flyer alongside the pier
to take on diesel and moved out again around midday, when
the anchorage was least crowded to lay out our anchor with
plenty of chain in the largest space we could find.
That night we ate very pleasantly at the Sunset Restaurant
beside the yacht club on the pier. It had turned into a lovely
evening, but the radio was already beginning to give warning
of the next gale and we had a foretaste of things to come
when a large French yacht dragged its anchor in the middle

The farewell party at Concarneau.
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of the night and landed on top of us. According to the
Frenchman, this was our fault which struck us as strange
because we hadn’t budged at all, but a second Frenchman
from another nearby yacht came to both our physical and
verbal aid and sorted everything out. Our saviour’s parting
remark, delivered with a broad wink was ’Damn Stupid
Frog".
A Truly Awful Night -- Friday 1st August: From early
morning it was obvious that the gale was on its way. At 0600
hrs Falmouth Coast Guards were warning of S.W. winds
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Hughtown in kinder humour.
il

45

increasing to F. 5-7 by midday, locally F. 8-9 and by midday
all radio stations were predicting F. 8 -9 for all the sea areas
of the Western Approaches. The rain started in earnest at
about 1145 hrs.
I had put Mervyn, Gael and family ashore quite early in
the morning as they had intended spending the day exploring
and if possible, getting a ferry to another island. Once the
rain started and it was obvious that they would get nowhere
by ferry that day, I went ashore again to collect them. I
tracked them down having lunch in the yacht club and we
all watched in horror from the windows as Derek Martin’s
fine yacht Lovely Lady dragged her anchor across the
harbour. Fortunately she fetched up without serious damage
against the lifeboat. This decided us that we must return to
Hi-Flyer
All afternoon it blew very hard. About 1900 hrs John
Guinness hospitably suggested that we and the crew of Ton
Gwyn might drop over to Deerhound for an aperitif. We
donned oilskins and lifejackets for the trip in the dinghy,
but no sooner were we aboard Deerhound that a drifting
yacht struck her and disturbed her anchor. Predictably reanchoring in those conditions and with very little space to
manoeuvre took several attempts. From Deerhound we also
watched helplessly as another drifting yacht struck Hi-Flyer
putting quite a severe gash in our top sides but at least out
anchor held. It was not a time for partying and we returned
to our respective yacht’s in some haste.
The next casualty was the Shipman 28 which had been
towed in on the previous day. Her anchor dragged also and
we could only watch as she smashed in to the rocky
breakwater at the N. end of the harbour. I thought that this
time she was a total loss, but incredible work by the
lifeboatman got her afloat once more, damaged but not
holed for ourselves, we just prayed that our single anchor
would hold. With only two adult males, we were a bit lightly
crewed for manoeuvring a yacht the size of Hi-Flyer and
our problems were exacerbated by the fact that the harbour
master had put a large French yacht on a mooring which
became immediately astern of us as both yachts swung in
the veering wind. As the night progressed al~d the tide
dropped, we actually fell right back on this mooring which
fouled our stern and at 0330 hrs Mervyn and I had to take
in some of our chain (the last thing we wanted to do) in order
to clear it.
In common with everyone else we kept an anchor watch
all night. At 0315 hrs Scillies Radio gave storm F. 10 for
sea area Fastnet and F. 9 for Lundy. We recorded gusts of
48 knots and we heard on the radio that The Bishops
recorded 55 knots. The radio was invaluable and a constant
stream of messages flowed from it. A Westerly Centaur
broke adrift and ended on the beach. A Fastnet 34 from
Kinsale became entangled in the mooring of a dory which
caught between her fin and skeg and a small junk-rigged
yacht named Greydale dragged her anchor and in the
darkness caught a mooring line in her propeller while trying
to re-lay. She spent the rest of the night stern to the wind
and the sea. All were able to seek and receive assistance with
the help of the radio.
But nothing is entirely without humour and in the middle
of all this chaos someone made a link call to a leisure centre
on the mainland. The entire fleet heard the ringing tone
followed by a recorded announcement to the effect that the
phone was unattended but that there were apartments and
holiday chalets available to let and if you left your name
and number you could be called back shortly! At that
moment a chalet sounded very attractive.
At 0630 hrs the worst was over. The front had passed and
it was now bright and blustery but blowing no more than
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25 knots. Mervyn (who was due on deck) called an end to
the anchor watch and we all went gratefully to bed.
The Silver Lining -- Saturday 2nd August: By 0930 hrs
we were up again. A selection of weather forecasts all gave
the winds as moderating and favourable for Falmouth so
we made a quick decision to leave and were clear of the Scilly
Islands by noon. It was a good decision and although the
seas were large at first, they moderated surprisingly quickly
and we found ourselves bowling along at 8 knots under
mizzen and jib in glorious sunshine. The wind moderated
all day and with the Lizzard abeam at 1845 hrs it was engine
on again. We tied up at the Town Marina Falmouth at 2130
hrs after a delightful day’s sail and all thoughts of the
previous night completely forgotten.
With hindsight, It was a cruise of contrasts. The sybaritic
life with gentle breezes in France, followed by dense fog,
and an uncomfortable night at sea, a terrible night at anchor
and finally a blissful sail up Channel. My sincere thanks go
to Mervyn and Gael for giving the Lovegrove family the
opportunity to sail on a yacht like Hi-Flyer and I think
Mervyn and Gael would join with me in thanking Dermod
and the rest of the R. St. G. members for providing some
excellent company and excellent organization.

St Evette to Benodet
Benodet to Concameau
Concarneau to Morgat
Morgat to Camaret
Camaret to Hughtown, St. Mary’s
St. Mary’s to Falmouth

Distance
25 n.m.
14 "
72 "
23 "
147 "
84 "

Hours
3
2
9 3/4
2 1/2
17 1/4
9 1/4

365 n.m.

43 3/4
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Siamsa to Stornaway
M. M. A. d’Alton

For the first time since we got Siamsa - a Ruffian 23’ -six years ago, all three of us, Leslie Latham, Franz
Winkleman and myself managed to absent ourselves for
three weeks and so we had decided that this year we would
explore something of the mainland of the West Coast of
Scotland, for curiously enough, though we had sailed in
Siamsa to many of the offshore islands and along the E.
coast of the Outer Hebrides S. of the sound of Harris we
had never touched Scotland itself.
We left Dun Laoghaire late on Friday night 4th July, and
had a cracking reach up the Irish Sea as far as St. John’s
Point, then lighter winds to some miles short of the
Copelands. As the wind vanished we started up the outboard
and motored into Church Bay in the island and anchored
there for the foul tide, supper and a few hours sleep, we
motored out again in a very dark midnight, coming out on
a careful bearing of one of the lighted channel buoys as there
is a nasty and extensive sunken reef across which runs the
tidal stream, a strong one here. We turned N and came out
through Donaghadee Sound, this time on a back bearing.
From here, for the next two and a half days, was a dead
beat as the wind had settled in the N.W. exactly our course
out through the North Channel.
By dawn the Maidens were close abeam, by mid afternoon
the Mull of Kintyre Lighthouse was comfortably on the
other beam. By late supper we were tacking off the huge
headland the ’Oa’ and a few hours later taking again just

Siamsa at anchor at Scalpay Harris.
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off the Rhinns of Islay -- the S.W. corners of the island,
the Rhinns with a seven knot tide.
Here, when I saw that we were laying Innistrahull on the
new tack, I decided to go half way -- 16 miles -- and then
tack back on to port again, when we should lay nicely clear
of Skerryvore Light House, the isolated one surrounded by
the most awesome area of sunken and unmarked rocks,
some of them not less than four miles from the lighthouse,
a horrible place in poor visibility, and I wished to avoid it
like the plague.
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and Bahama

I left (written) instructions when we should tack before
I turned in, very glad to do so, for Franz had produced a
great ’treat’ for supper off the Oa, one of these luxurious
ready-made meals of ’Swissco’ (who supply the best of
airlines) which we found so overrich that both he and I,
neither of us with cast iron stomachs, failed to finish, and
not long afterwards, failed to digest.
As there was a fresh N.W. breeze and as we were rather
injudiciously carrying our main and our genoa in very
confused seas, you can imagine my equally confused
awakening just before dawn when Leslie on watch (our cast
iron man) called down from the tiller as we tore along "I
will have to go to leeward of Inistrahull, I won’t be able
to weather it!
I shot up and there close ahead was the island and its
lighthouse, so ’down helm’ on the spot and round we came.
I was greatly shaken to know how the hell we were almost
on an island 15 miles beyond the point where we should have
tacked.
Had Leslie misread the log? Or sailed on 15 miles without
noticing it? Unlikely, so we hauled the Walker’s logline, but
the spinner was quite clear.
This meant that the log was reading half what it should,
a most disturbing thought to the navigator.
Many hours later, on this bumpy and thoroughly nasty
beat, Franz thought he saw a lighthouse which must be
Skerryvore, many hours before it should -- or could be -by the log. This confirmed that we were, in effect, without
any log at all.
Eventually Skerryvore did appear (again) and shortly
before dawn on Tuesday, far ahead, the light we were
looking for, Barra Head.
When dawn broke we found we were surrounded by a
huge school of porpoises -- at least two dozen at a time -which criss-crossed around and under us, so close and so
often that we were anxious for our skeg and rudder. This
delightful escort continued to sport around us for well over
two hours, an entrancing welcome to the Sea of the
Hebrides.
Much later on, shortly before 0900 hrs, we started the
almost dead beat in along (or just a little to the ’safe’ side
of) the dog-leg leading lines into Castle Bay, Barra (of which
the Clyde Cruising Club Sailing Directions caution "If
beating this passage requires great care’) where we let go
in 5 fathoms, in abreast of the magnificent Kissimul Castle,
just off the village.
It was now a most beautiful morning; though we had
broken our passage to Stornaway we had at least arrived
in the Outer Hebrides, and indeed in one of its finest
anchorages.
We had been 3¼ days at sea, averaging just over 4¼
knots - better than usual -- for the 326 miles logged -- or
should have logged!
This day in Castle Bay was one of the few summer ones
we had. Leslie and Franz took it gently after the pleasant
pub lunch we all had in the Castle Bay Hotel. I went up the

local mountain about 1,000 feet for a splendid view of the
whole inlet and also of the series of magnificent beaches on
the Atlantic side of the island.
At 18.00hrs we collected in the hotel again for that most
appreciated thing of all -- a good bath -- and then for an
unexpectedly good dinner afterwards, to close a most
pleasant day.
Soon after an early breakfast next morning, under all
plain sail, we beat out to the line of the first set of leading
marks, keeping the pier well open of the W. side of the
Castle to ensure keeping clear of the sunken rocks on the
port hand, and then had an easy run out to Bo Vich Chuan
buoy off the entrance, where we hauled to the N. and
reached all day along the E. coast of Barra, South Uist,
Benbecula, North Uist, past the Sound of Harris to the
island of Harris, the succession of islands varying so greatly
in character from fine well moulded mountains shouldering
down to the sea to low densely scattered myriads of islets
-- the chart looking like course grains of pepper on a linen
table cloth -- off Benbecula and parts of N. Uist.

Fir na Mara. Franz at helm with Leslie on watch. Photo: M.M.A. D’Alton

As evening came on we started to look for a likely
anchorage in one of the many inlets just beyond the Sound
of Harris. We decided upon a small one just before Lock
Stockinish, but search as we would on a fine evening with
a gentle breeze, damned a bit could we find it, so confusingly
indented was this lace like coast. We continued on a few
miles more to East Lock Tarbert at the N. Harris, beating
in by the rather rock encumbered S. entrance in the gloaming
and on into the S. Harbour of the small island of Scalpay
in the mouth of the bay, letting go in 8 fathoms as far in
as we could go behind the little islet within this splendid and
lovely land locked anchorage, where we spent a perfectly
peaceful night after one of the best days coastal cruising we
have ever had. As later became usual, particularly as we were
towing our inflatable, we shot the CQR kedge as well as the
large fishermans -- far far better a little extra work upon
arrival than the nightmare of dragging in the middle of the
night, especially as we could never count upon the outboard
to get us out of trouble.
It was almost noon next day before we persuaded
ourselves to leave this delightful spot for the 25 miles or so
to Stornaway, a tardiness we soon paid for with a foul tide
when we reached Gob Rubh Uisenis, the point just opposite
the Shiant Islands, the bottleneck between the Little Minch
and the N. Minch of which the C.C.C. Sailing Directions
remark:
In bad weather or when a heavy swell is running this part
of the Minch should be avoided altogether, as it is considered
the most dangerous part between the Butt of Lewis and
Barra".

However today the sea was glassy as the wind fell quite away
and though we ran the outboard flat out for an hour and
a half we could make little or nothing against the flood,
which here runs S. We eventually crawled in as close under
the cliffs as we dared and let go out CQR and found bottom,
just, at 16 fathoms, quite the greatest depth we have ever
anchored in. Here we sat in patience admiring the Shiant
Islands for almost 2 hours and then slowly beat N. for
another 5 or 6, ending up motoring the last mile or two in
the dark into the somewhat confusingly lighted port of
Stornaway. Finally at 2 hours after midnight we dropped
our hook (and CQR, both buoyed ) off the Castle battlement
wall, beside the huge lifeboat, having been rather nastily
’buzzed’ by a trawler full speed on his way out, who altered
course only when blinded by a hand search light which
thankfully I had.
Stornaway is a fine pleasant town with many good shops,
the harbour is equally fine with large quays one side of the
inlet and the unspoiled grounds of the Castle on the other
side -- but the steps piles and beams of the open work quays
are filthy and disgusting beyond measure, the coating of
revolting grease, diesel and probably sewage at least as thick
as a very thick slice of bread - I should know, for our
inflatable got in under these beams and I had the most
revolting (and hazardous) quarter of an hour in getting in
after it before the tide trapped it for hours. I met the other
two in the County Hotel just afterwards and surprised them
by demanding a double whiskey -- quick!
However we had a really first class dinner, beautifully
served in this hotel, solid and unassuming outside, but most
surprisingly impressive inside, a relic of times when things
were well done, a place to be recommended.
As our larger (and very old) outboard was giving a great
deal of trouble and would now not start, I was fortunate
in finding a grand mechanic, Muro McLeod of McKeevers
Marine Engineers, who came out to the boat and got the
flywheel cover off to find the points tightly clasping one
another for the full cycle. It was marvellous that it had run
at all for the last 6 years as we had never touched them!.
This treasure knew well Denis Faulkner who apparently has
a summer home on an inlet not many miles from here, where
the mechanic lives.
Soon after the 1555 hrs BBC weather forecast and joyfully
under our ’born again’ old outboard, as there was no wind,
we set off for that ’other part of Scotland’, which as a little
more time had run than we originally had hoped for, had
to be Lock Gairlock rather than the Summer Isles further
N. which I would have loved to revisit, having been there
with Ninian Falkiner in Tir na n-Og on our way back from
the Faeroes exactly 30 years ago.
We had a slow flukey beat towards the Shiants and on
across a calm -- not too calm -- Minch, later motoring,
as there was no wind, until our old outboard had a relapse
which no amount of fiddling, fuming or cursing would cure.
We shipped the little one, which we had for the inflatable,
which soon began to fire on only half a cylinder, so in the
dead calm we limped on at just under 2 knots for hour after
hour, crawling in between the island and the N. point of
the bay and on across Loch Gairlock in the dark, the 3 miles
or more to Flowerdale Bay in the S.E. corner. We finally
picked up the very weak light on the islet marking the entry
to the anchorage (Gp. fl.(2) ev. 6 secs) only when we were
within half a mile of it, and so on in to yet another tucked
away land locked inlet, this time with a pier crowded with
trawlers, quite hidden from the outside in the bay.
Thankfully, at almost two hours after midnight, we let
go in 5 fathoms, just short of the pier, for the remainder
of another peaceful night.
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About mid morning on Sunday 12th July we beat out
from this picturesque anchorage -- sadly without time to
land and explore it. Once outside in the Inner Sound between
the elongated and high spikey island of Raasay and the
mainland, we reduced sail as there was a fresh F. 5 dead
headwind.
We spent the next 6 hours or so beating our way S.
towards the end of which the wind lightened and soon
dropped right away, so once again it was 2 knots under half
an outboard as we crawled inside Crowlin Islands on our
way to Plocton near the entrance to Lock Carron.
By now the light was fading fast and still we had a good
5 miles to go. As Plocton is unlighted and is situated on a
dog-leg in behind a screen of rocks, some of which are
sunken ones, and as the gap through which we must enter
is at most 3 cables wide, we set off across the lock at our
2 knots, on a very exact back bearing of the point we had
just rounded, with Leslie steering with the utmost care and
I with a watery eye glued to the hand bearing compass, until
even the shadow of the point had melted into the darkness.
By then however we were on a course, which presumably
allowed for what tide there was, and so we continued to
crawl slowly towards the gap we strained to see for 2 miles
more, at last a reef almost awash appeared no more than
half a cable on our starboard side, to my immense relief.
I doubt if I would have chanced this blind passage had we
been able to motor any faster than our half speed.
With a little more wriggling between the remaining snags,
we let go just outside the many boats moored here somewhat
after midnight -- it seemed to be impossible that we should
ever get in anywhere before the middle of the night.
Just after breakfast we heard a whistle and when we shot
up on deck found we were dragging at a rate of knots
towards the rocks in only a brisk breeze and despite the
anchor and the kedge, so it seems the holding may be suspect
here.
After lunch Leslie and I went ashore to buy petrol. Franz
stayed aboard as it was now unsettled weather. No petrol
in the village, we must go to the Kyle of Lochalsh 6 miles
away where the railway terminates for Skye. No bus either
but the postmistress, outwardly forbidding, on acquaintance
charming, fixed us up with a lift in the post office car. We
came back by train, hiding the cans of petrol in the lavatory
-- until I became panic stricken that someone might be taken
short before we reached Plocton Station, whereupon I shot
inside and sat down beside them. This still left us about a
mile to carry the cans to the ship -- Plocton’s not for petrol.
It is, however, a large and lovely village, strung along the
shore of a beautiful inlet, though not at its best in this
weather. By 0800 hrs next morning, Tuesday 15th July, we
were under sail for Kyle Akin, Lochalsh, and Kyle Rhea,
those wonderful narrows and waters between Skye and the
mainland. An enchanted conjucture of Lochs and the last,
Kyle Rhea very narrow, 2 cables wide with a very strong
tide up to 8 knots and heavy overfalls at certain times, so
the passage had to be well timed, especially as it was a dead
beat when we got there. So well did we strike the slack tide
-- it appeared to hinder rather than help us -- that after
counting 25 tacks, we gave up trying to keep track of them,
however Siamsa is at her best in such sailing.
By mid afternoon we had reached our destination (for
once!), Isle Ornsay near the S. end of Skye, a wide and very
shallow bay, open but quite good shelter in this S.W. wind.
As soon as we had the anchor and the kedge nicely planted
we listened to the BBC "Sly F 6 to gale F 8, occasionally
severe gale 9". As Franz had to leave us in a couple of days
and had to get to public transport, we promptly hauled all
back on board again and as there was the calm before the
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storm, slowly motored most of the 10 miles to the large
fishing port of Mallaig -- another rail terminus for Skye.
We anchored amongst the yachts moored in the ’gut’ set
aside for them, very restricted swinging or dragging room
in the weather now on the way -- no trawler would hear
of our lying alongside.
The night proved quiet as a mouse, with not a breath of
wind. In the morning we all went ashore, having laid out
the kedge as the forecast was still the same. A much more
pleasant place than I had anticipated, so Franz and Leslie
booked baths and dinner for all of us in the Marine Hotel.
However, shortly before these delights were due, it was
blowing a full force 9 outside the harbour -- and a good
deal of it inside. Our heavy inflatable was frequently
airborne up as high as the pushpit, often upside down, this
in the most sheltered corner of the harbour. Sadly bath and
dinner had to be cancelled for anchor watch on board
throughout the night, for our stern was only a length or so
away from the trawlers 4 and 5 deep on the quay. We held
however, much to our relief, and at the height of the blow
consoled ourselves with ’Siamsa Hot Pot’ for dinner.
After being holed up here for almost 2 days we got away
soon after lunch on Thursday 17th July, for a slog past the
Small Isles, hard on the wind all the time for the rounding
of that point of great significence, the one and only
Ardnamurchan, which we did in a burst of brilliant sunshine
for a change, the feature of this passage being the dramatic
profile of Eigg looking just like Mr. Punch lying flat upon
his back.
The sunshine lasted for some of the run to Tobermory,
which we entered well after dusk, anchoring in 6 fathoms
off the town. Here we were to drop Franz in the morning
to return to work.
In the morning all three of us went ashore soon after eight
and had an excellent breakfast in the Tobermory Hotel, on
the waterfront. A well cooked breakfast, well served, on a
crisp and spotless linen table cloth is a most civilised start
to the day, preferable, perhaps, to a dinner at the end of
it -- and at a half to a third of the cost.
Soon after this Franz caught his bus en route for Oban
and for home, and Leslie was collected by the mother of
his recently acquired daughter-in-law, a native of this island
of Mull. To cap it all, just after lunch, Tim turned up and
he and I (despite my having had breakfast in such civilised
circumstances) had an excellent dinner in the same hotel and
as Leslie was delivered back soon after this, we all had a
quiet night on board.
We left early on Saturday 19th July for a close nip, part
beat, down the Sound of Mull, but ending up with a heavy
beat in driving mist as a front passed through. We had a
decidedly tricky short tacking session in the narrow entrance
of that fine anchorage Puilladobhrain, under No. 2 jib only.
We went ashore on Sunday morning along that track well
known to thirsty cruising folk -- beside the anchorage and
over the hill, to "the only bridge across the Atlantic" at
Claggan, but kept on past the pub there to a small hotel
a little further on along the road, where we all had splendid
baths and a good pub lunch.
We set sail as soon as we got back aboard and had an
easy passage past Pladda Lighthouse and on through Dorus
Mor in lovely evening sunlight, having hit the tide just right
for this short passage.
We let go in the anchorage immediately W. of the hotel
at Crinan, in amongst about 50 boats awaiting the last leg
of the ’West Highland’ race to Tobermory. There were at
least as many more anchored just outside the canal loch
gates, as well. A splendid sight on this beautiful summer’s
evening, one of the few we had.

In the morning, after we had watched from ashore the
starts of the race -- during which two boats fetched up good
and hard on an unmarked sunken reef off an islet on the
starting line -- we set off S. down the Sound of Jura, as
we intended coming back down the outside of Kintyre and
round the Mull once more.
It was a lovely sunny day and the Sound of Jura looked
at its splendid best as we just fetched down against a strong
foul tide, to the entrance of Loch Swen where we were
bound. This whole area in good weather is a very lovely one
and would make a fine centre for a short cruise of say a
week.
As we bore off for Loch Swen we met a fine yacht -Syrena of Royal Ulster Yacht Club, wearing the burgee of
the Rear Commodore - and kept just ahead of him all the
splendid 6 or 7 miles up to that marvellously land locked
anchorage near the head of the loch, Tayvallich, where we
anchored just short of the boats moored there, carefully
keeping clear of the patch of sunken rocks in the middle
of the inlet. A really beautiful place in which I was with
Ninian Falkiner, in Euphanzel, exactly 30 years ago -chastening thought -- when returning from Norway and St.
Kilda.
We went ashore looking for a drink, and to our surprise,
got a dinner, a good one too, in a pub-restaurant, beside
the shore.

The road to the Isles. A rough ride for D’Alton. Photo: Leslie Latham

We left Tayvallich soon after breakfast and had a close
nip all the way down the loch again, and again keeping just
ahead of Syrena who had come out with us. Later on we
fetched inside that lovely little island off Kintyre that I had
often seen yet never visited -- Gigha -- carefully beating
in to the anchorage in Ardminish Bay, where the one and
only hotel -- a lovely one -- is situated.
To our delight, here we found a ring of a dozen fine
mooring buoys, laid down by the Highland Development
Board for visitors, free of charge what’s more. We picked
up one of the eleven unoccupied, nearly running aground
in doing so, as there was scarcely a fathom or water at the
inner buoys.
In the evening we rowed ashore for a pint in the hotel
-- an old inn, beautifully and sensitively restored -- where
we ordered a ’civilised start to the day’ for the morning,
and so it was too, as enjoyable as the one in Tobermory.
Wednesday 23rd July was one of the few summer days
we had ashore, so after breakfast I hired a bicycle from the
hotel and cycled up and down the 6 or 7 miles of the island
on its only road. The island’s fields and tiny hills are every
shade of lovely green, gold and bracken brown. When I got
back I had a look around the very famous gardens laid out

by Colonel Horlick, where a gardener worth his salt could
linger for a day or two. With a good conscience I put my
£1 entrance fee in the metal box screwed to a tree, with not
a soul in sight. It is so gratifying to be somewhere where
one was trusted, that I felt like putting in another pound,
but resisted the temptation.
Tim had explored on foot, Leslie had lazed in great
comfort in the hotel lounge and had a chairside view of an
event which had quite slipped our minds -- The Royal
Wedding. We all three decided we would like to call back
again to this lovely fertile island with its excellent mooring
and hotel.
We sailed soon after lunch, having a most pleasant reach
down the remainder of the coast of Kintyre, amidst superb
surroundings. We timed our arrival at the Mull to perfection,
even picking up the favourable eddy between Macrihanish
and the Mull the hour or so before the flood tide started
S., to carry us with most gratifying speed, right across the
entrance to the Clyde and on down almost to the Mull of
Galloway in a single tide. Soon afterwards we met the 5 or
6 knot one off the Mull, and for 4 hours made not an inch,
however when it did turn we were spewed around the Point
of Ayre, the N. end of the Isle of Man, which I had never
rounded, beating in between the Bahama Bank and the
shore. Its an easy passage despite looking cramped on the
chart and so on into Ramsay, where after a little ’local’
difficulty we tied up outside a much larger boat, and
carefully ’watched her down’ until she had safely settled and
dried out.
We nipped across the road to what we are told is one of
the best eating places in the Isle of Man, ’Harbour Bistro’,
where Leslie, Franz and I had had a dinner on our first cruise
in Siamsa - up the Menai Straits -- in 1980. It was still as
excellent as ever.
As soon as Siamsa was afloat in the morning -- Friday
25th July - we sailed out, we had to, as the outboard clutch
promptly sucked weed into itself and so would not engage.
We had a pleasant beat, hoping to get S. to Castletown,
the loveliest harbour town in all the island, to dry out there
before it was too late, but as we could not make it, we put
into Darby Haven, adjacent to it by land, but not by sea,
having Langness Point and its fierce tide between.
This is a wide open shallow bay beside the airport, we
went well in on the instructions of a local fisherman, until
the iron perch at the breakwater was in transit with the
Tower of Prince William College, where we dropped amidst
boot laces and in very shallow water. We grounded next
morning in weighing anchor -- but we held well in the night
on our usual anchor and kedge.
Later we rowed to the ’beach’, carried the inflatable
several hundred yards across the ’Sandymount’ wet sands
and walked for three quarters of an hour to Castletown for
a drink or two in a fine little pub beside the harbour which
we had used as our ’local’ on our call here in 1980.
The early morning forecast on Saturday 26th July was
for a dead beat home -- S.W. 4-5 becoming 6 to 7 -- so
immediately after breakfast we set sail despite the tide at
Langness point soon turning foul, for the next few hours
we made little progress against it even with a good breeze.
At noon we got a very bad forecast from R.E. -- S.W. 5-6
becoming 8 with stronger gusts -two hours later the BBC
said it would be S.W. 5 to 6, occasionally 7, all very
confusing, so we put into Port St. Mary to await the 1750
hrs forecast, as we did not fancy a dead beat in RE’s
conditions.
The BBC forecast and the subsequent RE one still
maintained the confusion, so in an agony of doubt whether
to go or not, I went ashore and rang the duty met. officer
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against a foul tide. We did not get into Dun Laoghaire until
late afternoon, after what was not a joyous passage of 22
hours, but after what was a well worth while cruise in some
of the finest waters in these parts. A cruise of which Franz
had perhaps the harder stint compared with the part enjoyed
by Tim, during which we sometimes did get into an
anchorage before midnight or the small hours of the
morning.
We had been away almost 23 days, had logged 917 miles.

at Ronaldsway -- whom I could almost see from the
telephome box. I had a most helpful chat with him, after
which I decided on his version of the weather -S.S.W. 5 or
6 but not more -- to go.
So with a double reefed main and No. 2 jib we went hard
on the wind down to the Chickens, where the strong tide
was kicking up a very confused sea, on through the night,
almost fetching home at first, but later broken off to N.
of Rock-a-Bill, from where it was a dead beat all the way
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The Atlantic rat run
Hugo duPlessis

The wide expanse of the mid Atlantic resounds to the noise
of work, hammering, sawing, sewing, scribbling. This does
not imply some disaster, or an heroic attempt to improvise
a jury rig. Just Samharcin proceeding on her normal leisurely
way.
Leigh is finishing off some drawers which he started nine
months ago during fitting out in Bantry. Peter is sewing a
neat little courtesy flag having just written his 25th letter
to, presumably, his 25th girl friend. He swears he has not
run away to sea and safety.
We have now been at sea two and a half weeks and settling
down nicely as Samharcin runs and rolls and rolls and runs
the glorious trade wind route to the Caribbean. The rolling
is really the main reason why so many details are needed.
Not until you make a long downwind passage do you realise
what continual rolling really means. In our case it was not
excessive. The twin keels do damp it and Samharcin’s hull
shape is moderate. It averaged ten degrees either way, with
occasional heavy lurches as a sea caught the quarter.
One soon finds a need for higher coamings, intermediate
coamings, partitions, lashings, elastics, cubbyholes, mug
holders and a host of ingenious devices one would seldom
think of.
But to go back to how we got to the middle of the Atlantic
at all, and try to summarise a year long cruise briefly. When
last year’s account ended I was stuck in the Canaries,
searching for a crew, all my original reliables having fallen
by the wayside for various good reasons. Also waiting for
airmail from England (which did not reach the Canaries until
we were in mid Atlantic, an incredible eight weeks. Yes
airmail).
I would have been happy to sail alone, crews who offered
their service were the greatest incentive I have ever known
for sailing single handed. Like the girl who would only come
with her dog, large, hairy and with a thirst which would have
emptied the water tank in a week. My family were more
worried than I was and some good work by my base
organisation produced two excellent young men. Leigh
Yarrow, from Bantry House, one of my originals had, rather
literally, fallen by the wayside, but my sister found a sponsor
and he started again. This time by air. He had sailed with
me since a boy and been one of my principal helpers running
the charter fleet.
The other was Peter Borrie from Lymington, a budding
lawyer, sowing a few wild oats, before settling down to a
life of respectability in a London office. He was crazy
enough to abandon the de Luxe 65 ft Swan on which he had
sailed out from England to join my smaller and more
primitive boat. Anyone must be crazy to sail with me
anyway. I could not have asked for a better or more cheerful
crew and we were a happy ship.
As my age exceeded the combined ages of the crew plus
the boat, I could plead the old man and make the young’uns
do all the hard work. All the same as skipper and navigator
plus whatever else cropped up I was not idle. The lads shared
the cooking, a cunning move by the old man because then

there was competition. We eat far better in mid ocean than
I do now in harbour by myself, relying on my own
abominable can’t be bothered cooking.
They also shared the night watches between them, three
hours each according to choice, so the old man got his nights
in his bunk. Actually this was mainly to give me the dusk
and dawn watches for star sights.
As is my custom steering was almost entirely under
selfsteering, mostly the new Aries when there was wind,
autohelm when there was not or under engine. Autopilots
are by no means the dangerous new phenomena they are
claimed to be. In the old days I used to lash the tiller but
they don’t make boats like that anymore.
Navigation was by sextant and digital stopwatch set to
WWV time signals (only necessary as a rule after I pressed
the wrong button) and Air navigation Tables AP 3270. With
practice I reckon I can get a position line almost as quickly
as fiddling with Satnav which alas drains your batteries to
tell you where you are with great accuracy when you do not
need to know and blandly says it does not know when you
really are in a spot. I prefer radar, which tells you where
an island really is instead of where it ought to be. It will
also show a large ship bearing down on you instead of
indicating the position somebody should come and look for
your liferaft. There was also a time when I understood radar
to the extent of designing them, but I do not know how
Satnav works.
My sextant was a new Davies plastic sextant with an
horizon prism which I can strongly recommend for a small
boat. It is also much lighter and easier to handle. As back
up I had a cheap plastic sextant and my faithful old Hezanith
which is older that I am and picked up from a junk shop
when I was at college for ten bob. Unfortunately I cannot
now see the vernier markings so Peter with his younger eyes
took it over and was soon as proficient as I was.
La Palma is the pleasantest and least touristy of the
Canary Islands. Unfortunately containerisation has taken
over most of the yacht anchorage which is now quite
inadequate and horribly crowded during the seasonal
migration, if an anchor is not lifted by another boat it is
only because it is already foul of a mooring. When the wind
comes from the N.E. boats bump. If from the S.E. the swell
comes with it and bumping is destructive. Regretfully, for
it is a very pleasant and friendly place, ! have to say it’s no
longer the place so highly recommended by Eric Hiscock
and others.
Transport is not good. It is a poor place to meet crews.
So after a month’s stay I sailed for Los Cristianos on
Tenerife, abandoning hope for my mail. It was one of the
Nly days and my anchor was not only foul of a heavy
mooring but wedged by a concrete block too. The trip line
broke. Getting out single handed with a stiff cross wind and
crowded anchorage required some tricky seamanship. The
sail over to Los Cristianos in force 5-7 was uneventful except
that the delayed start meant an after dark arrival. A harbour
full of yachts with radar reflectors looks like solid land.
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At Los Cristianos my crew joined me, Leigh by air from
Ireland and Peter by luxury yacht. Los Cristianos is a
rampant concrete jungle unrecognisable from the seaside
village I saw ten years ago.
Leigh ferried boatloads of stores on board as Peter
brought them down on the trolley (essential equipment on
any cruising yacht). All vegetables were careully washed, the
cockpit looked like a market stall. A swell came in one day
and we rolled heavily. Los Cristianos can be an
uncomfortable anchorage. Unfortunately it was the day I
had intended to go up the mast.
A familiar sight ashore was the "St Patrick" her black
hull roasting nicely in the hot desert sunshine.
The waterline had not been seen since we started loading
at Bantry and was now six inches underwater, a haven for
goose barnacles. More designers and builders should go
ocean cruising instead of ocean racing. All this for three
people.
One important aspect, which I have never seen mentioned,
is the effect of all this extra weight on the structural strength.
It has always been assumed that a boat is a sort of deep pit
capable of holding everything poured in as long as she still
floats, with older boats this may have been true, but it is
not with the modern lightweight boats and they are getting
ever lighter. The dynamic forces imposed by the extra
weight, especially at the ends, in a rough sea may well exceed
the design parameters. Keep weight out of the ends, scream
designers, their minds obsessed with racing performance.
Unfortunately they only give the boat one middle and put
the accommodation there. I believe this could account for
some of the mysterious sinkings at sea. I would anticipate
a progressive and unnoticed weakening, until catastrophic
failure. To someone on board there would be little difference
between hitting something and sudden structural failure, and
with the boat sinking quickly nobody is going to investigate
very closely. A lot of fibreglass production boats are not
even as strong as they should be to start with. It is perfectly
feasible to design and build a fibreglass boat to be as strong
as any other. But most of them nowadays have been refined
for performance and economics into a very different breed.
Finally at 1350 hrs on Tuesday 26th November the anchor
was hoisted and stowed inboard, and we were away on our
first ocean crossing, the adventure of a lifetime. Gomera,
where I had thought of calling, was to windward, America
was not, so the bows were headed in the general direction
of that thin bit in the middle. Or more precisely Antigua
for Christmas, the dream for many a year.
But which course should we steer to get there? Eric
Hiscock says aim for 18/35, Colin McMullen 20/30, Ronnie
Andrews S.W. for a thousand miles. It was settled for us.
Light winds from N.E. which we had to keep on the quarter
to get anything to draw at all in the swell meant we just
drifted in a general Sly direction under light mizzen staysail
and cruising chute. So it went on for ten days, a good deal
of motoring and as much progress from the current as the
wind. It was the Madeira story again.
Hiero was still in sight next day through the haze. Astern
the high peak of Teide stood out high and clear, the top
capped with winter snow. Definitely time for swallows like
us to head towards the sun.
The only excitement was in the middle of one dark night
when, while under full sail for a change, the wind banged
up to force 8 for a coupled of hours then dropped as
suddenly leaving us in a real pig of a swell. Getting the sail
down hurriedly in the dark while running before it proved
the worth of my new battenless sails. With no battens to
foul rigging or spreaders they go up and down far more
easily and with no risk of damage. For cruising I would not
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go back to battens. Torn mainsails due to fouled or broken
battens were our commonest damage when chartering.
For the first few days we saw, or were in radio contact,
with several yachts. Some seemed worried because they had
already lost contact with their chums. A big American
trimaran buzzed us, but quickly sheered off when they saw
we were sunbathing. Otherwise our only companions were
dorados. They would have made good eating but without
a refrigerator all we could have eaten would have been a
few good steaks and the rest thrown back. It would be a
shame to waste such a beautiful fish like that. The crew did
hook one which suddenly appeared from under the boat and
took the mackerel spinner with which they were teasing
another and the line had to be cut quickly. One day they
went off and attacked a turtle, and it did not look playful.
Everyday I looked at the sky for signs of the promised
trade winds, the little puffy clouds we had read about. We
crossed into the tropics and still there was no trade wind.
A few false alarms left us drifting again after an hour or
two. We thought of motoring to the C. Verde Islands for
more diesel, except that we had not got enough to get there
anyway and it would have wasted days. A more serious
reason, was the flour situation. I had stocked up in the
Canaries with what I thought was flour, at least it looked
like it and was in that part of the supermarket. It made good
mudpies but no way could it be made to rise like bread,
neither my long used soda loaf recipe nor Peter’s yeast. It
was called Gofio de Trigoz and I have yet to discover what
it really is. The sole advantage I have found is that weevils
really dislike it too.
The 1st of December was hot, cloudless and windless. The
log says course sometimes heading S. sometimes heading W.
and sometimes going round in circles. The ham radio
maritime net, which I could receive but not transmit,
reported widespread calms. Nobody seemed to have the
tradewind. Christmas in Antigua did not look likely this
year.
On 6th December the sun rose high and hazy red and with
it some wind form the E. The trade wind at last? We were
now down to 20° and 150 miles N. of the C. Verde Islands.
By 0900 hrs the log says emphatically that they were not as
it was calm again. Yet an hour later it had freshened and
the log very cautiously says just possibly yes, and this time
it was right. The wind freshened steadily all day and we took
off towards the W. to the islands beyond the setting sun.
It was the Harmatann, carrying a powder fine red dust from
the Sahara, visibility was poor, sights inaccurate, but what
did that matter with landfall now an ocean away?.
The wind soon built up to force 6-7 and at last I could
really use my trade wind rig which I have been thinking,
planning and developing for forty years and never had a
chance to try out properly. I have long believed in twin jibs
and use the furling jib set to port and the former No. 1 jib,
or sometimes the storm jib on a separate stay to starboard.
Both are boomed out. The booms are rigged independently,
set up and guyed firmly before clipping the clew of each jib
onto an outhaul. It is a simple matter for one person to ring
the changes from the cockpit, rolling or unrolling the furling
jib to suit the wind strength or snug down when a squall
is seen on a collision course. Speed was 4-5 knots, not
dramatic perhaps and no doubt if I could afford special and
large sails we would have gone faster.
Controversy will rage for years between twin jibs and
guyed out mainsail. Twin jibs are a delightfully easy and
foolproof rig. There is never any fear of a gybe, even in the
rough and confused trade wind sea. Rolling was not
excessive, and my impression is that the boat rolls more
under mainsail. It may be a function of speed, the faster

you go the more the boat rolls. Under twins there is no
difficulty running dead downwind, and no need to sail off
30° as seems to be the custom under guyed mainsail. Several
boats, using mainsails, reported rigging failures. A mainsail
exerts pressure on the middle of the mast and causes a snatch
in the rigging. Twins do not and I noticed no snatch in the
rigging even when rolling hard. Despite claims to the
contrary twins still seem to be the most popular rig among
serious cruisers.
Endless things have been written about the delights of
tradewind sailing and it was much as I had dreamed it would
be for so many years. To run steadily day after day is the
most wonderful way to go. Boring no doubt to the go-fast
crowd yet despite what it may sound, everyday is still
different. The crosses moved steadily across the chart, half
an inch a day and always boosted by the gift of current.
That is the only sign of progress, otherwise the boat might
be standing still and the sea running past endlessly.
There were some surprises. Skies were often overcast,
never preventing sunsights altogether but sometimes setting
their own timetable. Some days were squally with frequent
showers. Only on a few days did we have blue skies and the
puffy little clouds like an old steam train as in other
descriptions.
The most surprising thing was the sea, it was of course
blue, the beautiful clear bright blue known only to blue water
sailors. But not even when we reached the far side, with all
the fetch of the ocean, did we get the big rollers so familiar
at home in the west of Ireland or in Biscay. The seas were
short and steep with cross swells from S.E. and N.E. as well
as true with the Ely wind. They were irregular and often
quite rough, more like the English Channel or Celtic Sea
than the open ocean.
There were other incidents. One night we were having
supper in the cockpit and a flying fish came aboard, right
into Peter’s bowl. Incidentally they are said to fly at about
40 knots. Not many did land on board. We seldom found
any for breakfast. I had always imagined them as big as a
mackerel. Most of them were nearer a sardine or pilchard,
and a few were only tiddlers.
The wind held to mid Atlantic, when for a day it went
round the compass, mostly light, before coming back again
as it should, for a time we were becalmed and motoring,
but more to investigate a promising bank of cloud than with
much idea of getting anywhere. For the hell of it took a
swim, a thousand miles from anywhere.
We had only one mishap. At 0300 hrs one morning there
was a violent flapping and Leigh called out that the jib had
gone. I rushed on deck (one of the joys of not having to
don waterproofs) to be met at face level by the wildly waving
jagged end of the spinnaker boom. I then found the other
boom was bent into an L. It took a while to get that lot
sorted out in the dark with all the knitting too. It then
occured to me to check the towed charger line and noticed
that the Aries rudder had dropped off, held only by its safety
lanyard. This must have caused us to luff up and somehow
break the boom.
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Until daylight we ran slowly under reduced jib not
boomed out. By midday however, one boom had been
fished, the other shortened, a new bold fitted to the Aries
and things were back to normal. The crew took it all in their
stride. In due course at 2330 hrs on Sunday 22nd December
Barbados appeared as and when expected. I will not deny
there was a frenzy of navigation the day before although
I, if not my crew, was reasonably confident of our position
within a days sail at least. Peter confirmed my position even
though Leigh did dare to suggest we were probably both
wrong.
I am sure it will not have escaped somebody’s critical
attention that we set off for Antigua and here we are in
Barbados, and I am smugly saying my navigation was pretty
good, as in fact it was. What happened was that in mid
Atlantic I worked out our ETA in Antigua would be
Christmas Day which did not seem a good day to arrive.
But we could reach Barbados on Christmas Eve which
offered a better chance of a Christmas dinner.
Thanks to a boost from that friendly current which, like
the pull of a magnet, gets stronger as one approaches the
islands we tied up in the new deepwater harbour in Barbados
(where yachts must go to clear customs) at 0830 hrs on the
23rd December. 26 days 18 hours from Los Cristianos.
Columbus did it in 21 days. The excessive charges have gone
but it still costs U.S.$25 for a month. The yacht anchorage
is at Carlisle Bay and there we had our Christmas dinner
eaten in the cockpit wearing bathing costumes.
Leigh liked Barbados and stayed on another week after
we left. He had been an excellent and very willing crew and
I am sure loved the adventure. Peter and I left on New Year’s
Eve and celebrated New Year at sea. But just when is New
Year? GMT, Zone time of LHA? To be on the safe side
we celebrated all three. Thanks to a delay in getting clearance
from Barbados we could not reach Grenada in daylight so
headed for its sister island Carriacou, one of the Grenadines,
anchoring in Tyrellls Bay before sailing to Grenada.
Here Peter left on an Island schooner bound vaguely for
the N. and I gather he eventually got home after various
adventures. He has a great gift for making friends which
I am sure will stand him in good stead in his career. He too
had been an excellent crew and looked after the stores side
so well we ran short of little and almost nothing went to
waste.
So ends stage two. since then I have been wandering
around the islands single handed in a very leisurely fashion,
spending long periods in harbour (a cruising yacht is really
just an ocean going houseboat) writing or waiting, usually
for mail. But it is a delightful way to live and work. Even
in a leisurely style the islands visited look like a timetable.
Grenada, Carriacou, Sandy Island, Union island, Palm
Island, Tobago Cays, Mayreau, Canouan, Bequia, St.
Vincent, St. Lucia, Martinique, Dominica, Isles des Saintes,
Guadeloupe, Antigua. And then back again to Grenada
when my sums showed I could just squeeze another year out
here.

A busy year
John and Jennifer Guinness

Transatlantic: There is always a sense of excitement at the
start of a cruise. This feeling was heightened for me in
October 1985 by the prospect of fulfilling a long held
ambition to complete a trans-Atlantic passage. We were to
do it in the best possible way: from Vigo to Granada in
November on board Bunny Burns’ yacht Adele, a sister ship
of Deerhound, definitely no hardship.
The RCC’s Atlantic Crossing Guide became the ship’s
bible. It was excellent except for the advice to buy eggs fresh
from the farm on the day of departure. A suggestion quite
beyond this catering officer’s organizing ability. However
I was relieved to find that the ordinary plastic boxed
supermarket eggs kept perfectly with out any particular care
or attention. Ideally all possible provisions should have been
done on mainland Spain before we left but we learned by
our mistakes.
Madeira was our first port of call. It is a most beautiful
island and we enjoyed sampling the local wines, even if at
the end of the tasting session we were confused as to which
bottle we preferred. In Funchal, yachts of all shapes and
sizes were waiting to ’cross the pond’. There was a
marvellous feeling of anticipation rather like Cowes before
a Fastnet Race. Dinner at Reed’s Hotel is an experience not
to be missed by any visitor to Funchal. It is still one of the
world’s great hotels, but since dinner jackets were required
in the dining room we could only make the grill room.
We had fair winds to the Canary Islands and a decision
was made to avoid the concrete jungles of the bigger islands
and to go instead to La Palma, the most westerly of the
Canary Islands. This decision suited everyone but the
caterer. I found the shopping difficult, no ice no orange juice
and water and fuel were hard to obtain. However Santa Cruz
had its compensations in the form of an extremely pleasant
yacht clubland swimming pool and a wonderful fruit and
vegetable market.
Our trip across was slow taking 22 days. We saw no sign
of the fabled Trade Winds although we went almost as far
S. as the Cape Verde Islands. Great patience was required
to coax Adele along in the light winds. We only used the
engine to charge the batteries. At times one sympathised with
the sailors who went mad in the doldrums. But good
company and plenty of reading matter made the days pass
very pleasantly. Sometimes it was so calm that we were able
to swim in the marvellously clear dark blue water. The cloud
formations were fascinating. We saw many menacing
looking skies that promised wind but then just dissipated
without even a shower of rain. At night there were many
discussions about the identity of the stars. We saw a star
low on the horizon which apparently flashed red white and
green lights at us. No wonder people report seeing U.F.O’s.
As we passed Barbados and the end of our trip drew near
there was a certain reluctance on board to end this idyllic
voyage, apart from the fact that our diet would have
consisted almost entirely of canned chicken and fish, there
seemed to be no good reason to stop.
We left Adele at the marina in St. George Granada, in
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the capable hands of Dave Sheppard the marina manager,
I think Grenada is the most beautiful of the Windward
Islands and we found the people helpful and friendly.
The R.C.C. Guide states "To live aboard a well found
boat is to experience the most wonderful elation of spirit
and a sense of independence and of freedom that is almost
beyond description". What else can one say?
Round Ireland: I had never sailed on a multi-hull and when
Robin Knox-Johnson invited John and I to sail on board
British Airways. It was far too tempting an offer to refuse.
Hilalre Belloc said "to sail the sea is an occupation at once
attractive and repulsive. It is repulsive because it is
dangerous, horribly uncomfortable and cramped. It is
attractive because it brings excitement and novelty at every
moment". And so with British Airways. I had planned only
to sail from Plymouth to Dun Laoghaire but I found
enormous pleasure and exhilaration in sailing on a large
catamaran and I was delighted to be asked to go with Robin
and his crew in their attempt to break the Round Ireland
Speed Record.
Sailing on British Airways is an incredible experience. The
boat sings and hums, creaks and flexes and literally skims
and bounces over the water when she is travelling well and
Knox-Johnson’s round Ireland record. Trapeze artiste Jennifer Guinness
aboard British Airways.
Photo Tom Lawlor

Photo: Tom Lawlor
British Airways

lies like a dead duck when the conditions are wrong. I think
that it is the contrast between the best and the worst that
makes multihull sailing so fascinating and so frustrating.
We could make 20 -- 25 knots with a fresh beam wind and
we fell back to 6 knots and a tacking angle of 120 ° when
beating in light weather. The stresses and strains put on the
hull and the gear were amazing. We were very fortunate to
sail with such competent and experienced seamen as Robin,
Josh and Bernard. They sensed immediately when the boat
was over-pressed and were quick to shorten sail. She was
beautiful to steer and was frighteningly light on the wheel
even at speeds of over 20 knots. Driving her through the
night at 18 knots one could only shut ones mind to the
hazards and watch the instruments carefully. Lifting a hull
was not approved of. At that speed there was no time to
avoid floating debris even if one could have seen it.
Living conditions on board were very primitive. The galley
was very basic but extremely efficient and good to work in.
All cooking was done sitting down and the lavatory was
conveniently placed for slops. Water was strictly rationed
and washing up could only be done when we were going
slowly enough to be able to collect a bucket full of salt water.
Any one who attempts to break the round Ireland Speed
Record needs luck. We were doubly lucky. First in having
reasonably favourable weather and secondly in having the
benefit of Robin’s experience and superb seamanship. 50
hours is definitely a goal to aim for, and if British Airways
was almost half way in 25 hours it certainly could and will
be done.
1986 Cruise: Some of the very best cruising grounds are close
to us but out of the way of passage routes. This year we
visited many such areas on our way to the Morhiban and
back during a five week cruise.

Eighteen hours after leaving Howth we anchored in St.
Brides Bay and spent the next day exploring the very
beautiful area between St. David’s Head and Milford
Haven. The bird sanctuary on Skomer Island is well worth
a visit. Dale we found most attractive and a very good
anchorage. Our next call was to Lundy which is now run
and managed by a charitable trust. Many of the old buildings
have been restored. The cliff walk around the island is most
beautiful. We were surprised and pleased to find our old
folkboat Sharavogue at anchor and still in very good order.
After visiting Helford, Falmouth, Plymouth and the
Yealmn River we crossed the channel to Aldernay. We had
never visited the Channel Islands before and were greatly
impressed by them. We found Mark Brackenbury’s
Normandy and Channel Islands Pilot extremely good for
a reconnaissance visit. Malcolm Robinson’s Pilot of the
same area gives much more detail and would be essential
for a long leisurely cruise of these islands, as would be a
boat which could take the bottom. Provided you make use
of the tides and treat the tide races with the extreme caution
they deserve, it is an excellent and very interesting cruising
area. Each island has its own character and charm from the
bustle of St. Peter Port and St. Helier to the very quiet life
on Sark with its very small population of only a few hundred
and the profusion of its wild flowers.
Aldernay is covered with fortresses built in the period
ranging from the Napoleonic Wars to the Second World
War when the Germans evacuated the inhabitants and
turned the island into a prisoner of war camp. Braye harbour
is very large and there were more than 100 boats on the
visitors moorings. The town which is most picturesque is
on top of the island about half a mile from the harbour.
We anchored for a few hours off Herm which has some
lovely beaches and is quite close to St. Peter Port the capital
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of Guernsey. The harbour authorities on each of the islands
were very efficient and welcoming giving each boat
instructions where to berth or moor as well as an envelope
containing local information, a map and customs clearance
forms. St. Peter Port has many good shops catering not only
for tourists but also visiting yachtsmen. There was a great
air of prosperity and good humour everywhere. The best
value on the islands undoubtedly was wine; the most famous
and treasured wines are available in all restaurants at about
one quarter of the price you would pay here. A major new
marina is being built at St. Peter Port which will be of great
benefit as the present one and the outer harbour were full
when we were there in July. The island is so heavily
populated that there is no countryside left and it is like one
large suburban environment with some charming old houses,
farms and many lovely gardens.
We spent the next day on Sark, which has no decent
harbour but has a few sheltered anchorages where it is safe
to leave a boat. The contrast with the large islands is
absolute, no motorised vehicles other than tractors are
allowed which make the island most restful and peaceful.
We had a superb dinner ashore in a small hotel on the
western side of the island; to reach this we made the journey
in an open horse drawn carriage which took us through the
narrow twisty lanes.
Jersey is by far the biggest island and although it has
numerous harbours the only suitable one for Deerhound was
the marina basin at St. Helier where it is necessary to lock
in. The town was thronged with holiday makers and did not
seem as attractive to us as St. Peter Port. However the Yacht
Clubs in both ports were most welcoming and pleasant to
visit.
On our way to St. Malo we called at Grand Isle on the
Isles Chausey a most interesting area which is barely visible
at high water springs but a hunderfold larger at low water.
I am very much looking forward to going back to these
islands one day, but it would be infinitely preferable to cruise
in a shallow draft twin bilge keel boat; this would enable
one to explore the dozens of small and secluded creeks which
abound. We were lucky to encounter no fog, since pilotage
which in clear weather is not difficult but requires great
accuracy, must be nerveracking in thick fog and strong tides.
Obviously if one can use Decca it would be a comfort but
can you really rely on its accuracy 9.
From St. Malo we spent a week mostly in thick fog
between there and L’Abervrach before heading S. for the
Morhiban. The Morhiban is an inland sea covering 50 square
miles and has 60 islands only a few of which are inhabited.
The western portion is easily navigable but the strength of
tide is such that it is best to make use of it. The eastern part
is shallow and thus not readily accessable in a deep draft
boat. Scenically it is very beautiful and the two large islands
Ile Aux Moins and Isle d’Acz are well worth visiting and
exploring by bicycle (which can be hired for about one
pound per hour). At Vannes, a charming mediaeval town
there is now a wet dock which has a marina in the centre
of the city. Equally interesting is St. Goustan at the head
of the Auray river. The French, from what we saw, certainly
understand the quality of life and the benefit of careful
conservation. All the buildings in this region whether in town
or on the shores of the Morhiban were most tastefully
designed and extremely well kept. The mediaeval atmosphere
was quite remarkable and most inviting. One could easily
spend several weeks in this exceptionally attractive area with
its widely differing landscapes and towns.
On our way back home we joined the successful Royal
St. George Yacht Club’s cruise-in-company for the final
party in Concarneau. We had a scary and unpleasant passage
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Twenty knots and it shows.

Photo: Tom Lawlor

through the Raz de Sein in thick fog, strong tide, an
enormous swell and little wind. We took our departure from
Ushant after we had anchored at Bace du Stiff just under
the new Traffic Separation Control and Radio Tower -- it
is from here that all ships passing Ushant are monitored and
controlled.
We were unfortunate enough to be caught with a number
of others in Hughtown, Scillies during a strong S.W. gale.
Whilst in French waters we used the waterproof coloured
charts published by Editions Cartographiques Maratimes
and found them to be very good once one was acquainted
with the symbols and terminology.
At no time other than the passage back from the Scillies
were we at sea for more than 18 hours. Day sailing can
obviously take you a long way!.
And so back to Howth for more sailing and to winter
Deerhound on the marina. Our "Busy year" is coming to
an end and with luck we shall welcome 1987 with
Deerhound’s Christmas tree lashed firmly on her mizzen
mast!.
Deerhound alongside British Airways

Photo: Tom Lawlor
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Mare Nostrum
Liam McGonagle

Mare Meum

To the Romans, the Mediterranean was "Our Sea". After
all, their Empire almost surrounded it at one time. Over the
past twenty years I have found that 2,000 miles long stretch
of enclosed water becoming "My Sea" - a feeling shared
by countless others who wander about it in boats large and
small.
For me, Terry Roche started it all in the mid -1960s. He
was determined to take Neon Tetra from the Gulf of Finland
to Istanbul and the Black Sea beyond. He succeeded, and
I had the pleasure of joining him on several legs. I profited
from his immense experience and seamanship, and gained
the courage to have a go myself at exploring the Med. The
multiplicity of languages, cultures and political regimes, the
problems of dealing with port and customs and police
authorities, the difficulties of having repairs done and yachts
looked after in distant lands, and transport to and from,
all seemed major obstacles to pleasant cruising, and
probably still seem so to the newcomer. However, Terry had
shown the way and we followed, with some trepidation, in
his wake. It has worked well and I and many of my friends
now feel quite at home wandering between the Straits of
Gibraltar and Rhodes. That is not to say that there are not
problems, frustrations, annoyances, delays and expenses.
They happen all the time, but I think they are an integral
part of running a yacht and cruising, wherever you may be.
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Ounavarra berthing.

Sketch: Brian O’Halloran

However, now that I have become a Med. addict, I regard
the problems as an acceptable price (or pennance) to pay
for the pleasure, satisfaction, contentment, adventure,
excitement, and (occasionally) terror, we have experienced
in the Med. The Med. has it all, and often in large doses,
-- beauty, history, true civilisation, fine and friendly people
(with some noteworthy exceptions), sun and warmth, clear
and clean waters, excellent harbours and anchorages,
negligible tides and currents, virtually no fog, few reefs and
off-lying dangers, good winds (often in the wrong direction
and sometimes too strong), excellent communications
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(particularly with the U.K.), adequate to good food at cheap
to reasonable prices, and excellent and inexpensive liquor
(vital for Irish followers of Ulysses)
In all the cruising grounds, history pours out of the bays,
the harbours, the ruins, the very sea itself, so that even the
most laid-back sailor in these waters finds himself taking
an interest in the past. To visit Delphi, or the amphitheatre
at Epidavros, or the walled harbour of Navpaktos, or the
Temple of Poseidon at Cape Sounion from a yacht is an
experience no landlubber can match. To follow the Venetian
trade route from the northern Adriatic along the Dalmatian
Coast to Yugoslavia, down the Ionian Islands, around Cape
Matapan, along the northern coast of Crete to the citadel
of Lindos in Rhodes; to visit the beautiful towns and
harbours built by those creative and adventurous traders
makes one marvel at the talent, ability, courage and
seamanship of those sturdy Italians of 500 and more years
ago. To enter Grand Harbour in Malta at dawn, to sail
through the harbour entrance where the Colossus of Rhodes
once stood, to anchor on a moonlit night off the holy island
of Delos, to sail through the very waters at Actium, south
of Corfu, where Agustus taught Anthony and Cleopatra that
love-making was not the best training for a sea battle, to
follow Ulysses between Scylla and Charybdis in the Straits
of Messina, would move (and in fact have moved) even the
hardest and most unromantic of Irish hearts.
Cruising Grounds: By and large, all of the northern shores
of the Med. except Albania, can be cruised. Except for
Tunisia, (which is convenient to Malta), I think the north
African coast (Morocco, Algeria, Libya and Egypt) can be
forgotton for the time being. And Israel and the Lebanon
are hardly ideal places just now for a gin and tonic as the
sun sets over the bow. The following is a summary of our
favourite cruising grounds:Balearie Islands: Many members of the ICC have been
based in these islands for years, and, I believe, with great
success and pleasure. It is unfortunate that costs and prices
have rocketed here in the past two or three years, and I am
afraid that this disease is spreading even to once cheap areas
such as Greece and Turkey. However, in general, prices tend
to be less of a burden than at home -- particularly for food
and drink. Mallorca, Minorca, Ibiza and their satellites
provide numerous harbours, marinas and anchorages spread
over 200 miles -- more than enough for several holidays.
Getting to and from is easy and relatively inexpensive,
facilities for yachts are excellent, and the quality and variety
of food is second only to the south of France. These islands
are as good a base as any we know for an Irish yacht.
Ionian Islands: These beautiful islands off the west coast
of Greece, -- Corfu, Levkas, Ithaca (home of Ulysses),
Cephalonia and Zante -- enclose one of the most superb
cruising grounds in Europe. The area is ideal for families
and lightly crewed yachts as the winds are light and
predictable, the anchorages are numerous, scenic and safe,
the people are pleasant and the waters are ideal for
swimming, snorkeling and board sailing. The food is
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Sketch: Brian O’Halloran

Ounavarra running over a Turkish wreck Lavrion, Greece 1981.

improving and the wines of Cephalonia are the best in
Greece. Frankly, we love the Ionians.
The Dalmatian Coast: The Italians must envy the
Yugoslavs their superb coastline -- just across the Adriatic.
Its natural beauty enhanced by medieval towns like
Dubrovnik, Hvar, Korcula and Trogir and Venetian villages
in varying states of decay, make this coast and its lovely
islands one of the most attractive summer cruising grounds
in the Med. Facilities for yachts are improving slowly but
steadily, which is, perhaps, the best way. Thus, there is now
a major marina near Dubrovnik, where a yacht can be left
and crew changes take place. However, our last visit in 1982
left us with a strong feeling that Tito was sorely missed and
local officials had become little dictators. Their dislike of
yachtsmen was apparent to us and was experienced by
several other yachts. Large fines for minor infringements
are commonplace. What a pity! Until there is a change of
attitude, I shall be reluctant to leave the pleasant people and
waters of the Ionian Islands for Yugoslavia. Another small
minus is that the inhospitable shores of Albania have also
to be traversed. However, I would hate to deter anyone
sailing in the eastern Med. from wandering northwards to
Yugoslavia, and perhaps even to magical, dirty Venice.
The Aegean and Turkey: To most of us the Aegean islands
typify Greece -- the Cyclades on the Athens side, the
Dodecanese near southern Turkey and the Sporades to the
north. They are beautiful in their own barren, whitewashed
way, but not a patch on the high, tree-clad Ionians, and they
suffer the enormous disadvantage of the uncomfortably
strong northerly wind called the "Meltemi" all summer. This
wind makes sailing, anchoring and berthing difficult, and
even hazardous, much of the time. Remember that Aristotle

Onassis selected one of the Ionians for his own home. The
Sporades (which we have not cruised) and the islands near
the Turkish coast, such as Rhodes and Simi, suffer less from
the Meltemi. This is one of the reasons why the southern
coast of Turkey has blossomed as a cruising area in recent
years and it is rapidly climbing to the top of the ladder for
owner-driver yachts and flotillas. Unfortunately, the
continuing bad relationships between Greece and Turkey
make it difficult to move between the Turkish mainland and
the offlying Greek islands. If that unfortunate rift could be
healed, the eastern Med’s attractions would be enormously
enhanced. In the meantime, the Turkish coast is, perhaps,
better explored in a charter or flotilla yacht than one’s own.
Winkie Nixon and other members have cruised this coast,
and are filled with praise for it (See 1984 ICC Journal and
further accounts herein).
The islands south of Athens in the Saronic Gulf -Aegina, Poros, Hydra and Spetsai -- as well as the adjacent
Peleponnese Coast are easy to get at but are grossly
overcrowded in high summer. And Athens stinks. It must
be the most unattractive capital city in Europe. Anything
worthwhile looking at -- such as the Acropolis -- is at least
2,000 years old. We are constantly appalled at the dreadful
buildings and man-made monstrosities which are everywhere
in Greece -- the fount of architecture and western
civilization.
Sardinia and Corsica: The best of cruising ground by far
is where these large islands meet -- in and around the
Bonificio Strait and nearby coastlines. Several pleasant
weeks can be spent covering short distances. There are many
anchorages and marinas are springing up everywhere.
Unfortunately, the charges in the marinas are ridiculously
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high as they seem to follow the example of Porto Cervo,
the Ago Khan’s marina on the glamorous and beautiful
Costa Smeralda coast of north-eastern Sardinia. Porto
Cervo is the sailing home of the Sardinia Cup, Swan Weeks,
Maxi Championships, kings, princes, arch-dukes, counts
and the occasional Corkmen (Harry Cudmore, Clayton
Love, etc.) It is beautiful in a film-set way and should be
seen. The rest of the long Sardinian coastline is of little
interest to yachtsmen as harbours are few and far between.
We have found Carloforte off the south eastern corner a
pleasant and useful stopping place on passage from the
Balearics to Sicily and Greece. Corsica can be explored if
travelling east from the south of France, and has more to
offer the yachtsman than Sardinia, except for the latter’s
northern coast. Some coasts which we are not enthusiastic
about, or which we have not explored are:
Southern Spain -- Costa Del Sol etc: Marinas proliferate
like weeds, but there is little else. Where is there a pleasant
cove to anchor for the night, or even for a swim during the
day? Puerto Bonus (an excellent place to clear in or out of
Spain) and the other marinas offer security and many
facilities, and can be fun for a day or three, but where can
one cruise? The favourite (and perhaps only) trip is to
dreadful Gibraltar to refill the whiskey celler. Yachtsman,
pass by! Heading up the Spanish coast to the Balearics there
are many good stopping places, old and new, and Ion
Morrison has visited almost all of them this season and
reports favourably. We found Torre Viejo an excellent halfway bolthole, and the strange marina of Tomas Maestre is
worth a night.
South of France -- Cote d’Azur: Once upon a time this
was ’THE’ place, probably the ONLY place for a yacht.
How times have changed! Cruising this coast in season is
like rushing from one crowded parking lot to the next one,
and hoping to arrive before it is packed out. There are
relatively few safe anchorages, mainly because the coast is
short of islands and sheltered bays. During July and August
the crowding, and the rudeness, are unbearable. We were
once one of 1,000 yachts anchored around the tiny island
of Porcquerolles (about the size of Lambay). Never again,
except perhaps in May, June or September for the food and
wine -- certainly not for the people. On reflection, this coast
is probably best explored by car.
Italy and Sicily: The Gulf of Genoa and the Tuscan coast
should be good for cruising, but crowds, ferries, motor
yachts and pollution seem to drive away the cruising
yachtsman unless he is making a coastal passage. The rest
of the lengthy Italian coast (and the Adriatic coast in
particular) offers little to the sailor. Sicily is a large, beautiful
island, with many ugly commercial harbours but few
pleasant and safe places for yachts. Milazzo on the north
coast, Siracuse on the east coast and Trapani on the western
point are just about acceptable, and there are some day
anchorages near Mount Etna. If passing to the north, the
Lipari Islands (Stromboli Vulcano etc.) are worth visiting.
By and large, our assorted crews have not been enamoured
of Italian coasts or coastal Italians.
Malta: This is where we started. It was a magic island for
yachtsmen in the 1960s -- right in the middle of the Med.
English speaking, with excellent harbours and facilities,
pleasant people (both local and expatriates), cheap food and
drink and easy to fly to. It took just one man to wreck all
that and drive both seafarers and landlubbers away. The
name is Mintoff. It was tragic to see an economy collapse
and a virtual dictatorship imposed almost under our eyes.
If ever an unfortunate country moved backwards into
isolation it was Malta. We called there in 1982 for old times
sake on our way from Greece to Tunisia and Majorca. The
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deadness and dejection of the island and its people were
palpable, and officialdom had taken over. We were treated
like a Vietnamese refuge boat when clearing in and out, and
obtaining fuel, water and stores was very difficult. I was
happy to see that a Royal Navy Warship called to Grand
Harbour this year -- the first since the British left. Let us
hope that this is a sign that commonsense and normality will
return.
The Boat: Any boat will do, Ulysses managed in a small
half-decker, and Nelson suffered in craft rather larger, but
which would hardly have been a match for a Ron Holland
Maxi travelling at 14 knots while the tumble-dryer and deepfreeze rumble below decks. However, over the years we have
built up some views and ideas about yachts and gear which
suit the Med.
Rig: Though we have sailed three ketches in succession,
I think a single mast with two headsails is easier to handle.
Unless the mizzen mast has a permanent backstay, and no
runners, it tends to be used mainly for carrying the radar
scanner and aerials. The headsail should be furling, but we
remain to be convinced about furling mainsails.

Engine trouble aboard

Sketch: Brian O’Halloran

Size and Type: Unless you propose to have a paid skipper
or hand, a length of 45 to 50 feet seems to be a comfortable
maximum. Over that length, handling and berthing
problems, as well as expenses, seem to increase
disproportionately. On the other hand, a small boat will be
uncomfortable to live on, inadequate to carry stores and
gear, and unable to stand up to the severe weather frequently
encountered. Do not carry too many people, unless you are
all family or very young. Try to leave the saloon, or at least
half of it, free so that there is somewhere to sit or read or
drink, 24 hours a day. We are not enthusiastic about the
typical Swan type configuration. A low or negligible
superstructure with vertical ladders from the deck means that
below decks is dungeon-like and cut off from fresh air,
views, and sight and sound of those on deck. Not very user
friendly. A deckhouse or a cockpit with a good awning seems
far better. The American idea of a large raised centre cockpit
with a lid or awning over it, which has direct connections
with below decks, and from which both ends of the boat
can be seen for manoeuvring purposes, seems near to
perfect. The Hallberg Rassy 42 and the new Oyster 53 are
very good examples of this layout. We think the fin-keeled,
skittish racing boat type is unsuitable and possibly
dangerous.
Electronics: There are no Decca stations so,
unfortunately, this invaluable aid is useless. We have used

Satnav with great success, and old fashioned Loran is worth
having as a back up as the Med. is fully covered by it. A
modern Loran C receiver would be worthwhile. We also like
radar, though it is probably less necessary than in the foggy
waters and busy shipping lanes of Northern Europe. The
new radars are small, light and relatively inexpensive, and
can be carried on a small pole on the stern instead of up
the mast in the old way. An autopilot is a must in our book.
Dinghies: We have found that the larger the dinghy the
better. It is a great aid and comfort for successful cruising,
particularly when allied to a good outboard -- again as large
as you can conveniently handle. To be able to explore an
anchorage, travel a mile for the forgotton milk or beer, and
lay out a kedge easily are some of the advantages. Another
advantage which we have availed of several times, is that
your dinghy is an excellent tug if your main engine breaks
down. Strapped alongside our heavy Moody Carbineer 46,
we can make close to 3 knots in a flat sea with a 15 h.p.
Evinrude. We have recently indulged in the luxury of a
second dinghy so that young crew members can come and
go as they please. We selected a Tinker Traveller which sails
remarkably well and can actually be rowed.
Anchors : First have a windlass, unless the boat is tiny.
Be able to up and down anchor frequently and easily.
Secondly, carry as many anchors of different types as you
can. We have a CQR at our stemhead, but plough anchors
are bad in the weedy conditions which are all over the Med.
We also carry a Bruce and a Majorcan grapel anchor, but
I think I would prefer an old-fashioned Fisherman’s anchor
to the latter. A diver on board who can check your anchor
on the bottom and, perhaps, to help dig it in is a distinct
asset. (He will also be useful for cutting ropes from
propellers -- a common problem).
Spares: We recommend as wide a range of engine and
other spares as you can fit and afford. Apart from normal
spares such as injectors, water pumps, fans, gaskets and
hoses, we carry a starter motor, an alternator, a regulator
and a set of high pressure fuel pipes. Having engine repairs
done is seldom a problem, particularly with engines like
Perkins and Volvo, but getting parts may take weeks as well
as creating unbelievable clearance problems.
Ventilation: The more hatches and ventilators the better,
as long as they can be fastened properly and do not leak.
We find the small blue Japanese car fans to be indispensable,
and sailcloth windscoops over an open hatch create
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wonderful draughts. Except in August, the heat is seldom
a problem, but those who fear the climate should sail in
May, June, September and October.
Formalities and Languages: English has proved to be the
most useful and universal second language in our
wanderings, but a knowledge of Spanish, French, Italian
and German (for Turkey and Yugoslavia) can be invaluable
at times, and add immensely to one’s scope and pleasure.
We have seldom suffered from unreasonable formalities or
officialdom, and the only time we were searched was in
Yugoslavia in 1981. Always treat officials politely and with
respect. They tend to regard themselves as little gods -particularly the Italians and French. We have found Spanish
and Greek officials to be particularly pleasant; and we spent
a summer in Greece without being accosted by one official
after we had cleared in. As well as your Certificate of
Registry and passports for all on board (who will always
be CREW as opposed to PASSENGERS!) you should carry
your original Insurance Policy and your Yachtmaster’s
Certificate or some other evidence of competence. The
Italians are particularly touchy about Insurance.
Pilot Books and Charts: Imray, Laurie, Norie & Wilson
now publish excellent Pilots for the Spanish, French, Italian,
Greek and Turkish coasts, and British and local charts of
every nook and cranny abound. Imrays have also recently
produced a useful "Mediterranean Cruising Handbook" by
Rod Heikell which gives a good pen picture of the whole
area. Captain Denham’s Pilots for the Eastern Med, are now
rather out of date but make fascinating reading. There is
a multitude of historic and descriptive literature available
in every language which adds to the pleasure of sailing in
the Med., as well as to one’s knowledge. Ernle Bradford
is my favourite author, and he has written beautifully about
Ulysses, the Siege of Malta, Cleopatra and the Med. in
general.
Conclusion: I hope that the picture I have painted will
encourage, and not deter, the would be Mediterranean
wanderer. Before considering bringing a yacht there, we
would strongly recommend exploration by land or sea of
some areas beforehand. Many ICC members have sampled
flotilla sailing and self drive chartering in Spain, Greece and
Turkey, and this is an excellent way of putting ones toe into
the warm waters, and often quite inexpensively. Finally, I
shall be very happy to discuss any of the topics I have
mentioned in greater depth with any of our members.
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Back to the Heartland
The Hon. Mr. Justice Robert Barr

Jofiba is a Nic 345 and is in her second season under new
management. I have found over the years that yachts have
a natural propensity for sailing south and that a trace of
Gauloise in the wind has a remarkable effect on crew. But
experience has also shown that the delights of la Belle France
are sometimes hard earned. And so it was in 1986. The early
start on May 9th probably had a lot to do with it, though
the long range forecast was encouraging. In the event, the
weathermen on both sides of the Irish Sea could hardly have
been more wrong.
The crew (outward passage): After several years absence,
it was a particular delight to have Fergus McKinley aboard
again. If the I.C.C. ever decided to offer a prize for the
complete cruising companion, it would be a one horse race.
Sailing with Fergus is one of my happiest memories of the
sea. His presence this year was vital as I needed him to take
charge of young Geoff Purcell, oil driller extraordinaire,
who was joining us for the first time. His contagious good
humour, enthusiasm and powerful strength were to prove
invaluable and ensured that he passed a formidable
indoctrination cum laude. The rear was brought up by
Phillip Wail-Morris who thrives on crisis and, as always,
did a great sailing name proud.
The intention was to head directly for Camaret and then
to the Aven river via the Raz de Seine and Benodet to join
our old friends, Jacques and Marie Claire Rougeulle, and
cruise south in company with their Romanee 33 Mouez A vel.
The Rougeulles have featured prominently in this log over
the years. Their hospitality knows no bounds. But Jacques
has other claims to fame. Although he came to sailing late
in life, he has over 25,000 miles of cruising to his credit in
twelve years, from Spain to the Orkneys, and including a
comprehensive knowledge of Irish waters which he visits
almost every year. In recognition of his sailing achievements
and in appreciation of what he has done in making the Aven
river such a congenial port of refuge for Irish sailors, the
R.I.Y.C. elected him an honorary member this year.
On Friday evening, 9th May, all was ready for departure,
but a S.W. 8 was forecast which was expected to moderate
and go into the west. It was decided to postpone sailing for
twelve hours. We cast off next morning. The weather was
W.S.W.gusting 35 knots but bright and cheerful. Joliba
made good progress with a fully reefed main and No. 4
genoa. The promised veer to the west did not materialise
and after a few hours the wind backed S.S.W. and freshened
to a steady 40/45 knots. A big steep sea was building up.
Then we encountered our our first crisis -- the boat was
pervaded by a terrible smell of diesel oil and we found that
the bilges were full of it. We could not find the source of
the trouble and I decided to put in to Arklow to see what
was wrong and also await the promised Wly. As it was only
two hours from h.w. springs, we took the direct route across
the banks which gave us some very lively sailing.
Approaching Arklow harbour we were clocking occasional
gusts of 60 and it was a relief to get into the basin in one
piece. We tied up alongside the remarkable Heather Bell a

lovely wooden thirty ton ketch built in 1930 and lovingly
maintained. The diesel problem transpired to be a leaking
spare drum and was a blessing in disguise because a ferocious
Sly gale blew for the following twenty four hours and would
have made the going very hard and slow in the south Irish
Sea if we had stayed out there. On Sunday waves were
breaking over the outer harbour wall and there were even
white horses in the basin -- something which Jack Tyrell
assured me he had never seen before!
Arklow, though a safe refuge once inside, has not much
else going for it and research revealed that it is devoid of
flesh pots. However, this brought to light a hitherto
concealed aspect of Philip’s chameleon expertise. He took
charge of the galley and produced a memorable dinner, the
crowning glory of which comprised a roast, boned leg of
new season lamb brought to perfection by a petite marmite
sauce. He is good on the foredeck also.
On Monday morning the wind had moderated to 35 knots
SW and once again the forecast was that it would soon veer
Wly. So, thus encouraged, we cast off and hoisted the fully
reefed main in the basin. My intention was that when in the
river we would hoist a storm jib with hanks over the metal
tracks on the forestay. This is when we encountered another
heavily disguised blessing. I discovered a problem as the jib
was hoisted. The hanks pulled part of the tracks out of
position. This entailed a return to the basin. Jack Tyrell very
kindly provided a rigger who soon spotted the problem. A
new forestay had been fitted at the beginning of the season
and the allun key at the lower end of the spring which
tensions the metal tracks had worked itself loose and so there
was nothing to hold the tracks together. It was most
fortunate to have spotted and remedied this problem before
heading to sea in heavy weather. It was fortunate for another
reason too. While all this was going on the wind had
freshened up to storm force again and was gusting S.W. 55.
So it was back to the bosom of Heather Belle for another
night.
On Tuesday before dawn we bade a final farewell to
Arklow. The wind was still in the S.W. but down to 25 knots
and the big sea was beginning to moderate. Even a glorious
blood-red sunrise did not deter us. Later on as we headed
toward Lands End hard on the wind, we began to think of
France. This was premature as our third crisis was soon at
hand. The wind had remained resolutely in the S.W. and
had freshened again to 35 knots. On Wednesday morning
when approaching the Seven Stones Light Vessel we split
our mainsail at a seam. Ironically, at the time we were
hearing on the R/T about the trials and tribulations of Robin
Knox-Johnson and the catamaran, British Airways, which
had just lost her mast about twenty miles north of us. Our
latest problem entailed a visit to Newlyn where, as always,
we got a kindly welcome from Frank Stephens, the berthing
master, who also put me in touch with a splendid
octogenarian sailmaker, called Willoughby at Penzance. He
lost no time in repairing the mainsail and on Thursday
afternoon we were off again resolutely bound for France
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Le Palais is a perfect miniature French port.
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-- beating as usual. We were most anxious to make our
rendezvous with Mouez Avel on Saturday as arranged and
we hoped that our crises were behind us. So they were and
easily forgotten in the warmth of the Rougeulles hospitality
at their lovely house on the Aven river. The crew they had
gathered together for the cruise in company were ideally cast
and the solemn induction of Jacques into his new
membership got the enterprise off to a memorable
beginning. All this joi de vie was duly reflected in a welcome
change of weather on Sunday. A warm, encouraging sun
and a benign 10 knot Sly gave us a tranquil opening passage
to Lorient where we found an excellent small marina on the
seaward side of the wet dock lock gates in the centre of the
town. It provides plenty of accommodation for visiting
boats.
The next day was also gloriously warm with a smooth,
shimmering sea and a 15 knot S.E. to keep us moving briskly
en route to Belle Ile. As we passed the naval harbour at
Lorient we were just in time to lead a fleet of 9 NATO
warships out to sea and appropriate courtesies were
exchanged. The passage was idyllic and le Palais in the
evening sun was alive with bright and pastel shades of every
hue and its own unique almost theatrical atmosphere which,
I suppose, was what endeared it so much to Sarah
Bernhardt. There is no doubt that the divine Sarah also
would have approved of our old friend the effervescent
Madam le Gers and her admirable bistro, La Saline. Her
welcome did us good and the delights of the sea which she
put before us crowned the day.
Tuesday was overcast but with fresh NWly to give a fast,
exhilarating passage between the islands of Hoat and Hoedic
to the lock gates at Arzal dam, near Le Vielle Roche in La
Vilalne river. And there to take our lines was the redoubtable
Butt (Paul Butler) whose genial presence has brightened so
many of our odysseys.
This was our first visit to the Vilaine and it was a
revelation. It is a charming and in parts spectacular river
which I highly commend to all who cruise in South Brittany.
At Arzal, a few miles from the estuary, there is a formidable
dam across the river with a large lock gate which opens every
hour from 0800 to 1800. This was built some years ago to
create a tideless deep water channel for coasters all the way
up to the ancient and hitherto largely disused port of Redon
in the heart of Brittany and over twenty miles from the sea.
However, it seems that in practice the coasters have not
materialised and yachts are the primary beneficiaries of a
remarkable engineering construction. There are two large
marinas immediately inside the dam. The river flows gently
through occasional gorges, woods and lovely pastoral
countryside. About four miles up river from Arzal is one
of the most attractive villages in Brittany, La Roche Bernard,

where there is also a small marina and a boat yard chandlers called Chantier Nava de la Couronne which is
owned by Jacques Heon, a kindly and helpful man who is
well disposed to the Irish as he spent several summers
working in Dublin while a student. He stocks camping gaz
and a wide range of spare parts. He also carries out engine
and other repairs -- a useful man in a crisis.
We spent one night at Arzal and the next day headed up
river. Unhappily, the weather had turned sour so we
contented ourselves with a passage of 10 miles before
returning to La Roche Bernard. I look forward to visiting
the Vilaine again as I am sure that in better conditions the
journey to Redon would be well worth while.
The remainder of our homeward crew comprised Clare
and Seymore Cresswell Junior who were also new to our
endeavours. In the event they added dimensions of culinary
and artistic delights and just sheer joy which even now brings
tears to the eyes. Ten year contracts are being prepared.
In previous logs reference has been made to a few
gastronomic way-side shrines which we have encountered
in western France over the years. Three new ones, worth
a detour as they say in the Guide Michelin, are included in
this log. We are indebted to Jacques Heon for advising us
that the Auberge Bretonne at la Roche Bernard is the best
for fifty miles around. I am sure that he is absolutely right.
It turned out to be a splendid venue for a farewell to Fergus,
Geoff and Phillip, and welcome to the Butt, Seymore and
Clare. Prices were modest by Dublin standards and their
menu for 150 francs comprised one of the best meals I have
had in France -- a real find and a strong incentive for
returning to La Vilaine.
On Thursday we set sail from La Roche Bernard in
overcast conditions and no wind to the sound of cuckoos
and herons; but there were indications that we might be
reaching the better half of the curate’s egg. Having passed
through the Arzal lock gate at low water, we had to take
up a mooring at Le Vielle Roche for three hours to ensure
that there would be enough water over the bar at the river
estuary. In reasonably settled conditions there is no problem
in crossing the bar into or out of the rive 3 hours either side
of high water. The channel up to the dam is well marked.
We arrived at Crouesty Marina near Port Navalo at the S
entrance to the gulf of Morbihan after a pleasant passage
which started as a brisk 15 knot beat and ended as a gentle
spinnaker run in a flat sea on a very warm evening. The
marina is now at least twice as large as it was when I visited
there four years ago. All usual facilities are provided
including good showers and also diesel from a floating
platform near the entrance. There are hauling-out facilities,
a dry dock and a chantier naval at hand. The village of Port
Navalo is about two miles away but there are shops for basic
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Morbihan anchorage at the south end of the lie aux Moines.
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Port de la Meule, happy hunting ground for Bobby Barr.

supplies close by. This is a very good place to await the tide
for entering the Morbihan.
On Friday morning it rained and rained and rained, but
as we had had a splendid party on Mouez A vel the night
before, we were in no hurry about going to sea and had
plenty of time to catch the tide at the entrance to the
Morbihan. Just as we reached the entrance, the curtain of
cloud parted to reveal the gulf in all its splendour.
The Morbihan is a remarkable inland sea, the total area
of which is about 50 square miles. There are many wooded
islands swept by fast-flowing tides and it offers unique
conditions for exhilarating sailing. The Auray river is a
particular delight and it has a deep channel as far as Le
Rocher. It is possible to sail on up to the beautiful old port
of St. Goustan from about half tide and there is a 3 metre
dredged anchorage there in mid stream near the quay which
itself dries at low water. There is a delightful silvan
anchorage in the narrows near Le Rocher where cuckoos
are the most disturbing feature.
The entrance to the Gulf at Port Navalo is narrow and
the flood runs at up to 8 knots at springs. A spectacular
swish-back effect is created when there is strong wind over
tide. I have encountered these conditions in the past and they
present no real difficulty if you shorten sail and ensure that
everything above and below deck is well secured. Chart No.
2358 of the Morbihan as a whole and No. 2359 of the
entrance only are essential. It is imperative to pick up the
correct towers, beacons and buoys marking the navigable
channels as the rate of tide allowed little time or space for
correcting errors. That having been said, no one should be
put off exploring this delightful waterway by the formidable
scene portrayed in the charts or by the stories of difficult
fast-flowing currents. Once inside, they are not difficult,
though particularly strong in the narrows between islands.
There is usually a local fishing boat heading to or from
Conleau near Vannes which is useful for checking the correct
course line. If you do go aground you will just get stuck
in mud until the tide rises again. The gulf is famous for
oysters and there are many extensive beds marked by canes
here and there along the shore line. Several of the larger
islands are inhabited, some with small villages such as at

Ile d’Arz and Ile aux Moines. The latter is particularily
attractive and, I am told, was renowned during the 1939/45
War as a refuge for Allied airmen and others being smuggled
back to England. There is a good, sheltered anchorage in
a small crescent-shaped bay backed by pines just under a
headland and to seaward of the principal village at the
narrows on the N.W. side of the island. A spare mooring
is often available there and diesel oil may be had from a
pontoon on the mainland side of the narrows opposite the
village pier.
A few years ago a pleasant small marina was built at
Vannes which also provides all mod. cons. Gas oil may be
obtained and there are also a wide range of repair facilities
at the Chantier Naval de Pennec near the lock gates leading
to the marina. Diesel cost 295 francs for 75 litres (ie. just
under IR $2.00 per gallon). The marina gates open for two
hours at high water. Vannes is an ancient small city which
was the capital of Brittany in medieval times. It was
untroubled by The War and the old wailed town with
cobbled streets, gardens and magnificant cathedral is
gloriously unspoilt and seems to have changed little over the
centuries. There are few more delightful places in France.
The Morbihan has many treasures to offer the discerning
yachtsman and not least the Marie Bleu in Vannes where
we dined with great satisfaction and at remarkably modest
cost. There is much to be said for cruising in May before
the tourists ruin the market!
Saturday brought us to the heart of the cruise -- Ile de
Groix and our annual maritime Christmas Dinner. This
event has become a ritual and this year it had a cast of
twelve. However, Seymore is not only a comprehensive
sailor but also a chef tres extraordinaire and he responded
splendidly to the challenge. We arrived at Port Tudy in the
evening sun and were soon joined by the crew of Mouez Avel
and by our old friends, Guy and Laurence Tonnerre. Kir
Royale awakened the taste buds which were soothed by Irish
smoked salmon. A king sized piece of spiced beef had
travelled in good heart from Dun Laoghaire. It was broiled
and served hot with an exciting Cresswell sauce for which
a patent is pending. The climax was a flaming plum pudding
(called by Guy "Le Souffle Irlandaise") complete with
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brandy butter. I suppose the real measure of our chef’s
triumph was that all the French sought seconds of everything
without any prompting. There followed a remarkable
concert which developed into one of our best maritime raveups and was an appropriate finale to a memorable cruise
in company with Mouez A vel. There is no sport like cruising
with congenial friends.
Sadly, the French left us at 0600 on Sunday, but we had
no time to feel despondent. Guy is president of the Groix
life boat as his father and grandfather were before him. All
the lifeboats in south Brittany were having their annual
convention at Le Palais and the crew of Joliba was invited
to join them on board for the occasion. The weather that
day was like something encountered only in tourist literature
with a sea of glass and a huge sun in a cloudless sky. The
Groix boat is one of the biggest life boats in western France
with a crew of 10. We got a great welcome and were assured
that we were part of the family of the life boat for the
occasion. A gargantuan, well lubricated breakfast was served
en route to Le Palais and another repast of corresponding
proportions was produced on our way back to Port Tudy.
A new engine had been fitted to the Groix life boat and it
was an unique experience to have the opportunity of driving
her at thirty five knots. Six boats attended the convention
and while it was in progress we hired a mini jeep and toured
Belle Ile. It was well named.
In late evening we returned to Port Tudy and resolved
to have a very quiet night. But it was not to be. We were
having a gentle supper in the Auberge de Pecheur when a
nearby table of about twenty locals erupted into song. It
transpired that it was a party to celebrate the victory of one
of them in the Groix Marathon. Not surprisingly, one thing
led to another and we soon joined forces. Joliba’s turn came
and we nominated Seymore to render a ballad. When he had
finished we found ourselves involved in a delightful old
Breton custom. The islanders started to chant and all the
ladies in turn then embraced Seymore. (It was quickly
pointed out that our offering had been a combined effort
with a chorus at the end of each verse which entitled the
Butt and I to be embraced also -- and so we were.)
One of the islanders was a huge man of whale-like
proportions with an appropriate basso-profundo voice.
After his song there was the usual chant and Clare had to
do her duty. We were a little apprehensive but eventually
she emerged like Jonah relatively unscathed.
Monday was devoted to rest and in sorting out an engine
problem. On Tuesday we had a rendezvous with my son,
Robert, my daughter-in-law, Ann and my grandaughter,
Emily, at Concarneau -one of our favourite ports. The
occasion was celebrated at the third gastronomic shrine
which I mentioned earlier -- La Coquille, a delightful
restaurant on the quay in the commercial port opposite the
old town. It is friendly and relaxed with plenty of character
and offers a range of sea food which would hold its own
anywhere. It should not be missed.
Wednesday was our last day in France (or so we thought)
and was devoted mainly to shopping for petite cadeaux and
stores. Finally, it was back to La Coquille for a farewell
banquet. There was a slightly bizarre ending to the day as
Seymore was bitten by the cafe’s parrot which drew blood
and your scribe (sober as a judge) fell through a hole in the
marina, but no great harm was done in either case. We are
not sure about the parrot.
Thursday morning was bright and sunny with a brisk
W.N.Wly which helped us to thrash along at 6 knots.
However, these conditions did not last and when abeam of
Eckmuhl Light House we were headed and had to motor
into a strong adverse tide. Progress was very slow. It was

not possible to reach Raz de Seine in time for the flood so
we availed of a spare mooring at Audierne outer harbour
for 6 hours until the tide turned. Conditions were cheerful
and quite tranquil for our passages through the Raz and the
Chenal de Helle and also for another major event -- the
Wedding Anniversary of Clare and Seymore. This was
celebrated with more Kit Royale and Seymore did something
extraordinary to a rabbit which brought out delicate
characteristics of which I had been hitherto unaware -- a
banquet worthy of the occasion.
Conditions became murky and dismal on the passage to
St Mary’s in the Scillies. Hughtown is not one of my
favourite ports. They derive a good trade from many visiting
yachts but do little for them in return. Even the few
moorings which used to be provided for visitors outside the
harbour seem to have been removed. The situation is not
helped by an over officious and tiresome harbour master.
However, the customs officer, a true Cornish man, is most
pleasant and helpful. He kindly loaned us the H.M. Customs
mooring in the harbour for the few hours we spent there.
Late on Saturday evening we set out on the last lap home
beating into a 20 knot N.Wly Early on Sunday morning we
were entertained by a family of 30 or 40 dolphins which
stayed with us for about 3 hours. Although headed a little,
we did not have to stray too far from our rhumb line and
reached the Tuskar soon after midnight. A few hours later
tranquillity returned. The wind backed gently into the W.
the sun emerged and we had perfect conditions for our
passage up the Irish Sea. There was one last entertainment.
As we passed Bray Head a fleet of 10 German warships
sailed into Killiney bay from the N. Ensigns were dropping
like confetti.
In mid afternoon on Monday we tied up at the R.I.Y.C.
slip and it was sad to leave Joliba. After a tempestous
beginning the cruise had evolved into perhaps the best we
have ever had. In the end, it all depends on the compa.=y.
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Turkey for dinner
Paul Cooper

Despite the fact that Pat Colleran and I knew there was no
life S. of the Arctic Circle we were reluctantly persuaded
to regions S. this year, namely Turkey. So armed with suntan
oil and shorts, with thermals in mothballs, six of us headed
for Marmaris in S.W. Turkey. We had chartered a first 32
from Island Sailing and had opted for bareboat as opposed
to flotilla because we felt it would give us more freedom
to explore at will.
Advice on what to bring with us left us feeling like a
travelling grocery store as we set off from Dublin. By the
time we got to Marmaris, twelve hours later, Maurice Wilson
commented that he seemed to have been looking down a
cigar tube all day. Our destination was the Hotel Amos,
about 2 miles outside Marmaris, where Island Sailing keep
their fleet. We were to stay on board there for the first night
and after briefings and official paper work next morning
we were free to leave on our holiday proper.
Food, or at least the eating of it, occupies a significant
part of Pat’s every waking moment. It proved similar for
the other crew members and so it was with interest, if not
trepidation, that we approached our first meal that evening.
As it turned out we had a treat in store for us with lovely
fresh salads, steeped in olive oil, followed by fish kebabs,
meatballs or chicken and finished off with honey cakes or
fresh fruit and the obligatory Turkish coffee. The wine,
while not Appelation Controlee, left little to complain about
at about 30 pence a bottle and certainly had the same effect
as it’s more expensive French counterpart. While the
younger crew members decided to try the talent in the local
disco, the rest of us retired to the yacht, both full and content
and ready to face the rigours of the next two weeks. Our
plan was to sail everyday, starting early in the morning,
possibly stopping for the afternoon and then making port
at night.

The Crew. (L. to R.) Maurice Wilson, Vivienne Merriman, Valerie
Fannin, Skipper Paul Cooper, Valerie Connell, Pat Colleran.
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After spending the first day exploring Marmaris and
buying provisions we joined the rest of the fleet at Kumlu
Buku about six miles from Marmaris at the mouth of the
bay. Kumlu boasts a fine restaurant and there are showers
available also.
For our first real days sailing we headed from Kumlu to
Serce Liman, a very sheltered bay 25 miles S. The wind
started light but soon piped up to a 4-5 right on the nose.
The roller jib and slab reefed main made the yacht very
managable. However, once the headsail is reefed at all it
loses it’s shape and makes going to windward a slow process.
It took us until 1900 hrs to reach our destination, by which
time some of the crew were in mutinous humour. Serce
Liman is a totally sheltered bay which has a good anchorage
on it’s southern shore. There is a restaurant called Osmans
which is outdoor and rather primitive but the food is
adequate. You’d expect Clint Eastwood to come ridin’ over
the hill at any moment. The owner has a metal clarinet with
which he serenades his patrons. He could earn his fortune
at closing time in some of our Dublin pubs. A ship with a
cargo of glass sank at the mouth of the bay last century and
the seabed is littered with broken bits of amphora and other
artifacts. You can see them on the bottom at sixty feet but
you daren’t touch them as the Turkish authorities are very
strict on visitors robbing their heritage. We had breakfast
ashore next morning and after some sailboarding and
snorkeling we had a very pleasant sail to Bozborun or
Yesilova as it is sometimes called. It is 20 miles away around
Karaburun headland and deep into Sombeki Gulf.
Bozborun is a small boatbuilding town, where the local
boats "gulets" are built in timber. The Harbour Master was
expecting yachts that evening and proudly showed us the
shower he had constructed for their benefit. It consisted of
a standpipe on the quay which was sheltered on two sides
with the remains of broken orange boxes and on the front
with canvas. The rear of it was left open to the sea for
ventilation. We were enthralled with the place and had a
feast that night at one of the many quayside restaurants.
Next morning Vaierie Fannin’s eye was closed and puffed
up like a balloon. The restauranteur was very concerned and
brought her to the local medic. He held court nearby and
everyone in the surgery had a look and comment on the eye.
Valerie was given a prescription, which the local chemist
filled. The total cost was all of £2 and the concern and
kindness shown by the locals on this occasion was typical
of the genuinely friendly treatment we received throughout
our holiday.
The day being the Sabbath -- ours that is -- we decided
to rest and spent the entire day sitting in a quayside
restaurant/bar watching the launching of one of the
traditional gulets. It was a 70 tonner and was being launched
from a new position which had not been tried before. It
seemed that the whole town was there helping out and
advising. The operation, which took until 6 in the evening,
went like cloclwork and without apparent supervision. It was
fascinating to watch. Everytime they confronted an

Waterfront at Bozborun.
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Vivienne uses the harbour-masters shower in Bozborun. Photo: Paul Cooper

Sardunya in Wall Bay.
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unexpected problem there would be a conference and Hey
Presto! It was solved. We retired that evening well satisfied
with our hard days work and with a feast of doner kebab
under our belts.
Next day we headed for Lodos which is 20 miles along
the coast. We were told that a new restaurant had opened
there in the past week and that it was very good. We set
off in a F. 1-2, on the nose naturally, and passed close
inshore to the headland on the western edge of the Sombeki
Gulf, making for an unnamed bay about 2 miles further N.
There is a submerged rock about half a mile off this
headland that has claimed many yachts including a 90 ft
Maxi in 1984. As we entered the bay for the afternoon I
decided that it was time for a man overboard drill, so
donning a lifejacket I launched myself over the side. The
girls were on the helm at the time and Maurice and Pat had
great difficulty in getting them to turn about and treat the
exercise with some degree of seriousness. Eventually I was
picked up and we spent an idyllic afternoon swimming,
snorkeling and falling off the sailboard with regular
monotony. Valerie Fannin produced a showstopper of a
lunch of various salads. Food, once bought, had to be used
quickly as it goes off in a very short time. even with an
icebox. It is best to shop on a one or two day basis especially
for vegetables. While at anchor a local rowed out and sold
us farm fresh eggs and spuds, at a very reasonable cost. The
inshore route from this bay to Lodos, inside the islands
proved safe and easily navigable even with a large scale
chart.
Lodos was indeed lovely. It is a summer house and
restaurant complex built on an old Greek ruin. Every piece
of building material was brought in by sea as was all the
food. It is more upmarket that any other place we visited
(about £10 per head for food and drink) and the cuisine was
delicious. Hot showers are also available there.
By contrast, next morning we sailed to Selimye across the
bay from Lodos. It is a small fishing cum farming village
which meanders along the shore. The inhabitants we met
while walking along the shore were very friendly and invited
us into their homes, where a tattered family photograph took
pride of place amongst their possessions. We were offered
food and fruit which it seemed they could ill afford to give.
The shoreside restaurant invites you to "DROP YOUR
ANCHOR HERE" in hand painted red lettering. Sitting
there outside we watched the local caiques pass by, laden
with herbs and other farm produce which wafted exotic
scents across the bay.
In the afternoon we sailed to Keci Buku further up the
coast. Kadirs, our destination, lies at the top of a deep bay.
On the way up we passed an island to starboard with the
remains of an old Moorish Castle on it. There is a Yacht
Club at the head of the bay also but the approach is tricky
with a long spit of sand jutting out in a semi circle before
you reach it. We opted to moor outside Kadirs and having
done so felt obliged to eat there in the evening. On our next
visit to Turkey we would be slower to commit ourselves to
an anchorage until we had thoroughly reconnoitred. I would
recommend you to do likewise.
Our chart indicated that the town of Orhanye was about
3 km from where we were anchored, so Maurice, Valerie
and myself decided to walk there, in the prospect of finding
a bank. On our way we were befriended by two young boys
who showed us a shortcut through the fields. It was like a
journey into another era. All the work in the fields was done
manually, usually by women and there all the signs of a
simple and rugged lifestyle. The children were quite small
and thin for their age and apparently finished school at 12
years old. It was indeed fortuitous that we had found these
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young guides otherwise we would still be walking the dusty
red road in search of the town. All it consisted of was a small
shop and a Mosque. We laughed at our naivity for thinking
we might find a bank. There are only banks in 3 towns on
this stretch of the coast, Marmaris, Datca and Bodrum. On
our way back we called at the Yacht Club for a beer and
were very tempted to stay but felt obliged to eat where we
had moored, which turned out to be very good. Next
morning we set sail for Datca. With a light headwind we
were looking forward to a nice reach when we cleared the
bay and turned W. As we headed out the wind turned with
us and as usual was on the nose for the passage. This
phenomenon of constant headwinds is well known in the
area. The wind runs parallel with the coast in a mainly
eastern direction. By noon it had piped up to a 4-5 and we
sailed along under reefed headsail. As we tacked away from
the coast the wind freed us and decreased only to increase
again as we neared the shore. Eventually by evening it had
all but died out. This was typical of many a days sailing and
whereas the constant headwinds were a bit of a nuisance at
least the overall pattern was predictable.
Datca is a developed town with all the necessary facilities.
The provisioning was good and reasonably priced as were
some of the clothes shops away from the seafront. There
are two banks and a post office with international dialling
facilities. Over dinner that evening we formulated our plan
for the rest of the trip. We were eager to see as many places
as possible and so decided to make a passage across to
Fethiye on the other side of the Gulf and make our way back
up the coast to Marmaris. Fethiye is 80 miles from Datca

Launching the gulet -- 70 tons hits the water.

so we made for Kale Bay on Friday. Kale Bay is next to Serce
Liman and was ideal as a jumping off point for Fethiye,
60 miles across the Gulf. We expected Kale Bay to be
deserted as there was no mention of it in the brochures or
cruising notes. However it has a small restaurant and is used
by some of the flotillas as their barbeque area. Valerie again
turned up trumps with a lovely meal on board. We retired
early in anticipation of our arduous passage ahead. We even
went as far as setting watches. Valerie and I drew the short
straw and had to cast off at 0400 hrs.
It was dark, still and moonlit as we weighed anchor and
motored slowly out of the bay with the lights of Rhodes
glistening on the horizon. We hoisted sail once clear of the
bay and headed off on a gentle staroard reach to Fethiye.
By I000 hrs the wind had backed and we were beating again.
By two in the afternoon it had backed further to give us
a gentle port reach in F. 2-3, on course for Fethiye. At 1700
hrs we were only entering Fethiye Bay and it was evident
that we wouldn’t make it there in time for dinner, so we
altered helm for Cleopatra’s Bay on the W. Side of Fethiye
Bay. What an idyllic spot. There are two bays in one,
Cleopatra’s and Wall. There is a ruin in Cleopatra’s Bay
which has sunken into the sea and is reputed to harbour her
baths. The shore is lined with trees and filled with the sound
of grasshoppers and birds. You don’t really notice the noise
until all of a sudden, it stops completely for no apparent
reason. Then its off again. There are a number of restaurants
in the bay but the one to be recommended is the red roofed
one. We had delicious chicken cooked on wood in a clay
oven. After dinner we were treated to traditional music and
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dancing. They were treated to Paddy. Paddy won! The fish
here were so unafraid that they ate 16read from our hands
and were cheeky enough to nuzzle between our fingers to
get the last crumb. We lazed about snorkeling and
sailboarding in this beautiful place for most of the next day
and it was with some reluctance that we headed for Fethiye
in the afternoon.
Fethiya, by contrast with everywhere else we had been so
far was a bustling town which resembled some of the busier
coastal towns of the western Mediterranean. We couldn’t
berth at the marina as it was full but we managed to moor
onto a pontoon outside the Lykia hotel. The town is very
commercialised and we took an instant dislike to it.
However, once you leave the seafront and venture into the
backstreets you find yourself back in the real Turkey. We
treated ourselves to a seafood dinner of prawns and lobster.
The lobster was a "flat lobster "not found in Irish waters,
which has no pinchers. Instead it has two earlike
protuberances. It was beautifully presented and had a strong
flavour. When, next morning, Valerie was very ill, the
significance of the strong flavour became apparent. The
lesson to be learnt is that you should see your shellfish alive
before you eat it.

Cliff Tombs over the ancient city of Launos.
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There are Lycian rock tombs in the hills above Fethiye
and we visited them on Sunday morning. From the outside
they are cathederal like structures, hand carved from the
cliff face. From the inside they are small bare chambers
which are a stark contrast to their monumental exteriors.
The wind was a fresh F. 4-5 as we left Fethiye bound for
Ecincek, an inlet half way between Fethiye and Marmaris.
It is from there that the boatmen of the Ecenic Co-operative
run their tours up the Dalyan River to the ruins of the
ancient city of Caunos. Sailing from Fethiye took longer
than expected. Our private headwind had returned, so it was
dark as we entered Ecincek Bay. There are no navigation
lights in the area but some of the candles must have blown
out that night as we had great difficulty in spotting them.
The flotilla was at anchor on the eastern shore and we joined
them for the night. One of our neighbours asked us how
we fared in the storm? The storm he was referring to were
the gusts of F. 6 we got on the way in. Loss of gear was
something that worried us. We had broken a corkscrew
(overuse I suspect) and had lost a few pegs. Our fears were
allayed when we heard of some of the losses from other
yachts, everything from contact lenses to winch handles and
cockpit cushions. That night we had our only bad meal of
the trip. A new restaurant was due to open in July and
hopefully the competition will help improve the quality in

the Co-operative establishment. Tekin, the head boatman,
was alongside at 0900 hrs next morning to take us on our
tour up the Dalyan River. the river is very shallow and
clumps of reeds, up to 8 feet high, form islands making
navigation impossible except for those who know the
channels. The ancient city of Caunos, now totally landbound
was once a thriving maritime port with both a military and
a civilian harbour. Proper archeological excavations have
recently commenced there which will take years to complete.
When they are finished it will be an impressive site, as it
is it has an amphitheatre, marketplace, waterfront and a
number of temples of different eras and civilisations. The
tour was completed with lunch in a restaurant built on stilts
at the waters edge. We sailed for Marmaris that afternoon
to spend our last night alone there before before returning
the yacht on Tuesday. It was a brisk sail with a F. 4-5 close
on the staroard bow. Jumpers were donned for the first time
on the holiday and we even shipped some water. By now
the girls were used to the yacht and Vivienne Merriman
revelled in helming in the fresh conditions. That night we
made the culinary discovery of the trip -- pankebabs available form a place called "The Meathouse" in
Marmaris. We could only marvel at food and wine for 7
people for £15 total. Valerie Connell was in particularly good
form that evening and it wasn’t until we got back to Dublin
that we learned the reason. Pat and herself had become
engaged that day! Tuesday morning was devoted to
wandering around Marmaris and browsing through the
myriads of stalls and shops. There is some excellent value
in clothes, especially leather goods, if you choose carefully.
On arrival back at the Amos Hotel it was time for the
big clean up. For £30 you can have the yacht cleaned but
most people, ourselves" included, opted to do the cleaning.
Anyway we had an unfair advantage in that department.
Pat and myself had spent time before the mast, or behind
the deckscrub, on Shardana. The opposition didn’t stand
a chance and Sardunya (geranium), our yacht, was gleaming
when we were finished. There was a farewell dinner that
night which we attended. Everyone was given a prize. Ours
was a set of kebab skewers. No trip to Turkey would be
complete without a Turkish bath. We had intended going
in Fethiya but never managed it. So on Wednesday before
our bus arrived we set off to try one. The "Old Turkish
Bath" was certainly that! We, both boys and girls were
wrapped in cloths and led into a completely white tiled dome
which was sectioned into cubicles. The centerpiece was a
marble slab that would make our fellow member Dr.
Harbison green with envy. The ritual consisted of throwing
cold, then hot, then cold, etc water over oneself. The
attendant then proceeded to wash us on the slab with a
coarse facecloth and soap, finishing us off with a type of
massage which entailed some painful pinching on the back
of the legs. With certain members of the crew I felt he got
more pleasure than they did. We should have charged him
instead of him us but for £2 it had at least good
entertainment value. When you go for your Turkish bath
use the one in Fethiye. I understand it is run on a much more
professional basis and more significantly is used by the
locals, unlike the one in Marmaris.
So our holiday was ended and it was with envy that we
watched the new crews disembark from the very plane that
would bring us home. Turkey is a beautiful, unspoiled
cruising ground and I would recommend it strongly to you.
We sailed about 250 miles and stopped overnight in 12
different anchorages. Island Sailing, the charter company
we used, were both friendly and efficient. The condition of
their fleet is a credit to them and I have no hesitation in
recommending them.
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Good times in the Gulf of Gascony
W. M. Nixon

Georgina and I had been thinking about taking the family
to southern Brittany for some years, but shortage of time
at the one period in the year when we can all get away has
always been a problem. Even if we shared with another
family and brought a boat back, or else took it down, the
possibility of being delayed around Ushant and the Raz de
Sein always seems to loom large.
In 1986 it seemed to make more sense than ever before.
We’d to do some family visiting in England, so there was
only a clear fortnight for family cruising in southern
Brittany. Everything pointed to getting S. by ferry, taking
over a charter boat in the midst of the promised land, and
eventually returning direct from Roscoff to Cork.
Everything may have pointed to it, but the problem was
to push the right buttons to make it happen, Because
southern Brittany and the neighbouring coast of the Vendee
is very much the area where the French themselves do their
holiday sailing, and as the only fortnight we could get away
was plumb in the middle of August, the chances of arranging
something suitable seemed remote.
With such problems, the best thing is to go right to the
top, so we had some very agreeable meetings with the real
French ambassador. There is of course a properly accredited
official French ambassador, and my respects to him, but
those of us involved with boats tend to think of Henri
Borguet as the real French ambassador. You see, not only
is he the representative in Ireland of the French fishing
industry, a tough assignment at a time when there are too
many people chasing too few fish, but as well his contacts
throughout Brittany and the Bay of Biscay (or the Gulf of
Gascony as he’d call it) are such that if it floats or swims,
then Henri knows everything about it.

Despite her hefty nature, Vayu sailed mighty well. Photo: W.N. Nixon

The upshot of it all was that after talking around various
options, we went with the man himself aboard his 38ft sloop
Vayu, the boat’s name being Hindu for ’God of the wind’,
as Henri’s wife Francoise is a noted Indophile. Vayu is an
unusual boat for such a complete Breton to own, as she is
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Sea Perch gets the welcome mat at Hoedic.

Photo: W.M. Nixon

based on one of the Angus Primrose-designed Voyager 38
hulls, which Henri himself finished to a very high standard
from a bare moulding.
As for the accommodation, the spaciousness of these hefty
Primrose hulls is remarkable and in Vayu’s case had been
made luxurious -- the five of us fitted in so comfortably
with our intrepid skipper that tension through crowding was
totally avoided. So too was tension generally -- as Georgina
put it, in effect we were a boat with two skippers and two
cooks, with Henri himself filling a double role, but as our
notions on what constituted good cruising and good eating
coincided almost exactly, harmony reigned.
This was helped by the boy’s enjoyment of it all. Where
other kids want to fly planes or run computers, our three
-- Brian is 12, Bobby is 10, and David is 8 -- incline to being
fishing skippers. For them, it was paradise with an
experienced guide, for Henri retains a boyish enthusiasm
for all things maritime and especially anything to do with
fishing. So lines were out on every passage, a net went down
at every anchorage, and in any port there was an informed
tour of the fishing fleet and entertaining meetings with
waterfront characters, every last one of them sent out from
Central Casting.
The cruise started at La Trinite, which Henri makes his
summer base. Getting there couldn’t have been easier -down the motorway to Plymouth, across to Roscoff with
Brittany Ferries, then 2 1/2 hours driving with the car in
its ’four wheel suitcase’ mode saw us joining the boat on
the evening of Thursday August 7th.
Being such a busy yacht harbour, with it’s huge marina
and active service industry confirming it as one of France’s
yachting capitals, La Trinite tends to be seen as utilitarian
by visiting cruising yachts. But when you’re seeing Brittany
from the inside as we were, its character emerges more
strongly. The fashionable waterfront places may be
expensive, but the little yacht club, the Societe Nautique at
the S. end of the village, is pleasantly friendly with

Essence of Brittany -- Brian and Bobby playing with the dinghy at Houat.
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Setting for a golden beach day -- Vayu and some others in Anse des Soux on the south coast of lie d’Yeu.
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reasonable prices, and on Tuesdays and Fridays the market
comes to town with excellent value.
As well, La Trinite is the place where the monster
multihulls retire to breed. Having been involved in Robin
Knox-Johnston’s establishment of the new round Ireland
record with British Airways 1 back in May, even I found
myself being interested in these fantastic machines, while
the kids were in a state of permanent excitement at seeing
craft like Formule Tag, Royale, Fleury Michon, Charles
Heidsieck, Paragon and others. They lay within yards of
our berth -- typically of Henri, he reposed in style on a
mooring, knowing that the 24-hour Service de Rade
provided by launches with radios gave him instant access
to the shore while preserving a civilised distance from the
marina crowds.
We were eased gently into Breton cruising by heading out
in Friday’s sunshine for an afternoon anchorage at Beniguet
at the N.W. corner of the island of Houat, just a couple
of hours away. The Brittany of holidays is a place of rocks,
sand, sunshine and sea, and Hougat is the very essence of
Brittany. There was lunch in the cockpit, and then as a
nor’wester a couple of days previously had left some small
breakers rolling on the more exposed part of the beach,
Brian and Bobby took the inflatable surfing- naughty but
fun.
Then it was back to La Trinite for a proper storing-up
at the splendid Intermarche supermarket on the outskirts
of Auray on the Saturday morning. Water was taken aboard
the marina, and then we were off, southward bound. In the
two weeks, we were to cover only 273 miles in all, but that
took in everything a family cruise should have. When the
sailing was good, it was great.We got to 22 different places,
we visited seven islands, we anchored off at least nine
beaches, we’d grandstand views of two firework displays,
and there were so many good meals afloat and ashore that
they have now blurred into one happy memory of
gastronomic delight.
The great joy of the area is its contrasts. Admittedly the
coastal scenery is something of an acquired taste. There are
no mountains at all, but gradually you learn to savour the
difference between the rocky, sandy islands like Houat and
Hoedic, and the more rugged beauty of the very
appropriately-named Belie lie. For a complete change, an
expedition into the surging tides of the Morbihan has you
among fine houses and prosperous countryside, while a taste
of somewhere utterly foreign can be obtained by going S.
of the Loire to the sandy islands of Ile d’Yeu and
Noirmoutier -- in the former, the crowded harbour of Port
Joinville seems positively Mediterranean.
In these inner reaches of Biscay, each area claims to have
its own micro-climate of a type infinitely superior to
neighbouring regions. I’ve always thought that once you get
S. of Penmarch Point, the weather improves very markedly,
but Henri assured me that it is the Quiberon peninsula which
marks the real dividing line. Be that as it may, all our
cruising was done southward of it, and when the weather
was good, it was absolutely perfect, and on the two days
of unpleasant conditions -- well as the man said, the drizzle
was undoubtedly warmer than at home.
So generally we’d good weather, pleasant passages with
some fine sailing, and colourfully contrasting experiences.
We made most of our southing at the start, overnighting
at litttle Hoedic (the duckling to the duck of nearby Houat)
at an anchorage inside the rocks of Les Cardinaux where
the net brought up a beautiful sea perch, delicate flesh for
connoissures. Then a gentle 45-mile passage brought us to
lie d’Yeu, where Henri cleverly suggested a drying out berth
while most other boats in port were milled about either by

L’Herbaudiere is an unassumingly attractive mixture of fishing port and
yacht harbour.
Photo: W.M.Nixon

Sailing to Belle Ile -- David and Georgina.

Photo: W.M. Nixon

Straight out of a Peyton cartoon -- Vayu berthed as near as possible to
the Cafe des Matelots in the inner haxbour in Le Palais. Photo: W.M. Nixon
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the ferries from mainland (’le continent" as all the islanders
call mainland France), or the fishing fleet, who are kings
of the place. As though to underline Port Joinville’s hazards,
Red Velvet from Dun Laoghaire had been among a bunch
boats damaged by the ferry a couple of days before we
arrived.
There was much bicycling around the island next day, then
the morning after, once Vayu had demonstrated she was no
slouch among other boats when trundling along under the
MPS, we had a beach day at a golden cove called Anse des
Soux on lie d’Yeu’s southern coast before spending the night

at the lovely miniature fjord of Port de la Meule. I’d last
been there with the Vertue Icebird in 1968 when returning
single-handed from Spain, but since then it has of course
become the specialty of Bobby Barr, who begins writing to
Madame at the Restaurant du Port some eight months in
advance in order to ensure that the gastronomic highlight
which inevitable occurs there can go off without a hitch.
We’d only booked a day in advance, and had the bad luck
to coincide with two larger crews who took their eating so
seriously that each boat took it in turns to sail on ahead in
order to make the arrangements for dinner. There were
nineteen of them, all eating lobster armoricaine ........
inevitably our humbler repast was somewhat delayed.
Strong sunlight stayed with us next morning for a leisurely
run up to the homely little harbour of L’Herbaudiere at the
N. end of Noirmoutier; perfect for family cruising because,
as the man on the next boat pointed out, the marina is well
filled with shrimps which regard it as their life’s work to
be caught by intrepid junior fishermen. More contrast then
next day. Henri had a banker friend, Gilles Trousseau, who
had a place on Noirmoutier’s decidedly smooth E. side. We
anchored off, and went ashore for the classic French lunch
at his lovely cool house in the woods, and then spent the
afternoon jaunting around the Baie de Borgneuf in company
with Gilles and his sons in their dashing little Microsail
before departing for a grand sail in the late afternoon
sunshine across the mouth of the Loire. The evening saw
us getting to the huge totally artificial marina at Pornichet
on the edge of La Baule, with its 1,100 berths in an artificial
island. This is an extraordinary place, like another planet,
but as usual the boys found something of interest from the
glamour side of French yachting, Yves Pajot’s America’s
Cup challenging 12 Metre on final tuning before being
shipped to Australia.
A misty day saw us returning to La Trinite, for as it was

The little port of Sauzon on Belle Ile managed to put on its own firewords
Photo: W.M. Nixon
display.

August 15th, the town was to be en fete for a national
holiday, and that night the clouds obligingly cleared for a
rather good fireworks display. The sun was back in full
strength in the morning, and we headed out for Le Palais
on Belle Ile. This was to add several new dimensions to the
cruise, as Georgina’s parents were on holiday at Goulphar
on the W. side of the island.
There was a grand family reunion after we’d locked into
the inner basin at Le Palais on the E. coast, with Vayu taking
up a totally sheltered berth beside a bar called the Cafe des
Matelots - we were straight out of a Peyton cartoon.
Surprisingly few people bother to lock into this snug berth,
preferring the greater freedom of movement conferred by
the outer harbour, but that ’freedom of movement’ all too
often amounts to being bashed around in a swell, and swirled
about by the ferry. Admittedly when you have a long passage
in prospect, the restrictions of knowing you have to wait

Even one of our few wet days failed to dampen the charm of Ster Wenn on Belle Ile’s west coast.
i
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Photo: W.M. Nixon

for the tide for the lock gate may seem irksome, but we had
no long sails in mind, so going in there was a great
convenience, and it enabled us to enjoy Belle Ile to the full.
Le Palais itself, for all that Breton consciousness asserts
itself more markedly each year, i’s the quintessential French
town, and charming with it. Belle Ile is of course exquisite.
The following day was leisurely in the extreme, more family
gatherings and then a wander up the coast to Sauzon after
lunching off a mountain of mussels. There was yet another
firework display as this was Sauzon’s day to be en fete -it was a gallant show for a little fishing village on an offshore
island.
Unfortunately our only other damp day occured as we
were exploring Belle Ile’s W. coast, but even in those gloomy
conditions that loveliest of all inlets, Ster Wenn, was still
a gem. Then around midday the rain took off for a while,
and we went into the steep creek at Goulphar for ftrrther
family reunion at Castle Clara, and one of those magnificent
family lunches which the French do with such style. Then
the weather took a hand to send us scurrying on our way;
the sky blackened. Goulphar is no place for a boat of any
size to linger in unsettled conditions, so farewells were made
to the grandparents and we put to sea in a new cloudburst,
and headed eastward for better shelter at Houat. Georgina’s

The southeast anchorage on Houat provided excellent shelter when the wind
swung to the northwest.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
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Great sailing, bound from Houat towards the Morbihan.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

In the Morbihan, playing with the tides is part of the fun of sailing.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

brother David who works in Paris, was with us for the day,
but he enjoyed the sailing so much and liked Houat in
particular so well that it was to be a couple of days before
his parents saw him again.
The chatty French shipping forecast at 2005 hrs told us
that the wet sou’westerly would soon swing sharply nor’west,
which meant that though there was a roll coming into
Goured at the S.E. end of Houat, before the night was out
the probability was that it would be a much better place to
be than the bay off the harbour on the N. side. So down
went the hook off Goured, the rain got heavier and heavier,
Vayu rolled and rolled, but then as a feast of best roast freerange Belle lie chicken was almost ready for the table, the
wind swung round and we lay comfortably stern-to the
diminishing swell in splendid shelter. Dinner commenced,
and outside in the darkness the lights of boats came pouring
round the corner from the now exposed N. coast bay. Uncle
Henri had got it right again!
Next day was the supreme Biscay magic. A brisk northerly
wind, strong sunshine, and Houat leaping to life. It’s an
enchanting little place where cars are more or less forbidden,
a miniature paradise where we’d have loved to linger. But
that was a splendid sailing breeze, and the Morbihan called.
So after an entertaining morning on sandy, away-from-itall Houat, that night we lay in port right in the heart of the
calm dignity of the historic city of Vannes.
In between these vividly contrasting places, we’d a
marvellous sail ’across to the continent’, with a convenient
visit to the huge marina of Port du Croesty for water and
diesel before going on for an exciting jaunt on the rushing
tides of the Morbihan. there may be places with similarities
to the Morbihan, but there is nowhere quite like it. In that
splendid inland sea. The tides are not seen as an
inconvenience -- rather, they are something to be used, or
indeed played with. People spend their entire summer
holidays simply sailing up, down and all around the
Morbihan tides in all sorts of boats, and they have the time
of their lives.
It’s a place which induces a sense of excitement in even
the most phlegmatic. Technically speaking, I suppose the
release of vast quantities of negative ions by all that surging
salt water causes a feeling of well-being in anyone
experiencing it. Certainly there’s no doubt that we arrived
in the basin at Vannes in the greatest good humour.
By contrast, the following morning was one of silvery
calm to show us the Morbihan in a different mood. After
some very agreeable early morning shopping in the old town,
we dropped down the canal to a mooring at Conleau for
breakfast in the cockpit and then ambled gently among the
islands before anchoring near the S. end of the lie aux Moins
where Henri and the boys went after cockles in a big way.
Then the afternoon flood started to bring the place to life.
The sun broke through, and off we went for more riding
of the tides. Vayu can get up to eight knots under power,
and she needed all of it. We were heading for Auray, and
I suggested we might find less adverse tides along the channel
past Larmor Baden, but Henri would have none of it, we
had to go through the strongest tides for the excitement of
the fight. With our worthy skipper sounding more and more
like Inspector Clouseau in his excitement, and with the kids
cheering every fresh surge of swirling, sparklind tide, we
battled successfully with the whirlpools and eventually
reached the peace of the Auray River.
As Henri put it, we’d saved the best wine until last. The
Morbihan generally is grand, but the Auray river is sublime.
Sea and land in harmony, and at the head of it the utterly
attractive old port of Auray itself, famed for its association
with Benjamin Franklin. That renowned journalist, I was

Chateau of the Morbihan in the Conleau narrows. Photo: W.M. Nixon

AtAuray. Vayu would dry in this berth at low water, but we stayed afloat
in a pool at the south end of the quays.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

Waterfront of Auray.

Photo: W.M. Nixon

Good friends, Good times. Aboard Vayu at Auray with (L. to R.) Gerard
Esteven, Henri, Michelle Estevan and Georgina. Photo: W.M. Nixon
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delighted to observe, was commerorated by having at least
two of the waterfront bars named after him.
In Auray, we met perhaps the most remarkable of Henri’s
many friends. Gerard Evenas first went to sea in trawlers
at the age of 13. Now he owns two of the biggest fishing
vessels operating from Lorient, but though he and his wife
Michelle are now grandparents, you wouldn’t think it to see
them, and they are bringing youthful enthusiasm to their
newest project, the miniature liner Georges Cadoudal.
This vessel is a complete floating restaurant, going on
popular day cruises in much of the area we’d covered. But
as we consumed hearty helpings of luscious Auray oysters
from her Space Age galley, Gerard told us of his plans to
expand the business by selling the Cadoudal and replacing
her with a new small liner with proper passenger sleeping
cabins for the more extended cruises on the entire fascinating
coast between Penmarch and La Rochelle.
As we’d seen, it really is a marvellous world unto itself,
so who knows, maybe we were witnessing the birth of a
complete new shipping line. Stranger things have happened
-- after all, Brittany Ferries started from the requirement

of Breton farmers for greater exporting of their products;
car ferries came later.
So appropriately it was towards Brittany Ferries at
Roscoff on the N. coast that we now began moving. But
it was done as painlessly as possible. Instead of the fogs of
Finisterre, we had a nostalgically leisurely last day, dropping
downriver in the morning for breakfast at Le Rocher among
the trees, then calling at Port Navalo before a final island
stop and yet more fishing at little Meaban outside the
Morbihan entrance.
Then back again to bustling La Trinite, which now almost
seemed like home. But though home was actually some
hundreds of miles away, getting there was a gentle business
after taking our departure from Vayu and her splendid
skipper. A rural day crossing Brittany, a pleasant evening
in Morlaix, then aboard the ferry and we supped at home
the following night. Brittany had been great, easygoing
cruising. And France had been marvellous. In fact, we’d
almost go and live there, were it not for the fact that doing
so would deprive us of the singular pleasure of visiting the
place.
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The Southern Route: Galway Hooker
"Saint Patrick’s" Atlantic Voyage
Paddy Barry

In November 1984, Opsail of New York had invited us to
take part in the Parade of Sail which would take place on
July 4, 1986 to celebrate the centenial of the Statue of
Liberty.
We had sailed in July 1985 from Dublin to Tenerife in
the Canary Islands. There the Hooker had been hauled up.
We were now about to put to sea again, bound for New York
City.
Danny Sheehy and myself were out on April 19th. Danny,
a woodwork teacher by background, now fishes for a living
in his home waters around the Blaskets. He had last sailed
on Saint Patrick in 1981 when we went to Spain. The
condition of the boat we found to be even worse than we
had expected, her paint was peeling and blistered, her seams
were opened badly, shakes had shrunk in her spars.
For two weeks we toiled, relieved only by the doubtful
attractions of cheap drink and late nights. We employed a
shipwright to recaulk her. We located a twenty five foot
stick, not easy in these parts, and made a new gaff to replace
the one broken in a gybe last year. The blocks were greased,
the lines end for ended, the sails reinforced in places and
the engine serviced and started. Newly painted we launched
and held our breath.

Leaving Los Cristianos, Tenerife.

Photo: Kevm Cronin

The pumping reduced quickly to a tolerable level. We put
aboard 23 five-gallon jerry cans of water and diesel for 400
miles. The passage to Bermuda was targeted at 30 days. We
carried provisions for a 15 day overrun plus emergency
liferaft rations, 20 kgs. of figs and 20 kgs of fruit, nut and
glucose bars.
A week after launching, Kevin Cronin, Sean Mullan,
Johnny Walsh and Colm Dubh O’Mealoid joined us. Kevin,
Sean and Johnny had crewed out last year. For Colm this
was his first sailing passage of any length. However he is
from Connemara and is familar with the hookers and the
badoiri who worked them. He also plays the ’box’.
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On Monday, May 12th with a forecast of a NEly F. 7 at
our back, we untied from the harbour wall and faced to the
S.W. The Canary Islands are at Lat 28N. To get solidly into
the trade wind belt we planned to get a couple of hundred
miles further to the S. In doing so we also had to clear the
islands of Gomera and Hierro, which lay 70 miles to the
S.W.
As we reefed to a strengthening wind the evening grew
grey and almost Irish, not very tropical at all. By dusk all
reefs were in and both headsails were down. Occasional gusts
had threathened the flying jib or the bowsprit. Provided we
kept strictly stern on to the wind and sea we were in control.
At the 2200 watch change Danny said "We’ll have to get
the sail off her". "No" I said, "Keep her going as we are,
we want to get away from these bloody islands, with their
currents and downdrafts, as quickly as we can".
We were doing watches in pairs, 4 hours on, 8 hours off.
Despite being whacked, I couldn’t get to sleep. It’s always
the same for the first couple of off-watches. The boat’s gear
seemed to be taking a hammering. In my dozing I felt the
movement become less regular and the noise of the wind
and water seemed to rise. I tried to ignore it. I woke to the
sound of a tremendous crashing noise blocking out all other
sounds and found myself dropped out of my bunk on to
the port bunk opposite. I saw the pressure cooker in the air
and water flowing solidly through the main-hatch. Rushing
towards the hatch, in the oilskins that I had never taken off,
I met Colm rising from the port quarter bunk. He had taken
the torrent full on. He got the engine started and the belt
driven pump working.
It was 0300 hours. The lads on deck were all there, held
aboard by their harnesses. The running rigging was in a
mess. The mainsail was torn. The wave which knocked us
down had come ahead of the beam, Sean said, a wall of
water roaring down on us. It took all of us over an hour
and a half to get the mainsail down and the foresail up. In
an hours time Colm and I would be on again. Some first
night out!
By the afternoon of the following day the sun was out
and the wind and seas were down. We surveyed the damage,
torn mainsail, broken VHF aerial, top mastband torn off.
That wave had run right over us. All of those were fixable,
as far as we could see. However, more seriously, the rudder
had come loose in its irons. The shrinkage of the timber,
aggravated by the heavy battering had caused that. We
considered whether to put back for repairs. ’Carry on", I
decided. Fortunately we were successful in getting all into
sailing shape again, due in no small measure to Colm’s work.
A couple of days later, on reaching 25 N, we made our
turn to the W. and now felt truly on our way.
Day followed night, night followed day. The fresh
provisions were mostly gone and the green bananas and
tomatoes were starting to ripen nicely. We cooked in pairs,
by rota, every third day. Breakfasts were ’ad hoc’, taking
place any time between 0600 and 1300 hours. Lunch was
prepared by the cooks, usually a rice salad or the likes, and

We ran before a night time rain squall. Sean and Danny.

Photo: Kevin Cronin

Dawn.

Photo: Kevin Cronin
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eaten on deck. One bottle of wine between six of us would
wash it down.
All had agreed that a fairly robust approach would be
maintained towards keeping our speed up, tempered of
course with prudence. Our ship was, after all, nearly 80 years
old and for 50 of those years had worked cargo 6 months
of the year. This was considerably more service than any
yacht of a similar age might have seen. The men who built
her, Pat and Joe Casey of Mweenish near Carna, were
masters of their trade. There was never a boat that came
out of that family’s yard, over three generations, that wasn’t
sweet and strong. Saint Patrick hadn’t let us down. It was
up to us to play our part.
And so we changed her sail area, up and down as the wind
dictated, without waiting for the change of watch. Reefing
is a four man job. The pair due on next watch were called
for this.
At the end of the first week we had covered daily 65, 109,
111, 86, 94, 105, and 132 miles, a total of 702. Those early
days had slowed us but our target of 100 mikes a day to
make the passage to Bermuda in 30 days looked attainable.
We were discovering that, at this time of the year, the so
called "N.E. trades" actually blow from the E. mostly. This
of course was clear to be seen from the pilot chart. For the
Hooker the dead aft wind is a nuisance, the headsails tend
to be blanketed behind the very big mainsail. So for much
of the time we found ourselves tacking downwind to keep
the wind on our quarter and gain speed. By and large we
had too little wind rather than too much.
Each day we baked soda bread in the oven and what a
treat that was with strawberry jam. My own reputation as
a poor cook was reinforced by making an ’Erin’ dinner on
salt water. Too late I read the instructions -- they have
provided all the ingredients, including salt. Luckily both
Sean, our quartermaster, and Johnny are excellent cooks,
dare I say ’Chefs’ and we looked forward to their return.
The first time we caught a fish on the line we were like
children with excitement. ’You’d think we had never before
seen a fish" said Danny. Mind you Kevin had been nursing
the trailing fishing line for a week before this catch. ’Surfacefishing" he described it. His bag was a dolphin fish! This
is not related to the mammal dolphin but is more like a small
tuna. We later caught a barracuda but the ’dolphin fish’
were our mainstay. About once a week they gave us a change
of diet.
While we steered by grid compass and trailed a Walker
Log our position fixes were by intersection of sunsight
position lines. Because of sleeping and watch arrangements,
normally the first sight of the day would be the noon sight.
The second sight, to give the all important longitude, would
be in the late afternoon when the sun was gone round to
the W. Thus our daily position plots were 1700 hour
positions mostly. Some days I didn’t bother. This navigating
thing can be taken to extremes!
By the end of our second week out the crosses advancing
across the chart were approaching the fold which marked
42° W. We decided that this would be mid-Atlantic and that
its crossing should be suitably celebrated. By Monday
evening our daily progress for the second week had been
134, 130, 113, 95, 106, 98, and 104 miles, a total of 780.
Engine use so far was about 6 hours. Since leaving Tenerife
we had met whales, Portugese men of war, a floating radio
beacon, several overflying aircraft and two ships on the
horizon. We had kept the boat pumped and, so far,
managed to repair the rigging and sails whenever necessary,
which was daily. We had a fairly good card game going,
the stakes being in dollars in anticipation of our eventual
landfall. We had confined ourselves to two bottles of wine

a day and of course the tot of spirits after the last night
watch. And we hadn’t had a single heated word. The crack
was very good most of the time and at worst subdued.
Twice a week we made contact on the shortwave radio
with Ireland giving our position and exchanging news. This
year we were legal and operating in the high-frequency 20
metre amateur band. Only once in poor promulgating
conditions had I had to use morse. Salt water dripping on
to the morse-key was no help.
Now in our third week the wind seemed to become fitful.
From radio contact we heard this to be the case over a wide
area, even several hundred miles to the S. ’Ocean Passages
for the World’ instructs that a sailing vessel should "cross
the meridian of 40° W. in Lat. 25° N. which parallel should
be preserved until the meridian of 60° W. is reached, when
a course for Bermuda may be steered."
This very westward 60° Long adds several hundred miles
to a more direct course. Undoubtedly there was good reason
for it but right now the sailing wind appeared to be no worse
on the more direct line. And the old sailing ships did not
have diesel engines. We did.

Colm cutting his birthday cake, a single candle adorns it.
Photo: Kevin Cronin

So we allowed our track to gradually turn to the N.W.
The engine was used intermittently for a few hours at a time
when we got fed up sitting in the same place. About this
time we took to swimming on a regular basis, every two or
three days.
Occasionally squalls would keep us on our toes.
Sometimes we dropped sail, sometimes we kept it up and
just held on running before it, hoping for it to blow over
quickly. Our action was decided largely by the mood of the
watch at the time.
The moon, which we had seen grow nightly from slender
beginnings to full size and then reduce again, was now gone
from sight. This made for better star watching -if only we
knew which were which. A nautical almanac is not the best
guide to casual star identification. Shooting stars and
satellites abounded.
Weed began to appear on the sea surface, every 100 metres
or so at first and a couple of days later at about 5 metre
centres in all directions, balls about 300ram round and down
to a depth of a couple of metres at least. The fishing season
was temporarily suspended, but we persevered with our log
line. The watch distances were too important psychologically
to capitulate to the weed. Although this led to some
optimistic guesses at ’weed losses’, sadly to be corrected by
the following sun-sights.
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now. It had up-market restaurants and boutiquey shops and
a couple of pubs where your basic bottle of beer cost $2.25.
An interesting local drink we found was ’dark and stormy’,
a rum based concoction. St. George is a major staging point
both for cruising yachts and for charter yachts. Several of
the Caribbean charter fleets were returning to the States for
the summer. A few of the Tall Ships bound from Europe
to New York for the Parade of Sail were there too. If we
thought we had seen elegant yachts before they were only
dinghies compared with some of the hardwear round here.
On Jagari, 150ft. O.A., I was asked "Paddy, would you
mind closing that saloon door as it overworks the
airconditioning when open"! This was Italian owned, built
by Abeking and Rusmussen. She looked as if she could sail
too.
Three of our wives arrived, by air a few days later. The
following week was spent in hedonistic style, lazing, eating,
sleeping in beds with real sheets and even doing some sailing!
St. George, Bermuda, alongside Somers Wharf. Photo: Kevin Cronin
We travelled the 15 miles or so to Hamilton, the capital,
busy with its cruise liners, yachts and tourist boat trips. We
tied alongside at Barrs Bay Park, an excellent berth free from
the wash of passing traffic and centrally located. Peculiarly
Week three gave us 122, 129, 136, 124, 106, 95 and 130 it is not mentioned in Voegli’s sailing guide to the islands.
miles -a total of 842. It also brought Colm’s birthday. For It is also free of charge, no mean consideration in a place
this, naturally, we baked a cake. A degree of inventiveness where prices are high. How would you like to pay $7 for
a hamburger dinner?
was brought to bear on the manufacture of this.
Bermuda is a semi-circular string of coral islands bridged
It’s base was the soda bread mix. To this we added raisins,
a pineapple, a couple of ’Mars Bars’, seasoning and, to liven together. The other semi-circle is there all right, just beneath
it up, poteen. This was baked in a circular biscuit tin, all
the surface. Even within the circle reefs abound. The
done in secret while Colm was kept on deck on various channels are well marked, but cruising within the area
pretexts. After that nights dinner the cabin rang to ’Happy demands alert pilotage.
During our ten day stay we were generously looked after,
Birthday’s and other songs. Such a fine cake could not be
and
also got in a share of sightseeing under sail. From
taken dry, so an additional wine issue was raised from stock.
A further reason for celebrating was that we had finally Hamilton we went on day trips to Cavello Bay, Scarborough
done something about the leak. Our rate of pumping had Cove, and to a beautiful sheltered area off the U.S. Naval
been far too high, 150 strokes per hour plus, but because Annex, not mentioned at all in Voegli’s book. Bermuda is
we were used to it had done nothing about it. In a recent
calm spell we snorkelled beneath the hull and eventually
found some loose caulking -- in the last place we looked!
This was at the sternpost over about half a metre. After this Fireboats came out to us in Boston. Photo: J. Davis Boston
was hammered back into place pumping was halved.
Progress towards Bermuda felt spasmodic, though in fact
we exceeded 100 miles each day. The erratic track was largely
a result of trying to get the best sailing speed out of the wind.
We made full use of diesel in calms at this stage. This was
partly out of desire to make progress and partly out of
awareness that the hurricane season had started. We had
heard during the previous week that The Pride of Baltimore
had gone down with four crew lost.
Friday night of the fourth week out the boat was, as
Danny said, "Like the last day in boarding school". The
wind had been good to us for the previous couple of days.
Sights had been meticulously taken and even more carefully
calculated and plotted. Bermuda is only 150 ft. high, not
much higher than the Saltees, 20 miles long and the ocean
currents hereabouts run at up to 3¼ knot, variable in
direction.
Just before dawn on Saturday we saw the light flashing.
Quiet relief and exultation. We timed the flashes, just to
be sure. Yes it was Gibbs Hill allright, one every 10 seconds.
The day broke over an empty sea. Here we all were
shampooed and ready for shore and no land in sight. Only
the sound of Radio ZBM assured us that we had not been
dreaming. Mid-day we were tied alongside Somers Wharf
in Saint George, 26 days out for the passage of 2,900 miles.
St. George is not unlike a smaller colonial version of
Kinsale. It has a well honed awareness of its antiquity,
relatively speaking -- we were in the U.S. Tourist country
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The Hero’s Return -- St. Patrick comes home.

Photo: Tom Lawlor

Some way Io cross the Atlantic.
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Lower New York Harbour.

Photo: Kevin Cronin Anchored in lower New York harbour. Verragano Narrows Bridge. Yes
here are four Currachs!
Photo: kevin Cronin

a sailing paradise of clear waters, sandy coves, low wooded
islands and warm breezes. But we weren’t sorry when the
time came to leave. This was only a way point for us. We
still had 700 miles to go to Boston.
On June 19th an early start, an awful morning under
reefed sail saw us off as the last of the Newport racing fleet
was coming in. I mistook a buoy on the outer reef but we
got away with it and we settled into a routine, almost
forgotten. The first day was miserable. The wind, from
behind, with heavy rain squalls every couple of hours varied
from nothing to a ’dropping of all sail’ wind. The following
day, Friday, we saw the sun again and dried out in a good
sailing breeze.
The sea temperature was taken at 23 o. Saturday afternoon
a squall from the N.E. had us reefed right down and
reaching away westward of our course. That squall never
let up. In the early stages a sea temperature, taken on a
hunch, showed a rise to 25°. We were now in the Gulf
Stream -- and the conditions showed all the signs of it. We
were in a large scale wind over tide situation, with the 23A
knot stream running directly into the gale. And there was
to be no let up 6 hours later either.
Through the rest of Saturday and all Sunday the seas grew
higher. We reached under jib , beam on or therabouts,
turning our quarter to meet any breaking wave top that
threatened us. The forecast when we left had promised us
a shallow low with head winds, but not this. Gradually the
boat, and much within it, became saturated. By Monday
conditions were eased but not to the extent that anyone felt
like cooking or eating. It was still soup, tea and goulash to
keep body and soul together.
By Monday evening it was eased sufficiently to get the
mainsail up again. We cooked a meal and all felt the better
for it. We also got sights, which put us 90 miles to the W.
of our intended course outside Nantucket shoals and Cape
Cod. We decided to take the inside route.
On Wednesday morning we tied alongside a jetty in
Vineyard Haven on the island of Martha’s Vineyard. "They
all look like Kennedys" said Kevin. A friendly place, lovely
people, great sailing boats. This felt like an area where it
would be nice to live even if the water was decidely nippy.
On Thursday, partly under motor, we made passage
through Woods Hole, Buzzards Bay and Cape Cod Canal
to finish in Scituate, S. of Boston. We still hadn’t cleared
customs or immigration but we had phoned ahead. We were
expected the following day in Boston harbour at noon.
A police boat in Boston harbour put the shudders on us
as we came in; until we saw that it was down to the gunwales
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with people, cameras, T.V. and flashing lights. ’Failte go
Boston", spoke out the loud hailer. Tugs and fireboats,
followed by food. drink, celebrations, speeches and music
took up the next few days. We sailed to Savin Hill within
Boston Bay and brought people sailing from there. The
hardest thing to come by was Sleep.
Leaving about midnight Sunday we went 90 miles S.W.
for Newport covering some of the same ground as the
previous Thursday. Time was tight so we used motor to

Lady Liberty and a double block.

Kevin Cronin

make against the prevailing SWly. A good time was had by
all in Newport -- the mayor is Irish, and the next afternoon
we left for a 105 mile overnight leg S.W. to Riverside where
ourselves and a Danish ship were being hosted.
At 0600 hours on Thursday western Long Island Sound
in the early haze saw ships ghosting out under sail from
coves, harbours and inlets, all pointing W. for New York.
The 250 vessel Opsail Fleet, bar about 20 of the very tallest
which wouldn’t fit, were to pass under Throg’s Neck Bridge
and informally sail down the E. River through New York
that morning. We had a crowd on board and had a great
time sailing close in by the E. side of Manhattan enjoying
the cheering and the crack with the crowds on shore. ’Did
you really come from Ireland in that?" they would shout.
We stoked the fire to raise more smoke.
The parade of Tall Ships on the 4th July was everything
it was hyped up to be -- with an estimated 40,000 spectator
boats. The wind blew force 5 from dead astern most of the
route as we tried to avoid gybing into some of the best
known sailing boats afloat.
Over the week we stayed in New York we berthed in South
City Seaport, Morris Canal Basin on the New Jersey side,
then back to Pier 83 on Manhattan’s West Side. We sailed
the Hudson and the Lower New York Harbour with groups
from Irish bars in New York and on Thursday July 10th
fought the ebb tide through Kill Van Kull into the port of
Newark.
The hooker was lifted ashore for shipment to Liverpool.
There the six of us gathered again on August 1 st where she
was put in the water and rigged. Sailing past the N. coast
of Wales we saw the Isle of Man in the distance. We resisted
the temptation to divert.
On Monday August 4th we sailed by the Kish Light. Saint
Patrick was home again.
In hindsight, for the purposes of making an Atlantic
crossing, it was hardly necessary to lay up in the Canaries,
but to take the Southern route was the right course for the
Hooker. It was a pity not to visit the West Indies, we weren’t
that far away. We had a short wave transmitter/receiver
which worked well for communications but a better marine
frequency receiver for weather information would have been
desirable. We did not alter our rig, there was no need to
with our 6 crew, but we were impressed by the reported
reliability on many yachts of mechanical aids to short
handed sailing, principally roller headsails and self steering.
And a personal view -- all that stuff about going below in
a gale and relaxing while you sit it out -- you must be joking!

Happy Men. Kevin, Danny, Colin, Paddy, Johnny and Sean (L. to R.)
Photo: J. Davies Boston Herald
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Los Cristianos, Tenerife
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4
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South City Seaport, NY
Morris Canal New Jersey
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0
7
not logged
not logged
4

1
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1

6
3
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1
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Icarus explores northern France and Spain
Terence Kennedy

After the frustrations of 1985, we decided that we must have
a long cruise this year. First we took the boat down to the
Hamble and, after an interval of a few weeks, we left in
mid-June for a cruise of nearly seven weeks.
lcarus is a Moody 36 and Bridget and Terence Kennedy
were the only pair aboard throughout the two and a half
thousand miles. Also with us at various times were David
and Sheila Chamberlain, Dick Hind, Malcolm Kelly, Peter,
Mary and Lisa Browne, John and Nepole Williams with two
small children and not least, our own Peter Kennedy.
The voyage to the Hamble started on 1 lth May. It turned
out to be an extremely challenging sail with winds of gale
force plus for much of the way to Holyhead. Thereafter we
had free sailing and we left lcarus in Moody’s hands at the
Hamble prior to the cruise proper. We had logged 557 miles
from Strangford.
June 18th -- Start of the cruise proper: Peter, Mary and
Lisa Brown joined us with Malcolm Kelly as far as the
Channel Islands. After a short trip to Yarmouth, I.O.W.
we sailed in a fresh easterly to Alderney, averaging over 7
knots. The sea was a little bumpy and the transdermal
Scopolamine anti-seasickness patches were not 100070
successful. We left Malcolm behind and with his
instructions, sailed through the Swinge Channel in thick
weather to St. Peter Port, Guernsey -- crowded as ever. We
were nearly put ashore when a large motor boat inside us
parted her moorings and drifted whilst her crew were ashore.
The mooring warps were as scruffy as the boat; Guernsay
is famous, not only for its sweaters, but also for Bucktrouts
excellent throw away gin of which we acquired a stock.
June 21st there was a bad forecast with very poor
visibility. After some hesitation the original forecast of N.E.
8 was reduced to 6 and we then sailed in a decreasing wind.
We had hoped to sail to Treguuier, but becasue of our
postponed start, we were caught by the strong E. going tide,
so settled for Lezardrieux. Landfall among the outer rocks
was hazardous with visibility less than ¼ mile. With a 3 knot
cross tide the passage into the river was worrying even with
the aid of Decca and Vigil radar; the latter is fine but does
not tell you which rock is which!
Lezardrieux is an attractive village with a good marina
in the tidal river. We were given "drinks all round" because
France had just won their match in the World Cup.
In N. Brittany the weather was poor with overcast, rain
and poor visibility, but at least the basic wind was N.E.,
pushing us rapidly along the coast. On June 22nd we holed
up in a big modern marina in Perros-Guirec. As with several
marinas in this area, entry is controlled by a sill and is only
open two hours or so on either side of high water. Many
of the houses are built with red granite. This area, in fact,
is called the "Cote de Granite Rose".
Our next port of call was Primel in the Bale de MorPaix.
Here we anchored and were a little embarrassed to ground
slightly at low water. The village of Diben, on the other side
of the bay, has a large fish factory and fisherman’s co-op
shop. Entrance to the bay through a narrow rock-channel
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is, in fact, not too difficult. Primel is to be recommended.
On June 24th the wind had veered S. around force 6.
Going through the Chenel de Batz we had hoped to go
ashore on this lovely island but were inhibited by the strong
onshore wind, the ebbing tide and not least, the shaky
outboard. We therefore went bowling along in rather poor
visibility to L’Abervrach. In the whole of France this is
perhaps our least favourtie port. There is a poor pontoon
and the advertised duty free shop is long since closed. We
did however have a superb meal of fruit de mer, moules,
steak etc.
The Chenel du Four is often described as a problem but
the tides which we met on our S. passage never exceeded
3½ knots and looked like a fiat calm compared to
Strangford River. We had a pleasant sail to Camaret meeting
two large French Training schooners on passage N. Camaret
is an excellent harbour with good facilities. Whilst here we
noticed that the Vigil radar was falling off the mast, so Peter
brought it down and we looked, with no success, for suitable
self tapping screws. The problem had probably arisen from
the use of the spinnaker pole uphaul, attached to the radar
bracket, to secure the Firdel radar reflector. In the storm
in the Irish Sea this must have flogged around and destroyed
the bracket fastenings. It was in Camaret that we first used
the folding Bickerton bicycle, which proved so useful in
getting to the boulangeries for breakfast croissants.
On June 26th we sailed through the dreaded Raz de Sein
in a fiat sea and because of a head wind we opted for
Audierne. Here we moored at St. Erette. Peter and Mary
decided to take the inflatable ashore but again the outboard
played up. Two young Germans from a neighbouring boat,
picturesquely called Bliss of Sorrow, were able to help us
out. We had a short trip up the river to this very attractive
little fishing town but unfortunately, one cannot stay here
without drying out.
The following day, with a leading wind, we were able to
use the spinnaker for the first time and averaged 7 ¼ knots
for the 34 miles around Pte. de Penmarch to Benodet. This
is a favourite place for many, but disappointing for us. The
Browns left and were replaced by daughter Nepole, her
husband John and grandchildren Paul (3) and Jenny (1).
The marina at Benodet is not good and the shore facilities
poor, though improvements are being made. It is difficult
to see why the place is so popular.
June 29th -- The grandchildren were no trouble on board
and brought better weather -- in fact bright hot sunshine
for the next two weeks. The basically northerly airstream
persisted. To test out the youngsters we had a gentle sail
around the corner to cConcarneau.. T.K. and John spent
some time finding self tapping screws to fix the radar and
learnt the S/S in French is "Inox" After two hours in the
bosun’s chair John restored Vigil to action. Concarneau is
a most attractive port with a beautiful old walled town ,
something of a tourist trap. We had a look at the moorings
in Kerleven Bay, just outside the port, but the water here
is very shallow and exposed to the N.W.

On 30th we had a fast spinnaker run to Lorient where
we picked Kerneval, recommended in Adlard Coles Pilot
-- don’t be fooled by this, the fashionable shops and the
restaurants that he mentions do not exist and the moorings
are much disturbed by an endless procession of big
fishermen, destroyers and even submarins. We were,
however, interested to get a close view of the notorious
concrete U-Boat pens of the Second World War.
On leaving next morning we found that our excellent
Stowe depth sounder had gone on the blink. We carried an
old Seafarer but this too was unreliable. So for the next three
weeks we had to rely on a simple lead line.

Cottages of Belle lie.

Photo: W.M. Nixon

A pleasant 32 mile sail took us first to Port Tudy -- Iie
de Groix for lunch, and then on to Le Palais -- the
incrediblely crowded harbour of Belle Ile. John West
couldn’t have packed boats in closer and the recurrent wash
of two large ferries simply added to the fun. Le Palais is
an attractive little town, somewhat reminiscent of Peel.
Next day, seeking repairs to the depth sounder and the
outoard, Le Trinite seemed to be the most likely place.
However, we were very disappointed by the facilities of this
major yachting centre so we moved off empty handed to
a good marina at Port Haliguen. It was facinating to watch
a Frenchman, with wife and small child, berth a 32ft boat
without engine, sailing and sculling with a large oar. In the
Baie de Quibenon there are an enormous number of yachts
of all sizes. Every Frenchman seems to own a boat and there
are also an enormous number of houses along every mile
of the coast. There appears to be no planning permission
requirment in Brittany.
On July 3rd we visited one of our favourite islands -Houat -anchoring off Teacher Gouret on the S.E. side.
There is a glorious topless beach, and there are similar
beaches on the N. and S. sides, catering for almost all winds.
In the middle of the land there is a delightful village -complete with town hall. In the evening we had a fast reach
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to the Morbihan and then up against the very strong tide
to an anchorage off Ile ar Gazet.
When we left next morning John likened our arrival in
the main ebb stream to "stepping on to an escalator". We
had a forty mile trip to Pornichet (La Baule) for a crew
change. This was a very fine day, with very little wind,
involving much motoring. We visited Port Navallo at the
mouth of Morbihan, not attractive -- then we went into the
marina at le Crousty to collect a new spring for the
outboard. For lunch we anchored in the attractive little
harbour of Hoedic. This is just E. of Houat, is smaller and
perhaps less attractive than its bigger neighbour. Poenichet
is a large marina with excellent facilities. Here Peter joined
us for the rest of the cruise and we had an excellent farewell
dinner with John and Nepole. Fortunately they did not take
the hot fine weather away. The wind remained in the N.W.
around F. 5. So that we made the 47 mile passage outside
Ile Noirmoutier to St. Gilles-sur-Vie in less than 7 hours.
Gilles is a fishing port with a marina in a river. It is definitely
not recommended, as a 3 knot tide runs through the marina.
We found it desperately crowded as an off shore race had
been postponed because of strong winds -- actually no more
than F. 5. We eventually made fast alongside a large
schooner, one of four boats made fast to the end of a
pontoon. We wondered whether the whole affair would
break adrift in the strong wind and tide.
On July 7th we again had a long spinnaker run 50 miles
to La Rochelle. We spent the first night there in the huge
marina at Port des Minimes. A ferry bus (Bus de Mer) runs
regularly from the marina into the old port. Next day we
motored up between Tour St. Nicholas and Tour de la
Chaine into the Vieux Port where we had an excellent dinner
in the beautiful old town. This must surely be the most
attractive port on the whole of the French Biscay coast.
We were only three at this stage, but Peter is young and
strong and the wind remained northerly, so we decided to
make the 208 mile pasage to Santander. We motored out
in a flat calm, but by midday a nice northerly had filled in
and evenly settled about F. 4. We ran with the spinnaker
from midday until 0200 when, sailing by the lee, the kite
twisted around the forestay. A highlight of the whole cruise
was the evening meal in warm sunshine, eating artichokes
with a bottle of red wine, whilst the auto helm and spinnaker
kept us bowling along at 7 knots; this is my idea of cruising.
Soon after dawn next day we reset the spinnaker, which we
carried for nearly 21 hours out of a total 32 hours for the
passage.
We had been warned that Decca results in the Bay of
Biscay might be unreliable. We had noticed poor results S.
of Lorient and when close to the Spanish coast the plots
became quite unreliable. Santander is a big but attractive
city on a large river and is of course a terminal for the ferry
from Plymouth which we met as we arrived. We anchored
off the Royal Yacht Club. When we returned aboard we
found that someone in the Club had thrown a cigarette stub
over the balcony, landing it on one float of our inflatable
which was punctured. This confirmed our view that smoking
is a bad habit!.
Shopping in the market was enormously entertaining and
incredibly cheap. Gin £2, wine as little as 25 pence per litre
on draught. Fruit and sea food were the best buys.
Not many British boats visit the Basque country -- the
N.W. corner of Spain is much more popular. Not having
enough time to do this, we decided to explore the coast
eastwards, armed with Adlard Cole’s excellent South Biscay
Pilot. The weather was overcast due to a low over central
Spain, so that clouds masked the mountains inland. The
coast is rugged and very beautiful with charming fishing

The basin in Vannes is under the trees right next to the city centre.
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villages every few miles. Our first port of call was the
outstandingly beautiful village of Castro Urdiales where the
harbour is dominated by an old castle and a cathedral. This
was a hop of some 30 miles and next day we sailed another
28 miles -- again running as the wind had swung into the
N.W. -- to Elanchove, a charming little village, rather like
Poperro -- without the hoards of visitors. The village is
perched on a cliff, only to be explored by hardy athletic
crews. The harbour is tiny and we had difficulty finding a
berth. Four or five visiting yachts is just about it’s capacity.
On July 13th we sailed another 32 miles, stopping for
lunch in another most attractibe and well sheltered harbour
-- Gueteria. This was perhaps the most attractive of all the
places that we visited. It was fascinating to find fish being
barbecued in the main street. Later in the day we sailed on
to San Sebastian. At this stage we had sailed 525 miles since
leaving Concarneau and used the spinnaker for 41 hours.
Some boats have all the luck!
San Sebastian is a fine spacious city with good shops of
all kinds. The dock is small and space to berth is decidedly
scarce, so it is advisable to arrive not too late in the day.
This was sadly the end of our short visit to Spain and on
July 14th we sailed for Royan in the mouth of the Gironde.
Now we had to pay for all our down wind sailing. The wind
remained in the N. gradually veering. We motor sailed for
24 hours until we were close to the mouth of the Gironde
Estuary. Here there were problems as we had no detailed
chart, just the excellent sketch chart in South Biscay Pilot,
no depth sounder and visibility just 1 mile. However, the
radar and Decca were working. In the haze we sighted what
appeared to be a cardinal buoy. We approached to establish
its identity only to find that it was the mast of a wreck! Our
lead line gave a depth of 8 metres so we sheered off smartly.
We arrived in Royan after a passage of almost 28 hours
for the 162 miles, with just 23 hours of motor sailing. Adlard
Coles rather plays down Royan. It is, in fact, an excellent
marina with very good shops and a fashionable resort town.
We enjoyed it, but of course we had recovered the sun which
we missed in Spain. There was no time to dally as we had
arranged a crew change in Vannes, Morhiban, three days
later.
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On July 16th, in light airs, we motor sailed 70 miles past
La Rochelle to les Sables d’Olonne. This is a fashionable
resort with miles of huge concrete hotels and apartment
blocks, rather like the Costa del Sol, in southern Spain.
There is, however, an excellent marina up the river, with
pleasant shops and restaurants, in the small town of la
Chame on the north bank. This port is recommended as an
alternative to St. Gilles-sur-Vie.
The next day, the wind remained N.W. from 12 -- 20
knots so we motored sailed 25 miles to Ille d’Yeu, anchoring
at a pleasant beach, Anse des Vielles. Our engine is a 35
h.p. Thorneycroft and we are not ashamed to use it. This
is a pleasant anchorage, well sheltered from northerly winds.
There are many holiday bungalows on the island but the
ambience is no better than moderate.
Next day we again sailed N. When we were off Ile
Noirmoutier Malcolm Kelly on Starwalker called us and we
found we were only 6 miles apart on a reciprocal course.
Malcolm had sailed with us to Alderney and after some
discussion we both diverted to Pornic. The marina here is
excellent and a walk past Bluebeard’s Castle took us to an
excellent restaurant where we all had a fabulous meal. We
had sailed 50 miles from lie d’Yeu and this made the meal
even better.
Early on July 19th we sailed for Morbihan, often with
motor assistance. Catching the foul tide we sailed up the
east channel, meeting several 6 metres and the like beating
down against the fantastic tide. At the very top we berthed
alongside in Vannes where we were joined by David and
Sheila. Vannes is a lovely old town, well worth a visit and
the berthing facilities are excellent. A splendid place for a
crew change as air/train communications are very good.
That evening we dropped down to a picturesque mooring
near Arradon.
The Chamberlains had joined with a view to spending a
few days in Brittany and in particular exploring Scillies, so
there was no time to waste, nevertheless we could not resist
a return trip to Houat whence, gluttons for punishment, we
returned to le Palais, which was even more crowded. We
had super crepes ashore, a special feature of Brittany.
On July 21 st we motor-sailed 55 miles to Concarneau in

very light airs. Next we returned to Audierne, where we
again moored, after a trip up the river to this delightful little
town.
On July 23rd we set out through the Raz de Sein. We were
near slack water and there were no problems. We had
originally aimed for Camaret but when the wind freed,
giving a fast fetch, we went to Le Conquet. This is a
charming fishing village, but water is restricted. We
anchored in a reasonable area, but touched during the night.
July 24th. Time to leave France for the Scillies. We left
on the tide at 1430 hrs and motored-sailed for a while, but
after 2 hours we cut engine and hoisted spinnaker. However
the wind soon dropped but 6 hours into the passage we had
a S.W.wind F. 4-5 so that we were raching at over 7 knots.
We arrived at St. Mary’s, Scillies, 123 miles, after 19 hours.
Quite a fast passage. We spent three days exploring the
Scillies, visiting St. Martins, St. Agnes and Old Grimsgy
Harbour. The latter is particularly delightful and, in our
opinion, much to be preferred to the well known New
Grimbsy anchorage which is tide dominated.
On July 24th, having postponed for sundry gale warnings
and having landed Sheila to fly, we left new Grimsby at 1800
hrs with wind W. 5-6. We reefed both genoa and main and
sailed very fast. The log states "a rough old night".
In the Irish Sea the wind dropped for a time and we
actually had to use the engine for an hour or two off
Wicklow Head. This was a very fast passage to Ardglass
-- 274 miles in 41 hours (6-7 knots)
The Moody is no greyhound up wind, but off the wind
she is no slouch. We waited in Ardglass for the flood and
left after a good lunch, picking up our own mooring at
Whiterock at 1800 hrs on July 30th.
The log reading was 2,608.2 miles since we left home in
May.

Assessment of Ports Visited.
1= Excellent 4= Poor
Port
Aldemay
Guernsey
Lezardrieux
Perros Guirec
Primel
L’Abervrach
Camaret
Audierne
Benodet
Concarneau
Kemeval (Lorient)
Le Palais
La Trirtite
Port Haliguen
Houat
Pornichet
St. Gilles-sur Vie
La Rochelle
Santander
Castro Urdiales
Elanchove
San Sebastian
Royan
Les Sable d’Olorme
Pornic
Vannes
Le Conquet
Scillies

Mooring
2
3
2
1
3
3
2
3
2
1
4
3
1
1
2
1
4
1
2
1
3
2
1
1
1
1
3
2

Facilities
3
2
4
2
3
2
2
4
3
1
4
3
3
3
4
1
3
1
2
3
4
1
2
1
3
3
3
2

Ambiance
2
2
2
2
1
4
3
2
3
2
4
2
2
2
1
2
4
1
1
1
1
1
1
2
1
1
2
1
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It was a total disaster
Cormac P. McHenry

I can’t say when Azores first came into focus, but vague
thoughts started over last winter, and vague preparations
started. A new mainsail was ordered from Downers, in 5oz
terylene with three rows of reefing points and triple stitched
seams. When I saw a Navik wind vane self steering unit
advertised, I bought it. My birthday present was a set of
Splash Down oilies. The Atlantic Crossing guide was read
and re-read.
I decided that I would need to have six weeks available
for the trip. This was allowing for three weeks for each leg,
a rhumb line distance of 1250 nautical miles from the S.
coast. Averaging 4 knots should only take 13/14 days, but
as I intended to sail all the time, I had to allow for light
winds particularly as I got down into the region of the
"Azores High", which as we all know, we would have
needed to have given us an excellent summer. What I was
really counting on was that only one of the legs would be
that slow, so that I would be able to spend about a week
out there for rest and recuperation before starting back.
Ideally I would have liked a bigger boat than the Kerry.
At 27’ loa, she is pretty small for such a trip, but having
fitted her out myself from the bare hull, which I bought from
Brian Kennedy in 1972, I have every confidence in the boat
and my experience and those of others in Kerrys in heavy
weather was totally reassuring. However, I did decide that
I would sail with only one crew. And so, with such dreamy
sketches of 6 weeks of wanton pleasure, I enticed Bryan
O’Donnell to sign on. Bryan and I had been sailing together
for the past couple of years while he was based in Dublin,
he had been on my last long cruise to Scotland, and we had
raced against one another for many years while I was living
in Waterford. We got on extremely well together and he has
a most important qualification, he never gets sea sick. I do.
Thus it was the beginning of April before the cruise was
definitely on, and as we planned to go about the middle of
June, in retrospect there was very little time. I asked Bryan
to look after the food and the medical supplies, while I
looked after the boat and eveything else. I started on the
lists which are so much part of every cruise, but which
assumed much greater importance this time. Many jobs
which had been put on the long finger for years just had
to be done now. Fitting the self-steering took much longer
than the manual suggested (it always does!) the ’design’ of
the jack stays had been completed years ago, but never put
into effect, the second bilge pump, which had languished
in the attic for the past few seasons, was brought out and
installed.
Other jobs which I completed included fixing the bottom
wash board permanently into position. I did want to replace
the two cabin doors which are a part of the original design
of the Kerry, but time ran out on me. In the event, they did
not turn out to be the liability I had expected, but they were
very awkward in the heavy seas we encountered and
extended wash boards would be much more suitable
However, I did make a simple arrangement to prevent the
cockpit floor coming adrift in the event of a capsize. Up
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well, almost!

till now I had relied on the force of gravity to keep it in place.
Retainers were also put on the engine cover. I had been given
an American EPIRB, and found that it was not possible to
get the batteries replaced in this country. I was informed
that it would be quite easy to replace them myself ...... it was
almost at the last minute that I succeeded in getting the old
batteries out of the case and then found that the replacemets
were non standard so more time was spent in getting over
this. Does everybody who goes on long cruises like this go
through all this or is it that I am particularly disorganised?
The ’administration’ also took a lot of time. Arranging
the purchase of the charts could not have been simpler, I
needed fewer than for any other cruise I have been on,
nevertheless I ended up leaving before the last chart arrived,
the one covering the sea area between Lands End and the
Azores. I had earlier decided that I would use plotting sheets
for the area in between but at the last moment decided that
it would be nice to see bits of solid ground at each corner
of the chart table! Navigation was to be by sextant and I
decided that a proper one would be a good idea and locating
one at short notice was not easy.
Then there was the matter of the Duty Free to be
arranged. For those who go blue water cruising every year
this is probably simplicity itself, but for the first time like
me, it takes time to know the ropes. Writing to the Revenue
Commissioners, trying to decide how much booze to apply
for, and then being told that it will be delivered down to
your yacht in the presence of large Customs Officers with
dire warnings as to what will happen if it ever returns to
Irish waters would be enough to have less determined
individuals take the pledge.
Finally, Ring of Kerry was launched for the season on
14th May. First thing was to try out the self steering. I had
said to Bryan that the final decision to go would depend
on it working satisfactorily. With only two people on board
I would not have gone without it working well, and I had
some concern because of the tendency of the Kerry to have
weather helm, and the Navik hand book warned that while
the self steering could handle much larger yachts than the
Kerry, it had problems with weather helm. Initial trials were
very satisfactory, but as events turned out, nothing like
extensive enough. While installing it I had noticed that the
small clip used to retain the wind vane supporting turret was
missing. The previous owner assured me that it was not
needed. I did order one direct from the manufacturers but
it did not arrive until after we had left. The short trials of
down wind work were most encouraging, the speed with
which the tiller was whipped from side to side was quite
amazing, and the power generated by the system seemed
more than adequate. Fitting the new jack stays, a new radar
reflector, tidying up the bilge pump and sink outlet
installation etc. etc. meant that even though I had spent a
heck of a lot of time on it it was still a tremendous rush
to finish the list of essentiai jobs before we set off.
And so, on Friday 6th June we set sail from Dun
Laoghaire on a delivery leg to Dunmore East. Bryan was

Away at last hoisting sails in Dunmore East, left Cormac McHenry right Bryan O’Donnell.

on board together with Stan Conroy and Gary O’Sullivan
who normally crew for me during the summer, and we had
a pleasant and uneventful trip. All were greatly impressed
with the self steering and everything else seemed to be
working well. The plan was to leave Bryan in charge in
Dunmore for the week while he loaded all the stores on
board and while I had talked of sailing on the following
Friday, discretion took over and we decided to give Friday
13th June a miss!
Then occurred what turned out to be a significant factor.
Bryan rang me to say that a mutual friend from Dunmore,
David Sutton, who had sailed a Kerry for a number of years,
was very concerned that my rigging was too slack and that
in the event of heavy weather the mast would start to whip
around and could break. I was most reluctant to make what
was a major change to the boat just before we set out and
without a chance to try it, but eventually I accepted the logic
of his arguments and agreed that he go ahead and tighten
the rigging as he thought fit.
When I returned to Dunmore the day before we sailed,
I was concious that we had a lot of weight on board. We
were way below our waterline, in fact the boot topping was
under the water all the way round. The stores plan for the
trip was to carry enough for six weeks, with the exception
of fresh food. We were carrying additional water on deck,
(the main tank only holds 9 gallons), and we also carried
diesel on deck. The only life raft I could hire was a 6 man,
and it had to be carried in the cabin. The dinghy was also
in the cabin rather than on deck, while the quarter berth
was completely full of food. Every locker was full, the berths
in the fore-cabin had boxes of bread and potatoes on them,
and the many bottles which had Ballygowan on them were,
I discovered to my delight, full of Chateau Tramore, bottled
by Bryan and intended to supplement our daily fluid ration.
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I felt that even if I missed the Azores we could reach South
America on full rations!
And so, after a visit from Customs to check the seal on
our bond, we sailed out of Dunmore East just after noon
on Saturday 14th June. Our wives waved us off, and I heard
afterwards that there was more than a little concern among
them about out trip. In fairness they did not let it show.
There was sunshine and mist but it was hot and very pleasant
and for the first couple of hours we made 3-3 ½ knots. Our
course was almost due W. I intended to sail well out into
the Atlantic, passing about 40 miles S. of the Fastnet before
starting to turn down towards our rhumb line. Then the wind
died almost to nothing and we decided to make for Helvic
and anchor for the first night. The fog was now very thick
and we saw nothing until we were only about 100 yards off
the beach at Ballinacourty. With some dog bark navigation
we anchored as directed by ICC east of Helvic harbour, and,
aided by Chateau Tramore, we both slept the night through.
Sunday saw us up and away by the very respectable hour
of 0900 hrs with a nice breeze and sunshine. Our course was
210° M and we were on a beam reach. However, the wind
dropped and dropped and the only excitement was the bang
of Concorde. Every first time I hear it on a cruise it makes
me jump out of my skin! We started 3 hour watches, the
night was mild, no wind, no progress.
Breakfast on Monday was marked by our first call on the
first aid kit, Bryan cutting himself on the marmalade tin.
Since he had decided on medical advice not to equip us with
needles and sutures, I had to satisfy my medical ambitions
with elastoplast. Bryan was very relieved. I took my first
sights. The forecast was for the wind to go N.W. It did,
and we went very well, we were making over 5 knots and
felt that we were really on our way at last. After lunch it
clouded over and the wind dropped off. However, it picked
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up again and, as Bryan had been down for a sleep, I decided
to reef the main. I had no wet gear on and taking a wave
over the bow, I got wet. Then I got cold. We decided that
if the wind did not decrease, we would change down from
the genoa to the No. 2 jib. Our speed increased and the boat
handled better, but I got very sick. All this time the Navik
was helming and it was great, holding the course far better
that we could have done.
The wind and the sea increased, and we went up to about
6 knots, on starboard tack heading due W. Then seas started
to break over the bow in earnest and, running up along the
deck, started coming in through the forehatch. This was
upsetting because apart from it never having leaked before,
things below started to get wet. There was a fishing fleet
ahead and Bryan disengaged the self steering and helmed
us through. Water was running over the coach roof and
Bryan got me to put on the cabin doors. It was for a time
like that that we needed washboards rather than doors,
which are awkward to put on and have to be fully open or
shut. The moon and stars were out, with big black clouds
chasing over them. Dawn came at 0400 hrs. We decided to
drop the jib and leave the self steering to keep us fore
reaching on the reefed main at about 2 knots.
Tuesday I was up about 0800 hrs, and Bryan, who had
borne the brunt of the night, surfaced about 0900 hrs. The
Navik had disconnected during the night, and the flag was
gone from the dan buoy. The wind was still up and the seas
were very big. There was a lot of spray flying, a lot of water
on deck, and we got sailing again with the No. 2 jib and
reefed main. The wind eased off and sunshine made a big
difference to our morale. I was feeling somewhat better, but
very tired. It was a lovely afternoon and we got a fair bit
of drying done. The forecast at 1800 hrs was for a Sly gale
in E. Sole, F. 8 later. We consoled ourselves that we were
W. of Sole. We put in a line for the third set of reef points
which I had put into the main, and sailed on on a course
of 250° M. There was a beautiful sunset, and I checked the
compass as the sun went down. I took the watch from 2300
to 0200 hrs and then Bryan took from then until 0500 hrs.
During the watch the night was cold and clear, the wind went
S. strong, but not too strong. Later in the morning it started
to rise and we started slamming in heavy seas. However we
were happy with the boat and with Brenda, as our Navik
was affectionately called.
I came up about mid morning on Wednesday, Bryan said
I was looking ghastly. The wind was rising so we put on
the storm jib and put in the third reef. The seas were getting
very confused and the waves were now very big. Even
allowing for the difference in size of Ring of Kerry and
Asgard 11 (in which I had been through the hurricane in
the Bay of Biscay in 1985), I felt the seas were much more
confused and irregular than they had been on that occasion
even though the wind strength was nothing like as great as
it had been then. There appeared to be at least three wave
patterns and waves were breaking against the side of the boat
as well as over the bow. Now a real problem arose because
as the water ran up the side of the coach roof, it went right
up under the lip of the main hatch and was deflected off
the inside of the hatch down onto the galley or the chart
table. Not much water was coming in in volume terms, but
very much more than enough to make quite a mess. I had
never had a drop of water in in this way before, and realised
that the design of the main hatch, which permits it to be
raised at the aft end as it slides forward, prevents it being
sealed.
The waves now really were walls of water! As I came into
the cockpit a big beam sea broke over us and filled the
cockpit. I was glad I had screwed the cockpit floor down
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and interested to see that it does take quite some time for
the self drainers to clear it. We dropped the jib completely,
but left the main up. When I went below I noticed that the
battery voltage was down to 9 volts, and realised that it was
dead. This was really serious, because I only had one battery,
and I have never been able to start the engine by hand. All
our electronics were out. We tried to start the engine by hand
and failed. The problem is that when the decompressor is
taken off, the engine stops dead no matter how fast it is
being turned over by hand and you cannot get it over top
dead centre. Brenda started to act up. The turret was
disengaging and with the violent motion of the boat it was
very difficult to re engage it, hanging out over the stern,
I decided that if we had no engine there was no point in
going on, because of the likleihood of there being little or
no wind for the last two hundred miles or so around the
Azores. I also felt that there were too many things going
wrong with the boat, the water coming in, the self steering
acting up etc. etc. Bryan was concerned for the mast if we
got a knock down. We decided to abandon the trip. Kinsale
seemed the best place to head for.
By 2100 the wind had abated, the seas were still huge. Our
course for Kinsale was 035/040°. I was still not at all well.
We both left the tiller and slept for the night. When we got
up on Thursday morning, Brenda had kicked out again.
Another attempt was made to start the engine, using the
’cigarettes’ which are put into the cylinder head as a sort
of ’easy start’. In case they were a little damp we fired them
up in the frying pan to dry them out, and some rewarded
us with a nice bang, but no start for the engine. The wind

’Brenda’ working away.
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continued to moderate, the weather was fine and we got the
big genoa up and all the reefs out. I took sights and was
reasonably confident that they were right. They were
confirmed by an RDF bearing off Mizen Head, (I had a
hand held battery powered RDF on which I could also get
BBC), and both sight and bearing showed us to be much
further N. and W. than I had thought. At about 1900 hrs
we decided to change down to the No. 2 and reef for the
night, the forecast was for the wind to go E.
Friday morning I made breakfast. Bryan had got lots of
museli and fresh eggs, while the rashers no longer needed
to be ’preserved’ for a long trip. The forecast was for a
depression in Shannon to move S.E. to N. Finnistere, giving
E. 4 or 5 later. A noon sight and the Mizen RDF fixed our
position. The bolts on Brenda’s wind vane fell off, and I
spent a very uncomfortable couple of hours trying to find

ones that would fit. I felt annoyed that something else was
going wrong, but glad that we had decided to turn back.
We had of course gone over our decision many times and
I think Bryan was at this stage feeling that perhaps we should
have continued. In re-fitting the bolts I broke the joint on
the turret so Brenda was now even less reliable, although
we had secured it with a sail tie which prevented it
disengaging quite so easily. About 1800 hrs with the weather
closing in with mist and rain, we put on the No. 2 jib and
decided that we would both sleep through the night, which
we did with the oil lamp burning away and the rain and spray
leaking through the forehatch. Our course was 360/010°M.
About 0230 hrs we sailed through a school of porpoises.
We could hear them quite clearly down below, but of course
when we came on deck their sounds could not be heard. The
forecast from the BBC at 0555 hrs for Shannon was Ely 4/5
possibly 7 later. I calculated our passage distance run at 70
miles since our last fix and this with a fix on Mizen put us
too far N so we went about onto 150°M. About mid
morning the wind increased substantially. Bryan freed off
the jib so that it luffed, our speed dropped but we were
making a lot of leeway. A couple of big waves broke over
us and came through the main hatch onto the chart table.
We dropped the jib with the wind 7 gusting 8, and allowed
ourselves to be blown westward. Down below, we read and
chatted for most of Saturday. There was now a High more
or less stationary in Faeroes and a Low in Finistere which
combined to give us continuing easterlies, however the 1800
hrs forecast gave the wind going S. and then S.W. during
the night, which we sailed through with the No. 2 jib on
160° M port tack. Any shift S. in the wind would be followed
by Brenda and we could go about and sail directly E.
That did happen as so we were able to broad reach on
starboard 090°M. Up Genoa and out reefs. I got breakfast
on Sunday and then the bets started as to our distance from
the Mizen. We had to put a reef back in, the wind was getting
up again and backing, and we were being pushed N. hard
on the wind. Bryan bet that we would see land at 1430 hrs,
I settled for 1530 hrs, and we sighted Bull Rock at 1500 hrs.
Quits. After getting in close we tacked onto port, thought
of Crookhaven, and settled for Castletownberehaven. It was
2030 hrs before we made the entrance, the tide was ebbing
and with the wind dying away, we had an exciting few
minutes tacking in. We tied up against a trawler at 2115 hrs
and went ashore to hunt a battery for our engine. I cannot
speak highly enough of the assistance I got at that time of
the evening, within the hour we had got two batteries on
board, the engine started, and Ring of Kerry was back to
normal after eight and a half days at sea.
And so to the post mortem. Quite clearly, in spite of the
work which I had put in over the two months before we
sailed, the boat was not ready for such a long cruise. It was
very stupid to set out without a second battery, I can only
say that in spite of all my reading about boat preparation
for a deep sea cruise, it never crossed my mind. My
immediate thought when it went flat was that I had run it
down by not charging it on the day of the gale. But for the
remainder of the season I never came near to getting it flat,
and now I feel certain that some of the stores which were
up against the main isolation switch ’and which were soaked
by the water through the main hatch, caused a short circuit.
The main hatch problem was completely new to me, it was
quite obvious once it occured and the remedy is to delete
the lifting facility and put a return on the edge of the sliding
top to seal it. The fore hatch had started to leak because
when the rigging was tightened in Dunmore before we sailed,
the mast, which is stepped on the deck, distorted the coach
roof enough to prevent the hatch sealing completely.

My wife, who does not sail, was most concerned before
we left that we give the self steering a proper try out. Time
did not permit this, and it is doubtful if we would have gone
out to try it in weather such as we encountered! I was
annoyed by the bits that failed, I had not checked them
particularly well, I was also surprised by the rate of wear
on the control lines, we wore out one set and cut quite deep
grooves in the tiller as well. In retrospect we also had too
much weight on board. For a future trip I would not try
to carry stores for the whole journey. Because of the weather
we did not eat as much as planned, but we still carried too
much and in such a small boat the percentage weight increase
is a significant factor. This leads to the crewing. I’m still
inclined to feel that two should be the right number. The
50°70 increase in stores required for a third would take up
a lot of room, but on the other hand being very fully aware
of my seasickness problem, which in spite of trying any and
every drug available is still not under control, a third hand
would be very useful,

Apart from the skippers fuzz, this shows the lifting main hatch which caused
problems.
Photo: B. O’Donnell

Looking back I am quite satisfied that I made the right
decision in turning back when we did. Too many things were
wrong,things which more experience with the Kerry in deep
water would have alerted me to. There is a world of
difference between sailing to France where the longest sea
leg need only be 30 hours or so, and casting ones self on
the deep for up to 20 days away from land. We were unlucky
with the weather, the forecasts which we got before we left
covering the first five days did not anticipate the gales, but
the depression which caused our troubles was clearly marked
on the synoptic charts issued the following week when we
were at sea. I feel the very confused seas we encountered
were caused by the Great Sole Bank, certainly there was no
trace of the great trains of waves advancing regularly which
I fondly imagined to be the characteristic of a true Atlantic
gale.
And now there is a list of jobs to be done before I set
off again next year. I have learnt a lot which I will put to
good use. I would also hope that we would have better luck
with the weather. While I would not think for one moment
that there was anything unusual about it, it would be nice
to have my dreams of running down to Ponta Delaga with
the genoa poled out, Brenda behaving herself, and nothing
to do but take the occasional sight, fulfilled!
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Circumnavigating Majorca in Safari of
Howth
Alistair McMillan

On Saturday the 30th August I flew down to Palma in
Majorca with Ian Morrison (owner and skipper of SafarO,
his wife Sheila, Neville and Jean Maguire and my wife
Muriel for a fortnight’s cruising in the waters around
Majorca. Unfortunately the Skipper had to return to Ireland
the following Tuesday and did not return until the Thursday
of the following week, leaving the rest of us to sail and
navigate Safari.
Arriving at the Club de Mar in Palma about midnight we
located Safari on a departure berth in the marina. We went
on board and turned in deciding that we would wait until
morning to see what needed to be done before we could go
to sea.
We found that Safari needed to be fuelled and watered
and also that victuals needed to be procured. We could not
do much about it on Sunday as nowhere was open. In the
afternoon we went for a sail across the Bay of Palma to be
greeted by very strong winds and a rain squall. It did not
auger well for our cruise. However that got the strong winds
out of the weather and we did not encounter them again.
On Monday morning the ladies went off to town to buy
food and drink stores for the boat. In the meantime the
Skipper, Neville and myself took Safari to the fuelling berth
for fuel and then to a position on the marina where we could
fill up with water. As soon as the ladies returned with the
stores we set out for a day’s sail to Palma Nova. By now
we were experiencing the type of weather we expected with
a light breeze and plenty of sunshine. We anchored off the
beach in Palma Nova behind a headland which sheltered
us from ascend that was coming in from the S.W. We swam
off the boat followed by lunch and a siesta before returning
to Palma. As the Skipper was returning to Dublin the next
day we took him to dinner in the restaurant within the area
of the marina.
The Skipper left us early on the Tuesday morning. It had
been suggested to us by one of the Skipper’s local friends
that we should visit Islas de Cabrera which lie at the the S.E.
corner of Majorca. As these islands are mainly inhabited
by the military, it is necessary to obtain a ’Permissio’ if one
is to land or to anchor there overnight.
Neville and Sheila set out in search of a ’Permissio’ at
the Military Headquarters in Palma. Not as easy a task as
it might seem. They were sent from ’Billy to Jack’ but
eventually they were successful. The ’Permissio’ was dated
for 9th September. If we wished to visit the islands it would
be on that day.
We decided to sail clockwise around Majorca. Our first
port was Andraitx which is some 25 miles from Palma.
Going first S.W. around Cabo Cala Figuera and then N.W.
to Andraitx. There is a yacht club there and they answered
us on Channel 9 when we called them on our way in to find
out where we might berth. We were directed to the waiting
berth at the entrance to the marina. A ’Marinero’ was
waiting to direct us to our berth.
The method of mooring in all the ports of Majorca is to
tie up with ones stern to the quay or pontoon with ones
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Muriel, Jean, Neville and Alastair at Andraitx.
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anchor out. This involves coming in, selecting your spot to
berth against, then coming hard astern and dropping your
anchor at the same time. We did not carry out this
manoeuvre very well in Andraitx but we became more
skillful as time went on. We were charged between $7-$10
for overnight stays in all the marinas. This fee included the
use of a water supply and sometimes an electrical supply.
On the N.W. coast there is only one port, Porto de Soller.
It is only 30 miles from Andraitx. This meant that we did
not have to start out too early. Some shopping was done
before we left using the folding bicycle we had with us.
Leaving Andraitx we sailed N.W. through the sound of Isla
Dragonera. If one studies the the Isla as you pass it you will
find that it does indeed look like a dragon. At Cabo
Tramuntana we turned N.E. to sail along the N.W. coast.
I say ’sailed’ but in fact it was more motoring than sailing
as there was very little wind. This was compensated for by
plenty of sunshine.
The N.W. coast of Majorca is very steep-to. The
mountains rising straight out of the sea to over 3000 ft. They
are covered with scrub which is only capable of supporting
a few sheep.
Porto Soller is in a cleft formed in the mountains. As one
sails along the coast one could almost miss the entrance to
it. One sails in between steep cliffs. It is a delightful harbour
almost like a lagoon. Part of the harbour is taken over by
the Military which is out of bounds to civilian traffic. One
can either moor stern-to to the public quay, if there is room,
or anchor in the bay. There were no overnight fees here.
In fact it was hard to distinguish the harbour Master from
the fishermen. He wore a pair of blue shorts, a tatty maroon
T-shirt and a pair of old shoes. When he saw me carrying
some ice back to Safari he enquired if it was for whiskey.
One of the advantages that both Andraitx and Porto
Soller had over the ports on the other coasts of Majorca
is that there is plenty of depth of water in them. Most of
the other ports we visited had 3 metres or less in them. With
a yacht that draws 2.2 metres it means one had to be very

local baker’s shop where freshly baked rolls were available.
I brought some back to Safari where we had a leisurely
breakfast.
During the morning we all went swimming from the
beach. The sea water around Majorca was very pleasant,
neither too hot or too cold. Topless bathing was the order
of the day along this beach.
In the afternoon Muriel and I took a bus ride to the Bay
of Formentor which is six kms N. of Pollensa. It really is
a magnificent bay. We had comtemplated taking Safari there
but we did not want to lose our berth at the marina jetty.
There is a very up-market hotel there which has a beautifully
developed garden. It was like an oasis amongst the scrub
of the mountains. There is a ferry service between Pollensa
and Formentor and we availed of it for our return journey.
Meanwhile back at Pollensa Neville and Sheila were trying
their hands at board sailing as boards were for hire from
the beach. Neville complained that the lack of wind was the
reason that he was unable to stay upright on the board for
very long.
Although there is a yacht club in Pollensa visitors were
not encouraged to use their showers or other facilities.
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Safari alongside jetty at Pollensa.
On Sunday morning we were awake early about 0700 hrs
as we had to make Porto Cristo some 40 miles away by early
afternoon. As we sailed out of Pollensa Bay we could see
On Thursday morning we set out for Pollensa which is thunder clouds building up along the mountains S. of Cabo
in a shallow bay on the N.E. coast of Majorca. The wind de Formentor. We thought that they might threaten us but
was from the N.E., dead on the nose, blowing about 10 we were only touched by the edge of them and had a slight
shower for about 10 minutes. The clouds moved off to the
knots. As the day progressed it increased to about 20 knots
S. leaving us in sunshine once again. For the first 28 miles
and created a short lumpy sea. Safari did not like these
conditions and neither did we. We were also concerned we were sailing along the N.E. coast steering S.E., and then
about the prospect of going into a shallow bay exposed to from Punta de S’Olla we steered just W. of S. along the
the N.E. Letting discretion be the better part of valour we E. coast. Apart from headlands these coasts are in stark
contrast to the N.W. coast. There are beautiful sandy
returned to Porto Soller.
beaches interspersed between low cliffs. The vegetion coming
This time we moored to the quay wall alongside a veteran
yacht called Daphne. Its owner turned out to be a down to the water’s edge is quite lush. There are holiday
Christopher Murphy, an author of novels about flying, who hotels and villas to be seen along the beaches, most of which
knew Howth well and at one time had sailed with the were covered with holiday makers.
Skipper.
Our second attempt to reach Pollensa was successful, even
though the wind was still from the N.E. It was considerably
lighter and the sea condition was almost calm.
The distance from Port Soller to Pollensa is about 43
miles. In order to arrive in mid-afternoon we left just after
0800 hrs on Friday morning. If you want to be sure of a
berth at any port you need to arrive by 1600 hrs otherwise
you will find all the berths taken.
The mountainous shoreline along the N.W. coast is very
rugged and spectacular, culminating in the high headland
of Cabo de Formentor, the most Nly point of Majorca.
We were using French charts for Majorca and they
showed 2.5 metres at the harbour. We used extreme caution
as we approached the harbour. We went into it but found
Swimming Pool.
that there were no berths available. While we were turning View of Pontoons at Porto Cristo from Club Nautico
Photo: A.McMillan
Safari around to come out again we stirred up the sand from
the bottom indicating how shallow it was. Eventually, with
We made our landfall at Porto Cristo early after lunch.
the help of an English yachtsman, called Steve in a
Vagabond 48, we had a comfortable berth alongside the It is a very popular place for bathers and one has to be
outside of the marina jetty. Neville and I carried out a series careful when entering the river. Having completed our
of soundings from the rubber dinghy out to about 30 yards manoeuvre and moored stern to to the first pontoon we
from the jetties and found that there was about 2.75 metres
discovered that at this port there were permanent anchors
over most of the area.
to be had. As soon as you had your stern in the pontoon
Pollensa is an attractive port with plenty of good quality there was a small chain with a rope attached hanging down
shops. It has a lovely sandy beach. We held a committee from the pontoon into the water. If you pull it up and walk
meeting and it was decided that we would not move out until forward along the deck at the same time you will come to
Sunday morning. We dined on board and then went ashore the anchor rope which you can make fast to your forward
deck cleats. There was not one of these anchor ropes
to explore Pollensa at night.
On Saturday morning I went ashore early and found the available to us at first but we were able to acquire one when
carefui. If one does go aground there is no high tide to lift
you off.
As it turned out we spent two nights in Porto Soller. On
the first night we visited a restaurant on the waterfront where
we had the opposite experience to Andraitx. The food was
poor and the price was too high. The following night we
had dinner on board.
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an Italian yacht beside us departed. There are pontoons all
along the E. side of the river for various sizes of yachts and
boats.
At the elbow of the river about½ mile from the entrance
there is a lifting out crane and a yacht storage yard.
In Porto Cristo there is a Club Nautico which has been
built on the side of a hill above the river. From its swimming
pool, which we frequented, there is a fine birdseye view of
the river and the main part of the town. There are showers
and facilities available at this club. We were in severe
competition with German yachtsmen to get the use of them.
Porto Cristo is one of the harbours where ’shore power’
is available. You can plug into a power socket on the
pontoon provided you have the right type of plug. There
is no standard in Majorca. To our amazement and horror
our transformer produced smoke when we plugged in. We
discovered afterwards that in some places, Porto Cristo
being one of them, that instead of providing one phase and
a neutral one they supply two phases of about 150-160 volts
each. Because of this slight mishap we decided to spend
Monday in Porto Cristo, allowing Neville and I the
opportunity to take the transformer to Palma to endeavour
to have it repaired. Our efforts were unsuccessful but
eventually when we brought Safari to Palma we found the
right man and he was able to repair it.
During the afternoon we saw a Shipman 28 coming in
flying the Irish Tricolour. We hailed him and directed him
to a vacant berth on the opposite side of our pontoon. The
yacht belongs to Robin Hennessy of Malahide and on this
occasion was being sailed by Donal Hardy of the Waterford
Sailing club.
We were within a days sail of the Ilas de Cabrera, to make
use of our ’Permissio’. After another committee meeting
it was decided to forego our ’Permissio’ as some members
of the crew wished to visit the Caves of Dracha which were
close by in the morning, and then we would head for Cala
Figuera some 15 miles away.
We departed from Porto Cristo at 1100 hrs and made the
15 miles to Cala Figeura. It is a beautiful little natural
harbour with cliffs on either side and only about 100 yards
across. At the head of the harbour there is a pier set aside
for ’Yates’ (yachts). We moored stern to with our anchor
out. We noticed that there were rocks at the base of the pier
and as Safari was restless with ascend coming into the
harbour we hauled her off by about 10 ft. We had hoped
to stay overnight but after lunch we decided that it was too
risky to stay. If the wind freshened from the E. our position
would become untenable. The opposite side of the pier was
calm but it was reserved for fishing boats. With regret we
left without even getting ashore to explore the harbour and
the town. We backtracked along the coast to Cala Longa
at the head of which is the marina of Cala D’Or, a large
and efficient marina. Here I had an amusing incident. We
had moored Safari stern to and had taken up the permanent
anchor warp provided. A German registered yacht called
Shennondoha, under charter to some French people, came
looking for a berth. There was a vacant berth beside us. I
indicated to them that they should take it. As they came
astern I took one of their stern lines only to have it snatched
out of my hand by a ’Marinero’ wearing what looked like
an Admirals cap. He told me in Spanish that my services
were no longer required. So I said "O.K., union rules apply"
and returned to Safari Later in a restaurant Neville heard
the French skipper telling of the ’union rules incident’ to
his crew with great amusement. On this particular evening
we had to wear our oilskins going ashore. It was the only
time on the whole cruise that we had to use them.
Wednesday morning saw us away early as we wished to
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reach E1 Arenal on the eastern side of the Bay of Palma some
46 miles away. As we motored S. on a still glassy sea with
the morning sunshine rising from the E. we could see the
Ilas de Cabrera away ahead of us. We had no regrets for
not having visited them.
As we rounded Cabo de Salines the most Sly point of
Majorca we swung N.W. along the southern coast. On this
leg of our trip we achieved more sailing than on all the
others. It gave us an opportunity to locate a little intermittent
fault on the engine ignition system which had been annoying
us for a few days.
The ’Marineros’ in El Arenal secured us onto the waiting
berth as there apparently was no where else for us to go.
Shortly afterwards a chartered yacht came alongside which
was crewed by Lufthansa pilots. They were very considerate
about crossing our deck and even launched their dinghy
astern of Safari so that they would not have to cross us when
they returned late at night.
The Yacht Club has a swimming pool and showers. They
enforce a rule that does not permit anyone to go into the
bar without a shirt. A tie was not necessary. There is a lifting
out crane and a large storage attached to the club.
The town of El Arenal is very much in contrast to the
other ports we visited. It is not Spanish but geared for
tourists from the English Midlands, with English Bars and
Tea Shops.
We were lucky enough to find a street side cafe where we
had a good evening meal and were able to sit and watch the
world go by.
On Thursday morning we gave Safari’s decks a good scrub
down because the sun had dried the salt from the sea into
them and made them a greyish colour. In the afternoon we
sailed the 5 miles across the bay to the Club de Mar in Palma
where we were allocated a berth amongst the ’Gin Palaces’
belonging to Arab gentlemen. Three of them belonged to
one family.
Friday being our last day for sailing, the Skipper, who
had returned the previous evening, took us back to Palma
Nova for a swim and lunch on board before returning to
the marina.
As the Skipper was taking another crew for the next
fortnight. On Saturday morning we cleaned, fuelled and
watered Safari to have her in readiness for them. We then
relaxed beside the swimming pool in the Club de Mar before
packing our bags and taking our return flight to Dublin.
Our circumnavigation of Majorca, including our two
attempts to get to Pollensa, was 214 miles. We motor sailed
for 85% of the time.

Transatlantic tryst with tail-end Charlie
Brian Smullen

Following several seasons of delightful cruising on the coast
of New England, Cuilaun finally departed the U.S.A. on
Monday June 23rd, with myself, Frank Willoughby and
David and Mo Taylor, a young American couple on board.
Our first rather daunting objective was to get across the
mouth of the Bay of Fundy to Nova Scotia. Fundy has the
largest tides in the world with a rise and fall of 45 ft.
However we timed our departure hoping that the tides would
equalise out and "mirabile dictu" they did.
We made our customs entry to Canada in Shelbourne a
delightful fishing village at the end of a five mile long, well
sheltered, sea inlet. Being an isolated community and
consequently totally self-sufficient we had no trouble at all
having the broken drive chain from our autopilot repaired
by the local balcksmith.

Cuilaun in light airs off the coast of Maine.

Photo: B. Smullen

Regrettably, the next day, Dave and Mo had to leave to
return to the U.S. by thumb, bus and ferry. Frank and I
departed in the afternoon and had a glorious beam reach
through the night with a full moon and flat seas. The next
morning as we were charging the batteries, horrible grinding
noises announced that something internal was badly amiss
with our engine and a rapid shut down was called for. We
continued the long gradual turn to port into Halifax
Harbour and as we came harder on the wind, realised how
much of it there was. With only 2 up in confined waters
it was not feasible to reef, so we made a dramatic entrance
at about 8-10 knots with the lee rail well buried. Oh! to have
had somebody ashore with a camera.
I had been in touch with the Royal Nova Scotia Yacht
Squadron by radio telephone and was delighted to be
intercepted by the club launch driven by the head boatman
Syd who towed us up the narrow channel to the Club.
Syd is a larger that life gentleman with a great affinity
for Dublin which he has visited on a number of occasions
and, not surprisingly, has many friends there. He did us the
honour of introducing us to his own club nearby, where,
over a beer he gave us the low down on Volvo service agents,
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bars, night clubs and other information vital to visiting
"Yotties"
Being wildly efficient we had the workshop manual of the
engine on board and following some truly amazing
dismantling work by Frank we were able to identfy the clutch
vibration dampener as having disintegrated, at least that is
what the book called it. I would have said a round metal
thing with a lot of broken springs. We were able to locate
a replacement at the Volvo agents back in the U.S. but here
our luck ran out as the overnight express service offered by
a certain airline took five days to materialise.
In the meantime, we had been joined by Rick Johnson
fresh from the final paper of his Leaving Cert. so now we
were three.
Halifax is a beautiful town made famous during World
War 11 as the gathering place for convoys bound for the
U.K. By coincidence Frank’s father, a sea Captain, had been
there several times during the War, so this gave the place
an added interest.
When passage making in the Maretime Provinces one likes
to get a nice wet day before departure as this usually means
the passage of a front to be followed by a N.W. wind. A
Norwester gives the E, bound vessel a wind off the land
therefore reaching conditions on a flat sea with clear skies
and sunshine. It’s more usual first cousin from the S.W.
still gives a reach but seas tend to be choppy and, worst of
all, very poor visibility prevails. The southerly wind having
travelled many miles over the warm Gulf stream, and then
hitting the icy Labrador current, condenses into fog so that
one can have very strong winds and zero visibility. However,
the great joy of heading E. in the Maretimes in the summer
is that the winds are free 95°7o of the time.
Leaving Halifax on July 1st we made an overnight passge
to Cape Breton Island and made it through the tiny canal
at the entrance to the Bras d’Or Lakes just before it closed
for the night. These interconnected lakes form most of the
centre of the island and are a fabulous cruising ground even
for boats drawing close to 8 ft.
Arriving at the main town of Baddeck, incidently the
Birthplace of the CCA, we were joined firstly by Mgr. Brian
Walsh who, despite the fact that we were a few days late,
kept the faith and never doubted we would show up
eventually. Then Michael O’Flaherty and Declan Tyrell
arrived, so slowly but surely our Transatlantic crew was
gathering.
We now had a few days cruising with some delightful
anchorages visited. Alexander Graham Bell lived in a fine
house near Baddeck and although he is best known for
inventing the telephone he also had a lovely time in this area
inventing and testing out such things as the variable pitch
propeller and the hydrofoil. The original hydrofoil can still
be seen in the excellent museum nearby.
Fortunately for us it is possible to exit the lakes from
the eastern end therefore we had no back-tracking to do.
So, having dispatched his reverence back to Florida, we
cleared for St. Pierre and Miquelon. There is a tremendous

able to do our Customs entry and clearance for Ireland at
the same time. St John’s is a big commercial Port with
almost no facilities for yachts, so we made the 40 odd mile
trip to Long Pond, home of the Royal Newfoundland Y.C.
They could not have been nicer to us, freeing up their deepest
water berth specially on our behalf and allowing us the
freedom of their beautiful club house and heated swimming
pool. They also had a dock with fuel and water available
to make life easy for us.
By now my nephew Johnny Smullen and John Henry
McConnell had joined us so our Transatlantic crew was
complete. There followed a few hectic days with Michael
and Frank constantly disappearing to the local supernaarket
with mile long shopping lists, then spending long hours
Alexander Bell’s house at Baddick Bias D’Or lakes Photo: R. Johnson
stowing it all. Declan checked out the medical kit and
supplemented it where necessary and the rest of us checked
out gear, rigging and the club bar and pool. Finally all was
ready and departure day arrived. The tide suited at 0600 hrs
and by 0610 hrs we were on our way to ’the other world’.
tidal stream at the E. end of the lake and I would hate to The four hour motoring trip up Conception Bay to Cape
face wind over tide in it in anything more than F. 3. Luckily St. Francis and a good breakfast helped the younger crew
it is not more than 1 ½ miles long and we were soon through members to dispel the effects of the previous night’s
it and away on the 36 hour trip to S.P.M. Not much wind protracted farewells at the club.
but lots of whale spotting and just the one iceberg, which
Once round the Cape and on our great circle course for
turned out to be a sandy cliff with the sun on it. Regrettably home the early breeze soon deserted us and we were
we were not to see any icebergs on the entire trip which was motoring through flat seas and fog patches. Trouble with
a bit disappointing from an aestheic point of view, but in the spinnaker boom jammed in the mast cup, soon had the
view of the amount of fog in the area not too much so tool box out and a foredeck committee had the problem
otherwise.
solved in no time at all. Gradually the breeze filled in and
S.P.M. is a Department of France and I must confess not we really felt we were on our way under main, jib and
to have known of its existence until this trip. It is very mizzen. Our first day’s run of 150 miles was, we felt, quit
typically French, the men all wear black berets and the respectable. When we covered 167 miles of sunlit easy sailing
shopkeepers are rude and try to fiddle your change. It is the next day, I made the mistake of thinking this was going
a delightful place when you can see it, as it is normally to be a ’dolly run’. Not so, for slowly it began to cloud up.
shrouded in fog. Just fifteen miles away on the mainland Then the rain came and finally the wind began to pipe up.
is a town which appears in the Guinness Book of Records A slab in the main helped to make things more comfortable.
as having the most number of days of fog per year. During
However it was not long before we needed to take in another
prohibition in the U. S. it is said that AI Capone owned most slab. During this operation one of the reef points tore out
of the warehouses in S.P.M. and distributed his booze from but this turned out to be blessing in disguise as the rest of
here, as in those pre-radar days it was possible to lose the the trip home was achieved with a double reefed main. With
"Revenoo-ers" in the fog. It still had a connection with our ’geriatric jib’ nobody has to leave the cockpit and if we
booze as the Russians trawlers off the Grand Banks use it found we had not shortened sail enough we just took a few
for R & R. It is quite a sight to see some of them being more turns on a winch. There were no decisions as to which
carried out of one of the many night clubs at 1000 hrs sail to go to and then have to change headsail again if that
absolutely stiff with drink.
was the wrong one or conditions changed.
However, time was getting short, so having rounded Cape
The next 24 hrs or so was quite unpleasant with cold rain,
Race on the S.E. corner of Newfoundland we found, as fog and winds up to 35 knots.
predicted, a totally different type of weather with much less
It was still blowing pretty hard when the helmsman
fog and had a glorious reach up to St. John’s. Here we were announced that the rudder was jammed. Luckily it was
pretty much in the fore and aft position so the boat was
sailing pretty much on course. We fitted the emergency tiller
and to out horror found that this would not turn the rudder
either. I was beginning to think that something like a piece
Leaving St. Pierre, Michael and Brian.
Photo: R. Johnson
of fishing net was wedged between the rudder blade and the
hull but the seas were far too rough to send anybody over
the side to find out. However, all was revealed half an hour
later when we were checking, that the shaft brake was on,
prior to running the engine to charge the batteries. We found
that the nuts holding the prop shaft to the transmission
coupling had all fallen off allowing the shaft and propeller,
which turns in a cutaway in the rudder blade, to move
backwards and lodge against the rudder. Fifteen minutes
work solved the problem to the immense relief of yours truly
who did not fancy another long distance rudderless trip
having experienced one once before.
Gradually the wind eased and the sun came out again
briefly. However by Thursday it was at it again. By Friday
we had 40 knots gusting 50 and the seas were by now
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Going into the Atlantic from Bras D’Or Lakes.

Photo: R. Johnson Village at mouth of St. John’s Harbour

mountainous, coming from dead astern and up to 45 ft from
trough to crest. The barometer kept falling and one sea
which broke over us filled the cockpit and flattened Michael
and Frank. The starboard stanchions were bent like
matchsticks as we had made the mistake of leaving our spray
dodger attached to them. Still the barometer fell and by
Saturday morning we were reduced to only a tiny scrap of
headsail and I was getting a bit tee’d off with the routing
chart which every time I looked at it, assured me there was
a less that 2°7o chance of a gale in this area in July. I guess
they forgot to tell God.
By Sunday the wind had begun to ease enough for us to
consider the gourmet side of things again and although there
was still a sea running, log entries began to appear such as
1600 hrs "Turkey in oven’, 1700 hrs "Turkey under chart
table", 1710 hrs "Turkey back in oven", 2200 hrs "Turkey
gobbled".
Monday produced a beautiful day of blue skies, gentle
breezes and lovely ’drying out’ conditions. By Tuesday we
were able to speak to Valentia Radio and make telephone
calls to home. By 1220 Wednesday afternoon, much to the
disgust of all, my old eagle eye spotted a smudge on the
horizon which gradually materialised into the Great Skellig
ancl by 1730 hrs that evening we were abeam the Fastnet,
11 days 4 hours and 1,668 miles from Newfoundland, and
an average of 6.2 knots.
By now all the important matters had been sorted out.
Frank was Trivial Pursuits champion, Rick was Frisby
champion and I had captured the Scrabble championship
in spite of cries of cheat from the motley crowd of lascars
below.
T.A. crew at Royal Newfoundland Y.C. Marina Conception Bay. (L. to
R.) Michael, Johnny, Declan, Frank, Brian, John Henry and Ricky.
Photo: R. Johnson

Photo: R. Johnson

We resisted the lure of places like Crookhaven and Kinsale
and carried on to Dunlaoghaire where we picked up our
mooring at 0500 hrs on Thursday July 30th. This had been
my fifth Transatlantic trip and undoubtedly the most
uncomfortable but in retrospect the most satisfying.
The Gods of the weather however were not quite finished
with me for the season yet. When the tail end of Hurricane
Charlie decided to visit us on Monday August 25th it was,
luckily, well forecast. All afternoon the wind was increasing
and by 1700 hrs I decided it was time Frank and I went
aboard. By 1900 hrs it was howling and I started the engine
and kept it on tick over. Sometime later, after a meal, when
we were engaged in a serious game of Trivial Pursuits a great
bang announced that we had parted from our mooring.
There was just time to dash into the cockpit, put the helm
hard over and open the throttle full. As it was, we caught
a nearby boat a glancing blow and lost our rubber dinghy
which fouled her mooring line. Then we were into the less
cluttered water of the outer harbour.
We discovered that our mooring cleat had broken clean
off and as we had nothng to tie on to, we spent the night
motoring round the harbour. Frank mentioned a few things
to me during the night such as "Its blowing hard enough
to blow dogs off their leads" and swears he saw a
Dobermann and three Jack Russels go by. One of them Was
inside out. He also noted that whilst it was good seamanship
to put to sea in a hurricane he did not fancy it when it was
surrounded by granite walls.
By 0800 hrs things had eased sufficiently to allow a quick
pass into the coal harbour which proved untenable, but Tom
Power, Michael O’Leary and John the assistant boatman
fromt the Royal Irish Yacht Club managed to leap aboard.
They were very welcome as we were pretty tired by then,
even if Power did complain that the boat was in a disgusting
condition with Trivial Pursuits cards scattered all over the
main saloon.
The following weekend with Michael O’Flaherty, Maurice
and Betty O’Connor and Cuilaun’s designer and builder,
George McGruer aboard we set sail for the Clyde and thats
right, you have guessed it, we had a northerly gale in the
North Channel. However we finally made it to the Gareloch,
thus bringing to a close a wet and windy season but very
definitely an eventful one.
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Distances:

Miles

Maine to Newfoundland
Newfoundland to Dunlaoghaire

840
1.786
2,626

_
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The cryof the Arctic

John Gore-Grimes
1986 was a season of peace for Shardana with slight but
enjoyable cruising in local waters and a circumnavigation
of Ireland completed partly by myself but mainly by my
brother Anthony and by John Goor. The call of the polar
regions ring loudly in my ears and science prescribes no cure
for the moment. It had been a year of reflection and this
account is written to encourage other members of our Club
to proceed to the Arctic both immediately and with
confidence.
The difficulties in sailing a small cruising yacht to Arctic
regions are pronounced by the winter warmth of a living
room fire and a large measure of whiskey settling a pleasant
and well-prepared evening meal. The reality of sailing to cold
remote under-populated areas is far less demanding than the
minds perception of it. How often have you sat down on
a breezy and robust November afternoon, thinking how
good the armchair feels. Put on the wellington boots and
an old jacket and gratify the enthusiasm of the family dog
with a sharp walk in the Wicklow Hills or on Howth Summit
and dinner that evening will taste unusually good. So it is
with Arctic sailing.
Shardana’s enthusiasm for the Arctic was kindled by the
whirl-wind spirit of the late Dr. Rory O’Hanlon. His exploits
are legendary and the encouragement which he gave to so
many sailors will live for many years to come. Rory
introduced me to the writings of our fellow countryman
Lord Duffrin and if you are fortunate enough to find a copy
of "Letters from High Latitudes" purchase it, read it, and
treasure it. Duffrin sailed the Foam to Iceland, Jan Mayen
and to Spitzbergen in 1856 and his account of his voyaging
is irresistable.
Rory had met and known the late H.W. Tilman and his
dearest wish was to take the Meermin to the shores of
Greenland but this was not to be. He came close to it in 1974
in a truly gallant cruise to Iceland and to Jan Mayen in that
year. Tilman was an interesting case -- 20th century
mountaineer and sailor who sailed and climbed in 19th
century style. His writing are an inspiration which beautifully
describe his "Triumphs and Tribulations" and there are
plenty of both.
These men have given Shardana’s crews an insight into
the Arctic and Arctic sailors will inevitably end up with a
collection of inspirational writings on polar exploration.
What is particularly significant is that the history of these
under-populated areas is immediately interesting because its
new and because it is relatively brief. The beginnings of the
known history of Iceland starts in the 8th century and Viking
history has much in common with the history of these

islands. I would not wish to dissuade our sailors from sailing
to the European mainland but if you wish to do so and if
you wish to be familiar with the history of the place you
will need to set aside a decade of intense study before you
drop your anchor in the Morhiban or at Corfu. It is
additionally pleasing to moor at Walrus Bay on the N. shore
of Jan Mayen where history first started in 1640 and has,
since that date, remained relatively unencumbered by the
complications of religious, legal and political structures
which are the inevitable trappings of densely populated
civilisation.
But enough of these home spun philosophical
meanderings. All but this indulgent editor, who is
completing the final term of his I0 year sentence, would have
deleted the entire of the foregoing with one single stroke of
the pen. The age of discovery and exploration of our earth
is past, if only recent so, yet the discovery and exploration
which is achieved by sailing a small cruising boat through
foggy floes and stupendous bergs to a coast which is as
remote as the mountains of the moon is completely
rewarding. Fredtjhof Nansen captures it perfectly; "From
first to last the history of polar exploration is a single mighty
manifestation of the power of the unknown over the minds
of men. Nowhere else have we won our way more slowly.
Nowhere else has every new step cost so much trouble, so
many privations and sufferings and certainly nowhere have
the resulting discoveries promised fewer material advantages.
But they have given us far more than this. They have
tempered the human will for the conquest of difficulties.
Take Arctic travel out of our history and will it not be the
poorer."
The Admiralty charts for Iceland are adequate but if you
should venture to Spitzbergen or to Jan Mayen you will need
the Norwegian charts. The coasts of Greenland, both East
and West, have been inadequately surveyed by the Admiralty
and Danish charts are both excellent and essential. The
Admiralty Pilot for the Arctic volumes 1 and 11 are excellent
reference books but if you plan a voyage to Spitzbergen or
to Greenland you must order ice charts from the U.K. Met
office for January to December for the year preceding your
departure in order to build up a fair picture of ice patterns
over the period. The ice charts are issued weekly and the
cost for a year’s supply approximately stg.£50. They require
familiarisation and the Danish Met Office issue a publication
entitled "International Ice Symbols" which is of great
assistance to the proper understanding of the ice charts. You
will see at figure 1 a reproduction of the ice charts showing
ice conditions off the east coast of Greenland (to include
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The sad face of Greenland.
The happy face of Greenland.

Scoresby Sound) as an example of the type of information
which is available. The chart uses the internationally
acceptable measurement by reference to the ’eggshell’
principle. The measurements of the ’eggshell’ are shown at
figure 2. Any serious ice navigator will continue to receive
weekly charts up to the time of departure. Although we have
not used weather-fax it is possible to receive daily ice
information from this equipment. Apart from the cost of
installation, the battery consumption of weather-fax
receivers is usually well beyond the capability of all but the
best equipped and powered cruising yachts. A second and
cheaper alternative, both in terms of cost and power
consumption, is the Decca weather teleprinter, which will
!!!ilprovide a print out of anticipated ice conditions in a given
area as soon as your vessel is within receiving range of the
relevant transmitting station. Aboard the Shardana the ice
information has been updated through the M.F. radio link
calls either to Narssarssuaq Ice Central for the Greenland
shoreline or to Longyearbyen for reports on ice condition
in the Svalbard area. Communications within 40 to 50 miles
of the Greenland shore are usually possible by means of the
excellent V.H.F. micro wave dish shore linked system which
will connect you, within minutes to Narssarssuaq Ice
Central. This is particularly so on the W. Coast of Greenland
between Cape Farewell and Disko Bay, but there are fairly
large blank spots both N. of Disko Bay and on Greenland’s
east coast. Ice information for Svalbard comes from Norway
and the ice reports may not always be fully up to date. In
general, what can be said about Arctic ice! August,
September and October are the most favourable ice months
but wind wise September and October are unattractive.
There is considerable darkness in the latter part of
September and in October so it leaves August as the best
alternative. This will mean a departure date from Ireland
Photo Tom Lawlor
to allow two weeks sailing to arrive at your destination.
Photo: Tom Lawlor Departure should be around the 15th July. The Arctic season
is short and your cruise must be carefully planned.
From our experience, Svalbard should be recommended
as your first cruise to the Arctic. Iceland is not really Arctic
cruising but you will just scrape across the Arctic Circle at
Grimsey. In spite of what is written in the Arctic Pilot you
will not, at least during the 1980’s, come upon any ice on
the N. coast of Iceland in the summer months. If you enjoy
sailing during the long hours of darkness, the ice charts
which we have received since 1980 reveal that you could
happily or perhaps unhappily, circumnavigate Iceland in
January without seeing much ice. It might be a winter cruise
which would be of great advantage to Watson and Jameson
in terms of blown out canvas. Nevertheless the idea is not
impossible and as the barriers of discovery and achievement
are pushed further back, I warrant that one of our intrepid
members, or members to be, will sail around Iceland in
winter. If he or she does and if I am alive and can afford
a bottle of champagne I will gladly present it -- but there
are many ifs! Svalbard is possible in July and August and
for those of us who live in Europe there is no place on earth
where we can sail to higher latitudes. Longyearbyen is just
N. of the 78th parallel and Nyalesund is on the 79th Parallel.
Like so many pubs on the west coast of Ireland which claim
to be closest to New York, it is one of those many towns
which boasts the closest proximity to the North Pole. Apart
from very managable amounts of glacier ice, it is possible
to sail to Nyalesund in August without any obstruction or
hindrance from sea ice. In 1980 Shardana first met polar
pack ice at latitude 79° 40’ N as we passed Dansk Oya
heading northwards to Moffen Island and to the Hinlopen
Straits. By parallel 80° 04’ N we were completely blocked
according to the log of the day but looking back at some
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of the film which we took, I feel that it is at least possible
that if we had the knowledge which we now have, we night
have made it through the Hinlopen Strait. The Hinlopen
Strait remains as one of the great challenges left to an I.C.C.
member and if there is success and if I am alive etc. and
can afford it etc. I will provide a bottle of champagne albeit
Spanish -- what with the infiationery times ahead!
From the ice perspective Greenland is two separate
countries, at least. Cape Farewell at a parallel just S. of
latitude 60° N. is an enigma. One can never be certain
whether or not it would be clear of ice because it is under
attack from several sources. The east coast is fringed for
most of the year by polar ice drifting S. and S. W. from
the polar sea using the escape route between Svalbard and
the N. coast of Greenland. The east coast ice is encouraged
to Cape Farewell by the prevailing northerly and nor’easterly
winds and by a current which sets southwards and south east
along the east coast shoreline. Add east coast glacier ice to
polar pack-ice and mix a few icebergs and you will have a
powerful cocktail drifting to Cape Farewell where it will
combine with the west coast sea ice and glacier ice at an ice
junction which is never quite predictable. Cape Farewell
might be free in August and it is likely to be free by late
September and during October, but by then the year will
have seen the spider’s webs of lows which pass constantly
that way during the autumn months. Cape Farewell is the
northern hemisphere’s collection point for autumn, winter
and spring low pressure systems. In spite of the Atlantic
climate you will be bound to face strong easterlies in autumn
for part of the way on a voyage from Cape farewell to
Ireland.

GreenLanders at Augfilatoq.

Photo: Tom Lawlor

In spite of the difficulties which may be encountered in
the Cape Farewell area once you get to the S.W. corner of
Greenland you will be in cruising grounds which are uniquely
beautiful. The coastline from Julianehaab to Disko bay is
sometimes ice free in August, apart from some
concentrations of glacier ice which are particularly evident
off Frederiskhaab. These are all small impediments which
should not dissuade the intrepid cruising man from sailing
to Disko Bay to enjoy the magnificence of the Jacobshavn
ice-blink. If courage and time allow, sail northwards through
the Viagat and onward without a stop, to Smith Sound and
Ellesmere Island. This would be a truly worthy goal for
members of our Club and I doubt if an ex-editor’s offer of
an award of a bottle of champagne would satisfy such an
adventurer, but if it does and I am still alive etc. please come
and claim it.
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Apart from the potential tribulations at Cape Farewell,
the west coast offers reasonably ice free and rewarding
passages for the prudent mariner during the month of
August. The east coast is more fickle and capricious and
ice conditions there are unpredictable because of the vast
resevoires of sea ice in the polar ocean which can, in a
relatively short time, drift down along the entire extent of
the east coast. There may of course be moments when a brief
excursion to Scoresby Sound is possible. It is an anxious
place for a cruising yacht because, at short notice, the wind
can blow from the N.E. and the entrance to the bay can
become completely blocked.
Conditions improve as you move S. of Angmagssalik and,
in a good year, the passage from Angmagssalik to Cape
Farewell should present few ice problems. Again, the bottle
of champagne is available on the usual conditions to the
member who sails from Scoresby Sound northwards to the
Wandel Sea. We have no experience of those conditions but
good luck to the man who will attempt it. The ice conditions
between Scoresby Sound and Angmagssalik on the inner
coastal route do require attention. They are not sympathetic
and to attempt it without some knowledge of drifting sea
ice would be unwise.
Narssarssuaq Ice Central offer an incredible service to all
but the foolish who will, with some luck, be placed in the
hands of the Greenland rescue service. Listen to Ice Central’s
advice which is offered by mariners with considerable sea
experience. If they say that a passage is impossible you can
believe that it is. Even if you get clear passage from Ice
Central I believe that if you enter ice you must be prepared,
at least in the back of your mind, to lose your boat. The
chances are that it will not happen but there is tremendous
force in the sea. Ice is safe provided it all drifts in the same
direction. Small eddies can send large and heavy lumps of
ice crashing against a neighbour. If you are unfortunate
enough to be caught between it, that will be an end of the
matter.
Because of the short Arctic summer it is essential that your
cruise is thoroughly planned in advance. Both Skipper and
crew should be absolutely and clearly familiar with the
distances to be covered. The time scale, to include time and
port, must be calculated in advance and the schedule must
be adhere to. Your time in the Arctic is precious if you wish
to take full advantage of it. Allowing that the journey
outwards will take two weeks of demanding ocean sailing
and the journey home will take a further two weeks, that
will leave just about two weeks for cruising in Arctic waters
in a six week cruise. Six weeks is the minimum and if you
wish to cover significant distances in polar waters it will
allow very little time in port. If on the other hand you wish
to spread the cruise over a ten week period, you will have
the restriction of ice at the one end in the early weeks of
July and weather worries, at the other end, as the weeks eat
into September.
There has never been any difficulty in stowing enough
clothing for six people for six weeks in the small lockers of
Shardana. Allowing for the fact that there is little
perspiration in Arctic climates and allowing for the fact that
it is never as cold as everybody thinks, amounts of clothing
should not be exaggerated. Undoubtedly you will get one
or two good wettings and there is no possibility of drying
clothing in such cold moist air. In 1980 Johnny Burrows
taught us a valuable lesson. Shardana capsized between
Spitzbergen and Jan Mayen. The porthand window came
away from its frame and the cabin filled above bunk level.
The lockers were full of cold Arctic sea and the clothing was
thoroughly soaked. We had all laughed at Johnny’s
fastidious behaviour in putting his clothes in and out of
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plastic bags all neatly tied with wire at the neck but, for the
next few days, he had the advantage on us. Clothes are now
segregated and packed in reasonably heavy duty transparent
plastic bags which are tightly sealed with wire at the neck.
Not alone does it keep the clothing dry, but because so much
of what we wear is wollen the air can be compressed out
of it and it is remarkable just how many pullovers you can
fit into a locker in this way. Typically, for an Arctic cruise,
a clothes list would comprise the following:
Four hand towels, four heavy wollen pullovers, four pairs
of terylene trousers, four neck towels, eight ordinary shirts,
four heavy worsted shirts, six tee-shirts, twelve underpants,
eight pairs of normal wollen socks, four pairs of heavy
wollen socks, three suits of wollen thermal underwear,
(longjohns and vest) one Hely Hansen or equivalent brushed
nylon heavy thermal suit, one balaclava, one wollen hat,
two pairs of woIlen gloves, one pair heavy duty rubberised
over gloves, one pair of boots, one pair of sailing shoes,
one set of oilskins with life jacket and harness.
We would normally consider underpants and socks to be
disposable items. The terylene trousers are good because they
have some chance of drying. Damp trousers are taken into
the sleeping bag when off watch and dried by the warmest
part of the body -- wherever that may be. It is the ears,
the hands and the feet which require the greatest protection.
Your oilskin hood should keep your head-gear dry. Dry
wollen gloves are essential and this can be achieved by
wearing heavy duty over-gloves. Feet are the biggest problem
and we have not found a fully satisfactory solution. Rubber
boots have much the same quality as an ice box in the arctic.
With sea temperatures of between 0° and plus 2° the whole
boat is cold and it is a coldness which quickly penetrates
rubber soles, in spite of two or three layers of wollen socks.
Aluminium foil insoles are a help. I have also used lined
apres-ski boots but they are not water proof and can only
be used in the most settled and dry conditions. A thoroughly
waterproofed apres ski boot with heavy insulated soles and
good deck grips is the answer but the market for such items
is not extensive.

102

There are many good makes of oilskin on the market but
unquestionably we have found Henri Lloyds to be the best.
Oilskins jackets with insulated quilting are hopeless. Once
the quilted lining becomes sodden it stays sodden and will
wet everything else about it. Jackets are zipped up and rolled
and trousers are rolled before being stowed in the oilskin
locker.
A good quality sleeping bag is a must and, after use these
are rolled and stowed in tied plastic bags, one plastic bag
inside another for double protection. These are stowed in
the quarter berth when not in use. A dry sleeping and sheet
bag is a sacred rule.
Because no supplies whatever were available in
Spitzbergen, other than fuel, we became accustomed to
carrying seven weeks stores for six people on board. Our
tank holds 60 gallons of water and we carry one five gallon
can in case of contamination in the main water tank. We
carry 38 gallons of diesel in two tanks and a further 20
gallons in cans. Full supplies of food fuel and gas are all
available in Greenland, even in its most remote corner, but
because we are usually broke by the time we leave Howth,
shopping ashore is for absolute emergency rations only and
for some fresh food when available. For the dedicated I have
listed Shardana’s food stores at the end of this account. We
carry six small Kosangas bottles which are dumped ashore
or given away after use. Because the freezing point of
Propane is lower than Butane, we have always filled our
bottles with Propane. Kosangas in Dublin, have been most
helpful in this respect.
It is remarkable just how long 60 gallons of water will
last. Teeth are brushed in salt water and fresh water is used
only for essential cooking, washing and drinking. We have
frequently lashed an open top plastic container to the goose
neck where it collects rain water from the mainsail in
reasonably significant volumes. It would normally provide
sufficient water for washing. Nobody aboard Shardana that
I have known has ever shaved.
The first few days at sea provide some good fresh meals.
We eat twice a day, namely at breakfast and a large evening
meal. When the fresh food has disappeared, usually one
week after departure, we are still left with carrots, cabbages
and raisins, all of which last well and allow for the
preparation of fresh evening salads aided with tins of fish
or sweetcorn. On average we would eat potatoes with the
main meal about five times a week. There are six cooks
aboard and the cook who prepares breakfast also does
dinner that evening. The same cook does all the washing
up and cleaning of both pots and galley. He then has five
days off. It is alarming just how quickly those five day
periods seem to come around. Naturally, standards very,
but under the watchful eye of Shardana’s supercooks -- Pat
Colleran and Paul Cooper, it is amazing how competitive
meal preparations become. There is no absolute routine but
supplies are ordered by the cook, checked out and marked
off by the Skipper to ensure the stocks remain balanced and
that repetition does not follow too closely. The Ship’s log
has a food stowage plan at the back of it so that frequently
a cook may have to check out his ingredients at breakfast
time to ensure that, as far as possible, a sleeping crew
member is not disturbed during the afternoon. Most of the
food is stowed under the bunks.
The ordinary cooks might typically provide a large
nourishing salad to start with, followed by Swissco or Frey
Bentos, steak and kidney or chicken pie, with potatoes and
peas. On a good day there might be some tinned fruit and
the evening meal would be followed by coffee. Portions are
on the healthy side with each person eating a full Swissco
or a full can of Frey Bentos with three or four good sized
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potatoes. When Pat and Paul cook there is always an air
of anticipation and you might get stuffed peppers followed
by a Chinese stir fry or chick pea salad with Chili Con Carnie
¯ Apart from the ship’s supply, Pat always seems to be able
to produce a great variety of supplies and ingredients from
his own locker. Pat’s enthusiasm is infectious and he has
raised the cooking standards considerably. Even that most
disorganised man Mr. Bob Fannin, had produced the odd
surprise, but mainly we are a hungry and undemanding
bunch, appreciative of any efforts from the galley.
For as long as the bread lasts breakfast comprises toast
with cheese and onion rings, topped with a sauce from the
Orient known as Harissa. This might be accompanied by
a helping of Alpen and a glass of fruit juice or grapefruit
segments. Sometime, during the afternoon, coffee and
biscuits are available and if the weather is bad large chunks
of storm cake (fruit cake) are served¯
This routine works remarkably well. Everyone is involved
and because the distibution of effort is completely fair,
complaints do not arise. You might not expect this fare at
Whites of the Green but on a hardy day in Arctic waters
expectations are not high and satisfaction is easily achieved.
The point about such things as Fray Bentos, Swissco and
spaghetti is that they last. They are easily stowed and provide
nourishment, but it is the worthy spud which remains
everyone’s favourite. In more recent times the Skipper’s
curries have been actively discouraged.
Many have wondered why Shardana sails with six crew.
It seems crowded and indeed it is, but, allowing for such
a high percentage of sea time it allows long periods of rest
which, in my view, keeps morale high during the turbulent
hours of heavy winds, anxious landfalls and long and
enervating passages in berg strewn waters and polar pack
ice. Our watch runs from midnight to 0200 and from 0200
to 0400 hrs; thereafter the watch changes at four hour
intervals. This means that no two people are on watch for
the same period on consecutive days and with two on watch
and four off watch, it allows 8 hours at the helm between
2 and 16 hrs off to read, to sleep, to assist with navigation
or if it is the case, to cook. For much of the time, apart
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from meal times, four bunks are occupied and two crew are
in the cockpit¯
Discipline is essential and by now Shardana’s rules are
well known to the crew. Apart from an occasional reminder
the routine simply fails into place. It does not have to be
imposed. The main principle is to show consideration for
others and if for example, I have noticed that one crew
member shows an unfair preference for the most
comfortable berth on the boat, (namely the pilot berth) I
will insist that he moves to another berth. If there is a smell
of unwashed body this will be quickly identified and the
offender will be sent forward to the foredeck for a proper
scrub down. I have rarely had to stop someone from hugging
the comfortable berth and I have rarely sent people forward
to the foredeck for a wash.
By stating, at the start, that any clothing which is found
lying around the cabin will be thrown over the side,
everything is quickly stowed when not in use. The cabin is
cleaned down once a day (20 minutes work) on a rough rota
basis but as navigator this is one task from which I am
excused. The galley is kept spotlessly clean by the cook of
the day and the heads on Shardana are the cleanest anywhere
by virtue of the fact that they are never used. The cockpit
is cleaned down daily by one or other watch, usually on the
0400 -0800 shift. The boat is kept dry below, by an absolute
rule which stipulates, that no matter how good or bad
conditions are, oilskins must be removed under the spray
hood before coming below decks¯ If any water has
inadvertently strayed inboard it is immediately mopped up.
This system works and in spite of the thoroughly provocative
conditions of 1982 the boat remained dry. Condensation is
a real problem in the Arctic and the worst of it comes from
the cooking operations. Windows and drips along the timber
work are constantly mopped up when the gas stove is alight.
We do have a charcoal burner but its use is restricted to port
because it is difficult to keep it alight at sea and because
there is a fear that it might cause injury in boisterous
conditions.
The gas cooker is only turned on when the switch on the
top of the bottle is switched on and the only way in which

the cooker is extinguished, even for a short period, is by
turning off the main switch above the bottle in the cockpit
locker.
Music on board has always been a problem. Musically,
I do not share Paul Doonan’s enthusiasm for heavy metal,
and in any case, for much of the time somebody is sleeping.
Andrew Somerville spends long hours plugged into the BBC
World service but when it is within range nobody seems to
object to ’Sailing By’ played each night before the midnight
33 forecast. The solution may be to bring a few Sony
Walkman’s so that each can pursue his own choice in peace.
Books have been an important part of our cruising and
our shelves are always well stocked with a wide and varied
selection showing a slight bias in favour of books on bird
life, sea mammals, fish and accounts of the history of the
land which we are to visit.
1978 was the last of the great sybatritic cruises of the
Shardana when we circumnavigated Iceland moving
gleefully from lunchtime session to evening session. But the
gods were kind that year and it seemed that we could do
no wrong. The winds rarely went ahead of the beam but
getting up for the watch was often a difficult business. If
it had blown a gale I am not sure that we would have noticed.
The Fannin’s, father and son, are great sleepers and I am
sure that if you asked them for a description of Iceland you
would get the briefest account. Such things as Geysers,
Parliament Plains, bird cliffs and volcanos were entirely
missed by that pair and the elder Fannin took it into his head
that the buildings close to the harbour in Reykavik were in
need of support. He was spotted at 0200 in the morning
gallantly propping up several of these dangerous structures,
The transatlantic of 1979 was tame by comparison. With
four of the crew sworn off the drop for the 21 day crossing,
Black Bob and I were inhibited and had only the occasional
flights of fantasy. At the same time I could see that life on
board was functioning better.
I do not wish to be a bore about it, and my goodness we
sometimes let loose when in port, but since 1979 Shardana
has remained a dry ship when at sea. I do not include day
trips from Howth Harbour. Also, on account of his great
age, Bob Fannin has been allowed the single whiskey ration

in 24 hours. The formula has been entirely successful and
has made for much happier and more effective cruising and
those readers who will not agree are quite entitled to think
"there is nothing so pure .......... etc."
I have never trusted self furling head-gear although its
advantages for cruising are undeniable. I am always afraid
that it will get stuck and until someone can convince me
otherwise we will continue the change-up, change-down
routines. Shardana is fitted with slab-reefing in the mainsail
and it causes no problems. We carry a spare mainsail and
our headsail wardrobe does take up quite a lot of valuable
space; it comprises a heavy genoa, a light genoa, a number
one working jib, a number two working jib, a storm jib and
a high clew reacher. We carry two spinnakers and a tri-sail.
Both in 1980 and in 1982 we spent considerable time lying
ahull and I am convinced that for a long keeled moderately
heavy displacement boat the best way to do this is to set
a tri-sail. The tri-sail is slotted into the main mast track and
is sheeted aft free of the boom to the spinnaker sheet pully
blocks. This seems to be a preferable arrangement to setting
a storm jib forehead of the mast. The strongest section of
the rigging must be aft of the mast between the boom and
crosstrees and that is where the trisail is set. If the tri-sail
fills on the port tack, lash the tiller down to starboard, and
the boat will lie at an angle of about 45° to the wind,
presenting her best aspect to the sea. For Shardana this
system has proved itself beyond any doubt.
Safety at sea is not a total preoccupation aboard Shardana
but I would think that the lack of alcohol aboard has added
greatly to it. The boat is well maintained and is carefully
checked before each voyage. The life-raft is serviced and
we carry a V.H.F. transmitter/receiver, and M.H.F.
transmitter/receiver and an emergency 2182 transmitter/
receiver. We also carry an E.P.I.R.B. Our flares are
numerous and in date, we take in reefs and change down
headsails a bit before it is necessary and sometimes after a
blow we are a little slow to get going again. At least one
and more usually two are on watch all the time. The safety
line stretches along the deck from the cockpit to the bow
and in all but the calmest conditions safety harnesses are
now worn both on the deck and in the cockpit. Our
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preparations are thorough to the extent that Winkie Nixon
once asked for Shardan "s log prior to the departure on the
basis that the whole thing had, in any case, been written up
before we left the harbour.
We have had moments of real anxiety but such
occurrences are inevitable. Our first real encounter with
polar pack ice was N. of Spitzbergen in 1980 when we
ploughed ahead without thought of our line of retreat on
the basis that what goes in must come out. That is not always
the case in ice conditions. It is surprising just how little time
passes from the first sighting of small bergy bits of ice to
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a situation when the adrenalin really starts to flow. If you
do not like ice conditions then alter course to a warmer
climate as soon as the first bergy bit is sighted.
Shardana’s knockdown in 1982 was an alarming business
but, with hindsight, there are lessons to be learned. The first
simple lesson is that any idiot who is at the helm in those
conditions should be tied on with a safety harness. I know,
for as they say -- "I was that idiot". To be washed out of
your own boat as it rolls over on top of you is not a pleasant
experience in any ocean but it is particularly unpleasant if
it should happen to you at latitude 75° 50’ N longitude 4°
00’E where the water is especially cold. We had sailed from
one side of a low pressure system to the other, starting with
head winds, and a falling glass. This was followed by a
period of light wind and confused seas rolling forcefully to
the N.E. As we passed to the other side of the low the
barometer started to rise quickly and the wind backed and
gave free sailing. We took false comfort in this as we
barrelled along in a persistent F. 8 with three reefs in the
main and no headsail set. The new wind started to whip up
a new sea which added great confusion to the conditions
which prevailed. We should have struck the mainsail and
set a tri-sail. We should have pointed the bow to windward.
In 1982 we came close to losing Shardana off Cape
Farewell. The ice report from Narssarssuaq was not up to
date because their plane had been grounded further N. with
engine trouble. There was considerably more ice than
predicted and the wind was S.E. blowing 5 -6. As we
approached the bergy bits and growlers we took down all
sail but still proceeding under bare poles at between 4-5
knots. Being at latitude 60° N we had about 7 hours darkness
and soon we were in the thick of it fending off large lumps
of glacier ice and polar pack-ice which had drifted around
Cape Farewell from the East Coast. The ice concentration
calmed the sea but there was still a generous swell. It was
pitch dark and a misty drizzle settled in to futher depress
our spirits. By 0100 progress was impossible. We could not
see any leads and we were surrounded by ice which was well
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above Shardana’s rail. Close by we could see several large
bergs heaving menacingly in the drizzly swell. We worked
for most of the night with spinnaker pole and boat hook
to keep the ice off and for a time we were squeezed
uncomfortably and the hull was raised some 18 inches out
of the water. I think we all agree that it was the worst night
that we have spent at sea. Again, there is a small lesson here.
To go into unknown ice conditions in darkness or fog is
much the same as setting out to sea from port in a gale.
Prudence might dictate a little patience. We should have
stood off and awaited daylight before making our entrance
towards Nonortalik.
Polar ice, heavy concentrations of glacier ice and ice bergs
are a danger to the navigator but, apart from these there
are many other unique ice-scapes to be viewed in complete
safety from a cruising yacht, such as the fjords and glaciers
of Spitzbergen, the Greenland ice cap pouring down to the
sea just S. of Angmagssalik, the mountains and glaciers of
Prince Christian Sound, and the magnificience of the
Jacobshavn ice-blink.
1985 gave Greenland its best summer weather for 30 years
and it allowed us to make a passage, never before achieved
in a sailing yacht, along the inland route from Scoresby
Sound to Angmagssalik. This voyage produced some
anxious moments but experience had taught us much and
in calm and clear conditions we were able to navigate 300
miles of sea ice with 24 hours daylight and with a high and
steady barometer. It was, at times, torturously slow and even
when we came to several apparently final halts we knew that
the ice would shift and that eventually favourable leads
would open. All of this assumes that the weather will remain
fair and that the ice will be guided in its movements in a
regular pattern by the S.W. flowing East Greenland current
which transports the polar pack ice to Cape Farewell.
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Weather patterns in Arctic regions change with dramatic
suddeness. If the arctic high had retreated northwards it
would have allowed the Atlantic summer lows to nest around
the Cape Farewell area and move north eastwards to pass
along the Denmark Strait. These are climatic conditions
which would have proved extremely awkward for Shardana.
Having taken the inshore route we were, for much of the
time, hemmed in by some 70 miles of pack ice interspersed
with massive bergs. If the regular directional flow of pack
ice and bergs is upset by a depression moving northeastwards
it would make short work of a sturdy Nicholson 31.
The navigation aboard Shardana is now attended to by
the Skipper. I served my apprenticeship with Johnny
Burrows on the Transatlantic in 1979 and to Spitzbergen

and Jan Mayen in 1980. Johnny Burrows is not just a superb
navigator, he is also a kind and patient teacher. To begin
with, the thought of being a few miles off course, scared
me, even in mid ocean. When Johnny was there as navigator,
the sextants flashed and pens rushed hurridly across
notebooks in order to calculate positions. Whatever number
of sights were taken and whatever number of calculations
were made, there was only one correct position and that was
Johnny’s. How did he always mangage to get it right? Later
he told me his secret. No matter how many foces are plotted
there is only one correct one and that is the navigators. This
sage rule has prevailed aboard Shardana ever since and no
landfall has been missed. The occasional landfall has
sometimes been an hour or two early or an hour or two late
and the compass course sailed in the final hours may not
have coincide precisely with the homing course plotted
before departure. Practical navigation with sextant and D.R.
in a small bouncy cruising yacht is never the precise science
which is advocated and prescribred in the text books. There
is a lot of space in the oceans of the world and to aim at
a land mass the size of Greenland and to miss it would be
very poor shooting.
When Johnny could not sail with us any longer, due to
pressures of love and labour, we tried to replace him with
a Satnav. Previous annuals have recorded the wretched
history of this machine ...... it was quite simply no match
for Burrows and leaving Donegal for Cape Farewell, I was
forced to put the sextant to work and all naviagation in 1982
and again in 1985 was achieved by D.R. and sextant. My
father always insisted on a hourly log and this practice is
rigidly applied aboard Shardana. It is not only an essential
record for writing up the D.R. position from one sextant
reading to the next but it also provides many happy hours
of winter recall when log books of previous cruises are
opened up for examination. I suspect that effective log
keeping is a practice which is often overlooked in modern
day crusiing and I think it a pity. Shardana’s log entries
require full details of course, speed, and distace from the
trailing Walker Log; it also requires a comment. Comments
come easy when something has happened in the last hour,
such as a sail change, but when you have a quiet night’s
passage, comments are hard to come by, as for example:
"Tis great to be alive" -- Pat Colleran,
"Gastro navigators prepare to dine" -- Andrew
Somerville, or "Come back toes -- all is forgiven" -Tom Lawlor at Scoresby.
Satnav technology had taken to the high seas. In 1979 we
asked a Polish merchantman for a position fix in mid
Atlantic and the reply was: "I don’t know, you tell me".
In 1985 we received several confirmatory position fixes from
passing vessels which were most confident "Your position
is lat 59° 15’ 13’N long 28° 28’ 09" W. Their ship’s position
was available from Satnav monitored for D.R. between fixes
by giro compass and Doppler Log and our position was
calculated by their radar sighting of us. There is nevertheless
a great danger in these days of electronic navigational aids
that the traditional methods will be forgotten and then where
will you be when the battery sits down!
The electronic log with impeller is a useless instrument
in pack ice and unless you wish to lose the impeller it must
be withdrawn. The Walker trailing log is a must for all
cruising folk who distrust electronic gadgetry and who will
wander in Arctic regions. It works in pack ice though it may
lose a mile or two as it dances across the ice floes.
One piece of equipment which every potential Arctic sailor
should at least consider, is Loran C. It is a more powerful
Decca system which operates at least between the east coast
of Canada and on the shoreline of Spitzbergen. The whole
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of what one might describe as the European sailors Arctic
cruising ground is covered. The read out provides
instantaneous latitude and longitude position fixes. There
have been many very good reports of this equipment.
The maintenance on board the boat is an essential part
of every cruise and Paul Cooper’s quiet efficiency has kept
Shardana in prime mechanical order. If something goes
amiss our principle is to fix it at once and not just leave it
until we make port. Some works are obviously impossible
but with Cooper aboard that list is very small.
Cruising in Northern waters has been a great joy but to
date it is not an area which has been explored by many
members of our Club. The Arctic and the call of the ancient
Irish anchorites is in our blood. It is part of our history.
Let us go there before it becomes as popular as Brighton
promenade. Moffen Island and the Hinopen Straits demand
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EXAMPLES I

EXAMPLES II
Often the egg will contain some
of the possible information, only:
Total concentration 9/10, namely
1/10 stage 4- (thick first-year ice
( ¯ 120 cm)) of floe size 4 (medium floes).
6/10 stage 6 (first-year ice, no further specifications) of floe size 3
(small floes).
2/10 stage2 (nilas); floe size not
indicated.
In addition there are scattered occurences (<1/10) of type 7. (old
ice/polar ice).
Note: When the floe size indications
- like here - refer to the stage categories there will always be 3 ficjures
(or 2 figures and a stroke).

Total concentration 8/10, namely
2/10 multi-year ice.
6/10 grey-white ice (15-30 cm).
No information is given on floe size.

Total concentration 8/10, namely
3/10 vast floes.
5/10 small floes.
No information is given on stage
of development.

Total concentration 9/10, namely
6/10 multi-year ice in small floes.
3/10 grey ice (10-15 cm) big floes.

Total concentration 7/10 .
All ice is multi-year ice in big
giant floes.

Total concentration 6/10.
All ice is old ice= namely
4/10 big floes.
1/10 medium floes.
1/10 small ice cakes or brash.

Total concentration 4/10.
All ice is multi-year ice.
The ice is mainly distributed in
belts of up to 8/10.
No information is given on floe size.

Total concentration 8/10, namely
3/10 multi-year ice (the dot after
" 1" makes a clot after "9" abundant)
5/10 medium first-year ice (70-120
cm). The ice is mainly composed of
medium end big floes. No connection between floe size and stage of
development is indicated.

Total concentration 7/10.
All ice is thick first-year ice
( > 120 cm).
No information is given on floe size.

Total concentration 4/10, namely
2/10 multi-year ice.
2/10 thin first-year ice, 2nd stage
(50-70 cm).
The ice is mainly distributed in belts
of 8/10 con(:.

Total concentration 4/10.
The ice is mainly distributed in
belts of up to 9/10.
No information is given on stage
end floe size.

A dotted line indicates that the figures
just below it are estimated:
Total concentration 9-10/10.
No other information is given.

Total concentration 9/10
6/10 are estimated to be secondyear ice.
3/10 are estimated to be grey ice
(10-15 cm).
The ice consists mainly of medium
floes.
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conquest by an I.C.C. member. If that is too ambitious
Iceland offers much, including the possibility of sailing north
of the Arctic Circle by cruising to Grimsey. To see the earth’s
newest land at Surtsey and to climb down to the bottom of
the still hot volcano at the Westmann Islands are
unforgettable experiences. The glory of the northern Lights
in Prince Christian Sound are just one more of those
precious treasures which nature shares with the Arctic
voyager. The cold and distant loneliness of Scoresby Sound
and Greenland’s East Coast is matched by the power of the
Jacobshvn ice-blink where the Newfoundland bergs are
manufactured by the powerful progress of the Greenland
Ice Cap.

Paul Doonan in the hot spring at Unartog.

Photo: Tom Lawlor

Finally, a relaxing swim with a bottle of Paddy in the hot
springs of Unartoq pool will sooth away the cares of the
world provided of course that Tom Lawlor is not there with
his underwater camera.
SHARDANA’S PROVISIONS LIST
24 Tins of Button Mushrooms
12 Tins of Sardines
6 Tins Corn on the Cob
6 Tins of Tuna
6 Tins Sweetcom
6 tins Herring fillets
6 Tins of Red Peppers
6 Tins Mackerel in Tomatoe
6 Tins of Tomatoes
3 Tins Anchovies
6 Tins Kidney Beans
4 Tins Tomatoe Soup
6 Tins of Asparagus
2 tins Celery Soup
6 Tins Meat Bolognaise
2 tins Mushroom Soup
6 Tins Bolognaise sauce
9 Tins Spring Veg. Soup
6 Tins Beansprouts
12 Packets Super noodles
6 Tins Water Chestnuts
12 Tins Evaporated Milk
6 Tins Beanshoots
4 Tons Marvel
3 Jars Beetroot
4 large Bags Alpen
6 Packets Smash
200 Tea bags
12 Packets Dried Beans
4 Large Maxwell House
12 Packets Dried Peas
60 Cartons Long Life Milk
6 Jars of Olives
8 Tins Lychees Cheese
3 Jars Pickled Onions

12 Beef Paprika
12 Beef & Saffron Rice
6 Chicken Tyrolean
12 Chicken a la Creme

12 Tins of Grapefruit
3 Jars Gerkins
9 Tins Mandarin Oranges
3 Jars Picalli
9 Tins Pineapple
2 Tubes Tomatoe Puree
6 Tins Peach slices
12 Tins Stewing Beef
12 Tins of Mince
8 Tins of Ham
2 Tins Beef Curry
6 Tins Pate
6 Tins of Meatballs
40 Tins Steak & Kidney Pie
20 Tins Chicken Pie
5 Bags of Brown Rice
8 Bags of White Rice
5 Packets Spaghetti
12 Packets Ryvita
12 Packets Cream Crackers
6 Jars Marmalade
3 Jars Honey
3 Jars Jam
8 Packets Goldgrain
20 Bars of Chocolate
48 Club Milk Biscuits
4 Dozen Boxes Matches

6 Packets Raisins
3 Jars Chutney
3 Jars Mayonnaise
2 Bottles Mazzolla
2 Large Bovril
2 Packets Black Pepper
3 Packets Extra Hot Curry
2 Bottles Tabasco
2 Packets of Chilli
2 Jars English Mustard
2 Jars French Mustard
1 Boule Malt Vinegar
1 Bottle Wine Vinegar
2 Bottles 0live Oil
3 Bottles Maggi Seasoning
3 Packets White Sugar
3 Packets Brown Sugar
4 Boxes Sugar Lumps
6 Tins of Nuts
1 Tube of Harissa
4 Packets Grated Parmesan
1 Large Salt
2 Dozen Clothes Peg
2 Packets Brillo
8 Spong Cloths
2 Bottles Quix
14 Packets J-Cloths
1 Jar Swarfega
24 Dish Cloths
30 Black Plastic Sacks

SWISSCO
12 Sweet and Sour Pork
12 Chicken Curry & Rice
12 Chop Suey Beef
12 Chop Suey Chicken
12 Chicken Canton
12 Irish Stew
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20 Paper Rolls
15 Bog Rolls
1 Box of Tin Foil
100 Sandwich Bags
1 Westphalian Ham
4 Salamis
1 Side Smoked Salmon
2 Large Edam Cheeses
4 Large Cheddar
4 Packets Irish Stilton
16 Loaves of Bread
12 Packets Pumpemickle
3 Storm Cakes (fruit cake)
1 Cooked Ham
1 Box Fresh Carrots
8 York Cabbages
1 Sack of Potatoes (300)
12 Onions
12 Fillet Steaks
60 Oranges
60 Apples
20 Lemons
6 Ice Berg Lettuce
12 Boxes Dairy Gold Butter
12 Fresh Peppers.
24 Gammon Steaks
1 Packet White Pepper
12 Bottles of Lime Juice
6 Packets of Orange Juice
12 Packets Grapefruit Juice
2 Packets Pineapple Juice
2 Packets Mixed Fruit Juice
3 Dozen Bottles Paddy
1 Dozen Bottles Vodka
48 Cans of Beer

Marden 1 986
George Nairn

Miscellany

Thursday May 15 at 1600 hours, with crew of three, Marden
cast off from the R.St.G.Y.C. outer slip and set course
under sail for Bardsey Sound. One hour later we had to start
our engine and continued on a beautiful moonlit starry
night, no wind but a bumpy swell. At 0500 hours Friday
16th, we entered Bardsey Sound where there were large seas
and a little wind, ahead. By 0845 hours we picked up a
mooring off Pwllheli Harbour and cut the engine with 78
miles logged.
Come 1130 hours the engine was started again to enter
the harbour on the tide where we were hailed from the shore
by our friend, the Commodore of Pwllheli S.C. "Evans the
Vet" (Evienne Evans) who directed us where to tie up and
came onboard with "Jones the Boat" (Anthony Jones) and
"Evans the Car’(Gwilliam Evans) for a small impromptu
party. At 1330 hours we went ashore to be transported by
our Welsh friends to the Victoria Pub for lunch, showers
and sleep. Then our kind host "Jones the Boat" collected
us for drinks at his wonderful Welsh house and from thence
he and his wife Owena took us all to dinner at a restaurant
in the country followed by nightcaps onboard. Saturday 17th
was a wild, wet and windy day and we were snug in Pwllheli
Harbour during a visit from Anthony and later shopping
in town, drinks at the Club, dinner on board and more
conviviality at the Club.
We were all up several times during the night to double
up our mooring warps and to tie down various bits and
pieces which were trying to take off in the force 10/11 even
in our snug berth. As a result we rose for breakfast at 12
noon on Sunday morning having decided that a return home
was off. Having charged batteries we hied ashore for
lunchtime drinks at the Club then toured the Llynn
Peninsular in Owena Jone’s Saab, kindly loaned for the
afternoon -- a beautiful sunny but windy day with Bardsey
Sound seen from the land for the first time. Back onboard
for a change and ashore for drinks at ’Penmaen’, Anthony
and Owena’s home. We were then driven on to Gwilliam
and Mary Evan’s home at Cricieth for a birthday dinner at
a nearby hotel as guests of the birthday celebrant, Anthony.
Back onboard by 0030 hours Monday we missed the weather
forecast but entertained our host and hostess -- still very
wild and windy weather.
The Skipper awoke at 0530 hours and got the forecast at
0555 hours for the Irish Sea force 4/5, by 0600 hours we
started casting off lines and at 0615 hours motored out to
a mooring off the harbour mouth. After another short trip
ashore and breakfast we set off home at 1122 hours. We
motor sailed all the uneventful way home and stopped our
engine on our DunLaoghaire mooring by 0330 hours
Tuesday and retired to bed. A very pleasant weekend with
all the wind while we were safely in harbour and 156.3 miles
logged.
Marden’s next 1986 offshore trip was to join the I.C.C.
East Coast Summer Rally to Strangford Lough. Leaving
Dunlaoghaire at 1850 hours Friday 30th May, with a crew
of three, we alternatively sailed and motor sailed throughout

the evening and night, tying alongside Finndabar and
Sceoling at Ringahaddy at 0800 hours Saturday 31st.
Slipping under engine in company, we moved on to Down
C.C. and, in company, temporarily grounded at the
entrance! By 1440 hours we were tied up alongside Leigh
Mary. We had a party and food on board and walked to
Daft Eddies for supper later. Sunday 1st June we slipped
at 1120 hours and, again in company, motor sailed to Quoile
where we tied up alongside Finndabar. By 1700 hours we
pulled out with Misty to motor sail to Portaferry for supper
-- pulling Misty off a temporary grounding en route and
picked up a mooring off the Hotel. After a good supper we
left at 2155 hours rejoining Misty, Deerhound, and

Marden and Trimley Maid at the Moulin Blanc Marina. Photo: M. Warden

109

Shardana to pass inside St. Patrick’s Rocks and sailed and
motor sailed home. We were back on our Dunlaoghaire
mooring by 1110 hours Monday 2nd June with 167.8 miles
logged.
Dunlaoghaire being "twinned" with Brest was good
enough reason for Royal St. George Y.C. Commodore
Dermod Ryan to organise, in his highly professional fashion,
a Club Cruise-In-Company to Brittany. No less than some
15 yachts set off including Marden who left Dunlaoghaire
on Wednesday 9th July at 1250 hours under engine and sail,
with a crew of six. By 1615 hours we stopped the engine
and proceeded under sail, full and reefed alternatively, until
just after midnight when the engine became necessary again.
And so on through Thursday and early Friday we sailed
mostly and motored occasionally until we anchored off the
lifeboat slip in Hughtown Harbour, St. Mary’s Scillies at
0655 hours (five minutes ahead of our E.T.A.). We had a
pleasant stay in the Scillies including a trip by ferry to Tresco
where we had a delightful stroll around the beautiful and
clean gardens, Valhalla’s display of figureheads, lunch at
the New Inn (not wonderful), Hamilton’s Art Studio,
Church of St. Nicholas, the "Sale" at the Reading Rooms
and finally we met, at the Island Hotel, Michael Walden’s
daughter, Tessa, and her bridegroom, Dr. Richard Nann,
on honeymoon.
We left Hughtown at 1156 hours Sunday 13, wind SWIy
force 1 or 2, beautiful warm mild weather, motor sailing.
We passed through three processions of shipping when
crossing the shipping lanes and twice slowed ourselves down
to await suitable tides east of Ushant. By 0800 hours
Monday we sighted Ushant and after many bearings and
fixes we finally identified Lurrane Bell Buoy at 1100 hours
and proceeded up the Channel de la Helle making V.H.F.
contact with Michael Walden of Trimley Maid on the way
from Poole to meet us. By 1900 hours we were tied up in
the Moulin Blanc Marina at Brest where we were shortly
joined by Trimley Maid.
The Royal St. George Cruise-In-Company is well
documented elsewhere in the I.C.C. Journal so I will not
detain the readership with repetition -- suffice to say that
it was a wonderful success and most enjoyable, visiting
Camaret, Morgat, St. Evette (Audierne), Isles of Glenan,
Benodet, and Concarneau. With three up, we left
Concarneau at 0800 hours on Saturday 26th July and after
a bumpy passage out of the Raz de Seine, we tied up in
Camaret Marina at 2025 hours Sunday 27th. At 1240 hours

Dunlaoghaire/Bazdsey Sound
Bardsey Sound/Pwllheli
At Pwllheli
Pwllheli/B ardsey Sound
Bardsey Sound/Dunlaoghaire
Dunlaoghaire/Strangford Lough
At Strangford
Strangford Lough/Dunlaoghaire
Dunlaoghaire/S cillies
Scillies/Brest
Brest/Camaret
Camaret/Morgat
Morgat/St Evette (Audierne)
St. Evette/Benodet (via
Isles de Glenan)
Benodet/Concarneau
Concarneau/Camaret
Camaret/Scillies
Scillies/Dunlaoghaire
Dunlaoghaire/Port St Mary
Port St. Mary/Dunlaoghaire

we cast off and hoisted sails in a lovely S.Wly force 4 but
as we proceeded, the mist closed in and we negotiated to
and through the Chanel de la Helle purely on Decca. The
Decca went on the blink 40 miles off the Scillies (as it had
done several times on the way South) but finally at 1300
hours Monday 28th we stood by a rudderless catamaran
being towed in by a fishing boat as we followed through
Crow Sound to anchor in Hughtown Harbour at 1420 hours.
On Tuesday 29th we were visited by the Skipper of the
Hilliard Bonheur then at 1700 hours we lifted our anchor
and motor sailed out of the harbour. By midnight we were
under main only and while reefing the main at 0100 hours
Wednesday our gooseneck parted company with the mast
due to the loss of the retaining nut. We sailed on under No
2 jib only, and that torn by contact with a proud screw on
the mast, but travelling at 6 knots! By daylight we reattached
the boom and had various sail combinations until 1450 hours
when the wind died altogether. By 1745 hours we were back
under sail with increasing wind strength and the direction
getting more ahead. By 1630 hours Thursday 31st July we
were back on our moorings in Dunlaoghaire Harbour with
882.7 miles on the log.
Our last offshore of 1986 was to join the I.C.C. Autumn
Rally at Port St. Mary I.O.M. As my young crew of three
could not join until Friday evening, we left Dunlaoghaire
at 2015 hours 29th August. We had a bumpy passage with
engine on for short stretches and compass light trouble
followed by a general drop in voltage. Not until 1225 hours
Saturday 30th did we tie up alongside Silver Shadow and
Live Wire in Port St. Mary. Breakfast and a run ashore to
accept our Vice Commodore’s generous hospitality at the
Clubhouse. Sleeps -- runs ashore -- a party onboard
Deerhound and food completed the visit. We had planned
to leave early morning but as the three boats inside us were
leaving at midnight, we decided to do so also. We sailed and
motor sailed home -- discovering en route that our dynamo
drive belt had broken and had been the cause of our
electrical trouble. The spare couldn’t be found! We were
about to enter Dunlaoghaire Harbour when we spotted a
run-about with two dis-similar outboards, both stopped, as
he was drifting onto the back of the East Pier. We towed
him to the Coal Harbour slip to his trailer and returned to
our mooring by 1740 hours having logged 75.8 miles to, and
70 miles home -- showing the effect of unsuitable tides
northwards. Not an excitable or sunny, but a pleasant season
-- but Oh! for crews with leisure time to match mine.

Time
12.50
3.59
3.48
16.08
15.10
5.10
13.15
42.05
31.04
2.00
4.20
6.18

Distance
60.3
17.6
1.0
18.4
59.0
80.7
11.2
75.9
204.0
135.0
9.9
18.7
29.8

9.25
2.20
12.25
25.40
47.20
16.10
17.40

45.1
16.0
60.3
135.2
228.7
75.8
70.0
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Engine hours
11.53
3.49
3.48
16.08
10.55
5.10
12.25
13.47
27.21
0.24
0.37
6.11
8.06
0.30
12.15
11.10
18.55
6.33
8.23

Cruising the Northwest coast of Ireland
James E. C. Walker

This short extract from James E. C. Walker’s full account
has been sent to us in praise of Paul Campbells excellent
directions for entry to Mulroy Bay. We publish it to illustrate
what others think of our Club’s Sailing Directions.
It was middle August 1986, and following a long day’s
passage around the Bloody Foreland in N. W. Ireland, a
chilly F. 4 wind was pushing us into Mulroy Bay. We had
doused our MPS and only the main remained flying, but
we were still approaching the surf, which marked a very
narrow entry between a line of rocks, more rapidly than was
comfortable. Ireland has very few navigation buoys, and
we had seen none since leaving the more travelled S.W.
coast. We had relied heavily on the Cruising Guide published
by the Irish Cruising Club and recommended to us by John
Gore-Grimes. In this instance, the Guide directed us to place
the E. end of a beach on our bows in line with a gunsitelike slit on the top of a mountain behind the beach. This
transit would lead us on a line safely through the rocks and
to our anchorage that night.
Our Valiant 40’ Pharos, had come nearly halfway on her
circle of the Atlantic. Beginning from Red Hook St. Thomas
in May, with a lay-over at the Essex Boatworks in
Connecticut for preparations,she came the Great Circle
route via Newfoundland to Cork, Ireland in July. Our
crossing of the north Atlantic was thrilling but uneventful;
we had had one gale as we passed Sable Island off Nova
Scotia, and the Labrador currents kept us cold and in fog
until we joined the Gulf Stream again E. of 42° W. From
there to our port of call at Cork, we were entertained by
dolphins who came at our beam in braces of two and three
at night, appearing for all the world like heat-seeking missiles
bent on our destruction as they traced fiery paths in the
phosphorescence. Favourable winds of F. 4 -7 were ushered
in by fronts which we could see unfold from horizon to
horizon as cloud banks raised or lowered a curtain over clear
skies.
Our hosts, Donai and Liz O’Boyle at the Cork Yacht Club
in Crosshaven, the oldest in the world, and the excellent
marina there helped prepare us for circumnavigation of
Ireland following our Atlantic passage. O’Boyle gave us
further advice on our itinerary and John Gore-Grimes, as
Commissioner of Lights, made special arrangements for us
to visit the Skellig Islands, as well as providing contact points
for us. Of the many cruisers we met from distant ports and
from Ireland, none intended to round the N.W. coast of
Ireland. We studied charts, currents and weather, most
especially Reeds Nautical Almanac, and felt we and our
vessel were up to it. Following a crew change, we left Cork
in early August for our two week passage to Scotland.
The S. and S.W. coasts of Ireland had magnificent natural
harbours, picturesque, dotted with islands, surrounded by
hills and ideal for relaxed cruising. Baltimore, Castletown
Bere, Clare Island, Bantry Bay, Glengariff and Sneem all
on this coast had special charm and the sense of exploration
that much of our N.E. coast has lost as it has become more
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crowded. As we headed N. even the occasional sailing vessel
disappeared, and we were alone to enjoy an increasingly
rugged coast, which surpassed anything we had seen in its
beauties and cruising challenges. The more mountainous
terrain formed fiords for our harbours, some of which were
rivers which made superb gunk holing. Islands with bays
provided occasional anchorages and great exploring
opportunities. The Skelligs and Aran Islands,and the Killary
and Mulroy bays were high points.
The navigational challenges presented some of the most
remarkable and exciting experiences on our coastal cruising
of Ireland. Our Satnav, which did yeoman service on the
Atlantic crossing, was only of use on long legs.
Unpredictable currents made D.R.’s between fixes
unreliable, and our speeds resulted in our being well beyond
fix points when they were available. The constant course
location of Loran would have been ideal, but despite Loran
charts (available with some difficulty), it became unreliable
as we approached Ireland and never recovered its usefulness.
Decca and Omega are useful but neither was in our
equipment inventory. Radar was valuable but visibility was
rarely a problem. We found ourselves relying heavily on
"old fashioned" visual fixes, which were made easy by
excellent charts and binoculars containing a compass. The
use of buoys as navigational aids is rare in southern Ireland
and non-existant on our passage north, so that we became
heavily dependent on the Irish Cruising Club Guide and the
transits and ranges it indicated. Some transits were especially
ingenious in their use of existing structures, especially natural
sites, and required a sharp lookout when identifying them
for the first time.
Such was the transit that greeted us on entering the Mulroy
river in northern Ireland, it was the only ready anchorage
before crossing the northern channel of the Irish Sea to
Scotland’s Hebrides, and it represented and important
resting spot for us before that overnight run. We had decided
as we entered the bay and saw surf across our presumed
course, that we would abort if we could not with certainly
identify the "gun-site" which should be formed by a ridge
on one of the three mountain peaks in front of us. We could
already see the E. side of the beach on the shore which made
up the closer component of the transit. We hoped tides had
not affected the accuracy of that sighting. One of the three
mountain peaks had several slits which could be construed
as a gunsite, but soon, almost miraculously, one developed
a bead in the bottom of its "V" as if the gunbarrel were
directly in line and on target. Whether that bead was a rock
placed by man or nature we shall never know, but it
confirmed our transit with the required certainty. We entered
between rocks with angry surf marking either side, then bore
hard to staroard to put our bows on the left most white
house of a distant bank. Several more transits and we
dropped anchor in a lovely cove, known to the writer of the
Cruising Guide and probably not many others. The
following day, we made our way up the river in a trek rivaled
in our experience only by the St. John’s river in New

Brunswick. We returned to our anchorage to prepare for
the next day’s passage to the southern Islands of Scotland
late that afternoon.
The N.W. coast of Ireland is well worth more attention
by the serious cruiser. Because it’s coast is exposed to the
predominant westerlies of the area, especially S.W., it is not
as popular as the more protected S. and S.W. coasts where

more amenities have developed. Fresh to gale force winds
can develop quite rapidly, especially when crossing large
bodies of water, such as Donegal Bay, which makes the coast
a leeward shore. For the cruiser prepared to cope with such
circumstances, this coast represents a challenge well worth
the effort and one which is reasonably accessible.

Photo." Tom Lawlor
Round Ireland on Mazda Drum
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The Azores and back
James Osborne

I have been toying with the idea of a trip to the Azores for
some time and on reflection I am not sure why.this was the
year chosen.
Verve is now twenty two years old and other than one
cruise in Spain and a couple of forays to France, her cruising
has been limited to home and Scottish waters. Somehow the
enthusiasm built up the appropriate head of steam and
thanks primarily to Fred Espey, without whose help I am
not sure where we would be, all was set for departure on
Thursday, May 28th.
Memories of May are no doubt overshadowed by the gale
of August. May was a terrible month for sailing and
preparations were, as usual, hurried and a little shambolic.
The day of our departure was thankfully perfect and we
stored away mountains of food, Heineken, and additional
diesel, interspersed with the occasional pint. My crew for
the outward leg consisted of Arthur Magan, Punch Preston
and Micky Gabbett. All had sailed on Verve before and I
felt comforted by the fact that they all had no hesitation
in showing enthusiasm for the passage. I was a little more
apprehensive. The Azores are some 1500 miles from Dun
Laoghaire and approximately due S.W.. May had seen
virtually a whole month of SWlies and boats of Verve’s
vintage are inclined to be wet and very uncomfortable when
beating. Fortunately the forecast seemed reasonably settled
and soon the time had come for the moment of no return.
The harbour with the new marina at Horta.

Photo: J. Osborne

Andrew O’Hanlon had given me an old log book of his
fathers in which there had only been one entry which read:
"To the cheers and whistles of the accumulated thousands
of well wishers Meermin and friends parted Dun Laoghaire
amidst toilet roils and very little else".
This seemed an appropriate enough entry for our
departure and soon we were sailing S. on the tide. The Irish
Sea was delightfully calm and by 0600 we were abeam the
Tuskar with a forecast of SW 5-6, well at least it wasn’t 8-9.
Gradually the wind increased and Verve made great speed,
albeit 45° off her desired course. Paddy McHugh’s forecast
at 1805 that we’d all have a good soaking before dawn, and
how right he was.

Our second night at sea was not so pleasant. It rained
harder and harder, drips appeared everywhere and the
companionway seemed to leak worse than ever before. By
0300 we had covered some two hundred miles and passed
close by a trawler who gave us our position as being 35 miles
NW of the Longships and due N of the Scillies. At about
this time the warm front passed through, the wind veered
to the NW and we were off.
The next five days were uneventful in the extreme.
Arthur’s entry in the log on day four summarises it well:
’I fear Van Gough would have cut off the other ear by now"
The wind stayed steady, moving slightly further N and
the sky was overcast. The varieties of grey were getting us
down. However, we were making good speed in the right
direction and couldn’t complain -- it was better than
beating.
Six days out we were passed by a Japanese car carrier and
an exact position was obtained. Unfortunately, a requested
weather forecast was beyond the Emperor’s knowledge of
Shakespeare -- the only reply being "Bon Voyage" - I feel
we should have tried in French. That night I had my first
real fright. The phosphorescence was incredible and one
became used to dolphins playing all night long on either side
of the boat. Suddenly out of the corner of my eye I spotted
an enormous jet of phosphorescence approach at high speed
straight for the starboard beam. As I awaited the crunch
nothing happened ...... until a fountain of spray shot up
under the boom on the port side and the over friendly sperm
whale went on its merry way leaving my teeth chattering and
Punch, who had just finished his watch, in hysterics.
By day eight all had changed. The sun was splitting the
sky and the wind, such as it was, dead astern. The day was
spent playing spinnakers and drinking beer. At long last we
were seeing each other, a rare event when it was grey and
cold. By sunset the wind had died completely and after eight
days the engine was required. We motored for the next
twenty four hours by which time the wind had come up from
the SW and gave us one last night of beating before Tercerira
was sighted early the following morning. By noon we were
sailing along the coast and after ten days at sea made our
one and only attack into the harbour at Praida de Vitoria,
anchoring in two fathoms NE of the pier.
The plan from here was somewhat vague. Heather,
Caroline Preston and Catherine Gabbett, together with
Danny Watson (part of the return crew) had flown out from
London and were due to meet us in Horta. Ultan Guilfoyle
(the other return crew) was due to arrive some time before
our departure and our intention was to see as many of the
islands as would permit in the time available. Unfortunately
San Miguel and Santa Maria were out of the question but
I intended to take in Flores on our way home.
Cruising in the Azores is totally different from anything
in our home waters. There was no such thing as an
anchorage, no nice sheltered bays or sandy beaches. All
harbours were either totally or partially man made and most
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Pico at 8,500 feet.

Photo: J. Osborne
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Velas.

liable to swell. Bob Silverman’s "Cruising Guide to the
Azores" is a vital handbook but as he would be the first
to point out, good settled weather is essential to be able to
cruise extensively. We were unlucky with our weather as
during our ten day stay a number of fronts passed through
making cruising extremely difficult. The first of these
resulted in our aborting the initial attempt to reach Horta.
We had left Tercerira early the following morning and after
four hours of pounding into a SW 5-6 we made the wise
decision to return and await a change of weather.
Fortunately this was quick in coming and our second attempt
was more successful, arriving at Horta in driving Kerry mist
at 0400 hrs on 10th July. To our amazement there was a
new marina and at least a hundred boats. Most of these are
on round the world or transatlantic passages using Horta
to refuel and provision. The marina had a distinct air of
activity about it which fortunately was not addictive. We
quickly drifted into the lackadaisical holiday mood and spent
a number of days getting a taste of local flavour. Despite
its lack of anchorages the Azores are really the easiest of
places to do very little but feel fully occupied.
Faial (the blue Island, named after the proliferation of
hydrangeas) is lush in vegetation and relatively prosperous
compared with its neighbours in Pico and San Jorge. The
latter two islands are very spectacular but barely support
anything which could be described as an anchorage. We
sailed to San Jorge for the day mooring alongside the small
jetty at Velas. I suspect due primarily to the level of
unemployment each island supports an army of customs
officers. Every port one goes to requires more form filling
and inspection. The fact that we now had seven on board
when our original embarkation card stated four caused
consternation all round, which was eventually resolved over
a couple of beers on the quayside. Velas with a population
of about 1000 is the main port and centre of the island. The
pier is comparable to a congested district pier in Mayo or
Galway and everything, other than home grown produce,
is imported from San Miguel. The feeling of remoteness is
extreme, but so it ought to be. These are after all tiny islands
in the middle of a vast ocean. Unfortunately the weather
was not sufficiently settled to spend any longer in this very
exposed anchorage and by the next day, when we had
returned to Horta, the wind and rain had returned from the
SW.
Pico (8,500 ft) dominates all of the central islands and
we were quite determined that it should be conquered.
Everyone we asked gave their own differing view as to the
time and manner in which this should be done. The romantic
suggested the midnight trail with lantern but eventually we
settled for a two tier operation camping overnight in a small
extinct volcano about 5,000 ft up. When we awoke the next
morning the mist was thick and conditions very

unfavourable. Undeterred, however, we eventually reached
the summit to get one brief glimpse of what must be an
extraordinarily spectacular view.
Time was passing us by and I soon realised that we were
unlikely to take in Flores on the way home. What was more
alarming was that the wind had decided to go into the NE
and the limited available forecasts predicted more of the
same for the next few days. The anchorage at Flores is totally
exposed to the NE and so we decided to depart and leave
the remote island of Flores and Corvo undiscovered but
awaiting another visit.
Within twenty four hours of our departure the wind had
increased. The next few days were extremely unpleasant and
I notice the log has no entries for the 20th June. This is
hardly surprising as the wind continued from the NNE and
varied between force 6-8/9. I had been so confident that a
Wly air pattern dominated the Atlantic that I had never
really considered the possibility of having to beat home. It
was now becoming a depressing reality with the associated
discomforts. Danny, who was new to sailing, seemed to
survive better than most but after the third consecutive sea
had deposited itself in the cockpit confessed his imagination
had not stretched this far.
Gradually, the wind backed and we had one twenty four
hour stretch in which we covered something in the region
of 170 miles. It was still wet and cold but as Ultan described
it "It was Maserati country" and for anybody trying to sleep
below it certainly felt like it.
After five days at sea the wind came round to its rightful
place and soon the spinnaker was up, the beer cans out, and
the delightful leisurely pattern of a passage emerged. The
further N we went the more the weather improved.
Illogically the temperature rose and by Friday 27th June we
were fifty miles SW of the Fastnet drifting our way home
with the spinnaker flying in the gentlest of breezes.
That evening the wind died and we motored into
Crosshaven to be met by Gerry and Peppi Van Soest (well
known to the sailing fraternity through Heineken
Superleague) my wife Heather and children. It had been a
great trip and our heads (human of course) the following
morning told all.
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Miles
Dun Laoghaire - Pria de Vitoria1460
110
Pria de Vitoria - Horta
22
Horta - Velas
22
Velas - Horta
Horta - Crosshaven
~
3034

Days
10
1
1
2
10
22

Hours
under motor
36
18
5
42
103

Black Shadow visits the French vineyards
David Nicholson

9th June 1986. Skipper Ger. Allen with six crew.
Black Shadow’s 1986 cruise from Kinsale to France began
with a very rough trip to the Scillies. This dampened spirits
for a few hours, but after that the weather and winds were
very favourable until facing into the Bay of Biscay some five
weeks later on the return trip. First landfall in France was
Roscoff where a very cautious entry was made. Following
that, stops were made at L’Aberurac and then Concarneau
The crew kept the boat moving -- arriving in ports in the
early evening and departing early morning with an
occasional pause to fish for mackerel. A stop in Ile de Groix
and Quiberon and finally Pornichet completed the first part
of the cruise. 445 miles were under the keel and two weeks
were gone.
July 21st: At this stage there was a complete change of
crew. Owner-Skipper David Nicholson, Mate Joan, Cal and
Peggy Condon. We travelled on a flight from Cork to
Rennes and thence by taxi to Pornichet. Our arrival in
Pornichet coincided with a deluge -the first rain seen for
weeks! We boarded Black Shadow drenched to the skin.
This weather only lasted for twenty-four hours, and next
day we set sail for Ile Noirmoutier, arriving in Port de
L’Herbaudiere at 1700 hrs. The island is reached by a toll
bridge or if you have courage -- by the passage du Croisa 19th century causeway which at high tide is four metres
Chateau Pornic.

under water. We were more comfortable arriving by sea.
We found a fantastic restaurant very close to the harbour
and enjoyed top class French cuisine. Next morning it rained
again. We donned oilskins and went walking till it cleared
in the early afternoon. This was the last we saw of the rain.
We could have spent much more time here but we had an
appointment in Nantes to take part in a tasting of Loire
Valley wines, so we returned to the mainland to Pornic.
The approach to the marina is very attractive with a 14th
century chateau over-looking the harbour. A pretty walk
along the cliffs brought us to the busy market town where
we replenished our supplies. The marina had over 1,000
boats moored but very few people around. The French
school holidays start on July 1st. After that, there is a very
noticeable increase in traffic. When in Pornic, we were taken
for a drive to visit the Muscadet vineyards and have a tasting
in the cellars. After this educational diversion we were ready
to go to sea again and set off for Ile d’Yeu with a light breeze
from E.N.E. We nosed our way cautiously into the harbour
of Port-Joinville. It was narrow and being low water we had
only 1’ clearance under the keel. It was extremely hot here
and we all suffered some sun burn.
The town was very close to the marina and the fresh fish
were well displayed. We ate on board -- crab claws, prawns,
clams etc. etc. The island is 20 km offshore and is very small,
Photo: Joan Nicholson
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A long beat there in F. 4-5 winds was very exhilarating.
We had a great race with another Contessa 35 travelling in
the same direction. The next crew to join were Robin
Matthews and Adrian Stokes who had travelled from Cork
via Brittany Ferries for Black Shadow’s final phase of the
cruise.
It was Bastille night in Concarneau and we were greeted
by a firework display. We had hoped to meet up here with
Michael O’Farrell of Cuchulan, although we have since
found out that he was there, unfortunately we never made
contact. Concarneau to Audierne took us six hours next day.
We anchored there. This was the only time we did not tie
up at a marina. The crew enjoyed windsurfing which was
not possible in crowded marinas.
On our route to Douarnenez we passed through the Raz
de Sein in thick fog without Decca or Satnav to give us an
exact position. This kind of exploit is not to be
recommended! Here we enjoyed our last contact with France
and all that it offers, and stocked up with supplies for our
homeward trip.
We set sail for the Scillies 19th July. It was fairly rough
going with head winds and we made slow progress. Before
reaching the Scillies we reconsidered our route. The wind
had dropped and as we would not make port before
midnight we decided to continue on to Kinsale. The S.W.
wind blew us home without incident and we were tied up
just before midnight on July 20th
We had totalled 1,279 miles in 42 days with 16 different
crew members. A most useful reference book for this trip
was "The Visitors Guide to the French Coast" by Martin
Collins.

the rock formations and the vegetation could have been West
Cork. Port-de-la-Meule on the southern side harbours a
lobster fishing fleet. We took various modes of transport
to explore, some on bicycles and some on mini mokes. The
beaches on the westside were beautiful. We liked this place
so much we spent two nights here. The skipper would not
hear of departing until he had seen the world cup football.
Life on the islands is very unhurried and friendly, and we
wished we could have stayed longer.
Les Sables d’Olonne, 26 miles south, is an old seaside
resort with a huge promenade, a long beach and a casino.
We motored from here to La Rochelle as there was very little
wind and conditions were foggy and hazy. The boredom of
the journey was alieviated when the Skipper caught a sea
bass. The next time he landed one of these, the bass had
the last laugh -- it leaped to freedom from the bucket, over
the top of the guardrail!

Port de la Meule -- lie D’Yeu.

Photo: Joan Nicholson

La Rochelle is a really old town full of history. The forts
guarding the entrance are very impressive. We avoided the
marina which is in the outer harbour and a taxi ride from
the town; instead we tied up right close to the street -- just
a few steps from the cafes on Quai Duperre and the elegant
shops in the arcaded streets. We did not have yacht club
facilities but we certainly had the local atmosphere. We also
had the final of the world cup!
July lst: Royan at the mouth of the Gironde, was an eight
hour journey away. We motored to start but by afternoon
there were 10/12 knots of wind and we had a reach all the
way. Next day we hired a car and took the local car ferry
across the Gironde and made a grand tour of the chateau’s
and vineyards in the Medoc. We drove along the route de
vin and passed many of the finest Bordeaux Chatteaux. We
spent the night in St. Foy le Grande close to the world
renowned St. Emillion vineyards. The following day we
visited the cellars and tasted many fine wines from this
region.
Returning to our ship in Royan it was now time for
another crew change. Black Shadow was facing the
homeward trip north with Patrick Coughlan and Mike
Dwyer joining as skipper. The start of this trip saw an engine
failure just at the mouth of the estuary with no wind and
a huge rush of tide. Twenty four hours later, with a new
fuel pump installed, we set sail again. We had a straight run
overnight to St. Gilles-Croix-de-Vie and a very good
breakfast ashore before we sailed onto lie d’Yeu once again.
It was noticeably more crowded than before. Still heading
N. we gained another crew member, Chris Garrett, in
Pornichet before we sailed to Belle ile, Brittany’s largest
island. We were one of one hundred boats tied up in Le
Palais’s outer harbour. We were sorry to leave this most
attractive place with its fort and friendly Yacht Club, after
only one night, but we had more crew joining us in Lorient.
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Four hops to Holland
David Whitehead

For the last seven years the Whitehead family have been
based in Denver, Colorado, a city whose links with maritime
affairs are tenuous, although it boasts the world’s highest
yacht club on Grand Lake (12,710 feet) at whose annual
regatta the principal trophy is an ornate cup donated by no
less an Irishman than Sir Thomas Lipton. Notwithstanding,
cruising was hard to come by during those years, and to
those members who find fitting out and preparing for the
annual summer cruise on occasions to be frustrating I
commend them to try it by letter, telex and telephone from
a distance of 5,000 miles!
Thus it was that on taking up a new post in the
Netherlands the sadness at leaving a place that had become
our home was to some extent leavened by the thought that
sailing could again become a part of normal life, rather than
a distant mirage that only provided brief refreshment and
mainly served to emphasize the thirst for the sea.
Holland is foremost a country of the sea, and makes
superb provision for the yachtsman at quite modest cost
(when compared, for example, to the popular sailing centres
of England). So it was not too difficult to justify a decision
to bring Shernite to Holland from Clifden, where she had
been based since 1983.
Cruise planning for this voyage was rather cursory -- I
am embarrassed to admit. I ran a pair of dividers around
the British Isles from Clifden to the Hook of Holland and
was surprised to find that there was little difference (150
miles to be precise) between the northern route via the
Caledonian Canal, and the southern route via the English
Channel. More important was the fact that prior
engagements meant that the trip would have to be broken
into several legs. This really dictated the choice of the
southern route, where marinas and yacht harbours abound
and access to them from Holland is convenient. In addition
I had most of the required charts and pilots and Donal
Morrissey kindly loaned me the bulk of those I was missing.
Owing to the short notice on which all of the portions
of this delivery cruise had to be organised my crews were
generally only gathered together at the last minute. I would
like to acknowledge the invaluable assistance of Lt.Col. Ron
Preedy who, at short notice, sailed Shemite from Plymouth
to Newhaven and thereby saved the entire voyage. To the
others -- Eugene Mulligan, Ed Catz, Chuck Talar, Dirk van
den Akker, Bob Stephenson, Lucien Bairink, Tom Foote
and my son Duncan -- who took part in different stages
-- thanks for the help, company and support, and I can only
hope you all felt that your own part was worthwhile and
enjoyable.
In reading through my log of the trip I am somewhat
surprised to note that during the entire cruise, which spanned
the dates between mid June and early September, the
strongest wind recorded at sea is force 5 -- 6 . On two
occasions we were down to main only while off the wind,
which suggests force 6 rather than 5, but only for three hours
was a reef in the main deemed necessary. Considering the
poor weather of the months of July and August I can only

conclude that I was very luck with the conditions we
experienced, especially since we were only rained on once
while we were at sea!
The first leg of the cruise commenced at Clifden on 21st
June and lasted until the 27th when we left Shemite at the
R.C.Y.C. During the course of this week the crew of
Eugene, Ed, Duncan and myself experienced mostly winds
from E. and S.E. accompanied by much haze and mist with
occasionally a squally thunderstorm to liven things up. We
spent one night at sea on the passage from Clifden to
Valentia which was accomplished in an unexpectedly slow
24 hours. Otherwise we anchored in Knightstown on 22nd,
Castletownbere (for four hours only), Schull,
Castletownshend and Kinsale before arriving in Crosshaven
on 27th.
The highlights of the first hop were two splendid beats
in glorious sunshine from Knightstown to Castletownbere,
and from Castletownbere to Kinsale. On the first the
atmosphere was perfectly clear and we had superb views of
the Kerry coast, and saw seals basking in the sun on the small
Skellig as we passed within 50 yards of the rock.
On the second we sailed in haze so thick that only twice
was the land sighted after weathering the Dhulic at Galley
Head. Ed Catz’s superb cooking of a salmon purchased
from a drift netter encountered at sea, meeting up with Keith
Hunt in Kinsale after a ten year interval and escorting a lost
fishing boat from Rainey Head to Crosshaven in thick fog
(they were totally lost, believe it or not!) were the other high
points of the week. The low point was our discovery that
the rendezvous and message centre established for crew
change in Schull could not be contacted by telephone! For
this piece of incredibly sloppy staff work I must take all the
richly deserved blame. It resulted in poor Eugene Mulligan
having to hitch hike from Caherciveen to Galway and for
Ed Catz having to fill in a day in West Cork -- although
he told me he did not waste his time he indicated that a veil
of discretion should be drawn in over the incident!
The second leg of the voyage began in rain and a S.E.
gale as Chuck Talar, Dirk van den Akker and I flew into
Cork from Amsterdam on 27th July and were delivered to
Crosshaven by an absolutely charming Cork taxi driver
named Eamon Stapleton. I managed to leave my folder
containing money, passport, cheque book and ships papers
in his car but Eamon found them and returned from Douglas
to make sure I got them. He was duly engaged to provide
transport for Shemite until her departure from Cork.
Chuck Talar is now the parish priest of the International
Catholic Parish in the Hague but was in former days a deck
officer in the United States Coastguard with square rig
experience on the barque Eagle. Now, lying in the berth
next to Shemite on the Royal Cork pontoon was a wooden
Hinkley 34 which had that very day made port from New
London, Connecticut. We met her owner and Skipper (who
had made passage single handed in 23 days) in the bar and
it transpired that he too had been a Coastguard officer and
even more astonishingly in the same class as Chuck. As
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recognition dawned it was clear that there would be no early
start on the morrow!
Actually we did not sail until 1840 hrs the next day as not
until that hour did the wind move out of the S. Then we
motor sailed to the Daunt buoy in fog and mist before the
engine was stopped and our departure for the Isles of Scilly
taken. By 2030 hrs we had sailed out into a clear sky and
a fine S.W. breeze. The passage was a dream -- under full
main and working jib Shemite reached away from the land
at a steady 6 knots. Although Dirk was badly sea sick he
proved a determined and skilled helmsman. At dawn we had
passed the halfway mark by account. As the sun rose we
found Shemite going like a train, wind Wly force 5-6, as
she reached along the valleys and climbed to the ridges of
an impressive sea capped by crests of an incredible whiteness
to contrast its steel blue mass. At 1000 hrs a sun line
confirmed our progress and the noon sight fixed us less than
2 miles from our DR position.
During the day the wind eased and we worked up to full
sail in bright sunshine. Round Island was sighted at 1500
hrs while the afternoon sun was being shot and by 2130 hrs
we had anchored amid a host of yachts in Hughtown.
We were awakened to a soft rain and a stiff S.Wly by
the lifeboat maroons, and not until 1400 hrs did we venture
ashore to meet up with old friends in the Scillonian Club.
A cheerful reunion, as 14 years had passed since I last visited
these islands. Later we met up with Mervyn Hall and Dick
Lovegrove in the Mermaid. The R.St.G.Y.C. was present
in force in the anchorage after their cruise-in-company to
Brittany.
The night was spent at anchor watch as the wind jumped
to the N.W. and many yachts dragged anchor. The lunch
time shipping forecast spoke of gales in the Western
Approaches so we immediately weighed anchor and set sail
for the Lizard. A glorious run through a fine and sunny
afternoon found us rounding the Lizard at midnight in a
failing breeze. We motored E. on the finest starlit night I
can remember until the sun rose as a red orb out of the
horizon off the Eddystone. Shemite purred to windward into
the green cleft of Plymouth Sound as a light E’ly breeze filled
in, and at 0930 hrs we came alongside the pontoon at the
Mayflower Marina. In the next berth was Miss Fionnuala
the ship with which John Bourke and Richard Hooper had
replaced Shemite. A voyage of strange meetings!
By noon it was blowing a full gale and my thoughts went
to our members in the Scillies, I have been there once in
a severe gale and was glad not to be there now. That evening
we flew back to Amsterdam in appalling weather. It was
1st August.
At this stage I could see that work commitments would
confine me to The Hague for the rest of the month and I
felt September was leaving things too late to cruise from
Plymouth to Holland, so I contacted Ron Preedy to see if
he could help out. Fortunately he was free, and in his
incredibly quiet and efficient way sailed Shemite up to
Newhaven during the following week. Unfortunately he did
not leave a log and at the time I am writing is on passage
to the Caribbean. He left a note for me -it read as follows:’Took 48 hours -- used 6 gallons of fuel -where the hell do
you keep the cutlery?"
The last leg of the voyage took place between 30th August
and 4th September I had a crew of three from Newhaven
to Ostend where Lucien Bairink and Bob Stephenson had
to leave. Tom Foote, a fine sailor who owns the ’S’ class
Scallywag in Galway, but presently works in Nijmegen,
accompanied me all the way to Vlissingen. After Bob and
Lucien left we could not believe how much space we had!
We had a grand reach up the coast from Newhaven to
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Dover overnight in a Nly, but in the morning our brave
breeze failed us and we motored across the Channel to Cap
Blanc Nez on a glorious day with fine views of the famous
White Cliffs. Crossing the channel at the Straits of Dover
is a bit unnerving, owing not so much to the heavy shipping
but, to the Hovercraft and Hydrofoils. It’s a bit like crossing
the Naas Road pushing a pramI I’d hate to try it in thick
weather. We anchored in Calais at 1430 hrs on 31st August.
A nasty day of force 7 Wly persuades us to remain in
Calais but having a huge (80 foot) French racing catamaran
called Jean Stavelen drag down on top of us -- I had visions
of Shemite emerging from between her hulls sans rig!.
Followed by "someone moving Shemite to a different
mooring while we were ashore for a meal convinced me this
was no place to stay! So after we had convinced the
Douaniers we were not Italian we sailed on the ebb in a grand
Wly force 6 at noon next day -- and in a rising gale entered
Ostend at 2030 hrs.
Here we holed up for 24 hrs while it rained cats and dogs
and blew old boots from the N.W., a good force 9. We lay
in some discomfort at the Royal Yacht Club of Ostend
pontoon. The R.Y.C.O. is right in the middle of the
commercial harbour -- so its a bit like being in Ringsend,
but Pierre, the R.Y.C.O. boatman, makes it all worth while.
He told us the last Irish yacht to visit took on a cart load
of bonded stores and spent three days with the yacht hauled
out on the slip while they drank it! I wonder who?
The following day -- 4th September -- we ran under
spinnaker up the coast past Zeebrugge and into the estuary
of the Scheldt locking into Vlissingen at 1830 hrs. Our main
impression of the north French, Belgian and Dutch coasts
are of navigation buoys steaming at us with destroyer-like
bow waves on the tide, of rows of navigation marks like
street lights, of heart stopping passages between sandbanks
with the echo sounder reading less than 12 feet and of lines
of shipping pouring in and out of the great ports along the
route. The scenery isn’t worth as much as a mention.
That evening we left Shemite safely berthed in the
delightful Jachthaven Scheldt, nestling between apple-bowed
Dutch Botters and wall-sided Schouws. We took the train
to our homes. Shemite had reached her new base.
The cruise took us to 13 ports in 5 countries and covered
824 miles by the Harrier Log (only 802 by rhumblines). The
total time underway was 190 hrs of which 60 was under
power (32o7o). We averaged 4.8kts through the water (4.2
along the rhumbline) and had a lot of fun.
Shemite is a She 27 designed by Sparkman and Stephens,
moulded by South Hants Marine and fitted out by Mike and
Denis O’Neill. They don’t build ~A ton IOR boats like her
anymore.

Rila to the Isles of Scilly
Ronan Beirne

On Sunday afternoon, June 22nd Rila set off from the
National Yacht Club, Dun Laoghaire for the Isles of Scilly.
Rila is a Ruffian 23 and the crew, Neil O’Donovan, Peter
Simons and myself have all cruised together before.
There was little or no wind on the Irish Sea which was
covered in fog and after motoring for thirteen hours it was
decided to continue under sail and conserve our last two
gallons in the event of us encountering shipping and for
pilotage in the Scillies. After two days we had logged 140
miles and the log for Tuesday reads "This Bristol Channel
is very wide!" To further frustrate our efforts the light airs
then went S. heading us off course and further up into the
Bristol Channel until we sighted land in the haze on
Wednesday and headed in for a look. In the distance we
could see a town on the shore and on encountering a fishing
boat we enquired as to our whereabouts to be told that our
position was off Padstow on the River Camel, about half
way up the coast of Cornwall. Here we had our lunch and
then set off down the coast in the light wind and warm
sunshine to Pendeen Light House where we arrived at about
1900 hours. With the sun setting after a very warm day the
wind increased in strength as Rila sailed through the swell
with spinnaker set. On reaching eight knots on the
instruments we decided to reduce sail as we did not wish
to reach our destination in the dark. Once in a position well
N. of the Seven Stones Light Vessel we hove to awaiting
first light.
With the sun rising on Thursday morning we headed back
to the Light Vessel and then set our course for Round Island
on the Scillies. As the morning progressed the wind increased
in strength from the S.E. and with it fog. What a

Rila at St. Mary’s.
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Ronan Beirne checking the day trips from St. Mary’s.
Photo: Neil O’Donovan

magnificent sight the tower of Round Island was as it
appeared out of the fog as Rila charged through the Atlantic
swell wearing the number four headsail with three reefs in
the main. By following the directions in Robin Brandon’s
pilot for The Isles of Scilly (Imray Laurie Norie &
Wilson.I.S.B.N. 085288 090 1), we sailed around the N.
of Tresco and into New Grimbsy Sound which is between
the islands of Tresco and Bryher. Once in the sound we
positioned ourselves just S. of Hangman’s Island and
dropped our 251b CQR anchor. All on board were delighted
to reach our destination after the lack of wind in the Irish
Sea and in the Channel had made it look as if the cruise
plan might have to be altered.
The four days on board were the longest we have spent
in one passage on RILA. The addition of a second frying
pan enabled us to have our breakfast at one sitting. A
portable ice box was also carried for the first time and
proved to be a success. For assistance with navigation we
brought a Seafix 2000, one of the new type. As our previous
experience was with the older model we did not use the new
RDF much at first but later found it to be a great
improvement on the older Seafix. I also brought my second
hand plastic sextant but found a lot more practice is
required!
After lunch on board Peter and I went below for some
sleep but were not down long when Neil called us as Rila
was dragging her anchor. The engine was started and the
anchor hauled up when the tripping line was found to be
under the hull and dangerously close to the outboard as we
drifted down wind in the direction of Hangman’s Island.
As there was a large fishing boat mooring in our path we
made fast onto this while the weed covered anchor was lifted
onboard and the tripping line cleared. Without delay Rila
headed out of New Grimsby and set sail around the
archipelago for Hughtown which in the strong SEly wind
would provide good shelter. In the big sea we experienced
a most exhilarating sail although all on board were a little
tired and looking forward to shore leave.

119

A peaceful anchorage at St. Mary’s.
The port of Hughtown provided just what we required, experienced as far away as Tullamore as it put the RTE
transmitter out of action. At 0200 hours on Tuesday July
a calm picturesque sheltered anchorage where we laid out
1st Rila was alongside the National Yacht Club, Dun
two anchors in the vicinity of the large orange customs
Laoghaire,
not as fast a passage as the Virgin Atlantic
launch buoy a short distance S. of the lifeboat. While
Challenger but an equally satisfied crew.
selecting our spot through the many yachts at anchor and
While we were unlucky in having a long passage down
on moorings we passed Scilly Goose and Spellbound. Peter
in
little wind resulting in only two days ashore, we
having lost the draw was left on anchor watch while Neil
and I went ashore to telephone home, have dinner and visit thoroughly enjoyed our visit and the sailing on the Ruffian
which proved herself again to be a good safe cruising sea
a few bars.
Hughtown is the main town of the Islands and is the centre boat. We will certainly return to the Isles of Scilly as they
of all commercial activity being the ferry port. The town are an ideal destination for small boat cruising from Dun
Laoghaire.
is situated on a narrow sand bar with the harbour on one
side and Porth Cressa Bay on the other. The town is small DATE DESTINATION
NIGHTS DISTANCE ENGINE
with little motor traffic, stone buildings and friendly people.
AT SEA
HOURS
There is an hotel, two banks, post office and a maritime
June
museum. There is a very strong maritime atmosphere in the 22
From Dun Laoghaire
town which every visiting yachtsman will enjoy.
ToNew Grimsby &Hughtown 4
324
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Friday June 27th was a most beautiful day with clear blue 27
In Hughtown
From Hughtown
sky and mirror calm anchorage. After breakfast we were 28
2 266
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visited by Artie the assistant Harbour Master who was full 1ulyl To Dun laoghaire
6
590
25
of information and local knowledge. No sooner had Artie 9 Days Total
departed when we were visited by two friendly customs
officials who gave us clearance and again advice on the sights
in the town. Ashore we explored the town, relaxed on the
beach at Porth Cressa Bay and had two excellent and
inexpensive meals. It is important for any visiting sailors
to note that last orders for dinner tend to be a little earlier
than what one might be used to. There was a great holiday
atmosphere in Hughtown fuelled by the expected arrival on
Sunday of the Virgin Atlantic Challenger on her record
breaking trans Atlantic attempt.
In the evening we took a barge trip over to St. Agnes for
the gig race back to Hughtown. The eight gigs were
competing for the honour of bringing out the pilot to meet
the Virgin Atlantic at the Bishop Rock on Sunday. This race
was a most colourful and exciting spectacle in the warm
evening sun. Later in the pubs everybody was kept well
informed of the Challengers progress with blackboard charts
and announcements. On Saturday morning we were ashore
again for fuel which is available on the pier beside the
sailmakers. At 1100 hours Rila set off across Tresco Flats
three hours before high water as advised by the locals.
Once we were through New Grimbsy Sound at the other
side of the Flats we set our course for Tuskar in the light
SWly. Our passage back was direct and took us through
heavy rain, thunder and lightening which was also
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Lamorna to L’Orient and back
Admiral Sir Anthony Morton G.B.E.,K.C.B.

After six seasons’ cruising in Sung Foon, I decided that I
must buy a traditional long keeled boat, and I luckily found
Lamorna 111, a G.R.P. ’Twister’, about six years old and
in very good condition.
Doing the modifications wanted, and getting to know her
ways and those of her engine took time. This, together with
other commitments, delayed my deployment in readiness for
my summer cruise. However, by the end of June I was able
to set off from Gosport, and in a series of weekend passages
I worked Lamorna down to Plymouth, whence I sailed for
L’Aberwrach on the rather damp and discouraging morning
of Tuesday, 29th July.
Once in the Channel with a fresh S.S.W. wind Lamorna
tramped along at about 6 knots under working jib and main.
From time to time I put in a slab and then took it out again
to match the wind. The afternoon forecast was not
encouraging for the wind was due to back to S.W. and go
light, which it duly did by late evening, so that I then had
4 hours of rather unpleasant motor-sailing until 1200 when
the wind became more S’ly and began to freshen again.
There followed a pretty beastly time feeling very tired and
coping with the shipping until daybreak when, having
confirmed my position to the E. of lie Vierge, I set about
working my way westwards against the stream. I calculated
that my middle watch discomforts could give me a
favourable stream to push on down the Chenal du Four,
and by 1020 hrs with one slab down and the wind S.S.W.
5-6, I had the Portsall Buoy abeam.
During the next two hours the wind got wilder and went
more S’ly, and even with two slabs and some rolls in the
jib life was getting hectic. In view of the wind forecast to
get stronger and the prospects of beating down the Chenal
in steep seas and limited visibility with myself thoroughly
weary, I decided to revoke when I was W. of Le Four. I
made my way back to L’Aberwrach where I thankfully
secured to a buoy and squared off the boat, well pleased
with her performance.
After rain the wind died away and I had a good night’s
rest. I set off again late on Thursday morning in light airs,
but off Le Four I picked up a S.W. breeze and had a
delightful sail down the Chenel du Four. Off Pte. Ste.
Mathieu, the wind died and I had to motor up to Camaret,
where for once there was not a crowd in the marina.
After topping up with provisions, water and diesel oil,
I set off for Douarnenez with a forecast of a freshening
S.W.wind. I did not take the Toulinguet Channel but went
outside and was going very well with one slab and jib when
I heard "coups de vent" on the radio.
By 1345 hours the wind was very fresh and I had taken
down the second slab and several rolls in the jib. I had a
bit of a struggle rounding Cap de la Chevre, but by motor
sailing I worked my way round and across into the lee on
the S. side of the bay and so towards Douarnenez. I
anchored that evening in the Rade du Goulet rather farther
out than I wished owing to moorings inshore. The wind
howled but I was very comfortable with plenty of warp and
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my "Angel". The next morning I went into the Treboul
River and secured to the visitors pontoon in the marina. The
shopping was good and everyone was friendly. In the
afternoon I had scrubbed my teak decks and felt very pleased
but very exhausted at the end.
I awoke on Sunday to pouring rain and a forecast of
variable winds becoming N.W. force 4. Somewhat
reluctantly and grumpily I got up and soon after 1000 hrs
was on my way to catch the tide at the Raz de Sein. When
I reached the Raz, although the rain had stopped and the
wind freshened from the N.W., the currents were still strong
and variable, though mostly Nly. Once clear, by 1500 hrs,
I had a good spinnaker run until just N. of Pte. Penmarch
the wind faded away. I motored on and berthed on a large
French boat on the end of the pontoon off the marina at
Benodet just as it was getting dark; not a pleasant operation
in the strong ebb stream. I shifted berths into the marina
in the morning, and shortly afterwards high drama
developed around me as the inboard boats decided to leave,
happily with no damage to Lamorna.
After shopping etc. and a pleasant lunch, I set off again
with hopes of making the Aven River. By late afternoon,
the conditions were clearly unfavourable for this and so I
bore away to Concarneau where I enventually berthed in
the marina.
I was away again early on Tuesday with a pleasant Sly
breeze; but with the prospect of a blow in the late afternoon.
Lamorna went very well and it was near perfect sailing as
I made my way towards I. de Groiz. However, by 1600 hrs
when I was off Loc Tudy, it was evident that the blow was
on its way. Not wishing to be in one of the ’heaps’ of boats,
which I remembered tended to collect in Loc Tudy, I bore
away into L’Orient and berthed at the Cercle Nautique in
the Avant Port.
I spent the next two days resting and maintaining with
winds remaining fresh to strong S.Wly. I was made most
welcome by all and helped to see the town and shops. In
the process I became very refreshed.
On Friday, having decided not to push on further S., I
set off northward in the hopes of re-visiting the Belon and
Aven rivers, which I had not seen for over twenty years.
There was very little wind until late morning but then I had
an excellent sail to the entrance of the Belon. I found my
way over the bar and up river on the flood. It was as
beautiful as ever, but I was daunted by the strength of the
stream and the multitude of yachts and moorings in every
possible space. When I reached the village it was evident that
I was not going for find a sensible place in which to try and
secure and so very sadly I turned back. I went across to Port
Manech and the entrance to the Aven and was again very
discouraged, so I set off northward. I had a pleasant sail
until late evening and eventually secured to a mooring off
Laouen Jardin opposite Concarneau.
After a very comfortable night I sailed across to
Concarneau to fuel and store and then by 1130 hrs I was
off towards Penmarch with great thoughts of spending the

night at St. Guenole, another haunt of years gone by. I had
a delightful sail past the Iles de Glenan and across to Pte.
Penmarch in light Sly winds.
Off the buoy for the approach to St. Guenole the wind
freshened with local thunder storms, so I kept going for
Audierne. The wind held for two hours and then faded. I
entered on the transit, now much better marked, and
anchored in 7 metres on the northern edge of St. Evette;
not a very comfortable spot.
After an unsettled and uncomfortable but secure night,
I awoke on Sunday to poor visibility and not much wind
in being or forecast. Just before noon, with visibility about
half a mile, I weighed and set off for the Raz de Sein
followed by several other yachts. Once I had cleared the
channel, I kept inshore of my planned track as the mist
appeared to be lifted by light wind on the cliffs. Once again,
the Decca was proving invaluable. At about 1330 hrs with
about a mile to my planned starting point for the passage
through, the mist suddenly lifted and it was as if one was
in a theatre when the curtain goes up revealing a brightly
lit stage. Persistence had been rewarded and I had the best
passage through the Raz I can ever recall.
Once clear to the N. the wind freshened for a while and
Lamorna went well under spinnaker until the wind died
completely at about 1730 hrs. I pushed on through the
Toulinguet and up the Goulet into the Rade de Brest and
so to the Port du Moulin Blanc where I secured at 1950 hrs.
I spent two nights in Brest and had a very useful days
maintenance before setting off again on Tuesday when there
was no wind and very poor visibility. After exploring up river
to Passage, I motored and drifted back down to the Goulet
where there was an almost icy mist and the speed of the ebb
created a breeze, with which I tried to sail -- unsuccessfully.
Once clear of the Goulet the visibility improved, and I had
a pleasant light airs sail down to Pte. Ste. Mathieu and
thence northwards towards L’Aberildut.
As I came up to the entrance, Emile, a retired French
Admiral, came out in his small boat to lead me in and then
to arrange a good mooring for Lamorna with the fishermen.
I spent two very happy nights and the best part of two days
with the Chalines and their friends in the area, ending with
a splendid lunch in a most attractive house overlooking the
approach to L’Aberwrach.
In the evening, I sailed from L’Aberildut and had a good
passage to the other end of my lunch-time view when I
anchored near Fubbs and a vivier to the west of the back
beacon for the Malouine. It was a good secure anchorage
but subject to an element of the Wly swell. After an unsettled
night I saw Fubbs go by at 1800 hrs and twenty minutes later
I was off in pursuit. The Wly swell was still heavy, the
visibility~A to 1 mile and the wind a light Wly as I cleared
the Malouine. Decca again proved invaluable as I made my
way along the coast and into the channel between the I. de
Batz and the mainland, which I cleared at 1330 hrs and made
off towards Ile Grand and Trebeurden, with the wind still
too light to make any real progress.
I started my approach to Trebeurden at 1600 hours, and
once I found suitable marks I did not find it difficult.
However, once inside and with the tide still high, I decided
that I was unlikely to find a really quiet and secure anchorage
and that with so much covered ’exploration’ would be
imprudent. I turned about and set off towards Ploumanac’h.
Soon I was able to sail and had a very pleasant passage
on a lovely evening towards Perros Guirec. By 1920 hrs I
was off Mean Rus Light and thence made my way toward
Pierre du Chenel and up the W. side of Ile Tome where I
anchored in the charted anchorage, only to be told by a
fisherman that I was too near his nets. I weighed and he
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very kindly led me to another anchorage N. of Roch Pol
where I anchored in 7 metres, secure but still subject to swell
as the wind died away.
I was off again by 0900 hrs the next morning in beautiful
sunshine but very little wind. However, with the spinnaker
set my speed slowly improved so that with a favourable
stream, I was in the approach to Treguier by noon and by
1340 hrs was off the Chateau and Banc de Veau waiting for
the magic hour when the marina staff would have finished
their lunch. By 1415 hrs I was happily secured with the aid
of polite children from a nearby British yacht.
It was very dark when I set off at 0600 hrs and slack water
on Monday; but all went well and by 0645 hrs it was much
lighter and I picked up a buoy off 9 Buoy to read the weather
forecast -- N.E. force 3-4 -- and make sure all was ready
for the passage.
I cleared the Passe de la Gaine and set off towards
Guernsey in very light Nly winds with hazy visibility. From
time to time I managed some pleasant light airs sailing
passing W. of Roche Douvres. As the afternoon went by
the wind began to freshen and go more more Nly. Wild
thoughts of trying to make Cherbourg in one go crossed my
mind as, if things went well I could catch the stream off
Guernsey. Fortunately things did not work out that way.
Having obtained radio clearance from the Guernsey
authorities, I proceeded to anchor in Petit Port in pouring
rain and poor visibility and a very fresh Nly breeze. Happily,
the tip of the Moulilliere rock was still showing and so I
found a good and secure anchorage about 2 cables N.E. of
it in 11 V2 metres, and was all secure by 1820 hrs. It went
on raining all evening and the fresh Nly wind kept up.
I was aweigh just after 0600 hrs. It was still dark and
although it was easy to clear the bay with the loom of the
cliffs and a glimpse of the Mouilliere, it was not easy to get
Lamorna settled on a safe course until I had taken down
a slab and was off the Sardriere buoy. After that, in the
growing light and with the wind N. E. 6, Lamorna sped
towards Cap de la Hague, so that by 0915 hrs I was skirting
the race inshore and beginning to feel smug; but then I hit
some very nasty seas, I suspect a mix of streams, to the N.W.
of the lighthouse. It seemed to last a very long time but it
was only for about 15 minutes. Thereafter all went well. I
passed the outer breakwater of the western entrance to
Cherbourg at 1250 hrs and was secured in a rather crowded
slot in the marina an hour later. It had been an exciting but
exhausting passage.
After a useful and relaxing afternoon, and enjoyable
evening and a good night’s sleep, I awoke early on
Wednesday to a lovely morning and a reasonable short term
forecast of variable 3 becoming Sly 4. I was under way by
0825 hrs with a N.W. wind and high hopes. Once clear of
the Grande Rade I could only just lay 040° in light airs, a
great disappointment. I struggled for some hours to get the
boat going, only to be swept further and further E. by the
flood stream so that I eventually decided to motor sail on
as Nly a course as possible. By 1400 hrs there were signs
of a breeze and by 1430 hrs Lamorna was beginning to go
well. There followed nearly 6 hours of splendid closehauled
sailing at about 6 knots.
At 2000 BST, I entered the channel by the Bridge Buoy
with the stream running E. hard and at 2115 hrs turned into
the Lymington River to secure in the marina half and hour
later.
I spent Thursday doing odd jobs and taking it easy and
on Friday 22nd morning set off for the Elephant in a brisk
Sly with rain about. By 1230 hrs I was firmly secure
alongside with 750 miles on the clock. Lamorna had done
me very well for my first cruise in her.

Old year’s night in the lee of Africa
Reginald Lee

"Old year’s night" is the Caribbean term of New Year’s
Eve. In the lee of Africa will become obvious at a later stage
in our voyage. Adrian Lee, Jane McHugh, Denise and
Reggie Lee, Geoff and Grace Morris arrived at Antigua
Airport on December 29th at 1430 Atlantic time. Antigua
airport to English Harbour, where our charter awaited us
was a 30 minute taxi ride, and a very interesting chance to
see the interior of an island whose perimeter we were going
to see a lot of! The heat was amazing and such a shock to
our bodies that had been in hibernation for the last 3
months.
English Harbour was packed with yachts including one
very special one -- ours. Castletown Maid, a Nicholson 40,
chartered from Nicholson Yacht Charters. Lester the
Nicholson representative welcomed us to our home for the
next 16 days. A picture of Lester featured on page 16 of
the 1985 ICC annual. He was very proud of this. There was
champagne on ice and welcome notes from Peter Mullins,
who although based in Antigua was out on charter at the
time of our arrival.
Irish bodies dragged (willingly) out of hibernation in the
middle of winter, into warmth and sunlight don’t expect the
sun to go down at 1800 hrs and fast at that! We were
confused and felt cheated by these sudden contradictory
signals, so we went to dinner in the Admiral’s Inn. Finally
we slept. Reggie Lee on deck.
December 30th: After provisioning at Nicholsons we were
ready to set sail. It was however 1500 hrs, so with only 3
hours of daylight we set sail for the Carlisle Bay. The wind
was E. 5-6 and the run to Carlisle was expected to take 2
hours, leaving plenty of time to anchor and relax and swim
before sunset and the immediate darkness. We headed S.
out of English harbour and right out into the middle of the
Atlantic. What a shock, this is going to be real sailing, but
without the oilskins. The highlight of this run to Carlisle,
was when the wheel locked when Geoff was at the helm.
Total confusion on deck until Reggie appeared in the hatch
saying that he had been trying some switches below. One
of these switches was the auto pilot. Reggie was convinced
to "try" each of the switches again, but in the opposite
direction!
December 31st -- ’Old year’s night’: After a slightly roly
night, we went ashore to look around, where we were
immediately befriended by the local kids. Their main
objective was to get a ride on our rubber dinghy. Our main
objective was to inspect the sand and coconut trees; to make
sure it wasn’t all a dream -- that it really was New Year’s
Eve and we were sailing in warm water, without boots and
oilskins! We finally set sail at about 1100 hrs and headed
W. and N. towards Deep Bay on the N.W. corner of
Antigua. The wind was 5-6 N.E. a typical trade wind and
we had a beautiful day sailing up to Deep Bay. Navigation
through the reefs was by eyesight and a little unnerving. So
long as the sun was behind you, the reefs were clearly visible
at a good distance. We spent most of the afternoon at anchor
in Deep Bay watching the "action". The "action" in Deep

Bay was day trips from St. John’s in Galleons loaded with
people and rum punch. When we sailed past they looked
shocked as if they had seen a ghost and screamed "you look
so white". Our European suntans hadn’t worn off yet!
Reggie Lee had spent the afternoon in the mangroves in
search of the Hawskhill Hotel. He found it, and treated the
crew that evening to a most wonderful new Year’s Eve
dinner with all the trimmings, including steel band music,
hats, streamers and even a birthday cake for the birthday
boy, Adrian Lee. We went back aboard to wish old year’s
night good-bye and bring in the New Year under a
magnificent starry sky.
January lst: This was a day for recuperation and we spent
the day snorkeling, swimming, resting. There were tropical
showers all day, which kept us cool. At about 1400 hrs we
noted a rather tired yacht tack into the bay and drop anchor.
The man and woman crew hugged and then disappeared
below. Later we passed them, in one of our rubber dinghy
sorties and wished them happy New Year. We invited them
aboard for a drink and they stayed the whole evening. They
had just made landfall from Las Palmas, having sailed 25
days, just the two of them. Their boat was Varde from
Seattle. They needed to talk and they found the right place!

Reggie and Denise at Mosquito Cove.

Photo: L. Lee

January 2nd: Departed Deep Bay by 0945 hrs in search
of food and water. Phyllis and David from Varde mooned
us goodbye. We had a lovely sail S. into the sun. In this
direction the reefs were less obvious, but we had memorized
our trail, back to English Harbour! The last part was a dead
beat into the Atlantic ocean in 25 knots and gave us an
appetite for lunch on our arrival at 1400 hrs. We were
Mediterranean moored for the first time and were very
impressed with ourselves in getting this tricky manoeuvre
right first time. Having provisioned for about 5 days. We

123

Photo L. Lee

Denise, Peter Mullins, Adrian and Reggie at Shirley Heights.
left English Harbour for Freemans Bay a quieter anchorage
only a quarter of a mile E. We wind surfed and swam the
afternoon away.
January 3rd: Wind N.E. 5-7 again! Departed for Green
Island in Non Such Bay at 1030 hrs with 3 reefs in the main
and little headsail. Once outside English Harbour we started
to bash into the Atlantic slowly as we begin to round Shirley
Heights. The flying fish dashed past us and made us feel
very slow indeed. After half an hour of this and the prospect
of another 4 hours more, we turned back for English
Harbour. We entered English harbour and luckily found the
mooring we left only an hour ago.
January 4th: 0530 hrs "Get up you lazy Irish", was the
shout. We awoke and Peter Mullins in Chrismi of Sark had
just arrived in from Martiniquo. He had sailed all night and
timed his arrival for dawn -- unfortunately. Great welcomes
were exchanged and Peter asked us to visit as soon as he
was moored. When we arrived aboard Chrismi later that
morning we found Peter deep in the bilges with his portable
VHF. He was simultaneously repairing a leak that had nearly
sunk Chrismi during the passage from Martinique, and
ordering provisions for his next charter that started the
following day. Peter persuaded us to delay our trip to Green
Island so that we could go together. That evening we had
drinks aboard Chrismi and met Peter’s multinational and
wonderful crew.
January 5th: N.E. 4-6. Departed Freemans Bay 0730 hrs
for Green Island 2 reefs and little headsail. This time the
flying fish were not so fast and we arrived in the lee of Green
Island at 1030 hrs. There is room for about 4-6 yachts on
Green Island, and after navigating in through the reefs we
found a beach and mooring in Rickett Bay totally to
ourselves. Green Island is utterly beautiful. This was
paradise and I suspect each and every member of the crew
made a special vow to return to this spot, sometime in the
future. I know I cert~iinly did. The windward side of Green
Island faced right out to Africa but was protected from the
Ocean by a huge reef. The roar of the ocean from the reef
at night was eerie. Chrismi of Sark arrived later that day
and anchored slightly further offshore than Castletown
Maid. Peter Mullins joined us for drinks.
January 6th: Grace and Geoff had to leave for the snow
of Toronto. We motored over to the mainland and dropped
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them ashore at the Mill Reef club. Castletown Maid seemed
empty without Grace and Geoff and we had a quiet lunch
and mourned their departure. After lunch we upped anchor
and motored back to our paradise in the lee of Green Island.
Just as we got to our anchorage our engine stopped dead.
Our prayers to Green Island had been answered. We were
stuck in this paradise. None of us were in a hurry to fix the
engine -- we put out two anchors! That evening we had a
barbecue on Green Island with Peter Mullins and his
charming guests, from Colombia. We spotted Haley’s
Comet and sang Spanish ballads around the campfire.
January 7th: Bill Porter arrived on his Swan 76 Tiana and
he and Peter had a look at our engine. Definitely needed
professional attention. We radioed Nicholsons, who
arranged for their freelance engine wizard Jules, to meet us
at the nearest public access point on the mainland. Adrian
and I outboarded 3 miles to pick up Jules and David (Piggy).
All were soaked on the return to Castletown Maid. Jules
amazingly managed to keep his electrical equipment dry.
Lunch awaited them and, they spent the day rewiring the
engine at times underwater. All the wires leading from the
ignition had fused. Peter and Chrismi departed for Barbuda,
without us, and we all watched the work as it continued
throughout the day.
January 8th: N.E. 3-5.0930 hrs. Departed Green Island
for English Harbour to refill on water. Passage to English
Harbour was down wind and too fast as none of us really
ever wished to leave Green Island. When at anchor in
Freemans Bay, Adrian convinced me to try snorkeling. What
a marvellous experience. We walked up towards Shirley
Heights and drink pina coladas as the sun set once more
on this beautiful island.
January 9th: 0400 hrs I awoke the crew. We were about
20 feet from rocks on the other side of the bay. The gusting
of wind coming down from Shirley Heights had dragged us
and other boats during the night. Engine started first time.
Well done Jules (who we later found out had done his first
circumnavigation of the world at the age of 21). In the
darkness we returned through the other boats to the best
anchorage we could find. However so had others, so the
problem was not bumping together in the gusts. Jane stayed
on night watch, having intermittent conversations in French
with the boat alongside, which was from Guadalope.

January 9th: Up late and departed at 1445hrs for Five
Islands on the W. side of Antigua. Lovely sail downwind
and Denise and I sail the boat the whole way. By general
consent we give Five Islands Bay a miss in favour of
Mosquito Cove, which despite its name looked very inviting.
This W. facing bay was huge and almost totally deserted.
We were able to anchor reasonably close to the shore and
just able to make it ashore in time to watch the sunset in
the W. This was a very still and beautiful place -- at least
during the day.
January 10th and 1 lth: Awoke in the middle of the night
as local fishermen beat the water to make the fish rise. In
the morning we went ashore and bought some of the recent
catch. Denise asked the name of the fish and they replied
"old wives fish". We are not sure what they meant. Spent
the day swimming, walking, sleeping and collecting coral
shells. We cannot tear ourselves away from the tranquility.
We walked to some of the nearby headlands to see the view.
Our little boat looked so small in the huge empty bay. We
walked about 2 miles through mangroves to Jolly Beach
Resort. Jolly Beach was everything the name suggests and
we were quick to return to our tranquil spot in our private
bay.
January 12th: Janes last day. We left Mosquito Cove in
E. 5-6 again! We anchored for a late lunch at Curtain Bluff,
after lunch out around the comer and into the Atlantic again
for the beat back to English Harbour. We were in a mad
rush to get to Shirley Heights for sunset, and a rendezvous
with Peter Mullins. We made it thanks to our trusty taxi
driver "Sting Ray" (his panhandle on VHF). With sunset
from Shirley Heights came the possibility of seeing the green
flash. Even without the green flash, the sunset from Shirley

Jane McHugh in the lee of Africa.

Heights, the atmosphere of the Sunday afternoon crowd,
and the steel band made it a wonderful experience. Adrian
saw Jane to the airport for the 0100 hrs departure for
London. Then there were three -- or almost two, as I was
kidnapped by some mad female who drove me around
Freeman’s Bay at 30 knots till 0130 hrs.
January 13th: Tidy up day. Denise got lost in the men’s
showers speaking French with a crew from Guadalupe. That
was her story. Peter Mullins invited us to a reception at the
Antigua Yacht Club, then to a superb dinner aboard Chrismi
of Sark for the last time. Denise queried Peter on the
apparent contradiction of having no public weather forecast
service or coastguard, combined with surprisingly big seas
and constant trade winds. Peter’s reply "Denise, we are in
the lee of Africa here".

Photo: R. Lee
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Dunn’s Ditties

An Old Mediterranean Hand writes: As many of our
members are contemplating cruises in what is vulgarly
known as ’The Sunbelt’, it occured to us that some pointers
as to one’s attire and demeanour in the hotter regions might
be a valuable addition to the Annual, and with this in mind
we commissioned this photograph of a noted Balearics buff
as he starts the day aboard his yacht.
You will notice immediately that traditional methods of
combatting the onslaught of the sun should not be disdained.
The solar topee or pith helmet has been well proven in many
a tropic clime, and our man knows well the benefits it can
confer even at a relatively early hour. In addition, should
your vessel be crowded and the bathrooms much in demand,
it can serve adequately as a washbasin. It conveys that
natural air of authority much prized by yacht owners, and
in the event of trouble with the natives it performs admirably
as a weapon of defence or even attack, this additional role
also applying to a mutinous crew. Finally, should you be
caught in a state of deshabille at an inappropriate moment,
Old Med. Hand.
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it can serve to cover embarrassment of all but the most
prodigiously endowed.
Moving southwards over the inevitable dark spectacles
(they cannot be too dark at this time of day), we come to
the contents of the subject’s right hand. We note with some
distress that it appears to be holding a glass of what is
commonly called ’A Bloody Mary’. For ourselves, we would
not dream of starting the day other than with a Buck’s Fizz,
and in the circumstances we can only assume that our man
has run out of orange juice -- to have run out of champagne
is unthinkable.
Now we come to the main item of clothing. The basic rule
is: The less you wear, the brighter it should be. Our man
is shaping up nicely for one accustomed when in town to
the rigours of pinstripe, and we note with approval that not
only has he fulfilled the first rule of splendid brightness of
fabric, but as well what was initially an inexpensive item has
been taken along to his tailor for improvement. This takes
courage -- even the longest-standing relationship with one’s
tailor can be damaged by arriving in with a garment of the
required brightness, but needs must when the devil drives.
In conclusion, let us reflect on the general demeanour of
our subject. A splendid figure of a man, no doubt about
it. Clearly he has taken to heart the advice of dear Noel
Coward. ’When there’s a camera about -- tummy in, chin
out, and keep smiling .... "

Philip Byrne writes: Beaver managed two short trips this
year. The first, to Strangford Lough at Whit weekend,
participating in the I.C.C. East Coast Rally. Crew -- Cecil
Richardson and son Philip. We departed from Howth at
2000 hrs to start in the feeder race in continuous torrential
rain. At 2300 hrs we abandoned the miserable conditions
to anchor for the night on the N. side of Lambay.
Arrived Strangford at 1850 hrs Saturday in good time to
enjoy the usual delights of this beautiful lough. We cleared
the lough Sunday evening and over-nighted in Ardglass. An
early start next morning saw us back on our moorings at
2000 hrs in Dun Laoghaire. A most enjoyable week-end was
had by all on Beaver
Our second trip was a mini cruse to the Isle of Man for
9 days. Crew -- younger son Roger and his school friend
Geoffrey Kenny. A bad forecast and strong winds, but S.W.,
saw us away Sunday midday 27th July, as we were getting
some shelter off the East Coast we decided to shelter for
the night in Kilkeel arriving at 2200hrs. Again in torrential
rain, we tied up in the repair dock safely out of reach of
monster size fishing boats departing at 0200 hrs onwards.
Left Kilkeel early the following morning, Monday, and
set a course for Port St. Mary. But due to freshening head
winds we tucked into Peel at 1900 hrs. Alongside the quay
here we were to stay for the next five days due to bad
forecasts and gale force winds. A looming return deadline
of Tuesday forced a departure at 0300 hrs before dawn on
Sunday 3rd August in moderating winds but a lumpy sea
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-- later fog and lighter head winds made for a slow passage
to arrive Skerries at 2300 hrs, 20 hours out from Peel. The
best sail of the trip was from Skerries the next day which
saw us safely back at our mooring in Dun Laoghaire at 1600
hrs.

town was great for shopping but held little interest for us,
so we sailed further up the bay to Villagarcia.
Villagarcia was large and not particularly attractive but
the restaurant, Casa Chocolata, did make the visit there
worthwhile. Water was available at the yacht club. We
purchased diesel only after persistence as they do not want
to sell it to non-commercial vessels. We also found a
supposed marine mechanic but we would not recommend
him! We experienced very strong winds while there but the
anchorage is most secure.
Currabedo attracted us once more. Life there is still very
traditional and it is not easily accessible to overland tourists,
the few holiday makers there are primarily locals.
A pleasant sail N. again to Muros where Mary, Elizabeth,
Ron and I left Barry to wait for his crew for the home
journey. Our fortnight’s holiday of good company, good
food and fine weather, with most relaxed cruising, finished
with dinner and an overnight in the old Hospice in Santiago
del Compostella -- well worth a visit.

Pat Colleran writes:-- While on passage to Rathmullen this
year I called Malin Head Radio for a link call and
subsequently got some very helpful radio checks on the MF
set from the most friendly radio operator Finbar O’Connor.
At one stage I lost Finbar and he came back loud and clear
on 2182 -- ’What happened old man! did you blow a bottle
in your PA ?".

Granuaile and the local service boat among The Maidens off the Antrim
coast.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

Paul Cooper writes:-- While sailing to the Isle of Man for
the I.C.C. Autumn Cruise our Decca gave some trouble and
seemed to be constantly in the red sector. I called Deerhound
on the VHF to ask if they were experiencing a similar
problem and her Skipper replied "In the red! There is
nothing unusual about that. I have been in the red all my
life".
Ann Cudmore writes:-- Discouraged by the thought of
another summer like we had in Scotland last year, Ron and
I responded enthusiastically to Barry Burke’s invitation to
sail S. to Spain on his Bowman 46 ketch. So, at the end of
June we enjoyed a most pleasant trip to Finisterre with
Barry, ICC member Tom Kirby; and Ron’s nephew, Michael
Murphy, also joined the boat for this part of the trip.
There was a dearth of wind all the way across Biscay.
Whales and porpoises were around several days which at
times woke up an otherwise indolent crew.
Muros was reached in under five days. Michael and Tom
left while Mary Burke and daughter Elizabeth flew in to join
us. Muros was most pleasant and people were particularly
friendly and helpful.
Leaving Muros we sailed S. round to Currabedo which
has a most extensive beach and few people. The anchorage
is good but exposed to S’ly winds. There was a good
restaurant at the back of the town near the lighthouse, but
the menu was very limited and it was dear by Spanish
standards. We were the only yacht visiting Currabedo and
would have happily stayed on, but we moved on after several
days down into the Ria Arosa to get diesel, water and find
a mechanic. Our slightly out of date sailing directions had
us heading for St. Martin del Grove, but its Yacht club was
not apparent and diesel and water were unavailable. The

Black Bob Fannin writes: It is the 14th October, 1986 and
once again we find ourselves in the middle of the Atlantic.
It is a pleasant day and fortunately we are about 30,000 ft
above the surface, comfortably seated in a Boeing 747.
It is the beginning of the year for us. Somehow it always
seems to work this way. It is not a bad life when you think
about it, sitting up here in the sky as the boat peacefully
laps in Newport Harbour awaiting our hungover arrival.
When all things are sorted out we will sail S. to Bermuda
and then to St. Thomas in the U.S. Virgin Islands. It is
almost like a bus route by now and like any bus driver worth
his salt I am aware of the awkward bad areas. Places where
your conductor is likely to lose his purse and your
windscreen shattered by a passing brick! Such an area of
the world is that piece of water between Newport and
Bermuda. I have never sailed S. on the stretch of ocean
without failing foul on delinquent company. I don’t know
how I’d fare as a conductor in Harmonstown on a Saturday
night but looking at 30ft waves been driven by 70 knot winds
I think I know how the poor man must feel.
Bermuda has it’s advantages. There are two fine snooker
tables in the small yacht club in St. Georges, which, by the
way, is the place to go if you ever call in here. The crews
of all these migratory yachts gather around these tables, cues
in hand, swopping tales of discomfort. It is nice to know
that we were all attacked by the same gang.
After sufficient time the cues are left on their racks and
one by one the boats slip out of the harbour and off S. to
the chartering grounds of the Caribbean. We go to St.
Thomas. This leg is normally a sweet piece of sailing. The
kind of thing that sends us all to sea in the first place. It
is, however, a time for out of season hurricanes. These
individuals are born in the armpit of Africa and hover like
kamakazi pigeons in the upper atmosphere, few descent, but
when they do ...... need I say more?
So on to St. Thomas, of which I could say much but I
fear the editors scissors. In short St. Thomas is not a pleasant
place. It is a good pick up spot, as there is an airport there
but then leave quickly because within an hours sail you are
amongst some of the worlds finest cruising grounds, It must
be seen to be believed. There would be little point trying
to do the place justice in words. We stay about here for six
months, snatching a chance, between charters, to avail of
the tranquillity ourselves. If you spent that amount of time
there it takes on a most timeless quality. All of which comes
to an end in May when it is time to look N. and contemplate
sailing to seas which sandwich you between bliss and
civilization.
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Stephen Gibbons writes:-- Unfortunately the nearest I got
to France this year was a pair of French girls drinking pints
of the black stuff in P.J. O’Hare’s. Business commitments
took me to the United States during the height of the season
but Michael O’Farrell and myself did have some hectic
catamaran sailing off the coast of Malasia in March.

Tarquin.

Photo: P.H. Greer

Perry Greer writes:-- For our first cruise in Tarquin, we
planned that Jim Cox and myself would sail to Kinsale.
There we would pick up my wife and Dermot Luke who were
coming down for a few days by car. Dermot intended to
leave the car there so that we could perhaps go further W.
to Glandore and Castletownsend and then return to Kinsale
to pick up the car so that they could return to Dublin.
We had planned only to make day passages as there were
only two of us, and we had a pleasant trip calling at Arklow,
Rosslare, Waterford River, Crosshaven, East Passage and
Kinsale where we picked up Bun and Dermot according to
plan.
We decided that with only six days to spare we really did
not have enough time to go further and return on schedule
because of the fickle weather, so we just messed about in
the Kinsale vicinity and included trips to Sandycove and
Oysterhaven, generally just taking things easy.
It was a pity that we were not able to go further as we
enjoyed many interesting experiences down that way in Ann
Gail and Helen of Howth.
At dinner, anchored in Sandycove one evening, we were
reminiscing and someone said "Do you remember our
adventure at the Adam and Eve in Glandore"? We did, so
we started recollecting the story.
It was a lovely day with absolutely no wind when we sailed
from Union Hall. The crew consisted of Jim Cox, Lenny
Higginbotham, Bun and myself. We were bound for
Castletownsend. It had been decided to tow our 13 foot
dinghy complete with outboard, a thing we never do, but
our departure from this strict discipline was later to pay off.
Those who know Glandore will recollect that there are
two islands in the outer part of the harbour, one called
Adam and the other Eve. Indeed the I.C.C. sailing directions
state that one should give Adam a wide berth because of
outlying rocks and go close to Eve the innermost island.
’Shun Adam and hug Eve" they say.
On this occasion as we were bound W. we chose to take
the more tricky westerly passage past Adam; we had never
done it before despite many visits.
As we were trickling under engine past Adam we noticed
an open boat anchored in a little bay amongst the rocks with

apparently no one in it. We decided that a lobsterman,
having shot his pots had " .. got his head down", but on
watching closely we decided that the boat was adrift.
It was a matter of seconds before Jim was in our dinghy,
had the engine going, and was cast off to go after it.
As we watched from Helen we noticed a black lobster
float some way on the island side of the dinghy which was
now drifting out into a very strong tide rushing through the
narrow channel between the island and the mainland with
Jim in hot pursuit.
What next? We agreed that the ’lobster float’ was a man’s
head, presumably swimming after the now fast receding
dinghy. I blew my whistle to attract Jim’s attention and
directed him towards the swimmer. He soon had an
exhausted man alongside the dinghy and Jim’s experience
led him quickly to secure him with a rope under his arms
and lashed to the dinghy.
It took a few minutes for the man to recover enough to
enable Jim to get him on board. Bun, watching through the
glasses, was quick to announce that the man was without
clothes presumably he had stripped off in order to swim after
the boat.
By now Jim was steering for the drifting boat which was
soon being towed toward the island.
Lenny had extremely good eyesight, particularly for nude
women, and he was soon leering and pointing to a girl
wrapped in a small towel standing anxiously on the shore.
Jim, having towed the boat near enough to the island,
discreetly allowed the man to row the boat ashore, and then
returned to Helen. It was only then we learned that both
the pairs clothes were in the drifting boat.
So presumably the name of the islands had inspired the
pair to emulate their first ancestors. There are no apple trees
on Adam, so presumably the girl had brought one with her.

128

Granuaile at Inishtrahull.
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Anthony Gore-Grimes writes:-- Other people’s boats, like
other people’s wives, have a certain attraction, so in 1986
my Folkboat was again abandoned for the luxury of the
flashier crafts. The first trip was in Jim Anderson’s Oyster
46, Baily of Howth, in early May from Southampton to
Lisbon. Force 11 in the English Channel, followed by five
days of winds moderating to 8 convinced me that adultery
(or whatever the boat version of that particular activity is
called), though enjoyable, can be hard work.
In August the Hon Editor delivered his Shardana to
Donegal to enable myself and a motley crew to cruise gently
down the West Coast and back to Howth over two weeks.
Go there. The islands are superb, and as nobody there reads
the Irish Times or Winkie’s Articles. We were never once
asked about Greenland.

Mervyn Hall writes:-- I spent the season holed up in
Wicklow. (Mervyn’s boat was blown from its trailer last
winter with consequent damage).

J.P.Jameson writes:-- Findabarr started the year by being
hauled out of the River Liffey for a major re-fit, and
complying with the theory that yachts should not remain
for indefinite periods in a marina.
The work to be done was considerably assisted by the
sponsorship money from Scandecor for participation in the
1986 Three-Peaks Race. A new stove was fitted (the third
attempt), the forehatch replaced after bitter complaints from
the 1985 Fastnet Crew and the underside re-fibreglassed to
improve our racing performance.
A new dimension was bought to our regular crew this
season by the return of my son Aedan after a 17 month
voyage, circumnavigating the world twice. It took time to
adjust to having three Jamesons on board at the same time!
Having been successful in Division 1, ISORA 1985, we
decided our programme should not be tied to chasing
seasonal points for Irish Sea Racing.
We were frustrated in not being able to participate in the
McEwans Series at Tarbett due to lack of accommodation.
It is not a proposition to participate in a weeks serious racing
by sleeping on board. The lack of shore facilities is a problem
which should have the attention of the organisers. We
therefore replaced this event with the Holyhead/Wicklow
ISORA race and the Cruising Club Rally to Strangford
Lough, a most enjoyable event and should be repeated
frequently.
A third attempt was made at the Three-Peaks Race in the
middle of June, and to our great joy we won the Tillman
Trophy which was presented to commemorate the 10th
Anniversary of this race and in the memory of the founder,
Major Bill Tillman. The chief feature being that all members
of the crew had to climb at least one peak rather than the
mountaineering being left to professional runners. This race
is most enjoyable for the support teams, which included
Elizabeth and myself, but is a tough and hazardous event
for a crew limited to five. My son, Kieran, was exhausted
after racing the boat 350 miles, which included 22 hours of
rowing and continuously taking the ground on the way to
Fort William.
The bi-annual ISORA week at Holyhead was most
enjoyable with excellent racing but small fleets. We were
very pleased to win our division in the long off-shore race,
held in very poor visibility with force 6/7 winds. The Decca
Navigator really played it’s part.
We participated in as many as possible of the Heineken
Super League events and three more ISORA races. We were
lucky to have two Sundays in August with pleasant weather
which allowed us to make two trips to Lamhay Island. The
parties on each occasion consisting of members of
Portmarnock Golf Club. Lord Revelstoke was as usual a
most pleasant host.
We are now into the Howth Lancia Autumn Series and
as usual we are having excellent racing.

Clayton Love writes:-- While at the Royal St. George Yacht
Club recently I was surprised to see the shutters go down
promptly at closing time and I mentioned this to the barman
saying that such a thing would be unlikely to happen in
Cork. The cheerful and courteous barman replied: "Ah well
sir, up here we have made the money by closing time so we
can afford to close now".
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Skip Novak and Michael O’Leary on Mazda Drum -- Round Ireland Race.
Photo: Tom Lawlor

W.P.McAuley writes:-- Writing even a few lines can be
somewhat difficult without the benefit of the log book which
remains on board Heather Bell. While we wait for the
summer. We set out for France with the usual planned stop
in Penzance and, as often happens, ended up in Dale Bay
(Milford Haven). Since the wind stayed very unkind the
following day a couple of radio calls made clear the position
of Nayland Marina, (about 400 yards short of the bridge
on the port side). Shopping in the village is adequate.
Penzance for the collection of crew and duty free. The
latter, since if you tell the truth and even though the seal
remains unbroken, may not be shipped to Ireland.
France, Benodet direct, without the usual call to
Fourniers, in Brest, where last year the French Customs
reached a zenith in discourtesy. Now that the 21ieme Basin
is ’no go’ it is difficult to discover a parking place for even
a short visit to the friendly Fourniers. La Vilaine, Roche
Bernard. Do not anchor beyond the green buoy or you will
be charged marina fees -ridiculous. Le Palais, which used
to be a quiet haven, is now a madhouse. Due to poor Port
directions we drifted on to rocks under Citadel. If we had
waited for French help we would still be there.
Our guests were booked back by train from Nantes and
this provided a challenge. French authorities over the years
had been downright discouraging but the nettle was grasped
and the trip made. It is certainly not a pretty stretch of the
Loire but the thought of a 15,000 tonner round the next bend
keeps the attention where it should be. Moored to a barge
under very high walls and exchanged our Rear Admiral and
his wife for croissants in the morning.
Thick fog, one short break, Ushant to Penzance; the
traffic lanes seem to get hairier every year. Quick response
from German skipper; dead silence from Russian. Suitable
comments from German.
Next to Fenit. Passed Shardana bouncing like the
proverbial pea on a drum in the race off the Mizen. So busy
trying to identify Charlie’s particular cove forgot to use the
camera. Hurricane Charlie caught us in Fenit where decision
making about getting out in time can be confused (even on
the main pier) by sheltering Brandon fishing boats four
abreast and a slow reacting yacht alongside. Got out just
in time to two anchors betweeen Little Samphire Island and
the harbour; 24 very uncomfortable hours. Hopefully the
season has yet to finish.

Photo." Tom Lawlor

Simon Le Bon shakes hands with the law. Mazda Drum Round Ireland Race.

Photo." Tom Lawlor

Looking down on Mazda Drum on the Wicklow S.C. Round Ireland Race.
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Donal McClement writes:m For the first sesaon for many
years my total mileage will be less than 2,5000. Who knows,
maybe I’m getting a bit older and as a result, at long last,
I’m getting some sense. However there were two very
different highspots on the cruising front and both were
extremely enjoyable indeed. The first was a very quick
passage to Bayona in Spain as Skipper of Dr. Drew Carlsens
lovely Swan 46 Dreammaker and the second was a short but
nonetheless very interesting cruise on board Bernie Cahills
magnificent new Whistling Oyster.
I must admit a certain amount of vested interested with
the latter yacht because, as the Irish agent for Oyster Marine,
I was responsible for selling the craft to Bernie. The trip
to Spain was towards the end of July, immediately after a
hugely successful Cork Week. It was my first passage on
a Swan, and I suppose,if one has to slum it, then a Swan
46 must be as good a way as any. With four crew the trip
was notable in that we averaged 7 ¼ knots and the fantastic
spinnaker run for the last 50 miles more than made up for
the 12 hours motoring we had to endure the previous day.
Bayona must be one of the nicest harbours in Spain and the
welcome at the yacht club is always very warm. The members
are extremely helpful and thanks to the support that Denis
Doyle has given to the Bayona Race over the years, the sight
of the Royal Cork burgee means an even better welcome
than usual.

we arrive at Lawrence Cove at the top of the tide, and having
been joined by John Harrington at Schull we had two local
experts to do the pilotage. This was my first ever visit to
Bere Island and I must say I was glad that Bernie and John
knew their way around because I would not have liked to
try to bring such a big yacht into such a small place. The
next few hours were ’open house’, or should I say ’open
ship’, for all the numerous relations and friends to visit and
admire the yacht. I must say I was most impressed with Bere
Island and its people and the Celebration Mass in the saloon
of the yacht the next morning was a memorable experience
even for a heathen like me.
Sunday saw a departure for Derrynane and that evening
we were watching Cork show Galway how to play hurling
on RTE television in the comfort of the local hostelry
Monday we moved to Sneem harbour and a pleasant run
ashore by some crew members to the fleshpots of Sneem
was much enjoyed. Scallops from Bernie’s cousin in Bere
Island featured on the menu that evening and an early night,
in preparation for the long trip back to Schull the next day,
was in order. We finally made it to Schull by 1600 hrs on
Tuesday after four magnificent days sailing. We were all
delighted the the new Whistling Oyster.

The new whistling Oyster.

Ian Morrison writes:-- While sailing in Safari in Portugal
the Skipper (born like Yankee Doodle Dandy -- on 4th July)
remarked to Barry and Ann (our American guests) that he
never really understood why the Americans went to so much
trouble just to celebrate his birthday. There followed an
invitation to see the Liberty Day Sail Parade in New York
from the deck of Skol, Barry’s C & C 41 offshore racer.
Hence Sheila and I arrived in the Harvard Club on the
evening of 3rd July. Next morning a limousine collected us
at 0500 hrs as the entire southern end of Manhattan Island
would be cordoned off at 0530 hrs and drove us some two
miles to the wharf where we met Barry and boarded Skol.
What a position -- just under the Trade Centre Buildings
near Wall Street -- only 100 yards from the main reviewing
platform on Manhattan.
Breakfast, a roll of gunfire and the battleship New Jersey
(with President and Mrs. Reagan clearly visible) came down
river to pass about 250 yards away. They could be easily
seen through binoculars standing to attention (the President
had his right hand on his heart) and as they passed each
visiting warship (there were over 30) a 21 gun salute was
fired. What a spectacular start and what a magnificent day,
the like of which is unlikely to occur again this century.
A special tribute to the U.S. Coastguards who controlled
30/40,000 yachts and motor boats without reported incident.
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Now to the Oyster 53. By the middle of July I was not
too popular in the Cahill household because the building
schedule was running eight weeks late. It looked as if Bernie
was not going to get any sailing on his new yacht during
the 1986 season. We finally decided to try to retrieve at least
a few weeks and as a result the yacht left the yard in Ipswich
carrying a few minor snags that could be rectified when she
returned there in October. The delivery crew, which included
yours truly as well as Philip Scully, the skipper, arrived in
Crosshaven on 4th September to coincide with the start of
one of the best spells of weather ever in Ireland.
Friday saw us depart with the Owner, Barry Hassett,
Paddy Healy (also well known as Paddy Fastnet), myself
and Philip aboard, and lack of breeze meant motoring to
Schull where we were joined by Bernie’s wife Kathleen for
dinner. This meal was to be a foretaste of some excellent
gourmet meals that were prepared over the next few days
by, in particular, Barry Hassett, but also the owner. A visit
from some Officers of the Navy on Saturday morning meant
a slight delay in departing for ’Home,’ which in Bernie’s
case is Bere island.
A quick stop at Castletown for essential supplies meant
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Bill Masser writes:-- Pintail of Kew left Christchurch on
22nd July and we laid her up for the winter at Kilmacsimon
Quay on the Bandon river on 28th August. We visited
friends along the South Coast of England, spending several
days up the Tamar River and were very glad to be in the
Dock at Penzance on 1st August when conditions were so
bad that the Scillonian put her passengers off at Newlyn
rather than risk berthing at Penzance. By contrast we had
to motor in a calm for the first 20 hrs of our crossing to
Kinsale on 3rd August.
Our plan for the children to do lots of dinghy sailing from
our base at Sandycove were rather upset by the too
much/too little wind pattern that developed in August.
Nevertheless we all learned a lot and we had ample
confirmation of our belief that the best place for Pintail in
a gale is well up some muddy creek and firmly aground

The parade was headed by the Eagle the U.S. Coastguard
sailing vessel and consisted in diminishing size of about 200
plus vessels, perhaps the most spectacular was the Italian
Amerigo Vespucci of over 4,000 tons which, in a S.E. breeze
of 15 knots, sailed up the Hudson under full sail without
engine.
The parade took about six hours to pass a given point,
becoming more interesting as the day advanced and the wind
strengthened. We thought we spied the black hull of Saint
Patrick.
That night a thirty minute fireworks display (costing $1.5
million and emanating from 41 moored barges) defied any
description -- but no naval battle in the world’s history
could have produced more noise or spectacular colours.
Strangely the 10 day cruise which followed in Long Island
Sound, taking in Newport, Cuttyhunk and Shelter Island
was not an anticlimax -- but thats another story.
The 4th July ended with a toast "Long live America -Happy Birthday Skipper"
Mid February -- having left a freezing Ireland -- saw the
Skipper and Peter Cronin hard at work in Vilamoura,
Portugal. The weather was so warm only underclothes could
be worn under working overalls. Very hard work for ten
days and a twenty four hour haul saw Safari ready for sea
and a shor~ cruise of 100 miles was undertaken to Ayamonte,
Spain, and back. On the return trip Peter was shirtless in
warm sunshine.
On Good Friday a full crew flew to Lisbon and motored
to Vilamoura and on Sunday Safari sailed the 50 miles to
Ayamonte (the Spanish border port). A good dinner was
had ashore, but a dragging anchor at night was caused by
a dredger which had inconveniently removed all mud since
our previous visit.
An overnight (Easter Monday) for a brisk sail to Cadiz
where a few pleasant days were spent in the safe, small but
hospitable marina. Thence to Tarifa only 7~A miles from
Africa -- the Rif Mountains loomed spectacularly as we
passed the St~raits for a few days at Gibraltar, coloured by
a trip to Tangier and return. The Kasbah was facinating and
the food stimulating and pungent.
Home again to Ireland leaving Safari at Gibraltar for five
weeks for some mechanical servicing, the negatives of which,
compared to Vilamoura, more than outweighed the
advantages of being English as distinct from Portuguese
speaking.
Thence via Duquesa (a drink with Stan Roche), Jose
Banus (how the other 1% live!) and a succession of ports
and marinas. A marina at Cabo de Gata provided welcome
relief in a 40 knot headwind (only 24 berths but not to be
missed) and a mechanic called Hymie in Santa Paolo, who
specialises only in fuel lines and injection, made good some
of the disappointing mechanical work done earlier in the
year.
Thence overnight to Andraitx, Majorca where an early
morning arrival saw us berth near Liam McGonagle aboard
Ounavara. Joint swimming and festivities at San Telmo took
place later in the day. Eventually Safari reached the
sanctuary of her berth at Club de Mar, Palma, while Liam
sailed on to plunder Ibiza.
In September a double circumnavigation of Majorca plus
a visit to Mahon in Menorca completed an uneventful but
highly enjoyable season of three and a half months on
board.
Most vivid memories are the magnificent weather, a gale
rising from calm to 40 knots in 20 minutes, unbelievable
swimming (water 26° celcius) in clear azure depths, a
succession of good meals and iced beer, Tio Pepe and white
wine protected by the indefatigable fridge. Viva Espana!
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Beaver
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Donal O’Boyle writes: Clayton Love Junior had kindly lent
us Assiduos of Cork, a Swan 46, based in Turkey. The crew
was Clayton Minor and Ellen Love, Jockser and Jean
O’Brien, myself and Liz and Brendan Lowry who is the
permanent skipper on board. We flew from Cork to London
and from London to Izmire. We had arranged an air
conditioned mini-bus to collect us at Izmire which drove us
the two hundred miles to Bodrum.
The next morning we pottered around and cleared
formalities, did some shopping and generally wandered
around the town. Just before noon we left the marina and
motored due S. and then W. into Bitch Bay which is about
five miles to the S.W. of Bodrum. We all jumped into the
water without inducing coronaries and after a pleasant swim
had lunch. After lunch we motored S. around Cape Petera
and anchored just around the corner. Again we had a
pleasant swim and after lunch we motored back to Bodrum
and moored up against the marina.
The next morning we left Bodrum at 1030 hrs for Knidos,
motoring in only about 5 knots of wind. After about half
and hour the wind got up and we de-rigged the awning and
set the main sail and the genoa. With the wind from the W.
and us heading W. we bowled along at about 8 knots for
some hour and a half to two hours until the wind dropped
away when we dropped sail and resorted to the engine once
again. At about 0245 hrs we anchored in the old harbour
of Knidos which is on the western side of the modern
harbour.
On Wednesday morning we left Knidos with no wind at
all. This was a feature of the area. We travelled eastward
along the coast for 8 miles and anchored in a bay W. of
Baba Island on the mainland. We had lunch there and after
a swim we left the anchorage for Datcha which was 14 miles
down the coast. Datcha is a pleasant small town with quite
a few restaurants and facilities. The main town of Datcha
is where a number of flotillas are based.

On Thursday we left Datcha having got provisions in the
Monday morning we made a quick getaway as the flies
town. We anchored in Cochim Bay for lunch and having and wasps had started attacking us. We stopped near the
had our customary swim motored further along the bay to island of Cannos and just motored around it. We continued
Keci Bulen where there were two restaurants. This is an on and anchored in East Bay on the Capi da Promontory.
extremely pretty place and Jockser and I swam ashore from
This is the entrance to Fethiya Korfezi. We had our lunch
the boat. It is 26 miles down the track from Datcha. We there and then continued on northwards along this coast.
ate ashore as usual and next morning moved along side the
We stopped in Wall Bay anchoring with a line ashore on
Kadir Restaurant, where we had had dinner the night before, the N. side of the peninsula.
to water the boat. At 1000 hrs we left the dock and, again
On Tuesday morning we left Wall Bay in calm weather
in no wind, motored eastwards to Apotheka inlet where we and a beautiful morning and motored N. to check out Tersna
anchored with a line ashore on the western side of the bay. Adasi before heading towards Fethiya. We went into Tersna
We pottered around the corner to Serce where we anchored. Adasi to have a look as we had been told it was very
On Saturday morning we left Serce on a windless sea and pleasant. We were not too impressed though. We went into
travelled eastwards. We went through Arap Adasi which is Fethiya and moored stern to in the harbour just after noon.
a small island off the coast entering through the southern We did some shopping in Fethiya and took on water. In the
entrance. It was absolutely beautiful in there but the middle of the afternoon as we left Fethiya the wind came
temperature was so high that we felt we could not stop as up, so delighted we hoisted all sail. We rounded Hill Biz
we would have fried. Just after midday we anchored in Burnoo at 1800 hrs as the wind began to die. We anchored
Kumlubk Bay and after food and fun and the swims we left outside Olan Denis which is an enchanting place.
the anchorage and travelled the 12 miles to Marmaris town.
On Wednesday we had a slow start and we headed off
Marmaris is a very pleasant modern town and is something to look for a bay that was meant to have a waterfall. It was
of the fashionable side of Turkey.
very overcast and we went to the hay that had been indicated
On Sunday morning as the pier was still full we left the to us. However, there was no waterfall there. It was a
anchorage for the Bavarian Yacht Club which is in Marmaris beautiful hay but not for what we wished. We continued
harbour. We took on water there and headed E. We on and at 1230 hrs we anchored behind Jenile Odesi. later
anchored S. of karjilli Bay with a line ashore completely on in the afternoon we left the anchorage and sailed to Karaca.
our own and in beautiful clear water. As it was Clayton’s We had 11 knots of wind from the S. and we were now doing
birthday we had a meal and a party on board where we 6.5 knots plus, under sail. The spinnaker was hauled out
presented him with a fez.
of the hag and we shyreached across the gulf. We headed

Derry O’Brien’s Live Wire crosses the line at the start of the Wicklow S.C. Round Ireland Race.
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N. to Tomb Bay. At 1830 hrs we anchored in Tomb Bay
with a line to the shore. There were only three boats in the
entire bay. Tomb Bay is so called for obvious reasons as
there are tombs carved into the cliff walls that many places
would stop.
The following morning we left Tomb Bay and motored
N. to Gocek. We anchored off this lovely village and went
ashore for supplies. We left the anchorage and motored S.
and anchored inside Baba a Dazi. We went ashore for a
swim and found that the inlets through which we had
previously motored had the most beautiful sandy beach on
one side with crashing little breakers where we sported and
played for some considerable time. After lunch Clayton went
wind-surfing but the wind continued to rise until the anchor
started dragging and we left at 1700 hrs. We put up the main
with one reef and later rolled out the Genoa. We continued
out to sea to get away from the slop backing off the cliffs
and to free our wind. We were doing 8 knots at this stage
with the wind E.S.E. The wind dropped as we got into
Ekincek Bay and so we rolled up the jib. As Jockser was
on the wind the first rain we had experienced and indeed
the first Brendan had experienced since he had been in
Turkey clattered down on top of us. We arrived in Ekincek
Bay and anchored as most of the stern to positions near the
restaurant were full.
On the Friday morning we got away at 0900 hrs and set
off for Marmaris. We arrived and went stern to moor on
the harbour wall. We tidied up the boat and ourselves. We
packed our bags and found all the bits and pieces we had
lost and then got on a bus driven by a raving lunatic. And
so back to Cork.
Michael O’Flaherty writes: Brian Smullen was kind enough
to have me aboard Cuilaun this season for the trans-Atlantic
passage from St. Johns to Dun Laoghaire. This account
appears elsewhere in the Journal. I can only say that a
passage such as this has left my immage as a diletante
somewhat battered and bruised.
Dermod Ryan writes: This was the year of our 25th wedding
anniversary. Our good friends, Jim and Mary Hamilton,
were similarly celebrating. Although they are non sailors,
they agreed to a cruise provided I could guarantee much sun,
beautiful seas, easy sailing and generally a relaxing holiday.
I chose a cruise in Greece. We chartered a Gin Fizz 38 for
a three week holiday. On arrival at Corfu we taxied to
Gouvia Marina where Athina was waiting for us after we
completed simple formalities.
The day after our arrival we visited the local village and
stocked up with vast quantities of food and drink. I should
mention the total grocery bill was only a fraction of what
we had anticipated. Our food mountain was delivered to
Anthina by van and the driver then drove us three times to
the local filling station, a mile or so away, to enable us buy
enough diesel to fill the tank. There was none available at
the marina. My offer of a tip was rejected firmly and no
amount of persuasion would change his mind. He like
everyone else we met throughout our cruise, was happy to
be helpful and friendly, it was one of the great pleasures
of the cruise. One group who were decidedly unfriendly were
the mosquitoes, especially to Mary and me who were
obviously regarded as delicacies.
Before we cast off the following day, I checked the charts,
pilots etc. supplied and while the former were plentiful, the
latter consisted of the Admiralty Pilot, plus a few similar
tomes in French and German. Fearing the worst I had

brought charts and pilots with me which was fortunate, it
made life so much easier. Over the following three weeks
we cruised ever so gently in winds which averaged F. 1
compelling considerable use of the engine. Fortunately it ran
like a clock at all times and never caused a moment’s worry.
We visited Lakka, Gaios, Mongonese, Vassiliko, Sivota,
Fiscardo, Sami, Parapigadi Island, Kioni, Frikes, Nidri
(including Tranquil Bay), Vathi, Abeliki Bay, through the
Levkas Canal to Parga, Lakka again, Petreti and finally
back to Gouvia. Although tying bow to is the norm in Greece
we preferred to anchor off and use the dinghy to go ashore.
Each anchorage was a gem. Some more so than others but
all were beautiful. The heat of the afternoon sun was
overpowering and the sun awning provided the only hope
of staying cool, apart from swimming of course. Although
warned to the contrary, we enjoyed the food but admit the
choice was limited. The dry white wine was also highly
acceptable, the Retsina was awful. Dinner ashore, well
washed down with wine cost about IR£4 each, it took some
re-adjustment eating out after we returned home. The cruise
was a great success, it met the Hamiltons’ original
specifications perfectly, so much so they complained it has
ruined all their future holidays ashore!
Richard Sewell writes: Thalassa celebrated her 80th birthday
-and her 50th year in the family -- by returning to her
favourite haunt of South Brittany. We fortunately managed
to choose the best three weeks in the year!
During the week-end of 7th-8th June we moved Thalassa
from Portsmouth to Weymouth in two day sails, if a start
at 0400 hrs to round St. Albans Head counts as daytime!
We were, then, ready to start our cruise well to the W. of
our home port. As it happened we needn’t have worried as
we had a lovely N.E. wind to push us across the Channel,
instead of the usual westerly.
We began our holiday on Friday 13th June and then took
the fair tide, with a departure at 0600 hrs, to pass to the
E. of Portland and thence get a ’good push’ westwards. We
had a lovely crossing, carrying a spinnaker until nightfall,
and plenty of sun to make us realise we were on holiday.
Our first sight of land was Roscoff, where we gybed, and
then continued up the coast and concluded with a superb
close reach up to L’Aberwrack.
The next day produced very poor visability for the passage
to Camaret, through the Chenal de Four, but pilotage in
such conditions is made very much easier with both Decca
and Radar. After a night there we again had a strong fair
wind for the 25 miles to Morgat and were quite pleased that
we had put in a reef before leaving. The marina there has
grown considerably since we were there two years before
and it is well worth a visit.
The rest of the first week produced some hot weather but
not much wind so there was plenty of motoring to Audierne
(not recommended), Concarneau and then back to Benodet,
for the usual hospitality of the Ancre de Marine.
The Saturday was a day of odd jobs for the skipper,
having said farewell to one crew and awaiting the next. They
all arrived in time for a good French meal and were given
a gentle first sail to Belon on the Sunday. The bar there is
a limiting factor -particularly for a draft of 7’3" - but it
is a beautiful place and is a ’must’ if wind and tide permit.
We had to leave very early on the following morning to
clear the bar and had a little rain to start but this soon cleared
and we had a pleasant sail to Port Tudy on the Ile de Groix,
arriving in time for a healthy walk. The following day saw
the end of fair winds that had spoilt us for so long and we
actually had to beat. We had intended to go to Sauzon on
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Belle lie and then to the Morbihan on the next day. The
wind, however, dictated that the Morbihan came first and
we had two lovely days exploring new parts and working
the strong tides as much as possible and avoiding running
aground.
We were sad to leave the Morbihan and realize that half
the holiday was already over. The next port of call was
Sauzon. Unfortunately, because we had chosen to spend the
extra day in the Morbihan, we all knew that we had to make
a very early start, with 60 miles to Benodet to be done in
the day. A westerly wind did not help but we just managed
to get there as the Ancre was taking last orders -- and
stretching their rules a little!
The Saturday was again a crew changing and more odd
jobs for the skipper. The new crew also came according to
plan and were ready for the long haul to Camaret on the
following day. Again the wind was not kind and we spent
the night at Audierne. At least this did shorten the first days
efforts and left us a reasonable distance to Camaret. Once
again the wind was not kind and we had to motor to get
through the Raz, and only just made it before the tide turned
strongly against us.
Camaret to L’Aberwrack required too much motoring
and we eventually picked up a mooring at 0030 hrs. The
entrance is very well lit but once inside the anchorage there
are a large number of boats to be avoided and not much
room.
The passage to St. Peter Port was ideal and with
deteriorating forecast we returned to Portsmouth and we
made quite good time and managed to have a good
spinnaker run. A pleasant end to Thalassa’s 80th season.

Brian O’Kelly at helm of Christina.

Photo: James Slevin

James Slevin writes: At 1355 on May 29th, having been
joined by Neal Doherty from Dublin and Brian O’Kelly from
Grange aboard Westerly Solway Christina, we slipped our
mooring at Mullaghmore and gently sailed out on to the
broad Atlantic for our first circumnavigation of ’The Ould
Sod’. Eight hours later we had Rinrawross Light on
Arranmore abeam. Having rounded Malin Head at dawn
we took the inner passage, leaving Saddle Rock to port while
constantly consulting the North and East Coast Sailing
Directions. The wind picked up to give us a very fast reach
through Rathlin Sound at slack water. A fair tide carried
us nicely down to the Maidens but when it turned foul we
felt its full effects. Though Carnlough was to have been our
first port of call, progress was so slow that we opted for
Donaghadee.
Next morning, we set out at 0517 hrs and motored down
to Bradda Head, where a light breeze filled our sails and
carried us through Calf Sound and on to pick up a visitors
mooring at Port St. Mary.
Sunday being a day of light winds provided a spinnaker
run up to Douglas which was alive with motor cycles for
the TT. On Monday we set our course for the Tuskar. We
arrived in Dunmore East, a charming port, at 1840 hrs on
Tuesday and tied alongside a Scottish yacht on passage from
the Clyde to Spain.
We made the 38 nautical mile passage to BaUycotton in
bright sunshine and after a good nights rest, with a fine
offshore breeze, reached along the Cork coast in superb
sailing conditions under M.P.S. main and mizzen. Having
rounded Bullen Rocks Buoy, we tacked up to Kinsale
marina. Next morning Brian and myself hoisted sail and
after a leisurely passage dropped the hook in Glandore.
Saturday was another lovely day and after the noon forecast
gave 7 to gale 9 a decision was taken to round the mizzen
and head for Castletown Berehaven. Next day we were
joined by Comet of Sligo on passage from Crosshaven to
Sligo. They had also decided to sit out the gales, so we
managed to take a few pounds from them at cards.
Monday was spent dodging salmon nets before passing
through Dursey Sound and anchoring in Derrynane. Dingle
was our next port and after an exciting sail up the Kerry
coast, well reefed down, it was pleasant to relax in the shelter
of the large pier. We were soon motoring up the Blasket
Sound. With Kerry Head abeam we picked up a light breeze
and got the canvas up. The evening forecast was S.W. which
would have been ideal. However as darkness fell the wind
strengthened so we rolled up the jib. The wind kept getting
stronger until it reached F. 8, gusting 9. As we accelerated
down off the breaking crests the hull shuddered as we passed
10 knots. It was the sail of a lifetime. We kept to the deep
water and passed 18 miles off Slyne Head, arriving at the
entrance to Inishboffin 7 hours ahead of our E.T.A. but
could not attempt to enter in those conditions. Not having
slept for 24 hrs we opted for Cleggan, where we put the head
down for a few hours before making our way in more settled
conditions to Days Hotel on Innishboffin for a well deserved
dinner.
Friday gave us fresh conditions for a fast cruise-incompany with two Sligo yachts up inside the Inishkeas to
anchor in Frenchport. An early start was made next morning
and the sun shone from a clear blue sky for the final run
to our home port of Mullaghnore and a warm welcome from
our wives and families.
Andrew Somerville writes: When Frank Hendy of Howth
Yacht Club learned that I was in the market for a cruising
boat, in partnership with Mike Harrison, he pronounced
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that Emanuel was the boat for us. Despite my early
misgivings at taking on yet another wooden boat (my third),
a season in Emanuel has shown Frank to have been right.
Under successive owners, Emanuel was a familiar sight
in Howth from 1962 until we moved her to the Royal Irish.
She was built in timber by the Colne Shipyard for Derek
Luke, to a design by Raymond Wall. Emanuel measures 27
ft overall and has three seagoing berths, her fractional rig,
without runners, makes her very practical for short handed
cruising.
We opened the season with passages to Strangford (for
the ICC rally) and Holyhead (for beer and dinner). Friday
4th July was our departure date for the S.W., and we cleared
the pierheads at Dun Loaghaire at 1930 hrs. The crew
included the co-owners, plus Ian O’Gorman.
The passage S. confirmed that for her size and age
Emanuel can travel reasonably fast once the sheets are
cracked, and we had the Tuskar abeam at 1700 hrs, Saturday
5th July. Sadly the 172 mile leg from Tuskar to Glengariff
was a different matter. Beating against a light south-westerly
into a lumpy sea, progress was very frustrating. We
anchored at Glengariff at 0900 hrs, Wednesday 9th July.
Allowing for an 18 hour stop-over at Crosshaven, our
average speed after the Tuskar was a miserable 2.5 knots.
We had chosen Glengariff as a convenient spot for a crew
change, and also as a sheltered anchorage for Mike and his
family to use as a base for a week’s cruising. Ian and I had
planned to take the bus to Cork. Unexpectedly, we were
offered a lift by two lady tourists. Taken on a scenic tour
of West Cork en route to Cork City, the sometimes crew
of Emanuel found themselves in the unlikely role of pilgrims
at Gougane Barra.
A week later, at 1400 hrs on Wednesday 16th July, my

wife Sue and I took Emanuel from the Harrison family. Our
plan was to take a week getting to Kinsale, and this gave
us plenty of time to explore the coast, most of which was
new to us. Dunmannus Bay, Crookhaven, Schull, Baltimore
and Castlehaven were all on the agenda, and at the rate of
one port per day we rose late, made short passages, and
lingered over dinner. John Jackson joined us for the passage
from Baltimore to Castlehaven and on his initiative we made
a brief stop for lunch in Barloge.
On Tuesday 22nd July, we made our final day passage,
from Castlehaven to Kinsale. The marina was crammed with
the aftermath of Cork Week, so we gratefully tucked
ourselves in to Summer Cove, just below where Sue’s
brother David lives.
We left Kinsale at 1030 hrs on Friday 25th July. With a
free wind, we covered the 160 miles to Dun Laoghaire in
39.5 hours. From Bray Head we motored through a flat calm
to pick up our moorings at 0200 hrs on Saturday. At about
0600 hrs we were roused by the whistling of a stiff
southwesterly which blew at gale force until 0800 hrs. Next
day the met man could find no trace of this gale which,
imagined or not, was the only bad weather of our cruise.

James Villiers Stuart writes: In 1982 I visited Halmatic at
Havant to discover what difficulties I would have to
surmount to finish a Nicholson 32 hull myself. There were
many protests from Emily at the mere idea of the suggestion.
My enquiries at Halmatic led quickly to the shop floor
where number 369, the last of the production run sat in her
cradle within 50 hours of completion. All reason was lost
immediately. I bought her for delivery the following April
of 1982. The boat was to be called Storm Petrel.

Photo: R.G. Sewell

Thallassa in her 80th year.
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A political change at home with a promise to increase the
VAT rate on boats to 35% in March, made it very necessary
to bring the delivery date forward to the last week of
/
February. A cold, storm lashed delivery trip ensued.
We named her Artic Tern and in July of the same year
we did an anti-clockwise round Ireland, in lovely weather.
We visited twenty anchorages.
In 1983 Arctic Tern had an unambitious, but most
pleasant cruise to west Cork and Kerry. The highlights
undoubtedly a beautiful summers evening spent on Skellig
Michael and a night anchored at Inish Vickillaun listening
to the wild eerie nocturnal cries of the Shearwaters. The
following day we effected a landing on Inish na Bro.
1984 saw us set sail for the west coast of Scotland with
the intention of visiting Orkney. However it was not a
question of bad steering or navigation or of excessive
deviation that ultimely found us anchored in Village Bay;
but the fact that I had bought MacLeans book "Island On
The Edge Of The World" at Tobermory and had become
so absorbed in it, that as the weather was in moderate form
I just had to go to St. Kilda. Thus at Stornaway we altered
for St. Kilda and home, and Orkney will have to be another All big wheels together... Dermod Ryan at the helm of Philips Innovator
cruise.
with skipper Dirk Nauta.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
1985 and 1986 can just be written off as BIankety Blank.
Watch it the years roll relentlessly by.
Tony Walsh writes: Cruising this year proved to be much
more enjoyable than in the previous season and in July
Jonathan Virden writes: Members of the Club will recall thanks to the generosity of Pat Doonan, I spent a very
Twayblade as a 33ft Aux. Sloop designed by Buchanan. pleasant two weeks in Cardigan Bay with Aideen and the
Under the supervision of Ian Nicholson, and with the skills family onboard Moonspinner, a Moody 36. We visited the
and energy of shipwright John S. Hill, Twayblade was
usual haunts like Abersoch, Pwhelli and Portmadoc. The
restored in Greenock during the early part of 1982. John only incident of note was in Abersoch when on a very lumpy
Hill did magical craftsmanship, and appeared to enjoy night and at four o’clock in the morning, your erstwhile
working on a real wooden yacht.
skipper decided to inspect the deck and on doing so
In 1986 we spent a week at the end of May cruising the
discoverd that Lochlann (eldest son) had left the outboard
South Devon coast, from beach to beach as usual, to on the dinghy. Being a man of action and deciding that it
Dartmouth. We returned in a similar fashion, each way was not necessary to wake the crew, I casually jumped into
stopping at the little bay just N.E. of Bolt Head. In July the dinghy, removed the outboard, put my hand on the
we had resolved to go as far S. down the W. coast of France ladder at the back of Moonspinner and stepped into the
as time would apparently permit, if possible to Les Sables water. I discovered that it was quite difficult to hold onto
d’Olonne, where my brother and his family were camping. a jumping Moody 36 in the water and at the same time try
We took 3 days exactly to sail from Plymouth to Les Sables to hold a five horse power Yamaha out of the water. I sent
d’Olonne without stopping. We sailed right into full strong out a verbal S.O.S. and luckily Lochlann heard me and
sunshine S. of Belle Ile and it stayed with us until we returned
retrieved the situation. What followed was a dressing down
N. of that island. Jane and Joseph 7 ½ and 5 respectively, on the rules of seamanship from my eldest son to which I
seem to enjoy this longer passage.
had no defence.
For a day we lay in the sun at Jard-sur-Mer at the camp
In August I joined Norbert Reilly’s Rob Roy in Schull
site with Michael’s family. Having rested and beginning to and cruised for a week visiting Courtmac Sherry, Kinsale,
feel pressure of time, we then sailed to Ile d’Yeu, arriving Dunmore East, Arklow, Holyhead and home to Howth.
at midday and anchoring off the Anse des Veilles. That
evening, we anchored off Port Joinville and spent the Ian Wylie writes:- Due to an automobile accident
following day ashore on the beach or in the town. Two days competitive sailing was out this season. Two short cruises
later we sailed to Belle Ile, or rather motored until the late
-- firstly on John Curries (ICC) Leanda a 6 ton Falmouth
afternoon and finally anchored off Le Palais just after Pilot. From Carrickfergus, called at Luchrantza on Arran,
midnight, having beaten against the wind for the last 8 miles Port Bannatyne (Kames Bay), which is now a very dead
in doubtful visibility. We spent two nights at Belle Ile.
town. Storm warning next day so sheltered overnight in Glen
From this time on we had to make our way home with Caladh Harbour and then to Tarbert Loch Fyne. Splendid
as little loss of time as possible, so we sailed direct from sail down Kilbrennan Sound to Campbeltown, then via
Belle Ile aiming for Les Iles des Glenans. Approaching Les Portpatrick to John’s mooring at Ballyhenry Bay in
Glenans in the late afternoon it became clear that the weather Strangford Lough.
was indeed deteriorating and that the anchorage would be
Secondly on board Jeremy Fisher with Kenneth Boyd and
exposed. We therefore continued to Loctudy. After two days his family for a pleasant week pottering around the Clyde.
we believed the weather would improve, and indeed it did, A superb sail (given the right conditions Fisher 30’s sail very
while we sailed to Audierne. We motored early Friday well) from Campbeltown to Carnlough. Hung at entrance
morning to the Raz, getting the timing just right.
to await the tide only to be told on arrival that the promised
The wind filled in from the S.W. we raced across L’Iroise, dredging had actually happened and there is about 6 feet
straight through the Chanel de Four. We crossed the on the bottom at low water. So no more leaving at five in
Channel quite peacefully, ending with 8 hours of gentle the morning as happened during the R.N.I.Y.C. Cruise-in
motoring to Plymouth.
Company during June when I was again on board Leanda.
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This photo arrived after publication of last year’s Annual. It shows some
200yachts at the 1985 C.C.C. Sunflower raft. Next year members will be
invited to join the largest ever Sunflower in Dun Laoghaire as part of a
fund raising drive for the R.N.L.I. "City of Dublin" appeal. We hope that
you will support it.t
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List of Award Winners

The Faulkener Cup

1931
1932
1933
1934
1935
1936
1937
1938
1939
1947
1949
1950
1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986

1980
1981

Winner

Yacht

Keatinge & McFerran
A.W. Mooney
D. Tidmarsh
Mrs Crimmins
H.D.E. Barton
A.W. Mooney
D. Tidmarsh
H.P. Donegan
Miss D. French
A.W. Mooney
L. McMullan
H. Osterberg
H.W.S. Clark
P. O’Keefe
H.W.S. Clark
B.C. Maguire
C. Love
N. Falkiner
R. O’Hanlon
R.P. Campbell
P.H. Greer
R.D. Heard
N. Falkiner
R.D. Heard
T.H. Roche
R. O’Hanlon
L. McMullan
R. O’Hanlon
R.P. Campbell
R. O’Hanlon
J. Virden
J. Virden
R. Sewell
J. Virden
A. Leonard
J. Gore-Grimes
J. Eves
G. Leonard
B. Law
J. Gore-Grimes
M.P. O’Flaherty
J. Gore-Grimes
J.F. Coffey
E.P.E. Byrne
R. Cudmore
O. Glaser
J. Gore-Grimes
B. Bramwell

Marie
Nirvana
Foam
Nirvana
Dauntless
Aideen
Foam
Gull
Embla
Aideen
Rainbow
Marama
Zamorin
Mavis
Caru
Minx of Malham
Galcador
Euphanzel
Harmony
Minx of Malham
Ann Gail
Huff of Arklow
Euphanzel
Huff of Arklow
Neon Tetra
Tjaldur
Rainbow
Tjaldlur
Verve
Tjaldur
Sharavogue
Sharavogue
Thalassa
Sharavogue
Wishbone
Shardana
Aeolus
Wishbone
Sai See
Shardana
Cuilaun of Kinsale
Shardana
Meg of Muglins
Beaver
Morgana
Verna
Shardana
Tor

1982
1983
1984
1985
1986

1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1977
1978
1979

Yacht

R. O’Hanlon
M. Park
R. Gomes
J. Beckett
J. Guinness
G. Leonard
W. Clark
J. Guinness
J. Villiers Stuart
J. Gore-Grimes

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

Winifreda of Greenisland
Deerhound
Red Velvet
Velma
Deerhound
Shardana
Sung Foon
St. Patrick

The Atlantic Trophy

1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986

Winner

Yacht

R. Cudmore
A. Doherty
David Nicholson
M.H. Snell
David Nicholson
J.F. Coffey
J.F. Coffey
J.F. Coffey
Hugo du Plessis

Morgana
Bali Hai
Black Shadow
Golden Harvest
Black Shadow
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Samharcin an tar

The Round Ireland Cup
Winner
1941
1951
1954
1955
1956
1957
1961
1963
1964
1965
1967
1968
1969
1971
1973
1974
1975
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986

The Strangford Cup
Winner

M. Villiers Stuart
J. Guinness
D.J. Ryan
W.A. Smith
J. Guinness
J. Gore-Grimes
T. Morton
P. Barry

E.J. Odium
Brendan Maguire
Wallace Clark
Dr R.N. O’Hanlon
R.C. Arnold
R.P. Campbell
C. O’Ceallaigh
W. & B. Smyth
N. Falkiner
L. McMullen
C.H. Green
J.D. Beckett
R. Mollard
M. Tomlinson
J. Gore-Grimes
R.P. Campbell
J.B. Law
G. Leonard
R.P. Campbell &
J.R. Osborne
J. Guinness
P. Gray
R. M. Beirne
W. M. Nixon
A. Doherty
J. Guinness
T. O’Keefe
B. Hegarty

Yacht
Minx of Malham
Caru
Ancora
Maid of York
Minx of Malham
Julia
Wynalda
Euphanzel
Rainbow
Helen
Dara
Osina
Pellergrina
Shardana
Verve
Sai-See
Wishbone
Verve
Deerhound
Korsar
Rila
Turtle
Svegala
Deerhound
Orion
Freebird

The Fortnight Cup

1958
1960
1961
1963
1964
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Winner

Yacht

L. McMullen
R.I. Morrison
H.W.D. McCormick
W.M. Nixon
W.M. Nixon

Rainbow
Vanja IV
Diane
Ainmara
Ainmara

1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986

W.M. Nixon
H.W.S. Clark
Miss E. Leonard
P. Dineen
R.C.A. Hall
N.St.J. Hennessy
J. Oliver
C. Green
M. Tomlinson
J. Wolfe
J. Gore-Grimes
A. Morton
R. Dixon
B.J. Law
R. Paul Campbell
S. Orr
D.J. Ryan
C.P. McHenry
B.H.C. Corbally
R. Barr
W. M. Nixon

Ainmara
Wild Goose
Lamita
Huntress
Roane
Aisling
Vandara
Helen
Pellergina
Gay Gannet
Shardana
Sung Foon
Oberon
Sai-See
Verve
Den Arent
Red Velvet
Ring of Kerry
Puffin
Joliba
Turtle

The Wybrants Cup

1933
1934
1935
1936
1937
1938
1939
1940
1941
1942
1943
1944
1945
1946
1947
1948
1949
1950
1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969

Winner

Yacht

J.B. Kearney
Dr L.G. Gunn
J.B. Kearney
Leslie Chance
A.W. Mooney
Dr O.P. Chance & R.
Storey;j Saphire
J.B. Kearney
K. McFerran & Dr
O’Brien
D. Keating & R.
O’Hanlon
J.B. Cottrell & J.F.
McMul
)
)No Award
)
J. B. Kearney
H. Osterberg
Dr R.H. O’Hanlon
P. O’Keefe
A.W. Mooney
P. O’Keefe
H. Osterberg
No Award
T. Crosby
R.P. Campbell
S. F. Thompson
Col W.S. Knox-Gore
D.N. Doyle
G. Kimber
J.C. Butler
S. O’Mara
D.N. Doyle
Lt Corn T. Sheppard
T.F. Doyle
S. O’Mara
D. N. Doyle
P. H. Greer
D. N. Doyle
R.I. Morrison

Mavis
Albatross
Mavis
Britannia
Aideen

1970
1971
1972
1973/197
1978
1979
1980
1981
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986

Hugh Coveney
J.A. McKeown
J.C. Love
No Award
Chris Green
D. J. Ryan
A. McMillan
A. McMillan
W.M. Nixon
R.M. Beirne
M.M.A. D’Alton
R. Barr
B. Hegarty
M. M. A. d’Alton

Dalcassian
Korsar
Fionnuala
Norella
Red Velvet
Goosander
Turtle
Givusa Kuddle
Siamsa
Condor
Freebird
Siamsa

The Fingal Cup
Winner

Yacht

1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986

Robert Barr
W. Walsh
J. Gore-Grimes
R.M. Slater
P. Barry
B. Corbally

Condor
Carrigdoun
Shardana
Tandara
St. Patrick
L’Exocet

John B. Carney Cup
1983
1984
1985
1986

P. Campbell
J. Moore
Jennifer Guinness
Harold Cudmore JunioR

Mavis
Huzure

Rockabill Trophy

Evora

Winner

Yachtlr

Ann Gaff
Vanja IV
Harmony
No Award
No Award
Angelique
Sharavogue
Helen of Howth
No Award
Helen of Howth
No Award
Ganiamore
Bandersnatch
No Award
No Award
Korsar
No Award
No Award
No Award
No Award
Shardana
Deerhound
No Award
Moody Blue
Estrellita
No Award
Shardana
No Award

P. H. Greer
R. I. Morrison
R. O’Hanlon

Minx

Mavis
Marama
Evora
John Dory
Evora
John Dory
Marama
If
Alata
Second Ethuriel
Arandora
Severn 11
Astrophel
Happy Morning
Fenestra
Severn II
Grey Lag of Arklow
Elsa
Oisin
Moonduster
Helen of Howth
Moonduster
Querida

1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
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J. D. Faulkener
J. H? Guinness
P. H. Greer
P. H. Greer
J. P. Jameson
R. Courmey

J. P. Bourke

J. Gore-Grimes
J. Woulfe
J. R. Olver
K. and C. Martin
J. Gore-Grimes

List of Members
An asterisk denotes an Honorary Member.
The year when honorary membership was conferred, is shown in brackets.
NAME & YEAR ELECTED

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics.

Adams, Peter J, 1970
Elm House, Mannamead Ave, Mannamead, Plymouth, Devon, Calcaria
Alien, Harry, 1971
Shangri La, Port Oriel, Clogherhead, Co Louth,
Anderson, Gordon F, 1974
30 The Orchard, Glenageary Wds, Glenageary, Co Dublin, (806531)
Anderson, James B S, 1982
Gaskins Leap, Thormanby Rd, Howth, Co Dublin, (323090) Baily of Howth
Aplin, Roger, 1972
Synge Street, Dublin 8, (857248/756426)
Ashenhurst, C.G., 1980
5 Wilson Road, Mount Merrion,Blackrock,Co Dublin, (881491) Ailsa
Balmforth, M.B., 1966
Westgate, Toward, Dunoon,Argyll,PA23 7UA, (Toward 0369-87-251) Sgeir Ban
D320 Punto Romano, Marbella, Spain,
Barnes, Dermot, 1955
Heather Lodge, Kerrymount Ave., Foxrock, Co Dublin, (893269) Joliba
Barr, Robert, 1969
Barr, R.G.M., 1973
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, (813369)
Barr, Mrs. Hazel, 1971
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, (813369)
Barrington, Desmond J., 1983
37 Ballinclea Hghs., Killiney, Co. Dublin, (855732)
Barry, Paddy, 1984
21 Belgrave Rd, Monkstown, Co Dublin, Saint Patrick
Barton, Robert W., 1982
13 Waterloo Pk. Sth., Belfast, BT 15 5 HX, Timella
Beck, Horace P., 1963
Ripton Middlebury, Vermont, U.S.A., (Vermont 05766) Jack lvor
Beckett, Dr. W.K., 1973
44 Green Road, Blackrock, Co Dublin, (880162)
49 The Drive, Woodbrook Glen, Bray, Co Wicklow, (822567)
Beirne, Ronan M., 1975
Benson, Dr. R., 1975
64 Bellevue Rd, Glenageary, Co Dublin, (802352) Marlou
Black, Brian, 1981
45 Lecale Park, Downpatrick, Co Down, (Downpatrick 2835) Chancer
Blaikie, James A., 1969
Lyndhurst Cresc, Springhill Rd, Bangor, Co Down, (Bangor 2209) Different Drummer
Albert House, Victoria Rd,Dalkey, Co Dublin, (858355) Miss Fionnuala(PO)
Bourke, John P., 1965
Bourke, J. Roger, 1940
Corbiere, Ashbourne Ave, Limerick,(061-28026(off.061-31544)) lduna
Bourke, Dr. Michael Paget, 1975
9 Morton Tce., London, SW 11 2NS,
Bourke, Philip, 1983
104 Mt Anvil Pk, Dublin 14, (887491) Fiacra
Bowring, Wing Cdr J.H., 1973
Mornington, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin, (853899)
Bradley, Brendan, 1980
Fairview, KindlestownHill, Delgany, Co Wicklow, (874034)
Brady, William, 1985
81 South Mall, Cork, (Office 021-20917)
Bramwell, Dr. B.R., 1963
Killinchy, Co Down, (541505/BELFAST 669300)
Branigan, Patrick M.C., 1982
Tahilla, Woodside,Sandyford,CoDublin, (982236) Maximizar
Brindley, Aidan C., 1954
25 Seabank Crt., Sandycove, Co Dublin, (809039) Glenisla
Broderick, K.J., 1943
St. Judes, 118 Merrion Ave, Blackrock, Co Dublin, (886784)
Brown, Richard P., 1970
Bankmore, Portaferry, Co Down, (209)
Bryce, Robert G., 1969
St Benedicts, Thormanby Rd., Baily, Co Dublin, (322829)
*Buckley, Christopher, (1986) Hon.
Sec. RCC
4 Coval Lane, London SWI4 7DS, (01-876-8490)
Bunting, Peter J., 1962
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Rd, Newtownards, Co Down, (812310) Mitigator
Bunting, Mrs. E.A.M., 1969
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Rd., Newtownards, Co Down, (812310)
Bunting, Christopher J., 1986
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Rd, Newtownards, Co Down, (812310)
Burke, J.F., 1971
Richmond House, Blackrock, Cork, (021-33730) Golden Shamrock
Burns, Richard M., 1969
Box 409, Osterville, Mass. 02655, U.S.A., Adele
Belgrove, Cobh, Cork, (021-811343) Tam O’Shanter
Butler, J.C., 1959
Byrne, E.Philip E., 1982
Sunnydale, 4 Nugent Road,Churchtown,Dublin 14, (981951) Beaver
Byrne, Dermot, 1977
Cornerways, Grove Ave., Blackrock, Co Dublin, Nixe
Byrne, H.E.O’C., 1974
Lismoyle, Shore Rd., Malahide, Co Dublin, (450498(Office):757911) Rapparee
Cagney, Mrs. Romaine, 1978
7 Roncalli Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323239)
Cahill, James, 1978
Rathbawn, Castlebar, Co Mayo, (094-21364(Off:Swinford7))
Cahill, Bernard M, 1984
Cuan Ban, Colla Rd, Schull, Co Cork, (028-28309) Whistling Oyster
*Campbell, R.P., 1934 (1969)
Cuilin, Bray, Co Wicklow, (821028) Verve (PO)
Portland House, Downpatrick, Co Down, (2051) Melora III
Carr, W. Derek, 1972
Carr, Mrs. J.E., 1972
Portland House, Downpatrick, Co Down, (2051)
Cassidy, Brendan, 1982
Dunluce, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322254) Anita
Cassidy, Liam, 1978
St. Kilda, Sandycove Ave E,DunLaoghaire,Co Dublin, (806380) Rhapsody
Cassidy, Robert, 1984
Lee View, Inniscarra, Co Cork,
Clapham, John F., 1965
Mertoun, Cliffside Rd,Torquay,Devon,TQl 3LB,(0803-34726) Tresillian III
Clapham, Mrs D., 1974
Mertoun, Cliffside Rd, Torquay, Devon, TQI 3LB, (0803-34726)
Clark, H.W.S.M.B.E.DL, 1951
Gorteade Ctg., Upperlands, Co Derry, (Maghera 747) Wild Goose of Moyle
Clark, Peter, 1971
Cillenamara, Ringhaddy Road, Killinchy, Co Down, (541814)
Clarke, S.H.R., 1967
Glevins, 38a High St, Lymington, Hants., SO41 9AF,
Clarke, Anthony A., 1985
12 Westfield Park, N.C. Road, Limerick, , (061-51823.Off 061-44852) Silver Breeze
Coad, Brian P., 1982
Noreville, Inistioge, Co Kilkenny, (056-29417)Raasay
Coe, R., 1957
Craigie, Monastereven, Co Kildare, (045-25300)
Coffey, John F., 1981
Elsinore, Coliemore Rd.,Dalkey, Co Dublin, (859206) Meg of Muglins
Colleran, Patrick, 1980
17 Whitehall Rd, Churchtown, Dublin 14, (984994)
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Collins, Michael D., 1975
Connor, Brendan J., 1980
Cooke, Victor A., 1977
Cooke, K.L., 1959
Cooper, Paul D., 1983
Corbally, Bernard H.C., 1984
Costello, Walter F., 1980
Cotter, William J., 1975
Courtney, Peter, 1982
Courtney, Ross, 1948

Inniskeel, King EdwardRd.,Bray,Co Wicklow, (867619) Ardrichele
22 Offington Dr., Sutton, Dublin 13, (322403(Office:747021) Vinter
Islandreagh Hse, Dunadry, Co Antrim, Misaja
Salia, Dublin Road,Sutton,Dublin 13, (322348 (Office:771801)) Kumaree
91 Kilbarrack Road, Raheny, Dublin 5, (326014)
Gilspear, Kilmacanogue, Co Wicklow, L’Exocet (PO)
12C The Lodge, Corrbridge, Howth, Co Dublin, (323095)
6 Old Orchard, Templeogue, Dublin 14, (904192)
Seamount, Balscadden Road, Howth, Co Dublin, (322008) Oona
Ross More, Claremont Rd., Howth, Co Dublin, (323090 (Office:322721)) Bandersnatch
of Ho wth
14 St James’s, Hollybrook Park, Clontarf, Dublin 3,
St. Jude’s, Dunleer, Co Louth, (041-51329)
Lynton, Dalkey Avenue, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859775)
Castlebuoy, Strand Road, Baldoyle, Co. Dublin, (323423)
Woodlands, Montenotte, Cork, (021-52420) Senta
Woodhouse, Aghamarta, Carrigaline, Co. Cork
Clover Hill, Well Road, Douglas, Cork, (021-291060 (Office: 24019)) Setanta Too (PO)
Ocean Approach, Myrtleville, Co. Cork
Clover Hill, Well Road, Douglas, Cork, (021-291060)
29 Kensington, Rochestown, Douglas, Co. Cork, (021-294307 (office:24019))
6 Camden Place, Cork, (021-53726)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork, (021-293016(office:24091)) Auretta
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork, (021-293016)
Elden Ho., Maryboro Hill, Douglas, Cork, (021-293024)
5 College Green, Dublin 2, (793888) Morgana
5 College Green, Dublin 2, (793888) Morgana
Merlin, Maryboro Hill,Douglas,Cork, (021-293625) Anna Petrea
Kedges, Douglas Rd., Cork,
274 Seacliff Rd, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5HS, (465066) Leemara of Howth
Grainblah, Palmerston Park, Dublin 6, (977002 (office:778932)
22 Raillis Avenue, Largs., Ayrshire, Scotland, (0475-675477)
11 Seafront Road,Cultra,Holywood, Co Down, (Holywood 6469) Leanda
Kilda Lodge, Killiney,Co. Dublin, (Office:763671) Siamsa(PO)
74 Sugar Loaf Crsnt, Bray, Co Wicklow, (861484) Bloody Mary
234 Lothrop Road, Grosse Pointe Farms, Michigan, 48236, U.S.A., (313-885 4374) Boru
Rockmount, Montenotte, Cork, (021-505969 (Off:505399))
Pier House, Cultra, Co. Down, (Holywood 2287)
37 Church Road, Holywood, Co. Down, Suvretta
37 Church Road, Holywood, Co. Down,
C’an Mestransa, Pollensa, Majorca, Spain,
Churchbay, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, Darinda
lnwood, South Strand, Skerries, Co. Dublin, (491326)
2 Floraville, Brookvale Rd, Donnybrook, Dublin 4, Charles Whittan(PO)
4 Vernon Park,Bangor,Co. Down, (61410(Off:Dundonald 4535)) Freda
Shango, Near Blessington, Co. Wicklow, (045-65233)
34 Waverley Drive, Bangor, Co. Down, (2164) Seaboard(PO)
15 College Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, Seaboard(PO)
The Old Rectory,Croom,Co Limerick, (061-88245/44604) Aquelina
Drumadarragh House, 2 Drumadarragh Rd, Doagh, Ballyclare, Co Antrim, (B’Clare
40480)
2 Southern Rd, Cork, (021-21327) Bali-Hai
Carrigmore, Glounthaune, Co. Cork, (021-953137) White Rooster
Moyglass, Windgate Rise, The Summit, Howth, Co Dublin,
Sketrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down, (370) Maid of Skye
Tideways, Carrigaline, Co Cork, Moonduster
17 Barnstead Drive, Church Road, Blackrock, Cork,
Patchwork, Killarney Road, Bray, Co Wicklow, (862779)
Ardmanagh, Glenbrook, Co. Cork, (021-841199)
Ballylickey, Bantry, Co. Cork, (027-50352) Samharcin an lar
Prospect House, Newcastle, Co. Wicklow,
PO Box 484, Port Moresby, Papua, New Guinea,
2 Nutley Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (691158.Office:770733) Anasu H
The Wilderness, Glanmire, Co. Cork, (021-953441.Office:505264)
Benwell, Crosthwaite Park, DunLaoghaire, Co. Dublin, (807918)
Ardmuire, Herbert Park, Gardiners HI, Cork,
41 Victoria Ave, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 3EB, (0247-811421)
Atlantic Yacht Co., Pearse Street, Kinsale, Co. Cork,
45 Sciennes Road, Edinburgh, EH9 INS,
70 Thornleigh Gdns., Bangor, Co. Down, Wheesht (PO)
4 Myrtle Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (805160) Ariadne
56 Cabin Hill Gdns., Belfast, (653917)
la Mornington Mews, Annadale Ave, Belfast, BT7 3JS, (0232-644852) Takahe(PO)
Carrig-Gorm, 27 Bridge Road, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down,

Cox, James F., 1970
Coyle, Michael F., 1971
Cresswell, R.S., 1949
Cronin, T.P., 1981
Crosbie, E., 1957
Cross, D.. 1986
Cudmore, Fred, 1947
Cudmore, Fred Jnr.. 1986
Cudmore, John, 1977
Cudmore Justin R., 1966
Cudmore Peter F., 1966
Cudmore Harold, 1956
Cudmore Mrs. Mary, 1970
Cudmore H.(Jun.), 1959
Cudmore Ronald, 1964
Cudmore. Anne, 1979
Cudmore. Richard B., 1966
Cudmore. Denis, 1986
Cuffe-Smith, Capt. W.R., 1970
Cullen, M., 1971
Cunningham, Brian, 1967
Currie, John D., 1985
d’Alton, M.M.A., 1956
d’Alton, Robert, 1978
Dalton, Brian, 1969
Daly, Dominic J., 1968
Davey, D.W.H., 1969
Davis, Samuel, 1980
Davis, Mrs. Helen, 1980
De Quincy, Mrs. Sheila, 1974
Dean, Douglas, 1965
Dempsey, J.A., 1973
Denham, Dr. P.C., 1975
Devenney, E.K., 1973
Dick, J.R.William, 1971
Dickinson, L.B., 1969
Dickinson, William B., 1979
Dinneen, Patrick A., 1965
Dixon M.B.E., Hon. Robin, 1977
Doherty, Tony, 1969
Donegan, James D., 1983
Doonan, Paul S., 1986
Dorman, Dr. J.K.A., 1971
Doyle, Denis N., 1956
Doyle, Frank, 1966
Doyle, John G., 1967
Doyle, D. Conor, 1966
Du Plessis, Hugo, 1978
Ducane, Charles A., 1983
Duggan, John P., 1986
Dunn, Aidan, 1963
Dwyer, Kevin F., 1966
Dyke, Stanley W., 1965
Egar, Laurence, 1986
*Elliot, W. Mayne, 1932 (1982)
Ender, Theodore, 1972
England, Mrs. Elizabeth M., 1967
Escott, William P., 1980
Espey, Fred.J.K., 1979
Everett, T., 1975
Eves, Jeremy R.F., 1975
Eves, Roland E., 1982
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Eves, Alastair R W, 1984
Eves M.B.E., F. Maitland, 1967

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics.
The Sheil~ing, Downshire Rd, Bangor, Co Down,
Loughside Farm, 57 Ringdufferin Rd, Toye, Downpatrick, Co. Down, BT30 9PH,
(Killyleagh 0396-828923) Takahe(PO)
3 Kylemore Park, Taylors Hill, Galway, (091-23997)
Earlscliff Mews, Baily, Co Dublin,
C/o Earlscliff Mews, Baily, Co Dublin,
Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541114) Moss Rose
Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541114)
214 Grange Road, Rathfarnham, Dublin 6, (941980 Office 685777) Sinead
Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841428/51848) Spellbound of Skellig
Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841428/51848)
Seapoint House, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, Jane
4 Sorrento Lawn, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (858087)
Rathruttent, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (3667) Onaway

Fahy, Patrick J., 1982
Fannin, Robert N., 1959
Fannin, Robert J., 1981
Faulkner, Dennis J., 1960
Faulkner, Mrs. J.K., 1969
Fergus, Sean G., 1985
Fielding, Dr. R.J., 1956
Fielding, Mrs C., 1971
Finnegan, John J., 1966
Firth, Ivan J., 1978
Fisher, J.D.F., 1969
FitzGerald, C.J., 1944 Commodore
1CC
Kylemore, Richmond, Blackrock Rd, Cork, (021-292210 Off: 021-20095) Mandalay
FitzGerald, David H.B., 1966
The Quay, Kinvara, Co Galway, (091-37290) Partizan of Emsworth
Fitzgerald, Jack, 1986
27 Hyde Park, Dalkey, Co Dublin,
Fitzpatrick, Thomas J., 1985
2 Baily Green, Howth, Co Dublin, (325554 Office 688644) Fifi
Flanagan, Jack J., 1980
Reamount House, Lusk, Co. Dublin, (437233) Rockabill
Flowers, Maurice H., 1983
3 Carisbrooke Tce,Upper Clifton,Bangor, Co Down, Autonomy
Fogarty, John J., 1967
8 The Crescent, Midleton, Cork, Nora Sheila
Fogerty, Waiter B.C., 1983
Burnley, Ennis Road, Limerick, Sarcelle
Foley, Mrs. Clare, 1980
2 Richmond House, Richmond Hill, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (806632) Vision 3
Fowler, Robert J., 1969
Mont Alto House,SorrentoRoad,Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (858529.Office:801422) Spectra
Fox-Mills, Barbara, 1981
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823)
Knollycroft, Coliemore Rd, Dalkey, Co Dublin, (859439; Office 760261) Twocan
Freeman, F. David, 1986
4 Fairfield Park, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (876374)
French, Miss D., 1934
Fryer, Patrick J.H., 1969
27 Mountain View, Glencrutchery Rd, Douglas, Isle o Man, (0624-72557)
Gallagher, Benignus N., 1980
4 Carrickbrack Hill, Sutton, Dublin 13, Blue Belle
18 Crosthwaite Park,DunLaoghaire,Co. Dublin, (802818.Office:778869)
Geldof, Robert, 1968
Gibbons, Stephen, 1984
33 Killowen Village, Newry, Co Down, Saoirse
Gibson, James C., 1977
Bryansford Road, Newcastle, Co. Down, (23438) Chloe
Gilmore, Dr. W.R., 1985
9 Coastguard Lane, Groomsport, Co Down, BTI9 2LR, (Donaghadee 882410) Scotch
Mist
Glaser, Dr. Otto, 1972
Thalassa, Baily, Co. Dublin, (324797/688227) Tritsch-Tratsch IV
Glover, Dr. W.E., 1963
2 Coolong Road, Vaucluse, Sydney, 2030, N.S.W., (337-2889) Melite
Gogarty, Desmond, 1960
Lamlash, Mornington, Drogheda, Co. Louth, (041-8740/08165)Alpara
Gomes, H.R., 1967
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co. Down, (365)
Gomes, Mrs. Deirdre, 1980
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co. Down, (365)
Gore-Grimes, Anthony, 1978
Roxboro, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322449.Office:748537) Gibbon
Gore-Grimes, John, 1973 Hon
Editor ICC Annual; Vice
Commodore ICC
The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670 Office: 748537) Shardana
Gore-Grimes, Mrs. J., 1975
The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670)
Goulding, Tom, 1980
12 Asgard Rd., Howth, Co. Dublin, Walrus
Gray, C.Peter, 1980
45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (853911 (Office:777623)) Andromeda
Green, Dr. Michael, 1964
3 Sycamore Close, Woddingdean, Brighton, Sussex, BN2 6S J, (33676)
Greenhalgh, David, 1978
15 Ashley Park, Bangor, Co. Down, Freemew
Greer, Howard, 1966
Cynara, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (323731.Office:983911) Deilginnis
Bright Eyes(PO
22 Greenfield Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323195.Office:771801) Tarquin
Greer LL.D., P.H., 1951
Guinness, J.H., 1961
Censure House, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323123.Office:716944) Deerhound
Guinness, Mrs. M.J., 1966 Hon.
Publications. Of
Censure House, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323123) Stroker(PO)
Guinness, lan R., 1979
Censure House, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323123) Hera
Guinness, Peter, 1963
Chapel Farm, Great Missenden,Bucks.,HP16 ORF, England, (Great Missenden 2322)
Hall, Mervyn J., 1970
Gleenhook, Ullardmore, Ardeevin Rd., Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (858264.Office:773167)
Andante
Hall, R.C.A., 1952
Lisniska, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841083) Roane(PO)
Hanan, Thomas J., 1937
Kinsale 6 Roy Court, Mount Eliza, Victoria, 3930, Australia, Rosbeg
Hand, Frank, 1985
22 Lynwood, Ballinteer Road, Dundrum, Dublin 16, (951767. Office 744795) Pamela
Harbison, Dr. John F., 1977
Glenomera, Burrow Rd, Sutton, Dublin 13, (325212)
Harte, Edward D., 1969
Mill House, Coosheen, Schull, Co. Cork, (028-28385)
Hassett, Barry, 1975
7 Janeville, Ballintemple, Cork, (32793)
Hawthorn, George S.N., 1985
77 Tullynakill Rd, Ardmillan, Comber, Co Down,
Healy, Capt. George F., 1968
Shandon, Albert Rd, Glenageary, Co Dublin, (808058) Master of Asgard H
Heard, Mrs. Ruth, 1967
Stone Cottage, Killiney Hill Rd., Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852258) Harklow
Heath, Lewis F.G, 1978
South Winds, Ulverton Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (804372) Four Seasons
Hegarty, Brian, 1957 Hon.
Sec.L C.C.
Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421)Freebird
Hegarty, Dermot, 1959
2 Killeen Tce., Malahide, Co. Dublin, (450603)
Hegarty, Mrs. Betty, 1986
Cairngorm, Baily, Co Dublin, (323421)
Hemphill, Lord, 1981
Raford House, Kiltulla, Co. Galway, Knocknagreena
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Hennessy, Dr. Noel St.J., 1957
Henry, Dr. George R., 1969
Henshall, James A., 1979
Hicks, Henry R., 1981
Hill, Michael, 1980
Hilliard, C.E., 1961
Hogan, Thomas P., 1967
Horsman, Henry F., 1952
Hosford, W.K., 1974
Hughes F.R.S.C, N.C., 1972
Hunt, C.K., 1963
Hutchinson, William R., 1969
Irwin, D.M., 1973
Irwin, John, 1982
Jameson, J. Patrick, 1968
Johnson, Terence, 1960

The Hollow, Tibradden Road, Rockbrook, Dublin 16,
The Master’s House,RotundaHospital,Dublin 1,Jacqueline
Lonsdale, 743 Shore Road, Newtownabbey, Co. Antrim,Maimoune(PO)
Ganaway, 107 Whiterock Bay, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0238-541447) Roe (PO)
86 Rashee Road, Ballyclare, Co. Antrim,
Barlogue, Ard Foyle Ave, Ballintemple, Cork, (021-291061 O:021-831453)
Monkstown Castle, Co. Dublin, (808103)
Glenteigue, Arklow, (0402-9804)
Ravenswood, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (882253)
Long Meadow, Ballylesson, Belfast, (Drumbo 323) Taitsing
Fortview, Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (021-72534)
24 Rugby Drive,Bangor,Co Down,BT20 3PZ, (460588) Vagrant
37 Ward Ave, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HP, (Bangor 462273) Sea Otter
23 Killinchy St., Comber, Co. Down,
Evora, Dumbo Hill, Howth, Co Dublin, (322931/741231)Findabar of Howth
Frazerbank, StrathmoreRoad,Killiney,Co. Dublin, (851439.Office:960144) State
0 ’Chassis(PO)
Kilnburn, 33 Warren Rd, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 0PD, (883951) Vamp of
Hamble
53 Bayside Walk, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323062/331103)
55 Wyvern, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (805982)
Moorpark, Fountainstown, Co. Cork, (021-831235)
Sliabh Riach, Balkill Road, Howth, Co Dublin, Lady Panther
11 Stradbrook Hill, New Road, Monkstown, Co. Dublin,
Pasate Cala, Encantada 6.3.2, Palma de, Majorca, Spain, (71-450454)
57 Orwell Park, Dublin 6, (972567) Jeepers
75 Dunluce Road, Clontarf, Dublin 3,
Derryclare, Well Road, Douglas, Cork, (021-291799.O ff021-292813)
Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541470) Icarus of
Cuan
Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Rd., Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541470)

Johnston, Denis B., 1979
Kavanagh, Gerald P., 1980
Keane, Barry, 1975
Keily, D.J., 1973
Kelleher, James J., 1985
Kelliher, E. Brenda, 1983
Kelliher, Malcolm E., 1982
Kelly, C.D., 1975
Kelly, John C., 1979
Kenefick, Neil G., 1985
Kennedy F.R.C.S, T., 1973

Kennedy, Mrs. B., 1973
Kennedy Q.C., Hugh P., 1963 Rear
Edgebank, 16 Deramore Park Sth., Belfast, (660500) Tosca IV of Bangor
Commodore ICC
17 Silverbirch Rd.,Bangor, Co. Down, BT19 2EU, (0247-62128) Ceres
Kenset, David J., 1978
7 Seafort Terrace, Sandymount, Dublin 4,
Kidney, Noel J., 1986
109 Essex Rd., Chestnut Hill, MA 02167, U.S.A., Snowstar
Kiley, John C., 1969
Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323442.Office:778932)
Kilkenny, Joseph, 1971
Park Road, Clogheen, Clonakilty, Co. Cork, (023-43553.Off.:023-43240) Yami Yami
Kirby, Tom, 1971
Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin, (801420)
Knatchbull, Michael W., 1986
15 Wyvern, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin,
Knight, R.D., 1971
Marlay, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (853312)
Knott, H.B., 1964
Hillside, Carrickmines, Co. Dublin, (894406)
Lane, Dr. Victor, 1983
San Jose, North Circular Road, Limerick, (061-53167)
Larkin, Frank J., 1982
7 Richmond Ave, Monkstown, Co Dublin, Siamsa (PO)
Latham, Leslie D., 1984
274 Grange Rd, Worplesdon, Guildford, Surrey, GU2 6QZ,
Laurence, David T., 1975
Rock Cottage, Whiterock Rd, Killinchy, Co. Down, BT23 6PR, (Killinchy 0238-541344)
Law, J. Brian, 1975
Redwing
Heydere, Westfields, N. C. Road, Limerick, (061-51567.Office:45290)Mokav II
Lawless, Peter D., 1964
Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Ave., Booterstown, Co. Dublin, (889486)
Lee, Reginald, 1961
Lennox, George A., 1969
8 Norwood Gardens, Belfast, BT4 2DX, (656989) Sarita
Graigeveagh, Sketrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0849-541579) Wishbone
Leonard, Alan G., 1964
7 Ward Ave, Bangor, Co. Down, (454937) Hijack (PO)
Ley, John E., 1986
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, (454937) Hijack (PO)
Ley, Mrs. Angela, 1986
El Caribe, Currabinny, Co. Cork, (021-831139)
Love, Mrs. T., 1963
Love, Clayton (Jun.), 1971
Clanricarde, Blackrock Road,Cork, (021-293977/26841)Assiduous
E1 Medano, 75 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852837)
Love, D.B., 1963
Corrig, Convent Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859782) Little Egypt
Lovegrove, Richard V., 1981
Windward, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322507) Gun fleet H
Luke, Derek, 1959
15 Asgard Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324181.Office771801)
Luke, Dermot, 1955
Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (021-882303)
Lyden, Brendan P., 1968
29 Bridge Road, Helens Bay, Co. Down,
Lynas, Mrs. Marla, 1981
Huckleberry, 37 Blackhills, Esher, Surrey, England, KTI0 8QS,
Lyster, W. Bruce, 1985
Ballynally Lane, Moville, Co. Donegal, (Moville 239) Eoin Ruadh
MacLaverty, K.J., 1961
Ballyward House, Manor Kilbride, Blessington, Co Wicklow, (582101) Heather Bell
Macauley, W.P., 1963
Delgany, Newenham Drive, Douglas, Cork, (293577.Office:962222) Windhover
Macilwraith, George H., 1970
White House, Dalkey Avenue, Co. Dublin, (859585) Aileen
Macken, J.J., 1949
Hazeldene, Marina, Blackrock, Co. Cork, (021-31348)
Madden, Arthur G., 1961
Derrylea, Menlove Gardens, Blackrock, Co. Cork, (021-33439) Pidun
Madden, Dr. J., 1971
Cloghreen, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322408)
Magan, Arthur S.C., 1981
Landfall, 43 Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (2237) Snow Goose of
Magennis, C., 1975
Moygannon
Maguire, Neville D., 1985
2 Sarto Rd, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323229. Office 771801) Demelza
Ballinglanna, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-293966.Office:25252)
Maher, Patrick J., 1959
57 Sydney ParadeAve,Ballsbridge,Dublin 4, (696100.Office:682781) Symphonie
Malone, Stephen A., 1979

NAME & YEAR ELECTED

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics.

Mansfield, Stafford, 1981
Markey, James A, 1984
Marshall, A.H., 1963

4 Barnstead Drive, Blackrock, Co Cork, (021-294197) Luv ls
Stagg Rock, Nashville Park, Howth, Co Dublin,
Sunnyside, 16 Killoughey Rd, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 OBL, (0247-883553)
Mandarin
Erinagh, Kerrymount Ave., Foxrock, Dublin, (893565) Estrellita (PO)
Woodley, Eaton Brae, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (824457) Lovely Lady
Tres Fleur, Westminister Rd.,Foxrock,Dublin 18, (893981) Estrellita (PC))
114 High Street, Eton, Windsor, Berks., England, Pintail of Kew
2 Thormanby Lawns, Howth, Co. Dublin, (325058)

Martin, Clive C., 1978
Martin, F.D., 1954
Martin, J. Kenneth, 1982
Masser, K., 1966
Massey, Nicholas W., 1980
Maxwell, Cdr. J.D., 1982
R.N.Retd.
McAnaney, E., 1975
McAuley, Daniel J., 1979
McAuley, F.D., 1961
MCh.D.O.M.S.
McBride, Denis, 1972
McBride, Edward D., 1970
McCann, George, 1968
McCarthy, Francis, 1985
McClement, Donald J., 1983
McConnell, J.C., 1958
McConnell, John H., 1965
McConnell, Mrs. M.T., 1959
McConnell, Stafford C., 1971
McCormick, W.H.D., 1956
McDowell, J.R., 1963
McFerran, K., 1931
McFerran, N., 1965
McGonagle, Liam, 1959
McGuire, John F., 1975
McHenry, Cormac P., 1980
Mcllwaine, A.D., 1960
McKean, William W., 1986
McKee, Michael, 1962
McKenna, David C., 1964
McKinley, Fergus, 1953
McKinney, John H., 1975
McLaverty, C.P., 1961
McMahon, James, 1973
McMillan, Alistair, 1968
McMordie, H.M., 1972
McMullan, F. Gerard, 1986
McMullen, L., 1940
McMullen, Colin P., 1975
Meagher, Niall, 1975
Mellon, D.E., 1947 M.D.
Menton, James F., 1986
Miller, C.G., 1955
Minchin, John, 1960
Mollard, Robert E., 1969
Monson, Roderick G., 1983
Montgomery, E.J., 1955
Moore, John S., 1985
Morck, Dr. P.B., 1958
Morck, Mrs. P.C., 1962
Morehead, R., 1950
Morris, Dr. Geoffrey, 1983
Morris, Arthur, 1961
Morrison, R. lan, 1957
Morrissy, Donal, 1982
Morton, Admral Sir Anthony, 1970
G.B.E. K.C.B.
Mosse, W.P., 1964
Mulhern, James, 1958
Mullen, T.J., 1975
Mullins, John, 1972
Mullins, Peter J.D., 1971
Murphy, W.J., 1963
Nairn, George E., 1980
Nicholson, David, 1980
Nixon, James, 1971
Nixon, W.M., 1963

Old Court, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, Virago of Strangford
88 Sandford Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, (971421)
33 Stewardstown Rd., Belfast, BT1 19SZ, (613712) Capella of Kent
45 Upper Leeson St., Dublin 4, (604580)
25 Thormanby Road, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (322126)
Iona, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323335)
21 Riverside Rd., Bangor, Co. Down, (Bangor 62035)
Kedges, Forthill, Summercove,Kinsale, Co Cork, (Office 505338) Renric
2 Cedar Grove, Glasheen Road, Cork,
McConnell House, Charlemont Place, Dublin 2, (858451.Office:781544) Marula
120 Balinclea Hgts., Killiney, Co. Dublin, (Office:781544) Bloodhound
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, Kala
Derryverogue, Donadea, Naas, Co Kildare,
Brooklyn, Greencastle,Lifford,CoDonegal,(Greencastle 5/Derry65014) Manaan Maclir;
Vinga 11
la Meadow Way, Crawfordsburn, Co. Down, BT19 I J J,
Dangan, Carrickmines, Co. Dublin, (893153)
Dept.of Biochemistry, Queen’s University, 9 Lisburn Rd, Belfast, BT9 7BL, (667208)
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823.Office:761818) Ounavara of Howth; Corcom
The Garden Flat, 22 Hyde Park Gardens, London, W2 2LY, (01-262-1363)
8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14, (884733.) Ring of Kerry
Glebe Cottage, 7 Church Hill, Killinchy, Co. Down, Sheenan
27 Fotheringay Rd, Glasgow, G41 4NL, (041-423-6370) Siolta (PO)
52 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HL, (Bangor 2692)
International Leasng, Llyods Bank Intnatnl, 40/66 Queen Victoria S, London EC4,
Beechfield, Sydney Ave., Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (888376)
3 Balally Drive, Dundrum, Dublin 14, (982514.Office:978490)Aracaty H (PO)
30 Deramore Drive, Belfast 9,
Rathlin, 32 Orwell Park, Dublin 6, (972391)
Treborth, Corr Bridge, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324042) Brent Goose
Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, Anolis
39 Victoria Rd, Bangor, Co Down, (472826)
11 Almoners’ Ave., Cambridge, CB1 4NZ, (247020)
Cuilin, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (821018)Kilderkin
Gleann na Greine, Naas, Co. Kildare, (045-7728)
Groundle Glen Cttges, Onchan, Isle of Man,
Straffan, Co Kildare, (288580) Caranja
Shortalstown, Killinick, Co Wexford, (053-58836) Calloo
Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (831392) Windrose
27 Sion Rd., Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (854317.Office:505677)Korsar
2 Castlehill Rd., Stormont, Belfast, BT4 3GL, (656051) Mazara
78 Northumberland Rd, Dublin, (681903.Office:761201)
Carrickfergus Marina, 3 Agnes Street, Carrickfrgus, Co Antrim,
Ballylug, Rathdrum, Co. Wicklow, (0404-5164)Samantha
23 Albany Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6,
Leeward, Marina, Blackrock, Cork, (293297.Office:502381)
Clonmore House, Piltown, Co. Kilkenny,
Clonmore House, Piltown, Co. Kilkenny, (051-95105)
Spindrift, Carrickbrack Rd., Baily, Co. Dublin, (323106) Safari of Howth
Clarenbridge House, Clarenbridge, Co. Galway, (091-86225) Joggernaut (PO)
Flat 6, Amhurst, 90 St Cross Road, Winchester, Hants, SO23 9PX, (0962-56393)
Lamorna 111
Dunedin, Bennets Bridge, Co. Kilkenny, (056-27125)
Struan Hill, Delgany, Co. Wicklow, (01-874785) State O’Chassis (PO)
59 Sefton, Rochestown Ave, DunLaoghaire, Co. Dublin, (855026) Tiger
38 Avenue Morley, Fort George, St Peter Prt, Guernsey, ((0481)26991) Maid of Kileen
38 Ave Morley, Fort George, St Peter Prt, Guernsey, C.I., (0481-26991) Chrismi of S ark
15 Cleve Hill, Blackrock Rd., Cork,
3 St Helen’s North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (808765) Marden
Diamond Lodge, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (842160) Black Shadow
Farmhill, Farmhill Road, Marino, Holywood, Co. Down, (Holywood 2196) Ragnar
14 Evora Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323929) Turtle (PO)
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O’Tierney, Dr., Donal, 1986
O’Boyle , Donal 1974
O’Brien, Daniel D., 1978
O’Brien, John J., 1971
O’Ceallaigh, C., 1959
O’Ceallaigh, Mrs. M., 1963
O’Connor, Daniel, 1971
O’Connor, Dr. M., 1957
O’Donnell, Barry, 1984
O’Donoghue, Dr. R.F., 1971
O’Donovan, Adrian, 1986
O’Farrell, Michael, 1975
O’Farrell, Vincent J., 1981
O’Flaherty, Michael, 1968
O’Gallagher, Malachi, 1968
O’Gorman, Thomas, 1975
O’Halloran, Brian, 1983
*O’Hanlon, Mrs. B., 1962 (1984)
M.D.
O’Hanlon, Andrew, 1969
O’Keeffe, Dr. Maurice, 1972
O’Keeffe, Thomas, 1983
O’Morchoe, David N.C., 1981
O’Neill, J. Russell, 1964
O’Rahilly, Dr. Michael, 1979
O’Sullivan, Jeremiah, 1964
O’Sullivan, Patrick J.F., 1984
Olver, John R., 1971

41 Seaview, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co Down, BT34 3N J, 73388,
Hon Treasurer ICC, Drake Lodge, Drake’s Pool, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, 021-831028
Small Acre, Church Road, Ballybrack, Co. Dublin, (852754) Live Wire
Flat 3 Bear Haven, Pilot View, Bulloch Hbr., Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (804369)
46 Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852619) Julia
46 Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852619)
The Pines, Westminister Rd, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (858012.Office:764661) Leprechaun
58 Fitzwilliam Sq., Dublin, (767136) The Lady Beatrice
58 Ailesbury Rd, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4.,
Rock Lodge, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (841051) Cabaret
North Harbour, Fountainstown,Myrtleville,Co Cork, (831424)Felicity Friend
Moorcroft, Rostrevor Rd., Warrenpoint,Co. Down,(2620) Cuchulain
Ardbrack Cottage, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (021-72148) Sandyways
Le Fainel, St Martin’s, Guernsey, C.I., (0481-37650) Cuilaun
12 Cypress Lawn, Templeogue, Co. Dubin, (905800.Office:689690) Triona
Balrath, Co. Meath,
Craigholm, Brighton Rd., Foxrock, Dublin 18, (896284)

Orr, Arthur S.P.Vrd., 1970
Orr, S.A., 1973
Osborne, James R., 1974
Osterberg, Paul, 1949
Park, Dr. David S., 1969
Park, Mungo, 1955
Patton, Henry A., 1969
*Paul, Alan H. O.B.E., (1958)
Payne, J. Somers, 1969
Pearson, Alan J., 1983
Pearson, J.D., 1950
Perkins, R.Forbes, 1980
Pritchard, P. Marshall, 1966
Pritchard, Mrs. Maura, 1966
Radley, George, 1971
Ralston, George L. D., 1986
Rea, William T., 1977
Reilly, Norbert, 1983
Revill, Reginald G., 1979
Riordan, S. William, 1985
Roberts, Rex, 1974
Roberts, T., 1973
Roche, Charles A., 1972
Roche, Pierce, 1975
Roche, T.H., 1935
Rogerson, Frederick, 1969
Rogerson, Frederick J., 1983
Ronaldson, Charles E., 1967
Russell, John F., 1965
Ryan, David F., 1973
Ryan, Dermod J., 1971
Ryan, Senator Eoin, 1957
Ryan, Frank, 1971
Ryan, John, 1956
Ryan, Paul J., 1984
Ryan, John A., 1985
Sadlier, Frank A., 1985
Scott, Denis G., 1986
Selig, Ivan, 1965
Sewell, Richard G., 1969
Shanahan, Timothy P., 1984
Shanks, T.R.J., 1972
Sharp, Ronald, 1974

8 St. James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (965130)
8 St James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (698117)
The Pallisades,Ardbreac,Kinsale,Co. Cork, (72458.Office:72253) Miss Demena
Tawlaght, Fenit, Tralee, Co. Kerry,
Ardgarry, Gorey, Co. Wexford, (055-21803)
59 Warren Rd., Donaghadee, Co. Down, Miss Molly of Hamble
38 Dornden Pk.,Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (695285) Red Velvet
9 Rock Street, Tralee, Co. Kerry, (066-21011) Ceili
4 Princes St, Tralee, Co Kerry,
Lochalsh View Balmacara, By Kyle of Lochalsh, Wester Ross, Scotland, IV40 8DH,
Moody Blue (PO)
Evergreen, Old Holywood Rd., Belfast, (63601.Office:57261) Maimoune (PO)
41 Wardown Cresc., Luton, Bedfordshire, (410034)
7 Vergemount, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (979039) Verve (PO)
The Old Manse, Hillsborough, Co. Down, (226)
Ros Cuan, Mount Stewart Estate, Newtownards, Co. Down, BT22 2AX, (Grey Abbey
024774-625)
Carrig Breach Cottge, Baily, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322210) Black Pepper
Four The Trees, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 ODU, (882517 Off:0232-663166) Nisha
Broadlands Cottage, Britwell SalomeNr., Watlington, Oxon, England,
4 Camden Tce., Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831128)Melody
Craigview, Claremont Rd., Howth, Co. Dublin, (322276)
Craigview, Claremont Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322276)
Owl’s Nest, Box 398, Manchester, MA 01944, U.S.A., (617-526-1492) Goldeneye
The Coach House,Helen’sBay,Co. Down, (852237.Office:853634) Norella (PO)
The Coach House, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down, (852237) Norella (PO)
The Brake, Cobh, Co. Cork, (021-811394) Cecille
Whinstone, 39 Warren Rd,Donaghadee,Co Down, (882330) Syrena
213 Greenpark, Clondalkin, Dublin 22,
20 Offington Court, Sutton, Dublin 13, (393186) Rob Roy
11 Burrow Rd., Sutton, Dublin 13, (325544.Office:765801)
Greylands, Knocknacree Rd, Dalkey, Co Dublin, (859081. Office 760631)
Stratford, SilchesterRd.,Glenageary,Co. Dublin, (805328.Office:808305)
The Residence, Kilboroney, Rostrevor, Co. Down, (470) Petrel
Rosciar, Killincarrig Rd, Greystones, Co Wicklow, (874572)
Lough Rynn, Mohill, Co. Leitrim,
Ros-na-Greine, Avoca Ave., Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (881093.Office:775014) Neon Tetra
Creevagh, Dundrum Rd., Dublin 14, (Office:984444) Happy Return
113 Lakelands Close, Stillorgan, Co. Dublin, (886437)
1 Fifth Ave., Baylands, Bangor, Co. Down, (65681) Wheesht (PO)
34 Killnakin Rd., Killinchy, Belfast, Macfin
30 Dublin Rd., Skerries, Co. Dublin, (491438)
Ashdale, Castle Close, Castle Pk Rd, Sandycove, Co Dublin, (803585.Office:503611)
Sceolaing
81 Park Avenue, Dublin 4., (691770)
7 Beech Park Ave., Foxrock,Co. Dublin, (894026.Office:266641) Aracaty I11 (PO)
Elstow, Knapton Rd., DunLaoghaire, Co. Dublin, (807151)
Ashdale, Castle Close, Sandycove, Co Dublin,
Homefield, Lr Kilmacud Road, Stillorgan, Co Dublin, (882012) Saki
3 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co Down, (02317-3975) Ocean Dove
49 Offington Ave, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322909) Yona
20 Callender St., Belfast, BTI 5BQ, (Dub.960382:B’fast.43878)
7 Edith Tce., Londow, SW.10, (352-7367) Thalassa
Sonas, Windgate Rd, Baily, Co Dublin,
10 Massey Ave.,Belfast,BT4 2JS, (63809(Office:084-245454)) Maimoune (PO)
Ardbeg, Craigmillar Ave., Milngavie, Glasgow, G62 8AV, (041-956-1984) Siolta (PO)
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Sheil, Leonard, 1968
Sheil, David J, 1985
Sheppard, T., 1957 Lt Comm. RN
Retd
Sheridan, Frank W., 1981
Siggins, Brian, 1985
Simms, R.J.A, 1969
Simpson, Peter C. D., 1982
Sisk, H.B., 1973
Slater, Ronnie, 1977
Slevin, James, 1986
Smiles, Alan E., 1958
Smullen, Brian P., 1968
Smullen, John D., 1961
Smyth, B.T., 1960
Smyth, W.A., 1960
Smyth, Francis G., 1979
Smyth, Nicholas L., 1983
Snell, M.H., 1974
Somerville, R. Andrew, 1980
Somerville-Large, P.T., 1946
Speidel, Noel, 1968
Steadman, David, 1967
Stevenson, John A., 1964
Stevenson, John C., 1984
Stewart, Alan C., 1959
Stewart, R.R., 1968
Stillman, Chris. J., 1985
Sullivan, C. St.J., 1955
Sullivan, Michael R., 1967
Taggart, A.G., 1970 Hon. Sec.
C.C.C.
Taggart, John I., 1975
Taplin, David M.R., 1986
Tierney, John, 1960
Tomlinson, Michael, 1962
Tomlinson, Mrs. Molly, 1965
Traynor, Colm, 1975
Traynor, Frank, 1985
Tucker, Brian A, 1985
Tughan, D., 1969
Turvey, Desmond E., 1980
Tyrrell, Aidan, 1971
Tyrrell, John, 1940
Tyrrell, Dr. Declan, 1985
Villiers-Stuart, James, 1977
Villiers-Stuart, M.F., 1957
Virden, Jonathan, 1968
Waddell, John, 1981
Waldron, Dr. Oliver C., 1978
Walsh, Anthony, 1979
Walsh, Patrick J., 1982
Walsh, Reginald T., 1950
Walsh, William, 1968
Walsh, Brendan P., 1986
Waters, L. Roy, 1985
Watson, Neil, 1962
Watson, Richard R., 1962
Watson, Mrs. Patricia, 1966
Watson, William R., 1979
Webb, Michael J., 1986
Wheeler, Edwin M., 1975
Whelan, Patrick, 1980
Whelan, Geoffrey F., 1985
Whelan, Michael J., 1985
Whelehan, Harold, 1979
White, John N., 1974
White, Lawrence W., 1980

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics.
Portlet, Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin,(801878) Gay Gannet
Cloonbane, Doneraile, Co Cork, (022-24148 Off 021-968935) Peggy West
Derrybawn, Military Rd.,Ballybrack, Co. Dublin, (853371) Greylag of Arklow
The Bearings, Lough Atalia Rd., Galway, (091-63920)
50 Cruachan Park, Rahoon,Galway, (091-21441 Off. 091-51706)Finavarra
80 Ward Ave., Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HW, (3563)
Sandhill, Bastardstown, Kilmore, Co.Wexford, (053-29676)
Waterstown House, Sallins, Co. Kildare, (045-76268.Office:514624)
39 Sheridan Drive, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down, (852373) Tandara
Arenal, The Mall, Ballyshannon, Co Donegal, (51379) Christina
321 WestLyon Farm Dr, Grennwich, CT06830, U.S.A.,
33 Leeson Park, Dublin 6., (806729.Office:605011)
Woodbrook Side Lodge, Bray, Co.Wicklow, (821454)
14 Mount Boone Way, Dartmouth, S Devon, TQ6 9PL, (Dartmouth 080-43-4159)
14 Mount Boone Way, Dartmouth, S Devon, TQ6 9PL, Velma
7 Dufferin Villas, Bangor, Co Down, (60081) M’Lady of Down
Ardkeen, Castleroy, Co. Limerick,
Ballintubber Lodge, Carrigtwohill, Co. Cork, (021-883193) Golden Harvest
Economics Dept., Trinity College, Dublin 2, Emanuel
Vallombraossa, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (862216)
The Lodge, Clifton, Port St.Mary, I.O.M.,
123a Sydenham Ave., Belfast 4, (656145) Dolphin
22 Baring Rd, Beaconsfield, Bucks, HP9 2NE, England,
Ardmore, 1 Seaforth Rd, Bangor, Co Down,
6 Haile Park, Haile; Egremont, Cumbria, CA22 2ND, England,
Elsinore, Baily, Co Dublin, (322937)
3 Thomastown Rd, Dun Laoire, Co Dublin, (852084. Office 772941) L’Exocet (PO)
9 Avondale Rd., Killiney, Co. Dublin, (854744)
Eglantine, Crab Lane, Blackrock Rd, Cork, (292734.Office:25331) Meander 111
Highlaws, 3 Camstradden Dr Wst, Bearsden, Glasgow, G61 4A J, (041-942-0615)
Cuan Cottage, Skettrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 531232)
Deva, 70 Coliemore Rd, Dalkey, Co Dublin, (859393) Seareign
Aisling, Knapton Rd., DunLaoghaire, Co. Dublin, (804391.Office:767998) State
O’Chassis (PO)
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, Isl Anglesey, Gwynedd, LL61 6EZ, (Llanfairpwll
0248714-430)
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, Isl.Anglesey, Gwynedd, LL61 6EZ, (Llanfairpwll
0248714-430)
563 Howth Road, Raheny, Dublin 5, (313122)
34 Rathdown Park, Terenure, Dublin 6,
Carrick, Baily, Co Dublin, (323690. Office 532937) Leigh Mary
Portavo House, 176 Warren Rd., Donaghadee, Co. Down, (883351)
Gorsehaven, Shielmartin Rd.,Sutton,Dublin 13,(324241) Corcomroe (PO)
Brandon House, Aghabullogue, Co. Cork, (021-334117)
Inver Dea, Ferrybank, Arklow, Co Wicklow, (0402-2452:Yard 2403)
Visby, Elton Park, Sandycove, Co Dublin, (805853)
Ballynaparka, Aglish, nr.Cappoquin, Co, Waterford, (024-6144) Arctic Tern
Loughside, 53 Shore Rd., Carrickfergus, Co. Antrim, BT38 8WA, (Whiteabbey 62245)
Winifreda of Greenisland
The Court Lodge, Yalding, Kent, ME18 6HX, Twayblade
Ringveagh, 10 Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541264) Heather of
Mourne
The Cottage, Littlewick Green, Nr Maidenhead, Berks, SL6 3QU, (0628-82-2013)
Redrock, Skerries, Co. Dublin,
Beaumont House,Woodvale Rd.,Beaumont, Cork., (021-292556) Lola
Kildary., 65 Merrion Rd., Dublin 4, (691385) Sapphire
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831483.Office:502358) Carrigdoun
Sonas, Countess Rd, Killarney, Co Kerry, (33239) Charlotte Rose
13 Craigdarragh Park, Seahill Craigavad, Holywood, Co Down, BT18 OEA, (Holywood
3763 Off Belfast 234466) Melandy
Wentworth House, Church St., Wicklow, (0404-2152. Yard:2492)
29 Balkill Rd., Howth, Co. Dublin, (322472) Bright Eyes (PO)
29 Balkill Rd., Howth, Co. Dublin, (322472)
368 Strawberry HI Rd, Concord, Massachusett, 01742, U.S.A.,Strathspey
M.B. Snipe, The Watergate, Athlone, Co Westmeath, (Office:72039) Moondrifter
The Riggins, Greenpark, Dunshaughlin, Co. Meath, (256643)
Lotaville, Tivoli, Cork, (821227) Charlina
Thulla Lodge, Nashville Road,Howth,Co Dublin, (323536 Office:777532) Evolution
Willowdale, Orwell Park, Rathgar, Dublin 6, (973373 Office:760696) Maunie
Treetops, Claremont Rd., Howth, Co. Dublin, (324139.Office:720622) Turtle (PO)
3 Hillcourt Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (855514.Office:806820) Glenmumbles (PO)
Boardman Ave.,Manchester, Massachusett, MA 01944, U.S.A., Witchery
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NAME & YEAR ELECTED

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics.

Whitehead, David, 1972

Dillington Int Metals, Dr vanZeeland Strt 1, 2265DD, Leidschendam, Netherland,
Shemite
White Cottage, Chamberlain Lane, Cookhill, Alcester, Warwickshr, (Astwood Bank
2409) Kontiki
The Whins, Magherascouse, Comber, Co. Down, (Ballygowan 360)
4 Prospect Park, Ballygowan, Co Down, BT23 6LW,
Gribton, 12 Ralston Rd., Bearsden, Glasgow, G61 3BA, Nan of Gare
The Spring House, Grimston, Melton Mowbray, Leicister, LE14 3BZ, (0664-812785)
12 Anglesea Rd, Dublin 4, Siamsa (PO)
53 The Village, Bettyglen, Watermill Rd, Raheny, Dublin 5, (318472)
Seaview Cottage, Seatown, Swords, Co. Dublin, (402280)
34 Croudaun Park, Celbridge, Co. Kildare, (271438)
Bridge House, Skibbereen, Co. Cork,
22 Marmont Park, Holywood Road, Belfast, BT4 2GR, (760158.Office:20202)
Hallo we ’en

Wilby, K.A., 1964
Williams, W. Peter, 1968
Williams, David J., 1984
Wilson, P., 1964
Wingfield, Robert T., 1969
Winkelmann, Franz C., 1984
Wolfe, J.M., 1959
Wolfe, John W., 1978
Wolfe, Peter C., 1974
Woode, Wolfe C.F.W., 1958
Wylie, lan E., 1971
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List of Yachts
The letter G before the rig indicates gaff rig. The letters following the rig description indicate that the yacht is built of wood, fibreglass
or steel.
Owner
R.M. Burns
C.G. Ashenhurst
H. DuPlessis
D. Gogarty
A. Dunn
M.J. Hall
C. P. Gray
B. Cassidy
R.B. Cudmore
H.M.McMordie
P. A. Dineen
F. Ryan J. McKinney
J. Villiers-Stuart
M. Collins
F. Espey
C. Love Jnr
H. Cudmore Snr
M. H. Flowers
J.B.S.Anderson
A. Doherty
R. Courtney
E.P.E.Byrne
M. Park
D. Nicholson
J.H. McConnell
R. d’Alton
B.N. Gallagher
B. Dalton
A. McMillan
H. Greer & R.R. Watson
R.F.O’Donaghue
P.J. Adams
C.G. Miller
D.J. MacAuley
J. Menton
W. Walsh
G. Radley
D. Kensett
B. Black
P. Whelan
B.P. Walsh
J.C. Gibson
P.J.D. Mullins
J. Slevin
M. O’Farrell
M. O’Flaherty
J.H. Guinness
H. Greer
N. D. Maguire
J.A. Blaikie
R. A. Sommerville
K.J. MacLaverty
C.E. Ronaldson
K.J. & C.C. Martin
G. F. Whelan
A. O’Donovan
P. Bourke
T.J. Fitzpatrick
B. Siggins
J.P. Jameson
L.F.G. Heath
E.K. Devenny
B. Hegarty

Yacht
Adele
Ailsa
Aisling na Mara
Alpara
Anasu H
Andante
Andromeda
Anita
Anna Petrea
Anolis
Aquelina
Aracaty Ill
Arctic Tern
Ardrichele
Ariadne
Assiduous
Auretta
Autonomy
Baily of Howth
Bali Hai
Bandersnatch of Howth
Beaver
Black Pepper
Black Shadow
Bloodhound
Bloody Mary
Blue Belle
Boru
Brent Goose
Bright Eyes
Cabaret
Calcaria
Calloo
Cappella of Kent
Caranja
Carrigdoun
Cecille
Ceres
Chancer
Charlina
Charlotte Rose
Chloe
Chrismi of Sark
Christina
Cuchulain
Cuilaun
Deerhound
Deilginis
Demelza
Different Drummer
Emanuel
Eoin Ruadh
Erlin Mor
Estrellita
Evolution
Felicity Friend
Fiacra
Fifi
Finavarra
Findabar of Howth
Four Seasons
Freda
Freebird

T.M. Rig

Built

28.00
4.00
10.00
14.00
17.00
13.00
4.00
0.00
6.00
15.00
8.00
11.00
11.00
11.00
0.00
22.00
9.00
12.00
21.00
6.00
13.00
3.00
22.00
10.00
5.00
9.00
9.00
15.00
7.00
9.00
10.10
10.00
4.00
16.00
15.50
22.00
12.00
4.00
10.00
30.00
10.50
6.50
48.00
14.50
11.00
28.00
28.00
0.00
10.00
5.00
7.00
5.00
9.00
16.00
10.00
6.00
6.00
9.00
12.00
16.00
21.00
6.00
8.00

1969
1959
1978
-1968
1982
1962
-1976
1900
1985
1955
1982
1975
1938
1983
-1979
1981
1962
1970
1975
1984
1976
1977
1973
1977
1979
1982
1980
1979
1977
1959
1964
1981
1981
1970
-1979
1976
1980
1967
1978
1978
1971
1970
1970
1907
1979
1974
1962
--1979
1982
1972
1979
1980
1979
1970
1978
1911
1976
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Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
G. Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Yawl W.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Ketch F
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Ketch S.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Ketch W.
Ketch F.
G. Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Sloop
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch S.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.

Designer & Class
Hood 50
Dragon Petersen & Thuesen
Westerly Berwick 32
Dufour 35
W. Rayner; Atlantic
Yamaha 35
Dragon
Howth 17 O.D.
Peter Brunn 28’ Grinde
E.H. Hamilton
David Thomas Sigma 29
C.A. Nicholson Int.8m.
Nicholson 32
Group Finot Fastnet 34
S & S Swan 46
Yamaha 30
Holman & Pye 36
Oyster 46
Sparkman & Stephens 37
Oliver J. Lee Hunter 501
D. Thomas; Sigma 36
Contessa 35 Peterson
W.P. Brown Ruffian 23
C.J. Roy; Macwester Wight
David Sadler Contessa 32
V. Aarnipalo Finmar 36
Olle Enderlein Shipman 28
D. Sadler Contessa 32
Van de Stadt. JupiterV2 ton
Holman & Pye UFO 34
A.C. Robb Jenny Wren
Buchanan
A. Primrose; Moody 40
Philippe Briand.Sun Fizz 40
S. & S. Swan 36
Dragon
Van de Stadt
Moody 52
Hakon Soedergren; Condor 32
M. Griffiths Golden Hind
Joubert
Giles; Westerly Solway
P. Brett Rival 32
G.T. McGruer
Hood 50
Howth 17
R. Holland
W.P.Brown Ruffian 23
Raymond Wall
Tord Sunden Folkboat
J. Cisiers. Noray 38
Jean Berret
O’Brien Kenedy; Kerry Mark II
Westerly Centaur
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
R. Holland
Sparksman & Stephens 40’
Heath 40’
C.J. Butler Achilles 9 metre

Owner
D.H.T. Greenhalgh
L. Sheil
A. Gore-Grimes
J.N. White
M.H. Snell
J.F. Burke
R.F. Perkins
T. Sheppard
D. Luke
R. Cassidy
I. Wylie
F. Rogerson
Mrs Ruth Heard
J. Waddell
W.P. Macauley
I.R. Guinness
J. & A. Ley
T. & B. Kennedy
J. R. Bourke
H. P. Beck
J. Finnegan
C.D. Kelly
D. J. Morrissy
R. Barr
C. O’Ceallaigh
M.T. McConnell
C.P. McMullen
T.N. Taggart
K. A. Wilby
R. Mollard
K.L. Cooke
J.J. Kelleher
A. S. Morton
J. D. Currie
W.R. Cuffe-Smith
B. Tucker
D.E. O’Connor
G. Stillman & B. H. C.
Corbally
R.V. Lovegrove
D.D. O’Brien
H. du Plessis
P.J. Walsh
F.D. Martin
R. Mansfield
F.G.Smyth
J.A. Mullins
J.K.A. Dorman
ASP Orr/JA Henshall/R
Shanks
C.J. FitzGerald
A.H. Marshall
G. E. Nairn
R. Benson
J. C. McConnell
M. J. Whelan
P.M.C. Branigan
R. G. Monson
M.R. Sullivan
J.F. Coffey
L. R. Waters
W.D. Carr
J.B.S. Anderson
Dr M. O’Keefe
J.P. Bourke
J.R. O’Neill
P. J. Bunting
P.D. Lawless
J.R.H. Olver
M. J. Webb
D.N. Doyle
R. Cudmore
D.J Faulkner
F.D. Tughan

Yacht

T.M.

Rig

Built

Designer & Class

Freemew
Gay Gannet
Gibbon
Glenmumbles
Golden Harvest
Golden Shamrock
Goldeneye
Greylag of Arklow
Gun fleet of Howth
Gyn Trapp
Halloween
Happy Return
Harklow
Heather of Mourne
Heatherbell
Hera
Hijack
Icarus of Cuan
Iduna
Jack Ivor
Jane
Jeepers
Joggernaut
Joliba
Julia
Kala
Kilderkin
Kirmew
Kontiki
Korsar
Kumaree
Lady Panther
Lamorna Ill
Leanda
Leemara of Howth
Leigh Mary
Leprechaun

10.00
7.00
5.00
4.00
16.00
9.00
12.00
12.00
10.00
8.00
3.00
5.00
12.00
10.00
52.00
0.00
8.00
15.00
4.00
20.00
4.00
5.00
12.00
12.00
5.00
4.00
5.00
5.00
7.00
10.00
6.00
16.00
7.00
6.00
12.00
12.00
4.00

Sloop W.
1961
Sloop W.
1963
Sloop F.
1978
Sloop W.
1950
Sloop F.
1974
Sloop F.
1976
Yawl W.
1960
Sloop W.
1961
Sloop F.
1969
Sloop F.
1977
Sloop F.
1970
Sloop W.
1965
Motor W.
1963
Sloop F.
1973
Ketch W.
1932
G. Sloop W. 1899
Sloop F.
1977
Sloop F
1980
Sloop W.
1939
Ketch F
-Sloop W.
1959
Sloop F.
1978
Sloop F.
1979
Sloop F.
1979
Sloop W.
1947
Motor F.
1974
Sloop F.
1969
Cutter W.
1947
Sloop F.
1978
Sloop F.
1969
Sloop F.
1970
Sloop F.
1984
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
1950
Sloop F.
1984
1981
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
1962

Nicholson Jolina
C.R. Holman Sterling
Folkboat
A. Mylne Glen O.D.
Giles Bowman 40’
Ron Holland
Concordia 40’ Yawl
Laurent Giles
S. & S. Swan 36
Cuthbert & Cassian
Squib
Holman-Stella
J. Tyrrell
Holman & Pye. Centurion
J.N. Miller & Sons
Howth 17’ O.D.
Holman + Pye; Seamaster 925
Moody 36
L. Giles Lymington L.
Moody 44
Dragon O.D.
J. 24
Dubois. G.K. 34
Holland N.I.C. 345
M. Giles. W. Channel O.D.
Derek Stukins. Downcraft 21
Guy Thompson T. 24
Robert Clark
C&C
Sparkman & Stephens 34
Dufour
German Freres First 42
Holman Twister
Warrington Smith
R. Carter. Southerly 115
J. A. Bennet
Peterson Thuesen Dragon O.D.

L’Exocet
Little Egypt
Live Wire
Loe Vean
Lola
Lovely Lady
Luv Is
M’Lady of Down
MaM of Killeen
MaM of Skye

15.6
8.00
10.00
5.15
11.00
16.00
11.00
I0.00
20.00
9.00

Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F
G.Cutter W.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.

1971
1975
1976
1978
1979
1982
1981
1979
1976
1955

Ohlsen 38
P. Norlin Scampi MK IV
High Tension 36 De Ridder

Maimoune
Mandalay
Mandarin
Marden
Marlou
Marula
Maunie
Maximizar
Mazara
Meander Ill
Meg of Mullins
Melandy
Melora IIl
Mij
Miss Demena
Miss Fionnuala
Miss Molly of Hamble
Mitigator
Mokav H
Moody Blue
Moondrifter
Moonduster
Morgana
Moss Rose
Myth of Mourne

2.50
14.00
7.50
9.00
9.00
15.00
14.00
9.00
8.00
11.00
12.00
10.00
27.00
5.00
9.00
9.00
9.00
9.00
5.00
14.00
10.00
20.00
10.00
77.00
15.00

Sloop W.
1902
Sloop F.
1979
1981
Junk
Sloop W
1963
Motor
1934
S.S.D.M.Y. S 1982
Sloop F.
1976
Sloop F.
1978
Sloop W
1957
Sloop F.
1978
Sloop F.
1972
Sloop F.
1965
1959
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
1978
Sloop F.
1965
Sloop F.
1974
Sloop F.
-Sloop F.
-Sloop F.
-Sloop F.
1976
1978
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
1981
1970
Ketch F.
Ketch
1973
Sloop F.
1970

L. Hope Fairy
A. Primrose Moody 33
A.H. Marshall
D. Hilliard
Musler 35’
Bekebered, Pedro 1000
A. Primrose
Pelle Peterson Maxi 95
McGruer
McGruer Grampian 34’
Nicholson 35
Nicholson 32 MKiv
A. Mylne & Co.
Folkboat
J. Alden. Mistral 36
Albinson Comfort 30
Sadler 32
D. Sadler; Contessa 32
Ron Holland Eygthene 24
Moody 33 A. Primose
J. Roy; Macwester Seaforth
German Frers 52’ A.C.
Holman & Pye Bowman 36
Herd & Mackenzie
A. Gurney Rancher 41
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A.Primrose; Moody 30
German Frers. First 42
Van de Stadt DB13A Ton
John Perryman; Rathlin
Camper & Nicholson 44
D. Hilliard

Owner

Yacht

T.M.

Rig

Built
1965
1954
1965
1942
1955
1967
1959
1961

Designer & Class

P. Wilson
Nan of Gare
T.H. Roche
Neon Tetra
H. A. Patton
Nisha
Dermot Byrne
Nixe Ill
J.J. Fogarty
Nora Sheila
Mr. & Mrs. Pritchard
Norella
F. A. Sadlier
Ocean Dove
J.D.R. Fisher
Onaway
P. Courtney
Oona
L.D. McGonagle
Ounavara of Howth
F. Hand
Pamela
D.H.B. Fitzgerald
Partizan of Emsworth
D. J. Sheil
Peggy West
W. Rea
Procyon
S.H.R. Clarke
Quiver vii
B.P. Coad
Raasay of Melfort
J. Nixon
Ragnar
H.E.O’C. Byrne
Rapparee
D. McKenna
Rapparee
Dr. M. O’Rahilly
Red Velvet
J.B. Law
Redwing
F. McCarthy
Renric
L. Cassidy & W. Riordan
Rhapsody
C.P. McHenry
Ring of Kerry
R.C.A. Hall
Roane
N. Reilly
Rob Roy
J.J. Flanagan
Rockabill
H.R. Hicks
Roe
T.J. Hanan
Rosbeg
R.I. Morrison
Safari of Howth
Paddy Barry
Saint Patrick
J. A. Ryan
Saki
P. Morck
Samantha
Hugo du Plessis
Samharcin an Iar
V. O’Farrell
Sandyways
Reginald T. Walsh
Sapphire
W. B. C. Fogarty
Sarcelle
G.A. Lennox
Sarita
D. Ryan
Sceolaing
W. R. Gilmore
Scotch Mist
D. M. Irwin
Sea Otter
L.B.Dickinson
Seaboard
D.M.R. Taplin
Seareign
T. E. Crosbie
Senta
F. Cudmore
Setanta Too
M. Balmforth
Sgeir Ban
J. Gore-Grimes
Shardana
A. D.MacIllwaine
Sheenan
D. Whitehead
Shemite
M.M.D’Alton/F.C.Winklelmann/L. D. Latham
Siamsa
Tony Clarke
Silver Breeze
S. Fergus
Sinead
W.W. McKean & R. Sharp Siolta
C. Magennis
Snow Goose of
Moygannon
J.C. Kiley Jnr.
Snow Star
R.J. Fowler
Spectra
R. Fielding
Spellbound of Skellig

13.00
20.00
8.00
27.00
5.00
8.00
9.00
6.00
0.00
21.00
6.00
17.00
10.00
4.00
24.00
11.00
4.00
10.00
6.00
12.00
6.50
4.00
10.00
6.00
14.00
20.00
10.00
4.00
2.00
17.00
15.00
10.00
5.00
16.00
12.00
7.0O
6.00
12.00
16.00
9.00
7.00
10.00
10.50
11.00
10.00
9.00
10.00
15.00
7.00

Sloop W.
Cutter W.
Sloop W.
T.S.D.Y.S.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Ketch W.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
G. Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
G. Yawl W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Lug W.
Yawl F.
G. Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Gaff Cutter
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop. F.
Sloop F.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.

1971
1911
1972
1978
1973
1969
1983
1982
1921
1973
1982
1909
1979
1978
1977
1978
1965
1951
1910
1969
1977
1985
1938
1973
1983
1977
1980
1977
1937
1973

Sparkman & Stephens 8 C/R
D. Hilliard
A. V. Burnard
Baglietto (R.S.N.) M.T.B. 20m.
L. Giles Vertue
Murray Int. 7m. C/R
M. Griffiths
R. Warrington-Smith
Howth 17 O.D.
Laurent Giles Moody 46
O’Casey
Holman & Pye Island 40
Westerly
Westerly Jouster Laurent Giles
Camper & Nicholson
Peter Brett. Rival 34.
Dragon
R. Holland Club Shamrock
Ecume de Mer
Hustler 35 Holman & Pye
Albert Strange
Westerly Cirrus
Holland Club Shamrock
Kerry 27’ O’Brien Kennedy
D. Hillard
Baltic 42
Jean Berret First 30E
A. Mylne. River Class
G. Gletcher Ultimate
Hallberg Rassy 42
40’ Galway Hooker
Nicholson 31
Roger Dongray
Westerly. Conway 36
Oyster 35
Colin Marine
Bangor S
H.W. White
Camper & Nicholson Nicholson 43
D. Sadler Contessa 32
Westerly Griffon
Robert Clark
Nicholson 35
Van de Stadt; DBI ¾ Ton
Holland Club Shamrock
Ruffian 8.5 W.P. Brown
Camper & Nicholson 31
A.M.Dickie & Sons
SHE 27

5.00
11.00
7.00
11.00

Sloop
Sloop
Sloop
Sloop

1983
1975
1966

W.P. Brown Ruffian 23
Jean Berret First 32
Olle Enderlein. Shipman 28
Van de Stadt; Excalibur

6.00
17.00
9.00
20.50

Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.

1978
1968

T.Johnston & J.Tierney
W. R. Watson
Mrs. M.J. Guinness
E.M. Booth
S. Davis
S.A. Malone
G. D. Ralston
N.C. Hughes
F.M. & J.R.J. Eves
J.C. Butler
R. Slater
P. H. Greer
R. Sewell
M. O’Connor

12.00
18.00
5.00
6.00
5.00
9.50
12.00
10.00
15.00
12.00
16.00
10.00
16.00
7.00

Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch G.
Ketch F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.

1979

State o’Chassis
Strathspey
Stroker
Sula
Suvretta
Symphonic
Syrena
Taitsing
Takahe
Tam o "Shanter
Tandara
Tarquin
Thalassa
The Lady Beatrice
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F.
F.
F.
F.

1974
1890
1972
1976
1972
1972
1972
1979

1981

1981
1979
1979
1965
1961
1972
1977
1906

Maxi 84
K.A. Neilsen. Custom
Walsh Wakefield Ltd. Mirage 28
Moody 42AC Mark II Primrose &
Dixon
Holland NIC 345
Pearson 40
Johnson J. 24
Walsh Wakefield
West Solent O.D.
Briand Symphonic
Langer & Michalski; Vega 40
A. Buchanan
Westerly Conway 36
B. Chance; Chance 37
Camper & Nicholson 39
Fisher 30
C. Sibbick
Olle Enderlein Shipman 28

Owner

Yacht

T.M°

Rig

Built

Designer & Class

T.J. Mullen
R.W. Barton
H.P. Kennedy
Mr. & Mrs. Clapham
M. O’Gallagher
Dr. O. Glaser
W.M. Nixon/H. Whelehan
J. Virden
F. D. Freeman
D.B. Johnston
W.A. Smyth
P. Campbell & J. Osborne
B. Connor
Cdr. J.D. Maxwell
C. Foley
T.J. Goulding
C.E. Ronaldson & W.P.
Escott
B.M. Cahill
J. D. Donegan
H.W.S. Clark
J. Minchin
G.H. Macilwraith
M.F. Villiers- Stuart
A. Leonard
L. W. White
T. Kirby
D. G. Scott
C.Stillman & B.H.C.
Corbally

Tiger
Timella
Tosca IV of Bangor
Tresillian IH
Triona
Tritsch- Tratsch IV
Turtle
Twayblade
Twoan
Vamp of Hamble
Velma
Verve
Vinter
Virago of Strangford
Vision 3
Walrus

5 .~0
10.00
9.00
15.00
4.00
20.00
7.00
9.00
7.00
14.00
18.00
10.00
10.00
11.00
4.00
6.00

Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Yawl W.
Sloop G.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.

1977
1968
1960
1971
1962
1981
1970

W.P. Brown Ruffian 23
Reg Freeman Seadog
C. Nicholson Jolina
Nicholson 38
Dragon O.D.
German Freres 44
Hustler 30 Holman & Pye
Buchanan
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
A.H.Buchanan;Queen
Freedom 40
A.C. Robb. Princess
Westerly Berwick
Nicholson 36
5.5 Meter
Super Seal 26’ Ron Holland

Wheesht
Whistling Oyster
White Rooster
Wild Goose of Moyle
Wind Rose
Windhover
Winifreda of Green&land
Wishbone
Witchery
Yami- Yami
Yona

12.00
30.00
14.00
10.00
6.00
6.00
13.00
9.00
12.00
6.00
10.00

Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Cutter W.
Sloop W.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.

1974
1986
1980
1936
1969
1980

1978
1974

Nicholson 35
Holman & Pye. Oyster 53
S. Jones
M. Griffiths
Camper & Nicholson
Sadler 25
The Admiralty
Holman North Sea 24
Sparkman & Stephens 35’
Sadler 25
Fjord

l "Exocet

15.60

Sloop F.

1971

Ohlsen 38
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1973
1966
1981
1963
1978
1962
1963
1978

1965

