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Hon. Secretary’s Report for 1987

Commodore
Vice Commodore
Rear Commodore
Rear Commodore
Hon. Secretary
Hon. Treasuruer
Committee
Northern area:

John Gore-Grimes
Hugh P. Kennedy
Michael R. Sullivan
David H.B. Fitzgerald
Brian Hegarty
Donal O’Boyle

Arthur S.P. Orr, T. Robert, J. Shanks,
Michael O’ Farrell, and Peter J. Bunting

East Coast Area:

Dermod J. Ryan, John H. Guinness, Liam
McGonagle and Ronan M. Beime

Cork Area:

Barry Hassett, David Nicholson, Clayton
Love Jnr., Vincent J. O’Farrell and C. Joe
Fitzgerald (ex officio)

Western Area:

Frank J. Larkin and Patrick A. Dinneen

Committee Meetings
Four Committee Meetings were held during the year, two at
the Royal St. George Yacht Club, one at the Royal Irish
Yacht Club, and one at the National Yacht Club. Attendance
was 56.6%
I would record the ICC’s gratitude to the three clubs, the
RStGYC, the RIYC and NYC who have been our hosts for
our committee meetings. In particular, the ICC is grateful to
the RStGYC for permitting us to hold our AGM and
prizegiving there.
Annual General Meeting
Our AGM was held on Friday, 20th March 1987 at the Royal
St. George Yacht Club. The outgoing Commodore, Joe
Fitzgerald, was in the chair and 83 members attended - the
greatest number ever at an AGM.
In the absence of nominations for the Committee The
Commodore put forward his own which were duly elected.
Those elected are listed at the start of this report. It is noted
here that at a special general meeting prior to the AGM a
motion altering Rule 5 had been approved by the general body
of members present.
The alteration increased the number of Flag Officers from
three to four giving the Club a Commodore, a Vice
Commodore and two Rear Commodores. Hitherto the Club
had a Commodore representing each of the three main
concentrations of members, namely Belfast, Dublin and Cork.
It was deemed appropriate that the growing western
membership should be recognised with a Commodore and
hence the rule change to create an additional Commodore.
The Hon. Treasurer, Donal O’Boyle took members through
the 1986 accounts. Income for 1986 at £13,203 showed a

Winkle Nixon, last year’s winner of the "Fortnight Cup"
Photo: R. Beirne
Bemard CorbaUy, last year’s winner "Fingal Trophy"
Photo: R. Beirne

Not another picture for the Bob Fanin Asleep collection. Instead, in
Port Dinorwic the great man is giving his impression of the Red Baron
going into action, while Harry Whelehan is only half impressed.
Photo: W.M. NLr.on
Don’t believe a word about the weather being disagreeable for the
Whitsun jaunt to North Wales -- this is Turtle having a lovely sail
home on the Sunday.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

Whitsun Rally to Port Dinorwic -- aboard Shardana in the old schooner
dock, Pat Colleran (left) goes into the relaxed mode, while the
Commodore takes up the formal position in the companionway, and the
rest of their gallant crew reflect on the condition of mankind.
Photo: W.M. NLxon
"We’re all goinmg to have a lovely time regardless". The Hon Sec in
the midst of potential revellers in Port Dinorwic as the rain tretums.
Photo: W.M.. NLr.on
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marginal increase over 1985 at £12,998. Subscription income
at £9,420 was not as high as 1985 (£10,500) when there had
been a drive to trawl in arrears. Consequently profits flom
sales were primarily responsible for increased income - £3,062
(1986) compared to £1,498 (1985). He paid a special tlibute
to Jennifer Guinness for her hard work as Hon. Publications
Officer not only in this year, 1986, but over the past ten
years.
1986 Expenditure at £10,283 showed a slight increase over
1985 at £9,927. The main item of expenditure was, of course,
the 1986 Annual at £6,764 - but what a magnificent annual.
Postage and printing showed a saving in 1986 over 1985
mostly attributed to the good work of those members who had
undertaken the distribution of the Annuals in the main centres
Belfast, Dublin and Cork.With cash in Bank at £14,169
(1986) as compared with £12, 757 (1985) the Balance Sheet
showed a very healthy position. However we were reminded
by the Hon. Treasurer that the club would have to publish a
new edition of the East and North Sailing Directions in the
relative near future which would require all the cash available.
The Commodore, in his address, welcomed the members
present and was pleased to note such a large gathering at this
his last meeting as Commodore. In particular he welcomed
the 12 new members elected in January 1987.
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.
Speaking of the many and varied cruises undertaken by
Club mermbers in 1986, the Commodore paid tribute to Barry
Bramwell who had cruised from Taiwan to Strangford Lough
in his new yacht "Tor". Over 20,000 miles and half way
round the world had earned Barry the Faulkner Cup. Paddy
Barry was congratulated on winning the Strangford Cup for
cruising his Galway Hooker "St. Patrick" via the Canary
Islands and Bermuda to New York for the Tall Ships Parade at
the Statue of Liberty celebrations. Hugo du Plessis was
mentioned for his gentle warm passage from the Canary
Isalands to the West Indies which earned him the Atlantic
Trophy.
Peter Bunting was thanked for adjudicating the logs for the
Challenge Cups. "Fairly tough job that" said the Commodore
"having to read through all that stuffl"
The 1986 Annual was praised, and with it its editor, John
Gore-Grimes for his ten years of dedication to a thankless
tough job with an extremely difficult standard to match.
Harold Cudmore was congratulated on being awarded the
John B. Kearney Cup, which had been awarded in recognition
of his achievments in match racing, and the distinction that
was his as Skipper of the British Americas Cup Challenge.
He had also won the Congressional Cup in California which
is a real test of nerve and skill.
The Commodore then thanked his fellow Flag Officers,
Committee, Hon. Treasurer, and Hon. Secretary for their
interest and attendance at Club meetings, and for their efforts
on the clubs behalf during the year.
Finally, he concluded by saying that he felt priviledged to
have been the Club’s Commodore over the past three years.
He had been all over the place in what seemed three short
years which he had really enjoyed. In welcoming John GoreGrimes to the Commodores chair he knew that he was leaving
the ICC in very good hands.
The incoming Commodore John Gore-Grimes paid tribute
to the dedicated work undertaken by his predecessor Joe
Fitzgerald. He said he undertook the Commodoreship at a
time when the ICC had never been in better health in terms of
interest, cruises accomplished, attendances at functions,
finance, etc.
Joe Fitzgerald had epitomised, in his own inimitable

fashion, the spirit of the Club during the three years during !
which he had been at the helm.
Membership
At the time of the 1987 GM our membership stood at 490.
At the AGM we rememberd four members who died during
the past year, namely, John M. Ross, Mildred O’Ceallaigh,
Stephen Gibbons and J.C. "Jock" Kiley.
Tweleve new members were welcomed to the Club,
namely, Kenneth M. Boyd (Cultra), David Butler (Blackrock,
Dublin), Paul Butler (Blackrock, Dublin), Frances M.
McBride (Baily), W. Stuart Nairn (Shannon), Georgina A.
Nixon (Howth), Gilbert J. O’Connor (Craigavad, Co Down)
Jonathan S. Park (Newtownards), J. Ross Piling Jnr (New
Jersey, USA), John A. Smullen (Dun Laoghaire), Trevor
R.C. Wood (Glenageary, Co Dublin), and John A. Petch
(Kilbrittain, Cork) who rejoined after an absence of some
years.

The ICC fleet in Port Dinorwic.
State O’Chassis prepares for the Swellies in Port Dinorwic

Photo: R Beirne
Photo: R.Beirne

Senior Membership
As I re-iterate each year, senior member ship applies to any
member who having attained the age of 65, or over, has been
an I.C.C. member for 35 years. Such a member is not
required to pay a membership fee. For the year from January
1987 the following nineteen were senior members - J.Bourke,
K.J. Broderick, R. Courmey, R.S. Cresswell, F.Cudmore,
Miss D.French, C.J. Fitzgerald, P. H. Greer, R.C.A. Hall,
T.J. Hanan, H.F. Horsman, J. J Macken, K. McFerran, L.
McMullen, R. Morehead, J.D. Pearson, T.H. Roche, P.
Somerville-Large and J. Tyrrell.
Honorary Membership
During the year Honorary Membership was bestowed upon
two senior members of our club, and upon one non-member,
namely:Miss Daphne French
Joined I.C.C. 1934. In her 30 foot Embla undertook a
number of notable cruises in the late 1930’s. In 1939
she was awarded the Faulkner Cup for her cruise in
Embla to the Baltic Sea, out via the Clyde/Forth
Canal, and home around the south coast of England. In
the winter of 1935/36 she joined the Eriksson sailing
ship Pamir in Dublin for the voyage to Australia,
returning in the L’Avenir round the Horn. (See Dunn’s
Ditty, "The Commodore Writes").
Mr. Keith McFerran
Joined ICC 1931.In the same year he and the late
Desmond Keatinge in the little Sloop Marie were
awarded the faulkner Cup, our Club’s first trophy, for a
cruise from Howth to the Clyde. Keith later served as
Club Hon. Secretary for four years from 1937 before
joining the RNVR for the 1939-45 war.

The entrance to Port Dinorwic
Captain G.F. "Eric" Healy

Photo: R. Beime
Photo: E.P O’Coineen

Cdr. W. King DSO* DSC RN
Renowned single handed sailor who tooked his yacht
Galway Blazer H around the world in the early 1960’s.
Prior to that he commissioned and cruised the first
Galway Blazer to the West Indies via the Canary
Islands and the trade winds route - also single handed to join his wife and infant son for cruising there. And,
of course, prior to all that sailing he was one of the
very few submarine commanders to live through the
1939-45 war to tell the tale.
In addition your Committee decided that the Commodores and
Hon. Secretaries of the Royal Cruising Club, the Clyde
Cruising Club, and the Cruising Club of America should be
vii

Honorary Members of the ICC for the duration of their time
in office.
Subscriptions
The annual membership fee for ordinary members, other than
Honorary or Senior, is IR£20. The 1988 subscription falls
due on 1st January 1988 and should be sent to our Hon.
Treasurer, Donal O’Boyle, Drake Lodge, Drake’s Pool,
Carrigaline, Co. Cork, If members have not already availed of
the credit card direct debit system which he introduced, and
about which members were advised in the Autumn Bulletin.
Annual Dinner 1987
Our 1987 dinner was held at Acton’s Hotel, Kinsale, on
Saturday, 7th March 1987. It must have been the biggest
dinner ever with 263 participating. As the Club’s principal
guests we had Mr. and Mrs. Charles Hennessy, a solicitor
from Cork. The hotel was certainly pushed to its limits to
accomodate such a number and a few members unfortunately
had to be xurned away. The next time we hold the dinner in
Kinsale we will have to be more careful about the amount of
guests which members can bring. However, despite the
overcrowding, the evening was a great success.

Liam McGonagle and Jan Gore-Grimes after the AGM

Photo: R. Beirne

Whit Rally to the Menai Straits (Port Dinorwic)
Organised by Commodore John Gore-Grimes this was one of
the most successful Whit Rally’s ever. Twenty two yachts set
out for Caernarvon Bar at the SW entrance to the straits. In
the event a S to SW F5-6 created brisk conditions and
boisterous seas on Caernarvon Bar, with the result that
Tritsch Tratsch 1V returned to Howth, and Banderswatch went
to Wicklow. Others went Into Holyhead - Turtle, Vinter,
Rockabill, Siamsa, Rhapsody and Morgana. Fourteen arrived
L’Exocet loving Port Dinorwic.

Photo: R. Beirne

Michael O’FarreU, Wallace Clark and David Fitzgerald after the AGM.
Photo: R. Beirne

Rear Commodore, David Fitzgerald, Presents an ICC Burgee to Hugh
Coyle of the Renvyle Hotel
Photo: Frank Larkin
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Hon. Secretary’s Report for 1987

Commodore
Vice Commodore
Rear Commodore
Rear Commodore
Hon. Secretary
Hon. Treasuruer
Committee
Northern area:

John Gore-Grimes
Hugh P. Kennedy
Michael R. Sullivan
David H.B. Fitzgerald
Brian Hegarty
Donal O’Boyle

Arthur S.P. Orr, T. Robert, J. Shanks,
Michael O’ FarreU, and Peter J. Bunting

East Coast Area:

Dermod J. Ryan, John H. Guinness, Liam
McGonagle and Ronan M. Beime

Cork Area:

Barry Hassett, David Nicholson, Clayton
Love Jnr., Vincent J. O’Farrell and C. Joe
Fitzgerald (ex officio)

Western Area:

Frank J. Larkin and Patrick A. Dinneen

Committee Meetings
Four Committee Meetings were held during the year, two at
the Royal St. George Yacht Club, one at the Royal Irish
Yacht Club, and one at the National Yacht Club. Attendance
was 56.6%
I would record the ICC’s gratitude to the three clubs, the
RStGYC, the RIYC and NYC who have been our hosts for
our committee meetings. In particular, the ICC is grateful to
the RStGYC for permitting us to hold our AGM and
prizegiving there.
Annual General Meeting
Our AGM was held on Friday, 20th March 1987 at the Royal
St. George Yacht Club. The outgoing Commodore, Joe
Fitzgerald, was in the chair and 83 members attended - the
greatest number ever at an AGM.
In the absence of nominations for the Committee The
Commodore put forward his own which were duly elected.
Those elected are listed at the start of this report. It is noted
here that at a special general meeting prior to the AGM a
motion altering Rule 5 had been approved by the general body
of members present.
The alteration increased the number of Flag Officers from
three to four giving the Club a Commodore, a Vice
Commodore and two Rear Commodores. Hitherto the Club
had a Commodore representing each of the three main
concentrations of members, namely Belfast, Dublin and Cork.
It was deemed appropriate that the growing western
membership should be recognised with a Commodore and
hence the rule change to create an additional Commodore.
The Hon. Treasurer, Donal O’Boyle took members through
the 1986 accounts. Income for 1986 at £13,203 showed a

Winkie Nixon, last year’s winner of the "Fom!ight Cup"
Photo: R. Beirne
Bernard CorbaUy. last year’s winner "Fingal Trophy"
Photo: R. Beirne

marginal increase over 1985 at £12,998. Subscription income
at £9,420 was not as high as 1985 (£10,500) when there had
been a drive to trawl in arrears. Consequently profits from
sales were primarily responsible for increased income - £3,062
(1986) compared to £1,498 (1985). He paid a special tribute
to Jennifer Guinness for her hard work as Hon. Publications
Officer not only in this year, 1986, but over the past ten
years.

Not another picture for the Bob Fanin Asleep collection. Instead, in
Port Dinorwic the great man is giving his impression of the Red Baron
going into action, while Harry Whelehan is only half impressed.
Photo: W.M. Nixon
Don’t believe a word about the weather being disagreeable for the
Whitsun jaunt to North Wales -- this is Turtle having a lovely sail
home on the Sunday.
Photo: W.M. Nixon

Whitsun Rally to Port Dinorwic -- aboard Shardana in the old schooner
dock, Pat Colleran (left) goes into the relaxed mode, while the
Commodore takes up the formal position in the companionway, and the
rest of their gallant crew reflect on the condition of mankind.
Photo: W_bl. Nixon
"We’re all goinmg to have a lovely time regardless". The Hon Sec in
the midst of potential revellers in Port Dinorwic as the rain treturns.
Photo: W.M.. Nixon
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1986 Expenditure at £10,283 showed a slight increase over
1985 at £9,927. The main item of expenditure was, of course,
the 1986 Annual at £6,764 - but what a magnificent annual.
Postage and printing showed a saving in 1986 over 1985
mostly attributed to the good work of those members who had
undertaken the distribution of the Annuals in the main centres
Belfast, Dublin and Cork.With cash in Bank at £14,169
(1986) as compared with £12, 757 (1985) the Balance Sheet
showed a very healthy position. However we were reminded
by the Hon. Treasurer that the club would have to publish a
new edition of the East and North Sailing Directions in the
relative near future which would require all the cash available.
The Commodore, in his address, welcomed the members
present and was pleased to note such a large gathering at this
his last meeting as Commodore. In particular he welcomed
the 12 new members elected in January 1987.
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.
Speaking of the many and varied cruises undertaken by
Club mermbers in 1986, the Commodore paid tribute to Barry
Bramwell who had cruised from Taiwan to Strangford Lough
in his new yacht "Tor". Over 20,000 miles and half way
round the world had earned Barry the Faulkner Cup. Paddy
Barry was congratulated on winning the Strangford Cup for
cruising his Galway Hooker "St. Patrick" via the Canary
Islands and Bermuda to New York for the Tall Ships Parade at
the Statue of Liberty celebrations. Hugo du Plessis was
mentioned for his gentle warm passage from the Canary
Isalands to the West Indies which earned him the Atlantic
Trophy.
Peter Bunting was thanked for adjudicating the logs for the
Challenge Cups. "Fairy tough job that" said the Commodore
"having to read through all that stuffl"
The 1986 Annual was praised, and with it its editor, John
Gore-Grimes for his ten years of dedication to a thankless
tough job with an extremely difficult standard to match.
Harold Cudmore was congratulated on being awarded the
John B. Kearney Cup, which had been awarded in recognition
of his achievments in match racing, and the distinction that
was his as Skipper of the British Americas Cup Challenge.
He had also won the Congressional Cup in California which
is a real test of nerve and skill.
The Commodore then thanked his fellow Flag Officers,
Committee, Hon. Treasurer, and Hon. Secretary for their
interest and attendance at Club meetings, and for their efforts
on the clubs behalf during the year.
Finally, he concluded by saying that he felt priviledged to
have been the Club’s Commodore over the past three years.
He had been all over the place in what seemed three short
years which he had really enjoyed. In welcoming John GoreGrimes to the Commodores chair he knew that he was leaving
the ICC in very good hands.
The incoming Commodore John Gore-Grimes paid tribute
to the dedicated work undertaken by his predecessor Joe
Fitzgerald. He said he undertook the Commodoreship at a
time when the ICC had never been in better health in terms of
interest, cruises accomplished, attendances at functions,
finance, etc.
Joe Fitzgerald had epitomised, in his own inimitable

fashion, the spirit of the Club during the three years during
which he had been at the helm.
Membership
At the time of the 1987 GM our membership stood at 490.
At the AGM we rememberd four members who died during
the past year, namely, John M. Ross, Mildred O’CeaUaigh,
Stephen Gibbons and J.C. "Jock" Kiley.
Tweleve new members were welcomed to the Club,
namely, Kenneth M. Boyd (Cultra), David Butler (Blackrock,
Dublin), Paul Butler (Blackrock, Dublin), Frances M.
McBride (Baily), W. Stuart Nairn (Shannon), Georgina A.
Nixon (Howth), Gilbert J. O’Connor (Craigavad, Co Down)
Jonathan S. Park (Newtownards), J. Ross Piling Jnr (New
Jersey, USA), John A. Smullen (Dun Laoghaire), Trevor
R.C. Wood (Glenageary, Co Dublin), and John A. Petch
(Kilbrittain, Cork) who rejoined after an absence of some
years.

The ICC fleet in Port Dinorwic.
State O’Chassis prepares for the SweUies in Port Dinorwic

Senior Membership
As I re-iterate each year, senior member ship applies to any
member who having attained the age of 65, or over, has been
an I.C.C. member for 35 years. Such a member is not
required to pay a membership fee. For the year from January
1987 the following nineteen were senior members - J.Bourke,
K.J. Broderick, R. Courtney, R.S. Cresswell, F.Cudmore,
Miss D.French, C.J. Fitzgerald, P. H. Greer, R.C.A. Hall,
T.J. Hanan, H.F. Horsman, J. J Macken, K. McFerran, L.
McMullen, R. Morehead, J.D. Pearson, T.H. Roche, P.
Somerville-Large and J. Tyrrell.

Photo: R Beirne
Photo: R.Beirne

Honorary Membership
During the year Honorary Membership was bestowed upon
two senior members of our club, and upon one non-member,
namely:Miss Daphne French
Joined I.C.C. 1934. In her 30 foot Embla undertook a
number of notable cruises in the late 1930’s. In 1939
she was awarded the Faulkner Cup for her cruise in
Embla to the Baltic Sea, out via the Clyde/Forth
Canal, and home around the south coast of England. In
the winter of 1935/36 she joined the Eriksson sailing
ship Pamir in Dublin for the voyage to Australia,
returning in the L’Avenir round the Horn. (See Dunn’s
Ditty, "The Commodore Writes").
Mr. Keith McFerran
Joined ICC 1931.In the same year he and the late
Desmond Keatinge in the little Sloop Marie were
awarded the faulkner Cup, our Club’s first trophy, for a
cruise from Howth to the Clyde. Keith later served as
Club Hon. Secretary for four years from 1937 before
joining the RNVR for the 1939-45 war.

The entrance to Port Dinorwic
Captain G.F. "Eric" Healy
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Cdr. W. King DSO* DSC RN
Renowned single handed sailor who tooked his yacht
Galway Blazer H around the world in the early 1960’s.
Prior to that he commissioned and cruised the first
Galway Blazer to the West Indies via the Canary
Islands and the trade winds route - also single handed to join his wife and infant son for cruising there. And,
of course, prior to all that sailing he was one of the
very few submarine commanders to live through the
1939-45 war to tell the tale.
In addition your Committee decided that the Commodores and
Hon. Secretaries of the Royal Cruising Club, the Clyde
Cruising Club, and the Cruising Club of America should be
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Honorary Members of the ICC for the duration of their time
in office.
Subscriptions
The annual membership fee for ordinary members, other than
Honorary or Senior, is IR£20. The 1988 subscription falls
due on 1st January 1988 and should be sent to our Hon.
Treasurer, Donal O’Boyle, Drake Lodge, Drake’s Pool,
Carrigaline, Co. Cork, If members have not already availed of
the credit card direct debit system which he introduced, and
about which members were advised in the Autumn Bulletin.
Annual Dinner 1987
Our 1987 dinner was held at Acton’s Hotel, Kinsale, on
Saturday, 7th March 1987. It must have been the biggest
dinner ever with 263 participating. As the Club’s principal
guests we had Mr. and Mrs. Charles Hennessy, a solicitor
from Cork. The hotel was certainly pushed to its limits to
accomodate such a number and a few members unfortunately
had to be turned away. The next time we hold the dinner in
Kinsale we will have to be more careful about the amount of
guests which members can bring. However, despite the
overcrowding, the evening was a great success.

Liam McGonagle and Jan Gore-Grimes after the AGM

Photo." R. Beirne

Whit Rally to the Menai Straits (Port Dinorwic)
Organised by Commodore John Gore-Grimes this was one of
the most successful Whit Rally’s ever. Twenty two yachts set
out for Caernarvon Bar at the SW entrance to the straits. In
the event a S to SW F5-6 created brisk conditions and
boisterous seas on Caernarvon Bar, with the result that
Tritsch Tratsch IV returned to Howth, and Banderswatch went
to Wicklow. Others went Into Holyhead - Turtle, Vinter,
Rockabill, Siamsa, Rhapsody and Morgana. Fourteen arrived
L’Ex~cet leaving Port Dinorwic.
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Michael O’Farrell, Wallace Clark and David Fitzgerald after the AGM.
Photo: R. Beirne

Rear Commodore, David Fitzgerald, Presents an ICC Burgee to Hugh
Coyle of the Renv),le Hotel.
Photo: Frank Larkin
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at Port Dinorwic, namely, Shardana, Evolution, Freebird,
Beaver, State 0 Chassis, Marden, Maximizar, L’Exocet, Saki,
Tamalin. Ring of Kerry, Lazy Dazy, Misty and Lovely Lady.
A f’me party developed at the Tradewinds Restaurant across the
quay from Port Dinorwic dock, much enhanced by Mr. Keith
Pendlebury and his jazz.
Mid Season Rally Cork Area
Held this year on Saturday, ilth July 1987, the Cork Area
Committee decided that this year they would hold the event in
Crosshaven at the Royal Cork YC to coincide with the
Islands Race, rather than at Glandore or Kinsale. A dinner and
prizegiving was held that night in the Royal Cork YC
attended by nearly one hundred members and guests including
Commodore John Gore-Grimes and Tony O’Connor (Admiral
Royal Cork YC). The prizegiving revealed the real reason for
having the rally in Crosshaven when the Commodore in
Mandalay was very much to the fore in the prize stakes.

SecretaB, Brian Hegarty last years winner of the "Round Ireland
Navigation Cup".
Photo: R. Beirne

Paddy Barry, winner last year of the "Srangford Cup" with crew.
Photo: R. Beirne

First Western Area Rally
In August David Fitzgerald, Rear Commodore, organised the
first ever Western Area Rally. The plan was to foregather at
Clifden on Friday afternoon of 14th August and sail to
Inisbofin where he had arranged a meal etc. in Days Hotel.
Saturday, 15th August gave a sail to Ballinakill Harbour,
where the Rear Commodore had arranged road transport to
Renvyle House Hotel for dinner. The writer joined Peigin Eile
at Clifden and in company with Whistling Oyster (Bernie
Cahill) we motor-sailed to Inishbofm on a fine Friday
evening. It was borne in on me that our Rear Commodore is
well known on the Connemara coast! A wet day followed a
wet night as we sailed to Ballknakill Harbour in less than
clement conditions. However the dinner that David had
arranged at Renvyle House was an excellent occasion with
twenty one members and friends. Another wet night was
followed by another wet day as we in Peigin Eile made our
way to Cleggan where David left the boat for a few weeks. It
was a great first effort marred only slightly by the extreme
wet weather that week-end.
East Ferry Rally
Held on Sunday 13th September, ! have a note from our past
Commodore telling me that ten yachts participated which
included the following seven ICC yachts, Anna Petrea, (Brian
Cudmore), Spellbound of Skellig (Ray and Christine
Fielding), Setanta Too (Fred, mary and Richard Cudmore),
Mandalay (Joe Fitzgerald), Tam 0 Shanter (Jim Butler),
White Rooster (Jim Donegan) and Carrigdoun (Bill Walsh).
Northern Area Rally
Organised by the Vice Commodore, Hugh Kennedy, this
event was held at Quoile Yacht Club in Strangford Lough on
Saturday, 19th September 1987. Considering that it turned
out a filthy wet day it was remarkable that some fourteen
yachts made it to the event. The Vice Commodore conducted a
light hearted questionnaire on nautical topics on each yacht
present, the winning yacht recieving a bottle of champagne.
Our Commodore, John Gore-Grimes, made the journey to
Quoile, by road, to support Hugh’s efforts. They have both
been coy about giving me any detail for this report, but I have
gathered form the Commodore that while an awful lot of
water fell from the heavens, he had difficulty getting enough
of it in his glass - and that it was a most successful event.
John B. Kearney Cup 1987
The ICC Flag Officers decide each year to whom the John B.
Kearney Cup is awarded. The recipient is one who in the
opinion of our Flag Officers has made a significant
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Rear Commodore, David Fitzgerald’s, table at the dinner at the Renvyle
hotel on occasion of first western area rally.
Photo: Frank Larkin

Bemie CahiU’s table at the first western area rally dinner at the
Renvyle hotel.
Photo: Frank Larkin

contribution to Irish sailing. For 1987 their Nominee for this
award is Captain G.F. "Eric" Healy who in the past year has
retired as master of Asgard H. He has been in the forefront of
Irish Sail Training since its inception first with the original
Asgard, then with the Creidne, the late Clayton Love Snr’s
Galcador, and latterly with Asgard H since her
commissioning. He has devoted years to the training of our
young people at sea, and it is appropriate that the Irish
Cruising Club should recognise what he has achieved in this
way.

Barbara will be in no doubt that she is more than able for the
task before her.

Honorary Publications Officer
Jennifer Guinness decided to stand down as Honorary
Publications Officer this year after giving our Club a great
many years of her attention. Our Club is most grateful to her
for the interest and dedication she brought to this job which is
on-going and which many of us take for granted.
Her successor is Barbara Fox-Mills, the Tansey, Baily, Co.
Dublin, who we welcome to the job. Anyone who knows

List of Members and Yachts
If you have read this far I would now make my annual plea to
members to check this their 1987 Annual to see if the detail
of names, addresses, and yachts, as it applies to them is
correct. If any detail is incorrect please send me a note so that
I can correct it for the future.
Lastly
I would take this opportunity of thanking the Flag Officers
and Committee for the help and support they gave me in
dealing with club matters. To members may I wish a Happy
Christmas confident that this annual will be in the hands of
most members by then.
Brian Hegarty
Hon. Secretary

Challenge Cup Awards 1987
Micheal Sullivan

This year a total of seventeen logs were entered for the various
Challenge Cup awards. Of the seventeen submitted, five
qualified for the best cruise in Scottish Waters and four for the
Round Ireland Navigation Cup. As a result, I have had a most
difficult task in assessing the excellent logs in these two
categories. Surprisingly this year, there were no entries in
respect of cruises to Spain or Portugal.
Roderick Moson and Tony Clarke sailed around Ireland, and
Frank McCarthy went West around Ireland to Scotland an
home by the Isle of Man. Between these three yachts there
were six crew members aged from 11 to 4 years, the
remaining crew in each case, skipper & wife. With crews like
this there can be no problems about the future of the I.C.C.
Robert Barr and Joilba had his usual highly successful
cruise to France and the first paragraph of his log is a perfect
summary of the country, the people, the wine and the food. I
did enjoy reading this log of a fine cruise.
Jack Coffey set off on another single handed marathon and
unfortunately after eight days at sea injured hinself while
gybing and as a result had to return, and with great difficulty,
excellent seamanship and without assistance returned to Dun
Laoghaire. If we had a hard luck trophy it would certainly be
awarded to Jack.
Paddy Barry sailed St. Patrick to the Faroe Islands with an
entirely new crew (maybe last years have not dried out yet).
This is an extremely entertaining account of a tough cruise
with not very good weather and a lot of work on the wind. A
visit to St.Kilda on the way, and home bound visiting three
Scottish Ports. A total of 1143 miles covered with only 20%
engine time, in a now famous Galway Bay Hooker. I consider
this cruise a worthy winner of our premier award, the
Faulkner Trophy.
The Strangford Cup is awarded to Brian Dalton for his
cruise from Maine to Newfoundland and return, covering a
total distance of 1750 miles and visiting many ports and
anchorages on the way. This easily read log gives a lot of
useful information and protrays extremely well the pleasure of
cruising in this area.
Four logs were eligible for the Fortnight Cup. Liz
England cruised for 14 days in the Grenadines and her account
is full of interest and very descriptive of the people and
buildings on the various islands of this delightful part of the
world. Jack Flanagan cruised in the Isles of Scilly and
Cornwall and his log give a lot of useful information on one
of the best cruising area’s within easy reach of most of our
home Ports. An excellent account of the Royal St. George
Cruise-in-Company in charter yachts in the Ionian Sea is
submitted by Brendan Bradley. The winner of the trophy is
Dermod Ryan in Sceolaing who covered 1041 miles visiting
eleven ports and anchorages in 16 days.
I had great difficulty with the best Cruise in Scottish
Waters. After much consideration, I award the Wybrant Cup
to Paul Butler in Arandora a Dublin Bay 24, built in the late

forties and carrying virtually no Electronic Aids to navigation.
With five on board a yacht of this size, space was naturally at
a premium and not surprising that threre were many
volunteers to stay ashore, when the Yacht was not at sea. A
very good cruise, well described, with 600 miles covered,
excluding the Crinian Canal, in 15 days with less than 33
1/3% engine time.
Again after much thought and deliberation on four very
good logs, the Round Ireland Naviagation Cup is awarded to
Wallace Clark in Wild Goose for his account which contains
most useful information. This will be of assistance to many
others who will complete this Cruise in future years.
James Cahill in Rickjac wins the Atlantic Trophy. This
was a fine return voyage, a yacht designed, built and fitted out
by the owner, over a period of four years. An excellent log
covers 3636 miles from Boston to the Azores with strong
winds and unpleasant conditions being quite a feature. I felt
like putting on my oilskins when reading the final paragraphs
on Rickjac’s homecoming to the West of Ireland.
The Rockabill Trophy is awarded for "an exceptional feat of
navigation and/or Seamanship". This year Brian Law raced
Redwing~Spirit of Shell single handed from Falmouth to the
Azores and back, a distance of 1200 miles each way. Redwing
is 77 years old, 28’ long, gaffrigged, a long bowsprit and no
engine. An excellent and exciting account which incidentally
raised considerable funds through sponsorship for the R.N.L.I.
I have pleasure in awarding the Rockabill Trophy to Brian
Law.
Finally I award the Fingal trophy to Franck McCarthy in
Scilly Goose for a remarkable cruise with his wife and six
year old son as crew. First heading South for Brest, turning
back owing to weather conditions and cruisnig around West of
Ireland to the outer Hebrides and home by way of the East
Coast and Isle of Man. Finally by-passing his home Port of
Kinsale and on West again as far as Derrynane and back to
Kinsale, a total distance of 1450 miles.
SUMMARY OF AWARDS
The Faulkner Cup
The Strangford Cup
The Fortnight Cup
The Wybrant Cup
The Round Ireland
Navigation Cup
The Atlantic Trophy
The Fingal Trophy
The Rockabill Trophy

Paddy Barry
Brian Dalton
Dermod Ryan
Paul Butler
Wallace Clark
James Cahill
Frank McCarthy
Brian Law
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Honorary Editor’s Note

What a pleasure it has been for me to have a preview of
members activities, assembling this annual has been most
interesting and rewarding task. Errors are bound to have
occured and for these I apologise, the high standard set by my
predecessor is difficult to follow.
Each log in the list of contents is prefixed by a four digit
reference number.The first two digits refer to the the year of
the Annual while the latter two refer to the number of the log.
Turning the page is an alphabetical list of the main cruisng
grounds covered this year. Against this list are the reference
numbers of the logs which include these areas. It is intended
that this list will be added in future years in order to facilitate
members research on cruising grounds of interest.
I am grateful for the many black and white photographs
submitted and I regret that the printer had to reject some track
charts. It is important that these are drawn with black pen on
white paper clearly printing place names. It is not possible to
reproduce copies of charts.
I thank: My predecessor John Gore-Grimes and his
assistant Jan for much guidance and advice.
Declan Clancy and his crew at Laser Graphics for working
long hours to ensure publication by Christmas.
Senan O’Brien for the cover art and design and also for
some of the illusWations which appear inside the Annual.
The editorial sub-committee. Liam McGonagle and Dermod
Ryan.
Sheila and Fergus for putting up with a husband and father
buffed in proof reading.
Finally and most important of all, those members who
contributed to this years Annual. The number of submissions
represents 12% of the membership. Their writing will provide
much useful information and enjoyable reading for the entire
membership.

Ronan Beime
November 1987.
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Round Ireland Again in Wild Goose
Wallace Clark

i i The i Ro u n d I rela n d Navig at ion
The rain, driven in our faces by a force 6 northerly, felt
bitterly cold as we motored down the river Bann at 21.00 on
Monday 8th June. It had been blowing from the north with a
lot of rain for the last week while we launched, rigged and
stowed. The Bar, in the local phrase was "in flames". My
crew were Richard Butler and William Mcllvenna.
We anchored in Dougans Bay, half a mile inside the
engance, where nowadays there are four boats moored, a snug
place sheltered by high sandhills, usually a good deal calmer
in a blow than at the Marina. But access by dinghy over the
mud fiats from the west is difficult at low water. Next year
the Irish Society are to exercise their ancient rights over the
bottom of the Bann and ask for applications and registrations
of moorings. So perhaps things will become a little more
organised at the shore end.
High water slack, next morning, was at 04.30. The
prospects looked poor with a forecast of more strong north
winds. However, it would be St.Columba’s Day and as our
premier sailor/saint he generally does something to improve
the weather so I turned in, to the sound of curlews calling and
surf booming over the sandhills. Richard woke us at 03.45.
Wild Goose finds a quiet berth.

At 04.15 we were motoring at easy revs to seaward between
the gaining walls straight into the wind with no room to
tack. We could see nothing breaking on the bar and only the
odd white horse outside. Our newly mounted figurehead dipped
a couple of times into the steep waves near the exit, and
Willie got a large dollop of seawater in his face for breakfast
as he was sheeting the staysail from near the bow.
Then, pushed by the last of the ebb, we were out! The
barmouth lies half way along the north coast. The wind had
backed N.W. about F.5 Which way should we go ? Might
have tossed for it, but it really was so rolly that we couldn’t
afford it; the coin would have gone into the drink. The west
coast is more interesting, the east looked easier. "Let’s go
eastabout", said Richard: so we did. There was a short ten foot
swell, but little came on board. At 06.00 we sailed into some
calm water inside the skerries amd a chance for breakfast.
The white cliffs ashore of us around Dunluce looked badly
in need of a coat of paint after the winter gales, as I scanned
then through the doghouse windows.
By the time I had the bacon and eggs in the pan we were
in rough water again in the race off Bengore. My culinary
Photo: W. Clark

efforts were promptly consigned over the side by the cockpit
party. Whether this was on account of the weather or my
cooking was not very clear. But I let them cook their own
thereafter.
Inside Rathlin the water was calmer and the wind was
down. By the time we arrived at Fair Head the seas were flatter
and the wind N.E. St.Columba had done it again! Off Torr
Head we were boarded in an amicable fashion by an R.N.
security patrol. Soon after this at about 09.00 we ran out of
fair tide and kept inshore to work the eddies in a light north
wind and lots of sun.
A great whoops from a fisherman off Portavogie at the
sight of our sail plan. Spinnaker, yankee, genoa, staysail
main, mizzen and mizzen staysail, not forgetting a couple of
tea towels. So hard were we concentrating on keeping them
all drawing that we became rather close to the South Rock and
had to gybe hurriedly to seaward.
And so we ran south all through the night. Off Lambay
early in the morning the compass light seemed to be getting
rather dim but I thought it was only my eyes. We discovered
the truth when the wind went flat south of Howth and tried to
start the engine. Not a flicker of light from either battery and
no joy with swinging so we hoisted all those kites and
teatowels again and headed for Dun-Laoghaire.
At this stage Richard suggested the radio, a new toy on
Wild Goose. A call to the port radio station soon brought
some swift assistence and we were towed into the Coal
Harbour where we were given a lift to a garage to buy a fully
charged battery. By the time I got back Willie had identified
our problem as a wire which had fallen off the generator due
to fatigue and we were off, with plenty of petrol and some of
our fair tide still, on a glorious hot day. I didn’t regret my
purchase of a battery as it is a very good thing to have a spare
one right outside the system in case all those diodes and
things (which I do not suppose rll ever under stand) fail to
work.
Wicklow at night and snug in the river. Willie borrowed a
welding set the next morning and fixed in the swivel on our
staysail boom which had come adrift during all the running
and gybing. Motoring around Carnsore byl900 in a light
south easter and foul fide. We had lost time going out round
the banks as I had brought my old fathom chart. This I
suppose, is one of the very few places where the meter chart
is superior. Even Reeds did not show the new buoys.
Just North of the Black Rock, Wild Goose gave a "wee
leap" for a second or so, to Willies great amusement. I was
shaken out of the euphoria which had come from having
rounded the Carnsore on schedule in calm sunny weather. I
maintain it was a small whale or a large pollock but it was
just might have been the top of the Tercheen.
Through Saltee Sound in a ghostly light at midnight, then
it thickened up and although the breeze kept going nicely
from the north there was no land in sight and a Masefield
dawn at 05.00 then out of the mist came Dungarvan Head.
All plaining sail along the coast until we got in among
the nets. The first one we were warned about by radio from
the skipper who asked us to dodge to seaward. Several of the
others were unmarked, some had a rowing boat at the seaward
end from which a tousled head might appear if one shouted
loud enough. It seemed a little unkind to wake the poor guy
up but it would have been unkinder to wreck his net. I’d spent
a long time with brasso on Wild Goose’s keel band in the
spring so apart from a screwhead low on our stem we slithered
over those nets pretty well, and even received a salmon at an
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insider price from one of the gentlmen watching the last one.
But it would have been nicer if they had been marked or not
there at all. Poor old salmon! Then it was on to Kinsale on a
glorious sunny evening to tie up at the marina. I might have
anchored off if I had realised how expensive it is but we had to
get Richard ashore to travel home by bus in the morning,
Eugene Gillian, whom I had last seen as lighthouse keeper on
Innishtrahull, very kindly opened up and showed us around the
new part of the museum due to be opened later in the year, a
really fascinating collection of old shipwrights tools and jigs,
fastenings with many other items of marine interest.
A glorious reach the next day along the many headed
coastline then past the wreck of the Kowloon Bridge,
dangerously awash near Kedge Island.
The wind went west and blew quite stiff in the afternoon, a
pattern which repeated itself daily for the next week or so,
although the general trend in the weather was a gentle
northwest.This gave us quite a rough beat through Gascane
Sound and out around Bird Island and its reefs before reaching
North Harbour.
The ferry boat Niamh Ciaran came up east of Bird Island
(Illauneana). In less boisterous conditions, at the fight tide, I
would do the same. The skipper let us lie alonside his big
ferry for the night and gave me directions but as it was about
02.30 in the pub at the time I will the reproduce them
verbatim. It would be splendid if a Baltimore member would
clarify the way through this passage. One useful mark for
outside, is the pub at the end of the harbour kept in sight
clears Bullis reef on the west.
Cape Clear Island on the Saturday night is an experience
not to be missed. I learned a lot. A long wall in the morning
to look at the island and the reefs around Bird Island, Lota and
Lacklahard which seemed to show well. We left before the
ferry at eleven. A run in very light airs across the mouth of
Bantry to Dunboyne for the night. This is an extraordinary
beautiful place; Puxley’s Castle with its schisty rock
glistening in a morning sun is like a fairy tale setting.
There was another tale, not so fairy. Later on as we were
getting underway when the selfstarter jammed. It is right at
the bottom of the aft end of the engine and getting it off
involves lying full length on the cabin sole, working with
your right arm extended under the engine and the longest
socket spanner you can make up. Willie did it while I
performed about 150 tacks to get us alongside the pier at
Castletown. Then he made a great exit, by fish lorry to
Rosslare en route for home. After visits to a most helful
garage ashore who found and fitted new Bendix. I spent two
hours giving my celebrated impersonation of an earthworm
and actually got the whole thing together again! then it was
time to leave, to sail 18 miles up to the head of the bay to
meet June who was due at Glengarrif at about 17.00.
Singlehanded now, - slip from the high Castletown quay
run out through the narrow entrance between the big and red
and green beacons developed a lot since I was last here in the
dear old Zamorin in 1950. A couple of Spanish trawlers then,
sheltering from a gale and now a sophistocated fish processing
plant run by Spaniards on the island. Make sail up the sound
in warm sun, a wholesail brezze, rail dripping in the gusts off
the weather shore of the bay as we dogged the awash wreck of
a Spanish coaster, scuttled in mid channel. Roancarrick
freshly painted gleaming white and black in a dancing blue
sea, shadows chasing along the bare green hillsides as point
after point slid astern. This was an afternoon’s yachting.
It had been a happy and, I hope, memorable passage from

Coleraine blessed with an ideal crew. Willie, a big freckled
gingerhead who can fix or make anything wood, steel plastic
or electronics all come the same to his huge hands as does a
frying pan or chart dividers. Willie caught codling off the
bottom in 7 fathoms as we sailed past Cork and took an
excelent video of the trip. Richard with the competent
confidence of a professional deck officer plus a babbling laugh
and a smile which make him the best crack of anyone I’ve
sailed with. With such shipmates one could go anywhere.
Now Whiddy with its empty oil tanks was abeam. It was
time to harden in and beat into Glengarrif itself. There was
June waving in the sunlight in front of Eccles Hotel. A great
reunion but sadly about the only sunny day out of the next
ten.
A blue yawl anchored close by next morning turned out to
be Hepsibah with Malcolm amd Joan Robson on board. Later
there was Fiddler III with Bernard and Janet Owens from
Criccieth. So there were drinks in the evening and a swapping
of experiences of how it feels to be afloat and retired, a new
one for me, but the Robsons have been at it for twenty years.
A visit to Ilnacullen, beautiful as ever, and the first time I
have ever seen it when it was not raining. However, it rained
all day Thursday just to make up so we spent the day ashore.
At least it was pleasant to have three days at anchor in this
most beautiful cove surrounded by islands and tree covered
hills.
Down the bay to Lawrence Cove for lunch and Dunboyne
for the night. The first time I have ever visited Bere Island
intereating to see that the old gun positions and the firing
ranges some of which are still in use.
Saturday 20th June saw us heading down for Dursey
Sound on our way to Kenmare.
We actually had to beat for a couple of hours to get round
Crow Head, it seemed rather an insult after ten days of fair
winds but we made up for it being able to anchor off the pier
on Dursey for lunch. I was not happy enough about the
holding to leave her for more than a very short run ashore but
the bare remoteness of the island made an exciting contrast to
the plush anchorages we had recently been in.
And so up Kenmare on a misty afternoon with rain

showers to get the hook down off the Oyster Pier inside the
Garinish. Beautiful as ever were the surroundings and so was
the dinner next night with the Robsons who had come down
to join us on Joan’s birthday. The Oyster Pier is made
dangerous to lie alongside by projecting metal spikes half way
down.
Across to Collorus next day, which we had to ourselves.
Enjoyed the scenery, the bare Kerry hillsides and presents of
mussels and some fish from a friendly cottage ashore. Visit to
Joan and Teddy’s excellent pub at Kilmacillogue, then off
again down the bay to refind the little anchorage we had used
in 1975 just south of Bunowen. this seems to be strangely
neglected in our sailing instructions. It provides a pleasant
alternative in excellent shelter two miles east of West Cove.
The passage east of Illaundrane is available by dinghy at high
water but no good for access in a keel boat. You come in west
of Lia and avoid a reef one cable north of it, either inside or
outside, then keep the north side of Illaundrane which is quite
clean close aboard. Anchor half way along in two fathoms.
The inner lagoon Loughawn is available by dinghy towards
high water, at high tide a cateract pours out through its
narrow entrance. No facilities except an obliging lobsterman
but the main road is nearby.
Bunowen is a pleasant stopping place in good weather but
exposed to the south unless you chose to dry out in the inner
N.E. extension.
A misty, choppy sail the next day, June 25th, round
Lamb’s Head to Derrynane where we had planned to leave
Wild Goose. Quite a big swell at the entrance, the leading
marks took us through and we soon found the mooring kindly
offered to us by Roger Foxall.
A great welcome from Ted Butler and his daughter Jennifer
in Ted’s bar up in the town which made up for the wet
evening.
June had to stay at home after that to look after some
family so I returned on 6th July accompanied by Willie once
again and joined by Richard Hilliard from Killarney. We left
Derrynane on one of those days which makes the southwest
so attractive, calm blue seas , brilliant sun and wonderful
harmony of greens, browns and greys on the shore beside us.

nluanane, Kenmare River looking South.Entrance at top right above white house gable, lllaunane is the long bare island nmning from left edge of pictu
point where it overlaps Lia Island just left of entrance.
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We circled the Great Skellig and could easily have landed but
preferred to spend our time looking round the Little Skellig.
In the aftemoon sun it was a great white pyramid with every
niche, ledge and cranny occupied by gannets in orderly, evenly
spaced rows. Overhead and all around us the sky was filled
with these great birds of such singularly specialised design and
efficiency that it makes the human animal seen clumsy by
comparison. It would have been impossible to land the dinghy
in a gut at the south end but the climb from there up to the
nesting ledges loooked like one which would take some
considerable time to achieve in safety. One would need a
strong crew to leave a proper party on board while the
climbers are ashore and then the most of the day to explore, a
stimulating project.
That day for sure Little Skellig looked far more interesting
than the much better known great Skellig. North then towards
the Blaskets showing misty blue on the skyline. We sailed
into the bay in Inishvicallane about 16.00 to find a motor
boat on moorings there so we had to anchor a little south of
him in ten fathoms to be sure of clearing his ground chain.
The deer which have replaced the sheep there could be seen
grazing on the hillsides. Most of the deep bracken I remember
on the island has gone and we were fortunate enough to meet
Mr. Haughey’s maintenance man who showed us something
of his well appointed establishment. There are records there of
the plane crash which took place late in 1939 and an
intriguing windmill pump made with four 40 gallon oil
drums for vanes, a tribute to the wind strength in this exposed
place.
It is interesting to hear that the anchorage, quite the best
in the Blaskets, is tenable all the year round and only becomes
dangerous in strong east winds. The tide runs west all the
time in the Sound north of the island.
The wind was south, forecast F.4. Much as we would have
liked to have stayed and explored the other islands it seemed
too good a chance of getting across the long gap to the Arans
in good conditions.
We set off about 19.00, passed west of the great Blasket
and by 21.00 were off Smerwick. After that visibility became
patchy and we had to do a lot gybing to keep the headsails
drawing. The sea was lumpy at times and then for no apparent
reason became quite calm. Loop Head came and went,
visibility became steadily worse. By 09.15 next morning,
with the log reading 60, we endured squalls and visibility
down to under a mile. Willie chose this moment to serve
oxtail soup for breakfast which gave me the chance to get my
own back on what he had done to my breakfast off Bengore
Head. We never saw the Eeraght at the west of the Arans but
by 10.15 a black jagged lump came out of the mist half a
mile ahead. Was it the Skirds? The wind had gone southeast
by this time and had gusted up. The swell was breaking
viciously on the rocks ahead. Ten minutes on the starboard
tack parallel to the rocks gave us time to study the situation
and comfirm the identification. Gybe round, skirt the group
carefully to the west and leave them on a beating for Deer
Island. Up came its comforting, clean conical shape with the
little white light showing at the east end just to make the
identification quite positive. Half an hour later we were
anchored snug off the pier at Roundstone.
Richard had to return to Kerry, leaving Willie and myself
to make a passage round Slyne Head next day. Visibility was
still bad and we had to find Deer Island once again by compass
and make sure to leave Wild Bellows well to starboard. The
sodden passages of the log give a vivid impression of how

wet we became. The wind was south about F.5. A grey
breaking sea steep out of all proportion. We started out with a
three roll main and staysail, adding the mizzen and storm jib.
We had timed ourselves to be off Slyne Head as the tide turned
west and so it was. We glimpsed the two black towers in a
slight clearing about two miles on the starboard beam. Tear
(or perhaps rain) stained entries in the log indicate that I felt
very sorry for Willie at this stage getting even more
thoroughly soaked in tropical rain as I had a spell below in
the comfort of the cabin. The carpets were nearly as wet as he
was as the bilge water slurped around in the wild rolling. By
15.00 we were passing over the Baret Shoals - a distinctly
rougher patch but the wind was well out on the quarter. Still
no signs of High Island, then the wind went lighter and the
visibility improved. It disappeared altogether a couple of
miles short of Inishbofin and we motored in to anchor just
west of the fishing boats in the delighful security which this
best of all island anchorages offers. Shouts of "Wurra wurra"
came down through the cabin as two or more I.C.C. boats
came in. There was a welcome from Margeret and Michael
Day in their attractive loft house beside the hotel. Then,
totally unexpectedly, a party in Mico’s famous pub as Klaus
Durer and his charming bride Gaby entertained the entire
island in anticipation of their wedding which was to take place
in Cologne later in the week.
There were many methusalahs of champagne, not perhaps
universally appreciated as one gentlman nudged me "Wood ’oo
take dis fizzy wather dats in my glass and let me git some
drink". But everyone else was having a ball whith lots to eat,
balloons, a terrific firework display and all the liqour you
could hold. Much towing of the dinghy through the seaweedy
shallows and a long wet row out but what a way to go as
Willie grunted when he had to get up at 0700 to catch the
ferry home. This left me singlehanded. 24 hours later I set
out intending to make Ballynakill where I had been so royally
entertained by Barny Heron (I.C.C.) last year or to Little
Killary to see my cousin Jamie Young and Mary.
Once outside however the conditions seemed so good,
south wind and little sea, that I decided to carry on. Inishturk
and then The Bills came out of the mist, even without them I
did not fell lonely with a ple~,~t escort of fulmars dipping
and gliding round the bow and ~l~:t~rwaters performing victory
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rolls as they dipped a wing into the wave tops a little further
off. The only sad thing that day was a gannet with a broken
wing, head up and making the best of it but with little real
chance of survival.
A vicious swell off Achill Head, up to 12 feet at times
with 50 yards between the crests. I had to heaveto at this stage
to fix the staysail boom which had come unbolted from its
swivel, due I suppose to the constant gybing.
It was a pleasant relief to get into the lee of Inishkea and
be out of the swell. Should I carry on round the comer to
Broadhaven ? Eventually it seemed smarter to turn into French
Port. What a pleasure to be greeted by John Lavelle who
recognised Wild Goose at once and came alonside in his
curragh. Our tarry topsides act as a permanent reminder of the
visit. Ted Sweeney kindly offered me a lift up to the pub
where I had to telephone and tell Chris Tinne to join at
Kilcummin next evening. Everyone was extrordinarily kind
and plied me with beer and sandwiches needed as the steering
had taken too much attention to leave room for any cooking
during the long day at the tiller.
Next day the wind was very strong from the south and I
decided it would be imprudent to go on by myself as I had to
land again and change all the telephone messages. It would be
worth including in the sailing direction a note to the effect
that if you have to get to the pub and shop at Corclogh it is
much better to land on the Cats Tail, a single reef at the head
of the bay and walk up past the graveyard than to start from
the pier. The day past pleasantly with more visits from Ted
and John Lavelle, good crack and practical help and a chance
to repair a spreader which had been sprung yesterday, and bend
on the trysail to the second track which I had fitted to the
mast in the spring. The sail now lies snug along the
coachroof ready to be hoisted without any switching of tracks
or removing slides. Next day in Chris’s excellent company we
had a misty but calm passage across Donegal Bay ending up
at Portnoo in the evening. A bright spell alongside the pier to
see some friends ashore, then a peaceful night anchored about
50 yards to the north east. In these settled conditions it did not
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seem to be worth the trouble of going round to Church Pool.
An early start to catch the north going tide up through the
many passages of the Rosses, round the Bloody Foreland and
in over the bar to Mulroy Bay. It was some years since I
navigated the narrows which I used to know very well indeed.
It took a couple of hours of intense concentration to reach that
most delightful of anchorages near the mill. It had been a
wonderful sunny evening with a fair wind blowing us all the
way round and Mulroy as colourful as ever; a little cluttered
but not spoiled by numerous fish farming activities along the
west shore. One is rewarded for the long passage up from the
sea by scenery certainly as beautiful, in fact more beautiful,
that anything we had seen on the way round. Next day, 16th
July, we laid a mooring there, with a swivel anmd ground
chain which we carry in the forepeak, and Wild Goose lay
snug for a month until it was time to bring her home to
Portrush.
We joined in pouting rain on the 19th August and a little
party on board as the midget f’llled dark fell around us. Set off
at 06.00 next morning. Mulroy has the knack of looking
entrancing even on a grey, wet day and two new crew
members who had never been through the Narrows before
seemed to enjoy the passage even on the "greish"mom.
Outside the wind stayed light southerly until we got around
Malin Head, tight inshore to work the eddy as the main tide
had not turned yet; then just east of Stookaruddan the wind hit
us. A dozen really fierce gusts came off the cliffs with
considerable down draft and pressed Wild Goose as deeply as I
have ever seen her. We shortened sail but kept thinking that
each gust would be the last. This eventually happened once
we were clear of Glengad. As we sailed up into Guldaff Bay
the wind had backed westerly and eased fight down. A quick
stop at the pier to drop off Chris Tinne and then on to
Portrush to complete the circuit. Other than three short spells,
lasting an hour or two, we had had a fair wind fight the way
round which is not the sort of thing one can expect too often
in a lifetime.
Did you see what I said about St.Columba ?

"War Baby’ In Antarctica
John Gore-Grimes
Warren Brown is a Bermudian businessman who has been
involved in the forefront of international sailing and racing for
many years. His present War Baby is a 61ft. Sparkman and
Stephens sloop, formely Ted Tumer’s Tenacious - the winner
of the 1979 Fastnet.War Baby has cruised extensively from
Bermuda to Great Britain, Ireland, Norway, Bear Island,
Svalbard, ( to north of the 80th parallel), the Faroes, Sweden,
Denmark, Poland, Brittany, Spain, the Balearics and the
Canaries. In June 1986 Warren set out from Bermuda to cruise
the West Indies before passing through the Panama Canal. He
sailed to the Galapagos Islands where he spent three weeks and
he then visited ports in Peru and Chile south to Robinson
Crusoe Island (Juan Femandes). War Baby undertook
extensive exploration of the Chilean canals before being
positioned at Punta Arenas in the Magellan Straits in
preparation for her 1987 voyage to the Falklands and to
Antarctica.
It was a bright, breezy afternoon as Newbold-Smith and I
unloaded our gear on the pier at the Chilean town of Punta
Arenas. We had been invited by War Baby’s skipper/owner,
Warren Brown to join him on a cruise to the Falkland Islands
and to Antarctica.
War Baby lay alongside the Chilean navy’s Antarctica
supply and rescue ship the Yelcho. Her 80ft. mast was
singing in the strong afternoon wind.
Warren had carefully chosen the crew for War Baby’s
Antarctic voyage. Including the skipper and myself there were
10 people aboard. Newbold-Smith is a renowned North
American sailor and author who has cruised extensively in the
Arcrtic, for which he was awarded the Blue Water Medal of

the Cruising Club of America. Peter Metcalfe is a young,
experienced, north of Ireland sailor who crewed aboard Equity
and Law in the most recent Round the World Race. Jim
Leonard is a wiry and highly competent and experienced
Scottish sailor. Marie Lunberg is a young Swede whose
colouring matches her national flag ..... bonde hair and blue
eyes. Apart from being an accomplished and determined sailor
she is also an excellent cook.
It is hard to tell if Molly Holt is American or English.
She carries two passports and two accents. This ever cheerful
girl has sailed many thousands of miles with determined
enthusiasm. Stuart Klipper had never sailed before. He was
born in New York and now lives in Minneapolis where
winter temperatures are low. He describes himself as one of
the "Frozen Chosen". Stuart is a photographer whose work is
exhibited in the Museum of Modern Art in New York. Philip
Wilson is a keen young Canadian, built like a terrier and with
much the same temperment. If anything went wrong on board
he would go to it immediately and, sometimes, he would fix
it. Lastly was Erling Kagge, a 23 year old Norwegian law
student, with great self confidence and natural sea ability.
Erling had sailed a small boat from the West Indies to Oslo
and was definately built for hardship.
Punta Arenas is a Chilean town of 85,000 people nestling
on the north shore of the Magellan Straits. Its main industry
exports frozen mutton but it also provisions many of the
survey and supply vessels bound for Antarctica. It is a town
which has seen better days. Before the opening of the Panama
Canal it was an important port for those thousands of ships
rounding Cape Horn each year and it had a valuable ship

repairing industry. Coal was available from the local mine.
The open cast coal mine is defunct and the great mansion of
the Braun-Menendez is now a museum which well reflects the
affluence of earlier times. There are as many brothels in Punta
Arenas as there are pubs in Athlone, but 90 years ago Athlone
would have trailed far behind on a equivalent count. Above the
town is a ski-lift but this was the 7th January and the wind
whistled in the stationary cables. It was summer in South
America.
We spent three days in Punta Arenas and made several
friends. War Baby had, by now, been in Chilean waters for
several months and her skipper and crew had nothing but the
highest praise for the Chileans who are invariably helpful and
courteous. A young fisherman with the proud name of
Santiago had attached himself to War Baby and in return for
food, beers and a few bob, he worked hard and cheerfully and
arranged a succession of engineers and electricians to deal with
engine and alternator problems. The Sat-Nav had gone on the
blink and a very talkative expert came down from the radio
shop to look at it. He confessed happily that the total sum of
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his work for the last few weeks was fixing Chrislmas fairylights but, undetered, he soon had the Magnavox in bits on
the chart table. I had seen this happen many times aboard
Shardana and I feared the worst, but it was re-assembled and
tested and, by golly, it worked! ....... not just for a day or two,
but for the rest of the voyage. When I had asked the electrician
how he had repaired the Sat-Nav he produced a rubber. He had
painstakingly cleaned every terminal on each of the circuit
boads and that was just about the right medicine. While he
rubbed the circuit boards he told us that his grandfather had
owned a farm on False Bay located on the south-east corner of
the Argentinian portion of Tierra del Fuego just to the west of
Cape San Diego. His forebearers had spent many cold winter
nights waving lights at the mouth of the bay to lure the big
deep water men, bound by the Straits of LeMaire for Cape
Horn, to their doom - Cornish style.
We have all read of oppression in Chile and of the stern
dictatorship of General Pinochet, yet there was no evidence of
it in Punta Arenas. This is the town from which prisoners are
transferred to a prison island in the Magellan Straits. All of
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that side of life seemed very well disguised indeed. The pier
and the bar at the Los Navigantes Hotel had a fair share of
foreign adventurers. Some, like us, were bound for Antartica
and others were making plans to visit Cape Horn or to hike in
the high mountains behind the town.
The large graveyard reflects the town’s history and its
social structure. It varies from huge, opulent mausoleums
with the names of wealthy German and Yugoslavian families
carved in stone, to a fresh and sad little grave of a young
child. Lying alongside this small little grave were a few
humble toys and a tiny pair of shoes.
We set sail on Friday the 9th of January bound for Port
Stanley in the Falklands. Passing through the east entrance of
the Magellan Slxaits, Tierra del Fuego was on the south
shore. It was named by Magellan in 1520. At that time the
shore was dotted with the camp fires of the Indians. On this
dark and windy night the shoreline was black. In the centre of
the channel we could see the lights and flames of oil and gas
rigs. The real fires of Alacaloof, the Yahgan, the Ona and the
Aush Indians who lit them, have been extinguished in a most
brutal fashion by earth’s most devastating predator, the white
Christian. But this is a history common to many parts of the
world. In Tierra del Fuego, regulated displacement, white
men’s diseases social outings, and hunting humans for sport,
were totally effective and the Fuegan Indians are no longer on
our earth.
It was a pleasure to be on this f’me strong ship. War Baby
charged through the darkness at between 8 and 10 knots with
strong following winds. Warren cautioned me several times to
"think big boat". Fully laiden with sailing gear, we were
driving 36 tons of boat through the water. It took me several
weeks to understand what Warren meant and I was of little
help to him when I did not recognise Dungeness Lighthouse
at the end of a low sandy spit, as we approached the exit from
the Magellan Straits. Using my Nicholson 31 in-built
recorder, we should have been 30 miles further back. Warren
took this misjudgment with good heart as we gybed around an
oil platform and headed for the open sea.
Clear of the land, the wind soon registered a fairly constant
55 knots and we struck the mainsail and proceeded more
comfortably with a slightly furled headsail. The sea scape was
fantastic. A silver foam was whipped off the wave crests in
the bright afternoon sun. The storm petrels love these
conditions, flapping inches above the watery confusion and
eating to their hearts content. A large solitary wandering
albatross joined us for a while.
We were settling in nicely to the ship’s routine but I had
not yet discovered how to take the best advantage of my bunk
which was about 6ft. above the cabin floor. I fell out as War
Baby gave a sudden lurch and struck the table before landing
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on the floor. The impact was such that it split the sturdy
timbers of the main saloon table, As I fell through the air, for
an instant I realised just how, disillusioned stockborokers
must feel, as they do their thing from the windows of Wall
Street. Warren took the split timbers with good grace and
Erling explained how the lee-board worked. By a simple pull
of the cord the bunk could be adjusted to remain on the
horizontal at any angle of heel. Life in the bunk, from then
on, was pure joy.
There are of course many differences between sailing in the
northern and the southern hemispheres. Down there the water
empties through the plug-hole in an anti- clockwise direction.
The night sky is dominated by the Southern Cross. The
biggest and most noticeable difference is the bird life. Great
wealth and a variety of oceanic seabirds breed in the southem
Antarctic Islands and they were a source of great fascination
for northern hemisphere sailors. We had many good birdwatchers aboard and both Peter and Molly were surprisingly
knowledgeable. For sheer enthusiasm, we would unanimously
award the prize to Newbold-Smith who never allowed a
winged creature to pass by without identifying it. There were,
of course, arguments about black-browed and grey-headed
albatrosses and great and sooty sheerwaters but, for variety and
numbers, the seabirds seemed to me to exceed their northern
counterparts.
We had just one problem on the way to Port Stanley and
for a while it was quite alarming. On a routine inspection
Peter had discovered that the bilges were filled with water.
They threatened to flood the cabin but he eventually traced it
to the generator outlet pump. Peter and Jim worked for hours
to get the water under comtrol. It is always disturbing to see
sea water rushing through the hull into the cabin. In my mind
it is one of the least preferred sea-crisis, but we had competent
experts aboard and their repairs were effective.
We were 150 miles off when an R.A.F. helicopter passed
overhead. Eight hours later H.M.S. Ambuscade came close to and asked us to identify ourselves. The 200 hundred mile
exclusion zone is in operation and is most effectively policed.
At dawn, after our meeting with Ambuscade, the wind
decreased to gale force and the skipper called for the mainsail.
We set it with three reefs slabbed-in and continued on our
merry way, rejoicing in such perfect conditions. Later the
wind decreased and settled at a steady 20 knots and, under full
sail, we reached Cape Pembroke, at the south entrance to Port
William, at 19.45 on the evening of the 12th January. As we
started to beat through Port William Sound the wind piped up
to 35 knots and we quickly slabbed-in three reefs and rolled in
some headsail. Warren was at the helm pressing War Baby
ahead at between 7 and 8 knots. He took her throught the
narrow entrance into Stanley Harbour and soon we glided
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alongside one of Stanley’s town jetties. A most impressive
piece of handling by the skipper and crew alike. Coffee
grinding was a new experience for me but at least my
apprenticeship was well underway. We had sailed 498 miles.
We were boarded by police and customs. War Baby is
Bermudian and therefore British registered. The boat was no
problem but the mixed grill of nationalities aboard caused
some surprise. The boat’s firearms, which included two rifles,
one shotgun and a pistol, were taken ashore. The next day
there was a large man standing at the end of the pier. You
know how it is! If you and I are out of uniform we do not feel
that we are in plain clothes. The man at the end of the pier
was most conspicuously in plain clothes, Later that evening,
in more convivial surroundings, aboard a yacht named Hanne
/V we met an admiral’s aide de camp, named Bushy Shrub. As
he twirled his moustache with his t’mgers he told us : "there
has been quite a flap at H.Q. today and messages have been
flashing to and from Belfast and Interpol. The coincidence of
two Irishmen, one from the North and one from the south,
arriving at Stanley with a load of guns and ammo on a boat
named War Baby was too much for top brass. You know of
course George Younger, Secretary of State for Defence is here
at the moment". We had not known that Younger had arrived
to open the new airport and army complex at Mount Pleasant.
By now the troops have left Port Stanley and have moved 30
miles inland in a deliberate attempt to allow the inhabitants of
Port Stanley to resume their peaceful life.
In the words of one of Ireland’s most experienced cruising
men, Liam McGonagle, "all boats are a problem and big
boats are a big problem"! Liam may have expressed these
sentiments with a little more force and colour but, how true
they are! War Baby had her share in Port Stanley. The talented
skills of Peter Metcalfe and Jim Leonard, soon had bits and
pieces of boat all over the place. It took time on War Baby,
but everything went back together again successfully. A few
serious electrical problems had been sorted our by our
competent young Canadian, Philip Watson. Looking around
Port Stanley gives little comfort. The place is littered with
wrecks of vessels which, for one reason or another, failed to
round the Horn. John Smith’s little booklet, which gives an
account of them, is aptly named, "Condemned at Stanley".
Most impressive is the Lady Elizabeth beached at the
Whalebone Cove. The Lady Elizabeth arrived in the
Falklands on the 30th March 1913. She had struck the rocks
at the entrance to Berkely Sound and was so badly damaged
that her owners disposed of her. In common with many of the
other Port Stanley wrecks she served as a floating warehouse
in the harbour until she broke her moorings and was driven
ashore in 1936. The Lady Eliabeth was built in 1879 and for a
while was registered at Castletown in the Isle of Man.
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Close to where we were moored, alongside the head of the
Falkland Island Company’s east jetty, are the remains of the
last surviving, true American Clipper-ship, the Snow Squall.
She was built in 1864 having suffered severe damage while
attempting to round Cape Horn. Since 1982 a team of divers,
sponsored by Harvard University, have been, painstakingly,
removing a 36ft. by 8ft. section of the bow. The U.S team
were hard at work during our stay at Port Stanley and they
hope to complete their task next year, when the bow section
of the Snow Squall will be re-assembled and exhibited in a
maritime museum at Cape Elizabeth.
Brunel’s historic steam-ship The Great Britain enterd Port
Stanley in 1880 where she was sold and used for storhlg
grain, wool and coal. She was re-floated in 1970 and
transported, on a huge barge, to Bristol where she may be
seen today.
One other vessel which is of particular interest to Irish
sailors is the lien. She is still afloat and plying her trade. She
is one of two vessels at anchor in Port Stanley. The other
vessel is a converted Bristol pilot cutter with schooner rig.
When Conor O’Brien sailed into Port Stanley, on his
circumnavigation of the world, aboard Saoirse, he was given a
contract to build and deliver an island trader. The Ilen was
built in Baltimore in 1926 and named after the river which
flows into the harbour there. She is the modelled on the
Saoirse and captain O’Brien delivered her to Port Stanley in
1927. She looks just fine and her hull is painted green.
Port Stanley was an interesting spot and we met the Hon.
Mark and Amanda Wilson on board their lovely Hanne IV.
We made several excursions in and around Port Stanley. The
extent of the Argentinian mineflelds is astonishing. They are
mainly in the foreshore area and access to many fine sandy
beaches has been blocked. We were told that many of the
Argentinian records of their minefield locations were fairly
good but " fairly good" leaves you with a slight feeling of
apprehension as you stride across the Falkland bogs inn search
of adventure. Thousands of penguins have made good use of
the situation by locating their rockeries within the fenced off
areas where they are no longer forced to smile at cameraclicking tourists. Penguins are too light to set off a mine and
are assured of many hundreds of years of pepfect peace. The
mines are plastic and are both indestructible and undetectible.
The occasional cow strays through the fence and that will
usually guarantee some cheap cuts of beef in Port Stanley for
a while. Meat orders are placed in the windows of the houses,
so where, at home, we see requests for six pints of milk, in
the Falklands you will see orders for a side of mutton and two
steaks.
There are 1900 inhabitants in the Falklands. The 1200
troops are now stationed 30 miles outside Port Stanley at the

new airport and army complex at Mount Pleasant. There
are 650,000 sheep, which are ranched all over the islands.
They are wool sheep and there is very little supervision
of them at lambing time. No fertilisers are used and
nature simply does its work. The shepherds round up
their flocks on Kawasaki 850 motor-cross bikes. 46% of
the sheep ranches are owned by the Falkland Islands
Company. This, little-loved, commercial enterprise has a
monopoly on all supplies on the island. We found, with
some irritation that their stores were never open when we
needed supplies and, for example, the crisps were
invariably stale.
Our meal at the Hotel Malvinas was cheerful. What is
interesting is that there is no sensitivity about the hotel’s
name. It is a staunchly Falkland’s enterprise. Walking
along the streets of Port Stanley you can get the sweet
smell of a Connemara village. It is the smell of burning
turf and the bogs behind the town are real David Bellamy
country. Philip, Erling and I took a hike up there and as
we left the town behind we came upon a sapper with a
notebook in his hand. He replied: " I am looking for
mine-fields. I would suggest that you keep to the roads".
As we passed on we thought that it was brave to look
for mine-fields with just a notebook. We looked for the
road but it was still two miles away. Before we joined the
road we met an elderly man and his wife sodding turf in
the traditional manner on to a 1936 Ford truck.
In Port Stanley we lingered for a while at the newly
erected War memorial. It lists the ships, the regiments
and the R.A.F. planes and personel involved in the
Falkland’s campaign. It records the names of 257 men
and women who died in 1982. Two-hundred and fifty four
members of the armed forces and three Falkland Islanders.
There is no record of the 2,000 or more Argentinian
soldiers who died in this bitter campaign, but perhaps
their deaths are recorded elsewhere.
Determined to avoid the fate of being "Condemned at
Stanley" we finally set sail on the afternoon of the 16th
of January to land on the nearby Kidney Island at the
south entrance to Berkeley Sound. We went in search of
the jackass penguin and indeed any other penguins which
we could find. Kidney Island is coverd with tussock grass,
which grows between six and eight feet in height. It was
difficult to make progress so we had to content ourselves
with the sounds of the jackass penguins braying away.
Without seeing them it was a little unnerving to think
that these little birds could make such a sound - just like
an aggravated donkey on a lowland bog pasture. Kidney
Cove has a fine sandy beach and there are thousands of
penguins there. We pulled our dinghy through the kelp
and spread across the open water watching many penguins
porpoising ahead of us. The beach and the land behind it
are mined and we did not dare to land. A stream of fresh
water flowed across the beach and stories of mines being
washed over the sand into the sea kept us firmly in our
dinghy. Mainly we saw gentoo and magellanic penguins,
rock shags and kelp geese all enjoying their splendid
isolation of their minefields.
It was a bright and unusually calm night as we set out
to round Volunteer Point and McBride Head before sailing
along the north shore of East Falklands to Cape Dolphin
and the entrance to the Falkland Sound. Marie Lundberg,
our young Swedish sailor, had prepared an excellent leg
of lamb which settled well during the evening watch.
Stuart Klipper was in form that evening. Holding up a
glass of cider to drink my health on my 45th birthday he
said; "Ivan Boskey’s favourite drink I believe! Didn’t they
get him for insider trading!"
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Warren Brown had mentioned the possibility of this voyage
when Shardana and War Baby had met in the Faroes in 1984.
He spent many hours since that meeting, making his
preparations, War Baby is exceptionally well equipped for
arduous, long distance cruising. I never got to the bottom of
the deep freeze but fillet steak, sides of pork and roasts of
lamb were plentiful. There are 126 lockers on War Baby and
for the main part someone knew where everything was.
Occasionally, something was mislead and minor confusion
ensued. Charts and the Pilots were meticulously stowed and
indexed and War Baby’s list of spares would certainly sink
Sharandana. Warren told me that when he purchased Tenacious
from Ted Turner he had checked out the medical kit and found
that it contained just two boxes. The first one was labelled
"pills to keep Ted Turner awake", the second box we labelled
" pills to put Ted Turner asleep". The extent of Warren’s
preparations were evident and his approach to running a wellfound ship was greatly appreciated. Each crew member,
including the skipper had one major cleaning job to attend
each day. It was a pleasure to be on board War Baby, I
remember once having done a particularly thorough job on the
aft heads, with a strong detergent and I was still on my knees.
Warren past hurriedly by: "well", I said, "that has killed 90%
of all germs".
"What, did you do?", he inquired laughingly, "breathe on
them."
Preferring to sail, our passage to Port San Carlos at the
north end of the Falkland Sound was slow. As we approached
Cape Dolphin the wind piped up.
We sailed passed the Eddystone Rock. Its southern aspect
bears a striking resemblance to Rockall. The skipper was
anxious to press on to Carcass Island, which is one of the
inner islands of the Jason Group. These low, kelp-skirted
islands stretch out to the north-west and have for many
centuries been a recognized and regular mariners graveyard. It
was not a place of comfort in a rising head wind and as we
shortened sail in a steady 44 knots the skipper altered course
and we headed back to the relative security of the Falkland
Sound which divides the East and the West Falklands.
We entered the Falkland Sound and anchored beneath the
settlement of Port San Carlos just in time to see the end of
the days’ sheep-shearing. The Falkland Islanders
demonstratated their skills. 250 sheep per day earned them £

90.00 each. The radio blared away and it was particularly
appropriate that Philip Archer and Walter Gabriel were
dicussing market prices at Ambridge, as we stood around the
shed. The work ceased at five o’ clock as the familiar tune of
the Archers announced the end of the day and the shearers went
off to their bunk house for a well-earned meal. We went up to
the farm house with the farm manager Gavin Hardcastle and
his wife Debbie. We met their young son Graham. The
Hardcastle’s manage a 100,000 acre sheep ranch with 32,000
sheep and 300 cattle but the owner, a Mrs Cameron had
swopped the peace of the Falklands for a piece of County
Kerry. Gavin’s father was manager of the next door San
Carlos Water settlement when the British troops landed there
during the Falkland campaign, but fantastic homemade cakes
and cups of tea were not conducive to war talk.
It was late when we went down to the settlement’s social
centre. The shearers were having a Saturday evening party.
These happy-go-lucky nomads would finish up in the
Falklands in February and wander off to Australia, New
Zealand, Scotland or Italy depending on where the money was
best.
From a pure cruising point of view, the Port San Carlos
anchorage could not have been more pleasant. The pleasure
which remote protected anchorages give to cruising folk is
characteristic of this harbour and the Commerson’s dolphins
played their splendid games around the anchor chains.
Lifting War Baby’s anchors is a major job. Warren is a
careful sailor and a careful navigator. He requires an anchor
watch when in port, at anchor. In port San Carlos we set the
main 901b Bruce on chain and a 1201b Fisherman with 50ft.
of chain leading up to the ancor-warp. The electric winch
takes care of the Bruce and the Fisherman is winched up on
the coffee grinders. When the chain breaks surface, the halyard
is attached, and the whole thing is hoisted up the mast until
the anchor passes over the rail and is lowered into the hold.
Between hoisting the dinghy and the inevitable twists in the
anchor lines, the operation took over an hour and this is
another part of which Warren meant when he cautioned me to
"think big boat".
Our departure from the Port San Carlos was on the
morning of the 18th January and the sail to West Point Island
was perfect. The wind was mainly S.W. blowing at 18/20
knots. War Baby loved these condtions and it was easy to
handle her large big wheel with a touch of the little finger.
We passes Pebble Island and cleared the Egmot Cays to beat
our way between Saunders Island and Sedge Island. There are
huge kelp beds extending several miles from each of these
islands. We passed between Carcass Island and Low Island and
headed towards the shore of the Byron Heights on West
Falklands. One or two further tacks took us into Hope
Harbour to anchor in the dark beneath the small settlement on
West Point Island. It was 22.55 on the 18th January and it
was one hour later by local time. Even at that late hour we
received an invitation to call up to see Roddy and Lilly
Napier. We joined them in their comforatble little homestead
and as usual, the Falkland’s hospitality abounded. Roddy
talked about the war and sheep for a while. The Napier’s ranch
2,000 sheep on about 3,000 acres. It seemed like very few
sheep to the acre but it is high by Falkland standards. Roddy
had used 600 sheep for breeding this year but the lambing
season was his worst on record with just 200 hundred
surviving lambs. Roddy’s annual average is only about 400
lambs. It makes one think that perhaps ranching is not the
most effective method of sheep farming.
The Argentinians had paid a single visit to West Point
during their occupation of the Falklands. They had been
reasonably civil but they had, in a sense, removed the
Napier’s lifeline by confiscating their transmitter. Without the

Peter Metcalfe in Antarctica.
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radio transmitter Roddy admitted that he felt very vulnerable.
Happily no crisis emerged during the campaign. We could see
that Roddy made good use of the radio and even at that late
hour, he made and received many calls.
Roddy mentioned the late Major Tilman. "Many of the
Falklanders believe that En Avant went down on the Jason
Islands", he said, "but I believe that Simon Richardson and
his crew were lost on the reef to the south of the Sea Lion
Island". Tilman had joined his erstwhile crew, Simon
Richardson, to sail to Smith island with a view to spending
his 80th birthday there. They intended to pick up two New
Zealand climbers at Port Stanley and they had left Rio in En
Avant on the 1st November 1977. The New Zealanders were
staying with friends of Roddy’s in Port Stanley when a report
came through from one of the wardens on Sea Lion Island (to
the south of East Falkland) that there was a wreck on the reefs
to the south of the island. The warden had no boat and could
not reach the reef which was kelp covered and stretches 2.5
miles from the shore. It was a Falklands night with winds of
between 50 and 60 knots. Next morning conditions has
improved but there was no sign of the wreck. "Her size was
right and she had a mast", said Roddy."I don’t remember the
exact date but the New Zealanders were expecting En Avant at
that time!". It is a sad mystery which may be never solved. A
search in the kelp off Sea Lion would be a near impossibility.
On a happier and more entertaining note, we asked Roddy
did many boats visit West Point Island. He scratched his chin
and replied; "Well, War Baby is the fifth in 52 years". We
returned aboard to hear the jackass penguins set up their
comical cry. West Point was a lovely and beautifully still
anchorage.
Molly Holt is a slim, vivacious and constantly good
humoured girl. She is never sure if she is American or
English. Her legs go up to her armpits and she looks fine
when she is seated. Then she stands up and you are wondering
why you are looking at her chest. Her experience as a sailor
and a film-maker knows no bounds. She was up at 05.00 next
morning, accompanied by her ever-faithful and loving Jim
Leonard to photograph penguin colonies on West Point. We
met up with them in the Napier’s house. Although Warren
Brown was anxious to make passage for New Island, his
anxiety, to his eternal credit, never turned into fuss. We joined
Roddy, Lilly and their little grand-daughter Samantha for
some tea. Roddy diappeared in to his vegetable garden and
returned with bags of produce. "Some vegetables for War
Baby and some for the Chaytors on New Island", he said. We
thanked him and asked him how we would find the Chaytors
on New Island? Roddy looked at us in astonishment; "That
should be simple", he said .... the ~haytors are the only
people on New Island". We sailed from West Point anchorage
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at 10.10 on the 19th January. Roddie, Lillie and little
Samantha, were perched high above us on the cliff at the
entrance, waving happily. Roddy, who had sailed on
square riggers, had espeically asked us to sail out and
Warren was determined to oblige.
All went well with the mainsail, but as the jib filled
the halyard suddenly parted and War Baby looked a little
less magnificant than she might. Within minutes, Jim
Leonard was hauled aloft, chasing up the outer shrowds
like a monkey. A new halyard was run through the
sheave and we were away again. What a pleasure to sail
in the company of champions!
The wind strength was 30/35 knots from the N to
N/E and with three reefs and a slightly furled headsail, we
sailed at between 9 and 11 knots to New Island in bright
sunshine. Albatrosses glided by. Life was good. The
ship’s reverse osmosis desalinator was making fresh
water. Warren was talking to Bermuda on the radio. A
map came in on the weatherfax. The generator hummed,
almost inaudibly, in the forepeak and the transponder, we
were told, sent accurate postion fixes of our progress to
some location in the French mainland. I met Warren on
the way out of the hatch and said to him accusingly;
"Skipper, you know what is wrong with this?"
"What?" he enquired somewhat defensively."
"Nothing at all!" I replied.
The Bruce and the fisherman went down in the waters
beneath the New Island settlement in the early afternoon
on the 19th January. Peter, Marie, Molly, Erling and
myself set off for a hike across the island in search of a
penguin colony. We walked for a most rewarding two
hours carrying Molly’s 16mm camera and tripod. On the
way we were attacked by skuas guarding their nesting
grounds. It was a fair but persistent defence and
occasionally we struck with sticks as they came within
inches of our scalps. New Island has been over-grazed, so
that much of the grass which held the sandy ground
together, is no more. The wind picked up the black sand
and hurled it at us. By the time we had arrived at the
penguin colony on the north end of the island, we looked
like a bunch of coal miners at the end of a shift. The
colonies mainly comprised rockhopper and gentoo
penguins, interspersed with fluffy black-browed albatross
chicks perched on their small round clay turrets. The
albatross chicks have a little dark, smiling line extending
across their heads from their beaks. They look like happy
laughing fellows until you approach them, when they are
distictly and naturally aggressive. Molly was delighted to
find one King penguin in the midst of the gentoo colony
on the strand. For a while she became very excited
because the King penguin was perched on an egg. On
closer inspection we could see that the egg was a stone.
Such is nature! If you can’t find the best, always go for
second best.
We returned to the settlement and gave Tony and
Annie Chaytor, Roddy Napier’s bags of vegetables, Tony
is from Croyden and Annie is from Leeds. They ranch
1,100 sheep on New Island. Sheep numbers in the
Falklands are impressive until you realise that the market
value of a sheep is only £5. The ~haytor’s own a shop in
Stanley called the "Pink Shop". Their home on the New
Island is something of a holiday retreat. They offered us
a meal but we settled for some cans of beer. The
~haytor’s and their two young sons had been very busy
that afternoon. They had just fed 24 sailors from
Ambuscadse. H.M.S. Ambuscade with her compliment
of 180 men, was at anchor in the bay and a small
deputation had called to pay their respects to the
Chaytors. The atmosphere was relaxed and happy. A
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barbeque had been planned that evening and six sheep had been
slaughtered for the occasion. Since our departure from War
Baby, the barometer had fallen from 1005 to 987mb. It was
windy, even by Falkland standards and we returned aboard War
Baby to put out a third anchor - a C.Q.R. weighing 1001bs.
We were so blackened from the sand form New Island that we
went for a short and rather shrivelling swim. Although the
Falklands have much the same latitude location as Ireland the
sea temperature is several degrees lower and summer
temperatures range bertween 8 and 9 degrees centigrade.
Marie’s dinner of muscles which we had collected on the
beach, followed by a side of pork with potatoes and cooked
seaweed, was a treat. It was followed by an anxious anchor
watch.
Next morning at low water, the wind blew a steady 60
knots. The skipper had been on the dawn watch and our
postion looked precarious. All hands were called as the wind
gusted to 80 knots. It was difficult to stand up on the deck.
The 65 H.P. Volvo could not cope with these conditions so
we hauled the C.Q.R. and then the Bruce. These were anxious
moments but three sailors from Ambuscade, with a powerful
dinghy and outboard, repostioned our anchors. Finally, the
C.Q.R. and the Bruce were in position and the Fisherman
was hoisted and was replaced well to windward. War Baby
draws 10ft. 6 inches. She had come to within half a cable of
the rocks with no more than 2ft. under our keel. With the
Fisherman in place we were secure again and the wind
continued to howl until 16.00 that afternoon. Fair play to the
skipper, to Peter Metcalfe and to Jim Leonard, who had
behaved so calmly while directing operations during this
crisis. Warren Brown is a man who worries a lot when things
are going well but when real hell breaks loose he
metamorphosis into a calm saint and I assure that this
approach produces the best response from his crew.
On Wednesday morning, before departure, we went up to
the big rockhopper penguin colony which was about 45
minutes from the anchorage. There was a steep cliff and about
300 feet below we could see the penguins porpoising through
the water. It was fascinating to see these well named birds
hopping up an almost vertical cliff. There was thousands of
birds and as we stood on the cliff there was a small landslide.
Some rocks and clay hurtled downwards. It must have killed
several rockhoppers and the dust ahd barely settled before the
skuas started to land to seek out and eat the dead and wounded
birds. The Skuas take advantage of any weakness in the
penguin colony. They will not attack full-grown, healthy
rockhoppers but they will attack unprotected and young birds.
They circle the penguin colony constantly and, in a colony
the size of the New Island colony, one can only assume that
the pickings are good.
While the gentoo penguins opt for the easy solution and
nest just above sea-level, in grass or on the beach, it is
difficult to understand why the rockhoppers put themselves to
so much trouble. Perhaps they are protecting their young
from the Leopard seals? They do create much additional work
for themselves in carrying an enormous weight of food from
the sea to the cliffs above, where their young are nesting,
They have, of course, over the years, facilitated the way. A
penguin cut into several hundred feet of quartzite cliff, is a
marvellous piece of engineering.
The black-browed albatross and the imperial shags nest
with the rockhopers. Perhaps there is some community work
in these colonies. The quarelsome little penguin is a mighty
fisherman while the dignified albatross, with a winged span of
8ft. and a beak like a pickaxe is not such a good fisherman
but is a great carrier. It is pure surmise, but perhaps the
penguin does the catching for both the rookeries and the
albatross carries for both. We did not spend enough time to

see if there was any truth in this observation but we did
notice that the albatross did performed one service for the
penguins. You can see the albatross standing sentry on a
stone in the middle of the colony, or on his clay pedestal
which he calls his nest. It is as if he is paid to keep the skuas
from stealing penguin chicks. The albatross needs a high
perch or a cliff ege to take off but, if a skua lands in the
colony, a black-brow will usually see him off.
The antics of the jascjass are equally astonishing. Their cry
resembles that of a jackass and their nesting habits are that of
a rabbit. They burrow into the soft, sandy turf, and surround
the entrance with little pebbles, which act as an alarm in the
event of an approaching danger. We came upon these fellows
high above sea level sharing the ground with the sheep. As
you appraoch their burrows they quickly shepherd their young
below ground. The adult bird stays at the entrance and moves
its head in quick, successive jerks. The head, at times, looks
as if it is almost dislocated from the body but the message is
clear;"buzz off or I will give you a peck that you will never
forget"
It is surprising just how tame penguins are unless of
course they feel that you are a threat to their young. You can
come within inches of them, but it is not so long ago that
these birds were almost hunted to extinction. Thirty
rockhopper penguins, boiled in a cauldron, produced one
gallon of oil. The Ruthless Predator had, for the moment,
ceased this foul business and, for the moment, the penguin
colonies are thriving. The rusting cauldrons lie on the beach.
As we left New Island, at 13.00 on the 21st January we had
sailed 430 miles from Port Stanley. Warren had been ably
guided in much of the island’s navigation by Ewen SouthbyTailour’s excellent "Falkland Island Shores". The wind had
abated and the smell of sizzling mutton from the postponed
barbeque in front of the Chaytor’s home, was most inviting.
Our destination was Antarctica. Our departure from New
Island, the Admiralty tidal information indicated the
possibility of a 7/9 knot stream in Seal Sound between the
islands. We experienced a set of about 2.5 knots at half tide.
Warren set our course for North Foreland on the east end of
King George Island on the South Shetlands. The course is a
surprising 20° east of south and the distance is 651 miles.
Conditions were mainly light and progress was slow and often
damp but War Baby is equipped with a most efficient central
heating system, so that all below was warm and dry. Stuart
Klipper proved his excellence in the galley, by producing
some first-class meals on this passage. Stuart was the ship’s
photographer. He had never sailed before this trip. His
performance, even in the difficult comditions, was incredible.
He never complained and never lost his sense of humour
though at times, we wished he had. What do you understand
with a joke like; "I understand they drive Lamb Rovers in the
Falklands!"
The Antarctic Convergence is a notional line which moves
little more that 30 miles north or south of its position. It
seperates the south Atlantic watermass from the much colder
waters surounding the Antarctic continent. As we approached
it we were in dense fog and between 03.00 and 07.00 on the
24 th January the water temperature dropped from plus 7°C to
plus 1.5°C. We were at latitude 58° 30’ south. For breakfast,
Molly cooked a great feast of pancakes to celebrate our
crossing of the Convergence. The wandering albatrosses, who
had been our constant companions since the Falklands, clearly
preferred life north of the Convergence and their numbers
dwindled and finally disappeared. There was new activity,
including cape pigeons and great, dark-grey fulmars, prions
and Wilsons storm petrels which are very much the same as
our own Mother Carey’s chickens.

Minneapolis Photographer Stualt Klipper. Photo John gore-Grimes

We had just crossed the Convergence when NewboldSmith, who is a gallant if short-sighted, matelot, said;
"Gentlemen. Your first iceberg"! Newbold’s announcement
was made with style and with a sense of occasion and as we
peered in to the gloom the berg became distinctly round and
moon-shaped; it elevated itself from the sea surface to resume
its rightful place in the heavens. The winds continued light
and progress was slow. We were at latitude 58°54, south when
we spotted our ftrst real iceberg. We were 182 miles north of
King George island. As we came upon greater concentrations
of bergs it was extaordinary to see chin-strap penguins
porpoising in the water or resting in small groups on the ice
bergs. It illustates what powerful swimmers and what great
navigators they are.
The barometer began to fall slowly and the fog returned.
Warren spent hour after hour peering in to the radar set,
guiding War Baby’s path. 1987 was a bad ice year in
Antarctica and at one stage Warren counted 45 bergs within
the mile and a half radius in the screen. He then switched up
to the six mile radius and spent the next twenty minutes
counting more than 200 bergs on the screen. Some of these
were more than one mile in length. There was a head set radio
communication between the navigaton table and the
helmsman. For many hours of foggy conditions we did not
see a single berg. They were, of course, close-by But Warren
plotted a careful radar path through them in almost zero
visibility. Quite different from Shardana’s tactics in Greenland
where we simply plough ahead until the bowman screams a
new course. Those of us who do not have a radar are inclined
to think that real men don’t use it but, having seeen its total
effectiveness aboard War Baby I am no longer sure. From
satelite ice reports which we have received, we knew that there
were a number of giant tabular bergs which have calfed from
the Larsen ice-shelf in the Weddel sea. Some of these had a
surface area of 1,000 square miles and one, in particular, had a
surface area of approximately 2,500 miles.
As we approached King George island the fog persisted and
the barometer had dropped from 997 to 982 over a 24. hour
period. Wind was on the way. We started to see southern
Antarctic fulmars which, unlike so many of their cousins, are
quite slim and graceful. They have a beautiful, almost
translucent, like-grey colouring. We could see North Foreland
on the radar and we headed south-east to pass outside Hauken
rock but inside Simpson rock on the way to Cape Melvin. It
was impossible to distinguish these two rocks from icebergs
in the area so that progress was understandably cautious. A
whale swam by and icebergs were now inhabited by hundreds
of penguins. We sailed into Admirality Bay at 03.00 on the
26th January and went to look for shelter in the Martel inlet.
It is a most dramatic but isolate bay with spectacular icecliffs. The wind fairly howled down the large glaciers. The
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lights of the Polish research station Henryk Artcowski looked
most inviting but we were unable to find any shelter. It was
soon clear that anchoring was out of the question. We sailed
up and down the bay with just one small piece of headsail
unfurled but Warren felt uneasy and we left to weather out the
increasing storm in the neighbouring Maxwell Bay which is
27 miles away. Our arrival there was at 06.00 and the wind
was consistently above 50 knots. There were two large
trawlers at anchor. The barometer was at 975. For the next 30
hours we were a hull moving slowly from one end of
Maxwell Bay to the other. For 17 hours the wind was
constantly above 56 knots and we registered several gusts of
80 knots. The air temperature was minus 4° and the sea
temperature was 0°. Between driving spray, driving snow and
a succession of icebergs, conditions were fairly unpleasant at
the helm, off watch, I could climb into my comfortable bunk
with sheets, pillow, pillow case an duvet, to sleep soundly.
Not only is the insultion aboard War Baby fantastic, but I
learned that the great advantage of crewing rather than
skippering is that off watch you simply don’t care. It is the
next watch’s problem. This assumes, of course, that you are
aboard a well-found ship with a competent skipper and crew.
These were assumptions that I could make without difficulty.
Between icebergs and the severe conditions in Maxwell Bay,
Warren had scarcely slept for three days.
We sailed up and clown the bay between Tu rocks and
Collins Harbour (Maxwell Bay). There is a massive glacier at
the head of Collins Harbour. We ran aground when we were
some distance from the glacier. The chart said that there
should have been water there. We went from 16 fathoms to
eight feet in half a boat length. We had struck an underwater
pinnacle. The noise below, as the rock grated on the
alluminium hull, was awesome but it was a weather shore and
Jim Leonard was quick to assess the situation and sail her off
with a little more jib rolled out. The skipper’s reaction was
first class. He simply said to the helmsman; "don’t worry, I
would have done exactly the same myselF’. We knew that he
would not have done exactly the same himself, but is a
comforting and decent thing to say.
The penguins which had been absent during the storms
started to return ...... then the skuas and the petrels came. We
finally anchored in comparative shelter with a mere 20 knots
of true wind off the Chilean Marsh base at 12.43 on the 24th
January. It seemed so peaceful. We had arrived in Antarctica.
Dryer that the deserts in Arabia - Sunnier than California Higher that the mountains in Switzerland - Emptier than the
South Pacific and as big as the United States and Europe put
together. That, believe it or not, is an accurate description of
Antarctica. It does however overlook some pertinent facts,
such as the lowest recorded temperature ever on earth. This
was measured at the Russian base on mainland Antarctica at
minus 85° Centigrade.
For the moment, by international agreement (The Antarctic
Treaty of 1959) the question of ownership of Antarctica has
been put aside in favour of unrestricted scientific exploration.
Previously, most of the continent had been carved up between
the United Kingdom, New Zealand, Australia, Norway and
France, These nations conceded a small portion of western
Antarctica to the United States. the United States Government
has never made any formal claim in Antarctica nor have they
recognised the claims of other nations. The entire of the
British claim has always been contested by Argentina and by
Chile. Other nations involved in Antarctic exploration include
the U.S.S.R., Belgium, Japan, Germany, Sweden, Poland,
South Africa and more recently China.
Since 1959 all nations including the claimant nations, have
agreed to place questions of Sovereignty in abeyance during
the period of the treaty.
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King George Island is perhaps is one of the best places to
study the present workings of the Treaty and its future
prospects. This island houses bases from Chile, Brazil,
U.S.S.R., China, Argentina and Poland. The undoubted kings
of King George are the Chileans. Their Marsh base is a big
one. It houses 180 personnel and it includes a fairly
substantial airport with two permanent Twin-Otter aeroplanes
and a helicopter in its hangers. There is also a hotel of
moderate comfort, comfortable dwelling accommodation for
the permanent residents and satellite T.V. from mainland
Chile. There is a most sophistocated communications and
weather station. Much of the equipment in the weather station
is similar to our Glasnevin Met office. It utilizes satellites
and high altitudes balloons and is manned 24 hours a day. It
Iransmits weatherfax sheets daily and under the terms of the
Treaty it shares this information with all the other national
bases in the area.
The Chileans simply could not have been more helpful or
obliging to the crew of War Baby and the genial Base
Commander Jorge Astette, with characteristic Chilean
generosity, placed the entire facilities at our disposal. He took
us on a two hour flight in his helicopter to show us King
George Island and landed us on remote beaches to photograph
elephant seals at close quarters.
In the evening we were invited to meet Jorge’s wife
Particia and their there young children. His home is modem
and extemely confortable. It is located within a few hundred
yards of the Russian base. Jorge had a special affection for the
Poles but he was quick to point out that there were
ideological differences between the various nations on King
George. The Argentinians and the Brazilians kept very much
to themselves. They are mainly scientists. There are about 80
Chinese and they frequently visit Marsh Base. Jorge had an
invitation to their base to celebrate the Chinese new year. The
80 or so Russians are respectfully friedly and because the
Chileans are the best supplied on King George, they
frequently help out with the other nations with supplies or
technical assistance for repairs etc. The Treaty is working.
Wildlife abounds on King George Island and it is a favoured
breeding ground for the elephant seal. These great fellows can
be approached within two or three feet as they laze on the
beaches. Their progress to the water’s edge is extraordinarily
cumbersome but once in the water they show their true form.
There are many interesting penguin rockeries and we saw chinstraps, adelies and gentoos. The weU-named chin-straps have a
thin black marking under their beaks, on land, they keep their
heads raised high in the air. they reminded me of the sort of
shopper that one sees in Brown Thomas of Grafton Street.
The adelies are endearing little fellows whose conspicuous
white eyelids give them a comical button-eyed appearance.

Chin-strap Penguin.
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The gentoos were the most numerous species that we
encounterd in the parts of Antarctica visited by War Baby. It
is incredible to think that all these penguins, and indeed all
penguins and birds, with the exception of the Emperor
penguin, leave Antarctica during the winter months. The
penguins swim out into the Southern Ocean to live on the ice
edge. They return to the Antarctica mainland again in October
and November each year. Atarctica, therefore, has one sole
indigenous occupant during the winter months and that is the
Great Emperor penguin. The males balance their eggs for the
winter months while the females regain their strength by
fishing off the ice edge. This seperation lasts for 60 to 70
days and then the females return to attend to the hatching
birds, while the emaciated males put to sea in search of food.
We sailed from Maxwell Bay on the afternoon of the 29th
January bound for Deception Island. Almost as soon as we
cleared the bay we could see Deception although it was 70
miles away. We could also see the high glaciated mountains
of the Antarctic Peninsula. The atmosphere is so clear and
pure that judging distance is a difficult task. A light breeze
favoured our passage as we drifted past Robert Island,
Greenwich Island and the mighty Livingstone Island. Whales
spouted and the sea and air were alive with God’s creatures. At
04.00 we couId see Smith Island, Tower Island and Trinity
Isalnd. Just look at the distances on the chart and you will see
how good the visibility is. We sailed through the narrow
entrance at Deception at 06.05 on the 30th January. The
entrance leads in to the lagoon crater in the centre of
Deception named Port Foster. the entrance is dramatically
called Neptune’s Bellows. We entered this extraordinary
volcanic crater. It is a most remarkable place. It is still
actively volcanic and much of the snow is melted by the
warm volcanic ash which covers both the gound and the
glaciers

Black glaciers and landscape at Port Foster -- Deception Island.
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Overhanging glacier covered in volcanic ash at Deception Island. this piece calved twenty minutes after this photograph was taken obliterating our
footsteps
Photo John Gore-Grimes
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We put down the anchor in the volcanic ash at Whalers
Bay. A large Spanish Antarctic Survey vessel from Vigo and
a smaller Chilean fishing vessel were in the bay. Warren and
Newbold visited the Spanish vessel which had been in
Antarctic waters for a considerable time, travelling some
17,000 miles. Aboard were a wide range of scientists
extending Spain’s knowkedge of conditions in Antarctica. She
was a large well-equipped modem vessel.
Hot steam rose from the beach and from the water’s edge.
The tagled ruins of the old Norwegian whalling station stood
rusting on the hot, black sand. The remains of the British
Antarctic Survey (B.A.S.) base still stand and the airport
hanger is intact.
The volcanic eruption in 1969 destroyed most of the
buildings in Whalers Bay and the Norwegian graveyard is now
covered by thousands of tons of ash. A solitary white cross
marks the location.
Conner O’Brien visited Whalers bay in January 1925
aboard a government vessel which had set sail from the
Falklands. At the time, it was a thriving whaling port which,
during the season, rivalled the population of Port Stanley. His
description of it is as follows:"The place was of incredibly ferocious aspect in that cold
twilight with the wind shrieking round the black
pinnacles of lava that toppled on the skyline but, in a
few minutes, we has passed through the breach and
opened up the vast harbour, a crater lake, in one comer
of which was a quite little town. There were seven great
steamers here moored along the beach, smoke rising
from the factory on shore, whale-catchers and lauches
scurrying about, and millions of cape pigeons and small
petrels, gorging on the refuse".
All of that is gone now and the remains of the whaling
factory is still in disarray. It is as if nature, in the guise of a
mighty volcanic eruption, has taken her revenge on the
whalers.
The Chileans have re-established a hut at Whalers Bay.
They landed on a fishing boat while we were there, and
hoisted their national flag. For Warren Brown, this was the
second recorded visit of a Bermudian vessel to Deception. In
1941 the British Admiralty had dispatched a cruise ship
named H.M.S. Queen of Bermuda to disable the oil tanks at
Whaler’s Bay. The oil tanks are still there and they are still
empty.
Erling and I went for a walk in search of the hot springs at
Pendulum Cove. Walking on Deception is not with out
excitement. Warren had warned of the dangers of glaciers
covered with ash. You could never be sure what was
underfoot. We headed up to the high ground but the ash was
too hot and it started to bum the soles of our shoos so we
struck down again to the waters edge where the ground was
cooler. This was quite an adventure as small stones, rocks and
occasional lumps of ice fell fairly constantly from the black
dust-covered glaciers and we passed quickly beneath it. A piece
of ice fell from the glacier and struck Erling on the head but,
being a tough nut, he barely noticed it. We reached the cove
where masses of steam rose from the shore and from the
water. At the head of the beach were the foundations of a
substantial Chilean base which had been burnt to the ground
by flaming ash in 1969. A large crucifix was still in place.
The swim in the Cove was unsatisfactory. To get into the
water you burnt your legs and when you reached the point
where the mix of hot and cold should have been just right,
you were burned on one side and frozen on the other. We had
walked eight miles to Pendulum Cove and as we set off on
our return journey we came to the place where the hanging
glacier had been. The footprints we had made on the way to
the cove were now beneath several thousands tons of ice and

Efling Kagge walks through the volcanic steam on the shore at
telephone bay, Deception Island.
Photo John Gore-Grimes

we had some trouble in getting over and around this newly
calved berg which had so nearly made mince meat of us.
The animals seemed to enjoy Deception’s unusual
Antarctic climate and we saw crab-eater seals, weddel seals and
fur seals. There was a great variety of penguins including
gentoos, chin-straps and adelies but the rookeries were well
away from the beaches.
That evening War Baby moved further into the lagoon.
After a further, unsatisfactory swim in Pendulum Cove, we
moved across Port Foster and anchored, at dusk, off the
Argentinian base hut. The fog rolled in and the temperature
dropped to minus 5°. Ice formed in the rigging and the deck
became dangerously slippy. We went ashore to talk with the
Argentinians and we received a most delightful welcome from
them. There were 14 men and one women at the base.
Conditions were a good bit more rugged than in the Russian
base. It was a real case of benches and tin mugs but the
atmosphere was one of delight and happiness. Most of the
men were bearded and the girl, who was young and pretty,
seemed unattached. Quite an interesting social situation and
one which Erling did his best to take advantage of. In the end
both the Argentinian girl and Erling found the social
circumstances too intimidating.
There were two Spaniards in the group and when Warren
mentioned his visit to the Spanish research vessel, it was
clear, that the Spanish oceanographers had not and would not
make contact with the men from their mother country. There
was a slight mystery about this but we decided that politics
were best left aside, particularly since we had come from a
British yacht and the conflict between the British and the
Argentinians is not yet settled. The Argentinians were all
"Ologists" of one kind or another. Volcanologists,
Geologists, Seismologists, Biologists etc. Stuart had taken a
tape of Argentinian music ashore with him but we were
unable to play it. It was Stuart’s cue for one of his worst ever
"What! No cassette player. You would think that with so
many geologists among you, you might like a little rock
music from time to time". We had some beers and then a
caramel pudding was produced. They insisted on setting it
alight and did such a thorough job that soon the table, that
benches and even the floor were all burning and the
Argentinians simply could not stop laughing. It was of course
infectious but suddenly there was even more excitement as the
pen on the seismograph started to sribble furiously. Everyone
rushed to the machine. The excitement subsided. It was just
another Antarctic earthquake 80 miles away. Looking at the
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Erling Kagge talks to a crab-eater seal.

Photo John Gore-Grimes

records however, they could easily idenitfy the bump which
the glacier across the bay had made it calved at 17.15. It had
missed us by 25 minutes.
The penguin rockeries in Antarctica are easily identifiable
from a distance, particularly when the colony is located on
snow. The entire area on which the colony stands is pink in
colour. Close-to the smell is pretty high. The cause is the
same. Penguins are krill eaters. Krill is pink. The rest
follows.
Molly and Jim spent much time filming the wild life and
apart from the penguins they came upon a colony of nesting
cape pigeons located in Neptune’s Window - a bight in the
cliff close to Neptune’s Bellows. These chunky fellows look
as if they have been splattered with a can of white paint. They
are fulmarine petrel which provide great pleasure to the
Warbaby being photographed from the dinghy in Paradise Harbour, Antarctica,
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observer.
Crab-eaters seals were plentiful. They are docile but when
they open their jaws, they display several fairly severelooking teeth. We gave them a reasonably wide berth. Molly
also filmed some fur seals at play. These are the original
circus type seals; the ones with the balls balancing on their
noses. They are agressively territorial and for photographers
there is definately a case for packing a zoom lens.
It snowed that night and as we left Deception on Saturday
the 31st January, War Baby had a slight covering of snow on
her decks. We sailed out through Neptune’s Bellows on the
afternoon of the 31st January. We could see Peter’s pillar on
the way through Neptune’s Bellows and just outside the water
and the air above it teamed with a magnificent variety of bird
life, all involved in a food frenzy. There was some type of
fish - probabely krill, below the surface, which was causing
all the excitement. Adelies and chin-straps porpoised and dived
and the cape pigeons and great southern petrels hovered just
above the surface with their beaks down, making the
occasional dive for food. Both sea and air temperatures were at
0°"
We were bound for the Antarctic Peninsula which is about
the most neutral name I can give it. It is variously known as
the Graham Peninsula to the British, the Palmer Peninsula to
the north Americans, the O’Higgins Peninsula to the
Chileans and the San Martin to the Argentinians. To the west
we could see the extraordiary Sail rock. It really does look like
a sailing ship. We had many more sightings of beautiful
south Antarctic fulmars. The wind was light and we were
forced to motor sail southwards past the Austin rocks and on
towards Cape Wallastown on Trinity Island. The Austin rocks
are further examples of Antarctic pinnacles rising sharply out
of the deep water to form a collection of narrow pointed peaks
above the sea surface. A light following breeze filled-in as we
entered the Crooker Passage. The clouds cleared away and the
sunlight illuminated this most beautiful passage. There were
Photo John Gore-Grimes

some bergs and small flows, but insufficiency to hinder
progress. The ice was alive with seals and penguins and to add
to the magic, four whales rolled close-by. We passed
Hoseason Island and Liege Island leaving the well-named Two
Hummock Island to port. We were in the Gerlache Strait and
again ice comditions, though magnificant, were favourable.
The voyage down the Gerlache Strait was unforgettable with
high glaciated mountains on either side and a sea alive with
great mammals.
Mount Parry on Brabant Island is 8,274 feet. The ice cliffs
at this base are spectacular. We drifted past Brabant and part of
Anvers Island before rounding Useful Island to port and
anchoring off the deserted Chilean Base at Astro Island in the
entrance to Paradise harbour. We landed on mainland
Antarctica to photograph the penguins and to walk a little
way up the glacier. Peter, Marie, Jim, Molly and myself were
led by Erling who probed his way slowly forward with a
stick. After about two hours of this I became impatient and
went ahead. Within minutes Erling’s caution was proved to be
correct as I disappeared down a crevasse. Happily my bulk
Skipper Warren Browne and Marie Lundberg in Paradise Harbour
prevented me from going the whole way but I could see about
Photograph John Gore-Grimes
135 feet below me. Erling pulled a very humble Paddy out of
the hole and from then on I followed him.
darkness. We were a few degrees north of the 65th parallel.
We landed on Astro Island and noted that the last entry
The glaciers rumbled and cracked and a startled seal got quite a
made in the Chilean Station’s day was booked for the 17th
shock as he swam head first into the side of War Baby.
February 1964.
The next morning was bright and stunning and we really
Astro Island is firmly colonised by thousands of gentoo
began to appreciate the beauty of Paradise Harbour. Nowhere
penguins. There is now an Antarctic prohibition against
that I have seen has made such an impression. A perfect circle
siting national bases within the boundaries of a penguin
of glaciated mountains falling steeply down into the deep clear
colony. We watched these birds for a while. There were no
blue water. We landed at the small Argentinian station named
skuas here to threaten them but there were sheatbills scurrying
Almirante Brown at the head of the harbour and we received a
around the rookery looking for food. We saw them feeding on
most friendly reception from the three scientists who live and
dead chicks. The sheatabills usually wait until the prey is dead
work there in the summer months. We climbed up the snowy
before starting to feed but occasionally they will hasten the
hill above the station to see the penguins enjoying their
death of an ailing chick and will attack it with its sharp,
summer, flapping on their sides and swimming around in
deadly beak. Clearly, the gentoos are thriving, but their life,
circles. They were joined by the occasional imperial shag who
like the life of all penguins, is precarious. Your heart goes
wondered what all the commotion was about. From this
out to them as you see them standing at the water’s edge
vantage point we could see that the Ferguson Passage was
waiting to take the plunge. They have all seen their mates
open, though it had looked firmly blocked by ice from sea
being grabbed and quickly devoured by a waiting leopard seal.
level. We could also see the burnt out remains of the old
When this happens in late spring and in summer it had
Almirante Brown station beneath us. These buildings had
another sad consequence, and the dead bird’s chicks will
been deliberately destroyed by a frustrated scientist who
perish, because nobody will feed them. At Astro Island and at
wished to return home.
Port Lockroy we saw several such sad groups. When they
We said farewell to the Argentinians and motored slowly
weaken they lie down and shortly afterwards a waiting skua or
down the Ferguson Passage. Each floe was a distraction. But
sheatabill will seize its opportunity.
on this glorious day, each had a variety of seals sunbathing on
There was a food hut at Astro Island. Waterboat point was
them. We crosed the Gerlache Strait and sailed betwen the
close to the island and in 1921 two British explorers, Lester
Truant Island and Pursuit Island. By the time we had Cape
and Bagshawe spent a lonely year beneath an upturned waterErrata on the southern tip of Wincke Island, we had a good
boat. Today there is a well stocked food hut on the shore but
reaching speed and War Baby lay over cutting through the
there were no such luxuries when these two hardy members of
the British Imperial expedition suffered extreme winter
Argentinian base beneath glacier, this base is named after the Irish
privations during their stay there. When the first whalers came
Admiral Brown of Foxford Co Mayo.
into Waterboat at the beginning of the following season,
Photo John Gore-Grimes
Lester and Bagshawe sent them away and requested them to
return one month later. They had not quite finished their
scientific measurements. It really was a case of "stiff upper
lip".
There is a small grotto with a statue of the Blessed Virgin
Mary in white and blue on Astro Island. The colours
compliment the colours of Antarctica’s austral summer land
and sky scapes.
Just before midnight Phil, who was on anchor watch,
alerted all hands. Two large pieces of ice had drifted around
War Baby and our anchors were caught beneath them. It took
an hour of winching and shoving to extricate War Baby from
this lot and we motored into Paradise Harbour to spend the
rest of the night drifting without anchor. There was no real
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The hot tubs at Palmer Station with sea and ice close-by for members
of the "Penguin Club"
Photo John Gore-Grimes

AC’s tent on the hills above Palmer Station. The 9,258 foot Mount
Francis (Anvers Island) in the background.
Photo John Gore-Grimes

calm sea at speed, the reach in the Bismark Strait was
unforggetable. There were more whales but this time they
were unmistakingly killer whales, with their distinctive white
marking. We measured the length of two tabular bergs which
were in excess of one mile. The approach to Arthur’s Harbour
is rock strewn but Warren had carefully calculated the entance
and we went in under sail making four perfectly timed 90°
turns. It was a great piece of seamanship and the mainsail
came down as we glided alongside the Canadian owned Polar
Duke - a supply ship in contract to the international telecommunications giant, I.T.T.
In the same way as British opertions in Antarctica are run
by the British Antarctic Survey, the Plamer station is
managed for the U.S. Government, on conrtact by I.T.T.
There are no military personnel at Palmer Station and apart
from a fairly large contingent of maintenance and management
staff, the majority of the personnel are scientists of one sort
or another. The facilities are incredible and include libraries,
both book and video, a fully equipped gymnasium, a bar and
restroom, a sauna, and outdoor hot-tub, laboratories, marine
tanks, workshops, spacious dining facilities, a shop and
comfortable sleeping quarters. The place is spottlessly clean
and extremely well organised. The base leader Don Wigin,
came down the pier to greet us and kindly made the facilities
of the base available to us. This started with a pizza party and
free bar; it ended, for the Irish (north and south) and the
Norwegain, in the outdoor hot-tub at 02.00 hours with cans

of "Bud" and a bottle of Jameson’s. What joy! The base
carpenter joined us for a while in the hot-tub. She was a
slight girl who lives in Virginia. Her name was unusual ....
it was A.C. She was married to a man called Alpine who was,
as his name might imply, climbing Antarctic peaks
somewhere on that continent. A.C. did not live in Palmer
Station but preferred the isolation and discomfort of a tent
which she had pitched on a hill one mile above the station. A
most unusual lady. A.C. explained about the "penguin club" to join involved the total immersion of the body for 10
seconds. There was only one thing for it and that was to join
the "penguin club". Fortified by the glorious water of life
from Bow Street we set off across the rocks. At the water’s
edge the brash ice was eight-tenths cover, but overlooking
such obstructions Peter dived in without a care. How he did
not break something, we will never know. He dived under the
ice and when ten seconds had elapsed Erling tapped him on the
head. Erling went in next and passed the magna cum lauda.
Then I went down and had got to Mississippi 15, Mississippi
16, when I came up; "how long have I been down Erling ?".
"Oh, 16 seconds", he replied "I wanted to see how long you
would last". As we stumbled back across the rocks a gentoo
penguin gave us one of those old fashioned looks, but at least
the Paddies and the Norwegian had joined the club. The
outdoor hot-tub never felt better.
Inhibition and care had been thrown to the winds and while
the skipper enjoyed a well-earned sleep Erling and I set off in
them dinghy, at speed, to examine some of those bergs at the
entrance of the harbour. We simply had to land on a berg and
we rowed the dinghy into a natural berg harbour. We
anchored, by hacking a hole in the ice and dropping the
dinghy’s painter into it. We then filled the hole with ice and
snow which, at that time of dawn, quickly froze solid and
secured our craft. We climbed to the top of the berg with a
bottle of Jameson’s stowed carefully under the armpit. The
berg was not more that 40ft. high but, sitting up there was
like sitting on top of the world. It was made all the more
perfect by the occasional slug of the Jameson. We could have
discussed the origins of life and the tribulations of all living
creatures on earth but, we said nothing. All was perfectly clear
and all that we could do was laugh aloud.
We soon realised that we were soaking wet. Each of us sat
in a hole. Our hot bottoms had mad quite a deep pool of
water. Erling’s descent to the base of the berg was
magnificant. He gave himself a slight shove and rocketed
down to the water at speed. Happily, our ice anchor held and
he came to a sudden halt when his feet collided with the bow
of the rubber dinghy. The 22 additional years I have had on
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this earth, did not recommend me to Erling’s method of
descent. In any case I carried a precious cargo .... the
Jameson bottle was not quite empty. I descended with a slow
and graceful dignity which did little to cure Erling’s
uncontrollable fits of laughter.
We learned later that our antics had been observed by some
of the U.S base personnel. A comment to Philip Wilson was
"I just hope those aren’t our guys out there - because if they
are, they will be shipped home tomorrow!". Philip was able
to reassure him with some degree of confidence.
Next day, we had a few repair problems to attend to and
the "A-Team" comprising Peter, Jim and Philip got to work.
Erling and I were, correctly sentenced to re-fuelling fatigue
which involved man-handling 100 gallons of diesel aboard
War Baby. We were greatly assisted in our task by the
altogether blameless Stuart Klipper.
We motored slowly from Arthur’s Harbour on the 4th
February. The entrance had fairly heavy concentrations of
brash ice and the skipper nudged War Baby through
cautiously. Once in the Bismark Strait conditions were clear
but we had to motor sail en route to Port Lockroy on the west
side of Wincke Island. We missed the Neumayer Channel
entrance to the east of Cape Lancaster, or to be more precise,
those so-called renowned Arctic hands Gore-Grimes and
Newbold-Smith missed it while the skipper napped. The
alternative entrance up through the Peltier Channel was most
rewarding. We anchored at Port Lockroy at 21.46 on the 4th
February having travelled 21 miles.
Tied and anchored in a narrow and shallow chanel between
two small islands in Port Lockroy was the British-owned
Damien class Ketch, North Hanger. Next day we met Gregg
from New Zealand, Marguerite from Australia, Rex from New
Zealand and his channing French Wife Joelle. These four were
climbers who had completed the 9,258 ft. climb up Mount
Francis on Anvers Island. The ascent had taken three and a
half days and the climbers were equipped with skies. They
skied down from the summit and made a fast decent arriving at
the U.S Palmer base one hour and twenty minutes after their
departure from the summit. The British skipper Rick Thomas,
and one other climber were still on Anvers undertaking further
exploration. North Hanger is a strangely comfortable boat,
with a large cenre-board taking up most of the interior. She
draws three foot with the plate up and a remarkable twelve feet
with the plate down. She is, of course, ideal for shallow
anchorage where she remains untroubled by drifting bergs.
The B.A.S. station at Port Lockroy had been deserted for
upwards of 20 years and the penguins have taken over the
place and made it their own. The food store here is also
stacked with thousands of cans of food just in case some
Antarctic traveller should make it to the base in the dead of
winter. Warren Brown, added some tins from War Baby’s
supplies to the B.A.S. stock.
While at Port Lockroy the luxury cruise ship the Society
Explorer came in and 90 guests were efficientely ferried ashore
to photograph the penguins, the seal and the remains of the
whale bones. You too can see Antarctica for two weeks aboard
the Society Explorer at a cost of between $6,000 and $8,000
per person and that does not include airfares to Panta Arenas.
The Chileans irreverently refer to the passengers aboard the
Society Explorer as the "90/60/90’s". Age 90 years,
$60,000,000 in the bank. Weighing 90 kilograms. Pretty
accurate from what we saw. But these cruise ships visits are
causing concern to Antarctic ornothologists. If a penguin is
frightened from its eggs for more than a few minutes, the
chick will die. It is a delicate ecology and it needs careful
protection.
That evening we went ashore for a barbeque. It snowed and
inspite of Molly’s best endeavours the fire, made from old

supplies of coal, was a little bit difficult to keep alight. It
was an odd barbeque just outside the front door of the
deserted and fairly delapidated B.A.S. base hut. The terns
resented this intrusion and dived at us with purposeful
aggression. The North Hanger crew joined us and the
snow eventually drove us inside. There were chairs and
benches in a room with an old bar counter. We exchanged
stories and beers by candlelight until the wee small
hours.
During the early hours of the morning, while Philip
was on watch, he heard a thunderous crash. Some
minutes later War Baby was rocking violently. A large
berg had calved from the glacier which almost encircles
Port Lockroy. It caused us a few problems when we
raised our anchors at 08.20 on the 6th February, because
the entire of Port Lockroy was filled with lumps of
brash ice. It took a while to work our way out of the
harbour. Once into the Neumayer channel, both ice and
clouds cleared. Doumer Island was to port and high above
us on the starboard hand was the majestic peak of Mount
Francis on Anvers Island. We were bound for the B.A.S.
Faraday on the Argentine Islands but as we approached
the Lemaire channel, Society Explorer steamed out.
Warren called her up on Channel 16. The news was bad.
There was a lot of ice on the southern part of the
Channel and the Society Explorer, which was bound for
the Faraday Base, was forced to turn back. We motored
slowly down the Lemaire Channel admiring yet even
more incredible Antarctic scenery. We knew that War
Baby would not make it through the ice. We knew too
that our hopes of reaching the Antarctic Circle at 66° 33’
south were dashed by this year’s bad ice conditions. Peter,
Marie and Stuart set off in the dinghy for a spot of
mallemaroking* and to examine ice conditions ahead,
They were found to be hopeless and we turned back at
latitude 65003, south and headed once more to Arthur’s
Harbour for a final night of fun at the U.S. Palmer
Station. On the way we met a Polish ship heading into
the Lemaire Channel. She was moving very slowly and
came to a complete halt as we closed alongside. We told
them of the conditions we had met and they moved off
slowly. It was not too long before we could see that the
Polish ship too had turned around and was following us
out of the Lemaire Channel. When we had tied up at
Palmer we had travelled 53 miles from Port Lockroy.
Another Damien Class yacht, the Kotick (Little Seal)
was at anchor off the pier. We met her French Skipper.
His team were engaged in making a film about a three
year old boy in Antarctica. The star was a great little chap
* A carousal of icebound sailors
The north American hospitality at Palmer Station was
truly generous.The full facilities of the base were made
available to us and meals at the canteen gave our hardworking cooks a little time off. The Americans kindly
gave us some badly needed supplies without charge. We
learned also that the Chilean supply ship Pilato Prado
was due to tie-up at Palmer and that our friend Jorge
Astete was aboard. We heard his cheerful voice on the
radio but we could not make contact with him. There
were three helicopters aboard the Pilato Prado and Warren
later discovered that Chile intends to site a new base on
mainland Antarctica somewhere close to the South Pole.
The United States have maintained a base in the South
Pole for some years but we learned that they intended to
discontinue this base this year.
After a brisk walk up the glacier above the Palmer
Station on the morning of the 7th February, where we
came upon A.C.’s tent, we set sail for Cape Horn. As we
drifted down the Bismark Strait we met the original
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drifted down the Bismark Strait we met the original Damien
Class ketch - Damien H, with her owner/designer aboard,
Jerome Poncet, and from what we could see at half a cable’s
distance, his lovely Australian wife Sally. Aboard Damien H
were three B.A.S. geologists collecting rock specimens and
meteorites for delivery to the Faraday Base. There too, were
Jerome and Sally’s three sons ranginf from an estimated 7
years to an estimated 2 years. These tough little fellows have
lived their life on board Damien II wintering in the Falklands
while their parents operate a summer charter service for the
B.A.S. and other scientists sailing to South Georgia and
Antarctica.
Jerome looked like a rugged gentleman. Since 1969 he has
spent his life sailing between Spi~bergen and Antarctica.
Sally’s slight figure and blonde hair was enough to bring tears
to the eye of this hardened scribe. The children jumped
happily about the roof of their small home. This was a
frustrating encounter - so few words were exchanged with one
of the toughest and most unique families on earth. On our
travels we learned something of their triumph and their
tribulations. Darnien has rolled and pitch-rolled more times
than fiction writers would dare to mention. Our few minutes
together were inadequate but I sensed that Jerome felt it was
sufficient. War Baby and Damien II drifted apart but on our
ship there were several silent moments of deep felt
admiration.
We passed through the Neumayer Channel in brilliant
sunshine. From Anvers Island there was a sudden mighty
avalanche. The sound reached us some seconds later and clouds
of light snow dust cascaded up the glaciated mountainside in
slow motion
We passed through familiar territory in the Gerlache Strait
but it was quite different because, on this occasion, the
incredible whiteness was illuminated by the setting sun. Clear
white snow and ice is magnificant when it tumbles down to a
blue, ice-punctuated ocean but is even more magnificant when
the whiteness turns in to sunset red. Within minutes the sun
dipped beneath the high mountains and the sun red snow
turned into darkened white. I was off watch and I slept for a
sound 4 hours. Our watch was called again at 0400 on the 8th
Febrauary just as the sun rose up over the mountains on the
Antarctic Peninsula. We tacked in under Two Hummock
Neptune’s Bellows -- the entrance to Port Foster, Deception Island.
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Island and were blessed with a second Antarctic sun
spectacular as the crimson dawn set the twin peaks of that
island abide.
There was just enough wind to keep us sailing during the
day towards the Low Island and Smith Island. Smith Island
was 60 miles away but in these Antarctic conditions you felt
as if you could almost stretch out and touch it. The wind
headed us and we had some magnificant sailing, tacking with
speed through the mighty bergs of Antarctica. We were finally
abeam of Cape James on the south-west of Smith Island at
17.15 on the 9th of February.
The peak at Mount Foster at 6,9000ft. was, in clear
visibilty, just above War Baby. One of Tilman’s ultimate
ambitions was to climb Mount Foster. At the time we passed
beneath it, it had never been climbed. Mount Foster, in spite
of many attempts, remains as one of the few remaining
challenges to mountain climbing in Antarctica.
The sail to Cape Horn was an arduous beat with a fair
amount of driving snow to sting the peering eyes of the
helmsman. When we had cleared the large bergs we were still
left with further dangers which were of great concern to our
careful skipper. There were many smaller bergy bits and
growlers, just about the size of a grand piano, which would
have put a neat but fatal hole in the hull of War Baby if we
were to continue at her powerful driving speed of 8 knots on
the wind. After dark we were forced to haul down the mainsail
and to proceed at a cautious 2 knots under the tightly furled
headsail. The barometer tumbled from 1005 to 988 and the
wind piped up to a healthy 35 knots. But then the sun rose
above the grey watery horizon and the skipper set the mainsail
with three reefs slabbed in. War Baby was away again
charging through Antarctic waters at 7 knots. We tacked to
the west of the rhumbline, and proceed at speed through
driving cold, snowy conditions. At 20.00 on the 20th
February the sea temperature was logged at plus I°C and by
03.00 on the llth February it had risen to plus 6°C. We had
crossed the Antarctic Convergence. At 06.00 Newbold logged
the first sighting of a wandering albatross. The wind eased to
20 knots and under full rig we were close-hauled bound for a
longitude point just west of Cape Horn. Warren held this
course deliberately and we sailed through the 10th and 1 lth of
February on starboard tack. At 13.00 on the 12th February the
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barometer measured 978 and we expected a blow. At 13.55
Erling sighted Cape Horn off our starboard bow. We held our
tack until we had confidently weathered the Cape and tacked at
15.30 to pass beneath the Horn. The wind was light but the
barometer had just started to rise.
We sailed into a small bay on the east side of Islas
Hornos. The kelp was thick for about 3 cables off the shore
and with a depth of 60 fathoms we were unable to anchor. We
had sailed 612 miles from the Palmer station on Anvers
Island. Warren was determined to land on Cape Horn and as
we looked ashore I was amazed to see three children on the
stony beach playing with two cats. Warren divided the watch
so that one half landed first and the rest of us stayed aboard,
moving War Baby slowly up and down the bay. When Warren
returned aboard after one and a half hours joyous landing on
Cape Horn, he was in great form. Landing on the Cape had
been a well-earned and worthy achievement. Warren was
laughing merrily in the dinghy as I took his camera from
him. "Remember the three children and the two cats ashore ?"
he queried; "Well in fact, they are two Chilean lighthousekeepers and two dogs?". Hells bells the visibilty in the
southern ocean is magnificantly clear. Our eyes had been
stretched by distant ocean sailing. War Baby had sailed 612
miles from Anvers Island and we landed on Cape Horn on the
afternoon of the 12th February.
The barometer and the wind were rising but Warren
insisted that the remainder of the crew should set foot on the
Cape. Peter, Marie, Erling and I jumped at the opportunity
and we set off at top speed. As we reached the top of the cliff
the wind fairly whistled through the damp boggy grass. Erling
and I set off towards the lighthouse to be halted be a shrill
scream. We had run about 250 yards into an unmarked
minefield. We were cautioned to re-trace our steps precisely,
but looking at the wet boggy ground beneath us, our foot
steps were no more. With a yell, we ran across the ground
wondering for a while how it would feel to be a one-legged
man. We met the Chilean lighthouse-keepers and asked, with
some indignation, why the "prowess-that-be" should choose
to mine such a remote outpost. The answer was perfect;
"Well, it is like this, if Chile gives away any more of her
land, we will all just have to go and live on a beach".
Argentina has never accepted the borderline in the south of
South America and several of the islands including Picton,
New Island, and Lennox, although awarded by the
international Court to Chile, in 1977, are still claimed by the
Argentinians.
The lighthouse-keepers shack at Cape Horn is rugged. It is
about 1.5 miles from the light beacon. It is a small and
delicate-looking wooden hut, tied securely to the ground with
heavy shrouds. Without the shrouds the whole thing would
simply blow away. The interior is sparsely furnished and
comprises a living-room, kitchen a three bedrooms. The
living-room walls are fumished with two pictures, a benign
portrait of General Pinochet and a framed map of the Cape
Horn area. We drank cups of coffee with the keepers and
Erling presented them with a girlie magazine which was
received with great enthusiasm. The keepers are members of
the Armada de Chile. They complete a lonely eight months
on Cape Horn before relieved. Each man had a separate duty.
There is one lightkeeper, a radio operator and someone to
record wind strengths and rain water measurements. Cape
Horn has the reputation of being one of the wettest places in
the world.
Beside the keepers hut there is a small wooden chapel
dedicated to the Virgin de Carmen with a beautifully decorated
alter. It is, as the visitors book witnesses, unusual to land on
Cape Horn. It was even more unusual to find such a remote
house of worship there. As we left the chapel, the storm

clouds gathered and the western sky was filled with darkened
drama.
We climbed down the cliffs of the Cape as a full westerly
gale carried great clouds of rain over us. If one is to believe
the sentiments of the popular press, It must be a near
imposibility to sail around Cape Horn in calm conditions. In
this sense, at least, our prayers were answered and we were not
disappointed. By midnight it was Friday the 13th February
and we were ahull in incredible conditions. We had hoped to
spend a sheltered evening in one of the bays on the east of the
Wollaston Islands.
Back on board the conditions were exciting. As we moved
away from the Islas Hornos we lost the protection of the land
and the wind and seas were spectacular. For the next 8 hours
the true wind strength did not fall below 50 knots and there
were several occasions for cheers when it hit the 80 knot
mark. We had three or four feet of headsail unfurled and War
Baby lay rather vunerarbly, across the seas, but she is a solid
ship and although some seas washed over her she caused us no
anxiety. These southern ocean waves provided an exciting
spectacle. Then the moon broke through some fast-moving
black clouds and turned the spray, which was whipped off the
waves, into silver. Warren was anxious about the hull angle
and started the engine to hold her bow more to windward. It
was still Friday the 13th and the temperature alarm sounded so
that the engine had to be switched off. By 05.00 there were
signs that the wind was moderating and the Brooks and
Gatehouse wind indicator gave us 45 to 50 knots comparative
tranquility compared with the howling winds of the night. We
had been pushed well to the south but by 10.00 we were
sailing again, beating towards Passo Richmond. Islas Neuva,
Picton and Lennox were in view. We had, after all, met a
hurricane off Cape Horn and later we were to learn that the
wind had caused considerable damage in Ushaia and in Punta
Arenas. We tacked up the Richmond Channel towards the
entrance to the Beagle Channel and tied up at the small pier at
Puerto Torro at 15.05. Molly was soon ashore and came back
with Beagle Channel crab claws. Dinner that evening was
triumph.
We had time for a good walk ashore. We were at the
entrance to the Beagle Channel and Erling and I set off across
the hills through the scrub and trees. It was soft going under
foot on Navarino Island and no sooner had we climbed one
hill when we had forced to lose height again in order to make
further progress. We sat down beside a flesh water lake.
The Beagle had passed this way in 1832 with Darwin
aboard. Captain Fitzroy’s Fuegians, York Minister, Jemmy
Button and Fuegia Basket were returned to Navarino Island
after a year’s "civilising" in England. Fitzroy believed that the
Fuegians would learn from the Indians who he had tamed.
They went ashore and the crew planted vegetables and
delivered linen, china teacups and chamber pots for the
London Missionary Society. Darwin was sceptical.
It was marvellous how the Fuegian Indians could stand the
cold. Apart from a short mantel over their shoulders they
were naked. With sleet and snow on their skin they sweated as
they sat around campfires while the crew of the Beagle
shivered. The Fuegians cultivated nothing but lived off fish
and wild birds. Fitzroy’s experiment was soon proved to be a
failure. The goods from the London Missionary Society were
scattered and the vegetable garden trampled upon. York
Minister and Fuegia Basket turned into wild Fuegians within
a matter of ten days. Jemmy Button was ostracised and
Fitzroy was bewlidered. Darwin noted that harm rather than
good had been done to Fitzroy’s tamed Indians in England. He
believed that the Fuegians could only survive if left alone to
work out their own ways in their own enviromenL
Interference would inevitably mean death.
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It was easy to see how right Darwin has been as we sat by
the lakeside on Navarino. No Indians came by to say
"Yammerschooner ? Yammerschooner ?".... the Fuegian
way of asking white men to give them goods. There was just
a profusion of forest, wild birds and fresh water fish but the
pleasure of beholding them was infinite. We could see how
the Indians live without interruption with so much fire wood
and food about. It is easy to romanticize and to mourn the
dead nations but many of the Fuegian ways would not have
been to our liking. A Beagle crewman named Bynoe had
witnessed a shocking act in 1832 on Navarino Island. A
Fuegian child had dropped a basket of seagull eggs and the
wretched child’s father, in a fit of rage, had dashed him against
the stone, again and again until battered and bleeding, he was
abandoned to die.
We moved away fron the Lake shore and walked up a
hillside covered with old, rotting trees before descending again
to the seashore. Stuart and Philip had taken War Baby’s
dinghy down along the coast to meet us. They worked their
way through the kelp with the paddles as we sat on the stony
beach. I had read of the naked Yaghan women swimming in
winter to cut kelp with small babies beside them learning
how to swim. When the child became too cold he or she
would jump on the mother’s back and howl until the mother
went ashore again. Less than 50 years ago we might have
seen the Alacaloff pass by. These were the canoe people and
because firelighting was a difficult skill, they carried their
fires with them in their dug-outs. If they stayed at sea for too
long, the smouldering ashes would burn a hole through the
hull and they would have to row ashore with great haste. Once
ashore the fire was immediately established.
Back aboard the dinghy we headed along the shore of
Navarino with Picton to the east. If the driving cold seas and
wind of Antarctica are not for you, a visit to the remote areas
of South America is something to put in your diary for the
next year. There is so much to learn there. There is so much
to see there.
It was quite simply impossible to go to bed and after the
feast of spider crabs on War Baby Erling and I decided to stay
up and see the end of this Friday the 13th February - a day of
unusual contrasts. We were comforted in our deliberations by
a bottle of Californian Brandy of dreadful quality, made by a
commumity of North American Christian Brothers. The
Brothers had, at times, made it rough for me in my youth and
they were to do so again on Saturday the 14th but this time,
it was entirely my own fault. Leaning against War Baby’s
push-pit as Friday turned into Saturday, we could hear the tide
rushing westwards with impatience through the Beagle
Channel. There was a faint smell of a timber fire and the
moon danced on the waters. The trees came right down to the
waters edge. A dog bark or the occasional flapping of wings
of a startled bird punctuated the night air. At 3 o’clock a party
started on a fishing boat beside us. The music of that night
was an old Bony M tape which, to our minds, illustrated a
delightful lack of pace in southern Chile.
On Saturday we sailed up the Beagle Channel. Conditions
were perfect with strong gusting winds and a flat sea. The
channel was alive with sea birds and apart from many speices
which are common to the northern hemisphere, we were
entertained by the antics of the steamer ducks. The steamer
duck is a flightless duck but when disturbed it puts so much
energy in to trying to take off from the water that it looks as
if it thinks it must be able to fly. We kept to the Chilean side
of the Channel, ever-mindful that, for the moment, there is no
peace between Britain and Argentina. An Argentinian naval
vessel steamed close along the shores of Tierra del Fuego to reenforce the point.
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We tied up at Puerto Williams at 13.30. It was the end of
a voyage of 2,465 miles for Warren, Newbold and myself. We
did some further explorations in Navarino and drove to
Laiwaia at the west end of the Island, close-to Walaiai where
Fitzroy had landed, Jemmy Button and the others. We climbed
a hill from which we could see the Murray Narrows and,
across the Beagle Channel, the thriving town of Ushuaia.
There was a cheerfully round Chilean soldier on top of the hill
in a small look-out shack. A powerful pair of mounted
binoculars stood in front of the shack. Chile is watching
Argentina, but to relieve the boredom of this uneventual
watch, the soldier and his wife and three young children came
with him for company.
We saw beavers and beaver dams. These animals have only
recently been introduced to the area but it is incredible to see
the damage which they have caused. The beaver dams are
marvellously intricate and small streams have, in places, been
turned into small lakes. The beavers, on Navarino, are out of
hand and, they are literally eating their way through the trees
there. It is incredible to see the spiked butt of a tree that has
been chopped by a beaver. It would be interesting to know,
how once the tree is felled, these little animals move the
trunk to the site of their beaver dam. On the shores of the
Beagle Channel, is a large Yaghan indian graveyard. Our guide
told us that the last Yaghan indian was buried there. She was
a lady who died in 1969. Although many of the South
Americans are fairly certain that there are no survivors of the
Fuegan indians you will still come across the enthusiastic
German in search of "the very last Fuegan indian".
We returned to a two day party at the Hotel Walla in
Puerto Williams generously hosted by Warren. The
Management of the World’s most southern hotel testified, two
days later, that they had never witnessed such a party.
As we flew home, Peter and the others set off for Valdivia
on the west coast where War Baby was to winter in
preparation for further adventures next summer.
I went to Antarctica and to the South America in the hopes
of making it a "once and for all " visit to south polar regions.
Now that I have returned home again, I have to admit that the
disease is worse that ever.

Atlantic honeymoon on Ricjak
James Cahill

Ricjak is a steel cutter of 42ft. in length of chine
constructions with twin fin keel, skeg and rudder. Her
unlaiden displacement is 12.75 tons with a ballast ratio of
40%. In 1976, while still a student I attended an ANCO
welding course for 6 months. Shortly before qualifying I
borrowed £500.00 which with £50.00 of my own purchased
55 plates of steel for sale at an engineering works. I
commenced building in the Easter of 1979 in a field by an old
coastguard station, where I now live, outside Westport, Co.
Mayo.
The hull was completed by the following spring. Fitting
out Ricjak absorbed all my weekends and money for the next
two years. During ’83 and ’84 I continued to improve the boat
equipment.
1985 was a race against time. I had originally planned to
sail the Atlantic alone but ended up with a crew of women.
Katherine and I planned to marry and two of her sisters asked
if they might come along. To get some training, Cannel went
on to Spain on Asgard’s first leg of her trans-Atlantic cruise.
Everyone gave up their jobs. The weather in 1985 was
terrible and I kept everyone working as hard as possible while
waiting for an improvement. This came for ten days at the
start of October and so we set sail form Clew Bay to the Aran
Islands with two additional crew, Joe Gibbons of Inishlyre,
Westport and Tadgh O" Driscoll of Castlebar.
I felt really worn out by the time we were ready to leave in

Ricjak at an early stage of construction
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mid October. Two extra crew came on board to help sail the
boat to the Aran Islands and Valentia.
We departed Valentia from at 1800 on Monday, October
21,1985. the barometer was at 1,081Mb., and rising slowly.
The winds were F. 3-4 and tending to back towards the east
and later the north east. The Atoms self steering gear which I
purchased form a member of the Irish Cruising Club worked

very well. Joe Gibbons left us at Valentia and we said
goodbye to our friends. For the first time ever I used the
V.H.F. and phoned some friends and relatives through
Valentia on that first night at sea. I had installed a Satnav,
which had broken down the day of our departure. Walker’s told
me that they would make arrangements for it to be repaired in
Lisbon.
We had plenty of books on navigation onboard but not the
ability to use the sextant. The following morning we set up
classes and before we were across the Bay of Biscay, we were
able to fix our position.
LISBON
Six days later on Sunday evening, October 27th, our
compass remained on 170°, we were within V.H.F. distance
of Cape Finisterre. The weather became very nasty as we were
about to experience our first gale at sea. After a night of north
east and east winds and our confidence just a little shaken, we
were slow to get our storm jib up the following morning to
continue our progress southwards. There was a very high sea
developing and we surfed down the slopes of large breaking
waves for most of Monday. By the time we were west of
Oporto, the wind disapperared and we had to motor virtually
all the way to the mouth of Tagus and Lisbon. We had taken
nine days from Valentia.
We were in shorts and suntans by now and hellbelt on
enjoying the sunshine and warm summer weather of a more
southerly climate. After nearly four weeks in Lisbon we were
getting well used to the life on board. It was lovely to be in
harbour and listen to the stories of terrible weather and bad
conditions experienced by Swans and larger boats which had
come down from the English Channel.
I travelled to the Rock of Gibralter to collect a replacement
Satnav which had been flown out. They were unable to carry
out the repairs on the original unit in Lisbon.
On the 3rd of December, we departed in a morning haze for
Madeira. We estimated that it would take us six days. The
Atlantic was still determined to resist our progress and after
15 hours out, we experienced a short-lived south westerly
gale. I was sea sick for a while but well looked after. For two
days after the gale ,we had torrential rain followed by long
periods of calm. With our solid fuel stove to keep the boat
dry and cosy, we ate well, slept well and had good wine,
played cards and listened to music. At daybreak on the 7th
morning we saw Madeira lying ahead, well above the horizon.
As usual we ran in to the calm area around the Island and had
to motor in until 22.00 hours when we entered Funchal
Harbour. We entered the harbour using the guide which
Winkie Nixon had given to me.
MADEIRA.
Funchal harbour in Madeira has a beautiful new marina and
it is an excellent but rather expensive facility for small boats.
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It is not practical to anchor out in the main harbour as the
depth increases at such a rapid rate. One’s anchor could very
quickly drag off the narrow shelf close to the shore.
We tied up to the Simpson Echo, Simrad, a Norwegian
demonstration vessel which was moored at the end of the
inner harbour wail. By accident this postion left us free of a
cockroach infestation, which was the scourge of the other
yachts in the harbour. We were also in luck when the
skipper, John kindly offered us the tull facilities of his
ship which meant lots of showers everyday. We also
enjoyed some wonderful parties aboard.
The facilities of the marina were excellent in every
respect and we had a very enjoyable two week stay on the
Island. The next Port of call was Gran Canaria Here we
enjoyed Christmas with a number of friends we had met
from the other boats we had met along the way and then to
Tenerife for the New Year and La Palma for part of January.
CANARY ISLANDS
La Palma is the most westerly island of the Canaries and
is often recommended as a departure point for the Atlantic
crossing. It is a beautiful island and very high with
spectacular scenery here. Visiting cruise ships tie up for
about 15 hours before departing again. We were very glad
that we purchased our main provisions in a fine supermarket
at Las Palmas in Gran Canaria. We took on water, fruit and
other perishable goods here before leaving for the West
Indies after nearly four weeks in the Canaries. We waited for
two high pressure areas to develop, one over the Azores and
another over North Africa. A ship’s captain had explained
that when this occurs, a north- easterly wind develops,
which allows one to sail with ease southwards towards Cape
Verde Islands. One of the big problems anchoring in La
Palma is that the authorities confine the yachts behind
certain lines- this made the anchorage area very crowded and
dangerous if bad weather were to arrive.
ATLANTIC CROSSING
It was time to go so we set sail in serene conditions
under a full moon that first night sailing between 4 to 7
knots quickly leaving La Palma astern. We saw the lights
of Gomerato Port and the lights of Hiero ahead, at 19.00
hours on Tuesday the 14th January. We had arranged to call
Mack the knife 3 at 2200 on the V.H.F. He had left some
hours ahead of us. When we met the German skipper,
Frank, in the Caribbean some months later, it transpired
that he had gone to the west of Hierro while we had
remained east of it, this explained our failure to make
contact.
The next day we set up our spinnaker poles set up on
each side of the mast. They remained there until we reached
Barbados. The wooden one broke under the pressure of the
wind but it was quickly glued, reinforced and set working
again. We furled the mainsail and it remained under its cover
for the whole 2,700 miles.While the seas were quite often
large, water never seemed to land on the deck. We had of
course to watch out for the odd slap against the stern quarter
which could so easily wet a person sitting in the cockpit.
The Atoms self steering gear would not work in these
conditions and the three girls between them steered almost
the whole way to Barbados. When attempting to see if the
Atoms would work, I had discovered that a small stainless
steel nuckle had broken. It once again taught me the lesson
that one can not examine everthing too closely before
departing. Our watch arrangement throughout the cruise was
generally two hours on and four hours off for each of the
three girls,while I was on call at all times.
Life on board in general became really luxurious.
Sunbathing, homecooking, wine and music. In hindsight
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the whole crew agrees that on such a passage it is well
worth the effort to steer. This period provides structure to
the day and imposes a certain self discipline which would
otherwise not exist. We note from the log that on day four
we travelled a 170 nanticals miles in 24 hours.
I noticed that on each night the wind backed further to
the north, this meant that in order to sail with the large and
small genoas boomed out we had to steer a little further
south. This eventually resulted in our position being about
80 miles south of the latitude on which Barbados lies. By
following the Admiralty recommendations that one sails
southwest to within 120 miles north of the Cape Verde
before turning west. We found ourselves on the perfect
course for Trinidad. Had we turned 300 miles north of the
Cape Verde, our sailing would have been somewhat easier.
However for those boats who did not keep a more northerly
course, some ran into a gale in which they were blinded by
a red sand storm from the Sahara. Their lovely white glass
fibre decks, sails and equipment were tarnished by this fine
red brick dust. We also experienced some of this dust and
particularly noticed it each morning for about four days on
the windward side of our ropes and very noticeable in the
stitching of our sails. We were subsequently told that on
occasions this red dust arrives in Bamados having been
carried in the wind directly form Morocco.
On dark nights without the aid of a bright moon, we
found the steering to be quite difficult, particularly from
01.00 to 05.00 hours. On the 10th day as the winds eased,
we set the cruising chute for the first time and we carried it
for over 24 hours. We erected an awning over the cockpit
that day as it was getting too hot for comfort under the
midday sun. For ease with navigation and through sheer
l~iness we left our clocks at G.M.T. for almost the entire
crossing. Towards the end of the course we were getting up
very late for breakfast!
At the beginning of the second half of the cruise, we all
became very anxious to have a swim in the mid ocean. It
was quite a big operation removing the sails and getting the
boat to lie ahull and get everything set up to enable us to
get over the other side two at a time securely tied to the
boat at the end of a rope. While the seas appeared to be so
lovely sailing down them at 7 knots, it was quite a different
matter when the boat was almost roiling her gunwhales in
to the water and making forward movement of about three
quarters of an knot. People were soon having second
thoughts about getting into the water. However, having
gone to so much trouble, we each had to go for a quick dip.
I had planned to swim under the boat and examine the
bottom for any sign of growth or little fish that might have
decided to swim alongside. However, I was afraid to
approach the boat so closely due to the speed at which it
was moving and its violent motion in the water. We were
quite content to swim along with flippers at the end of the
rope for a short while before getting back on board again.
As an experience the exercise in swimming in the middle of
the ocean was worth while. However, we were well and
truly tired after the whole operation was complete. We had a
half hour nap and a bite to eat before hoisting our sails once
more. Somehow the whole afternoon was gone before we
were sailing again.
The wear on the piston clips, I noticed was extreme,
some had to be replaced before we arrived at our destination.
We had followed Eric Hissocks suggestion of placing a
shackle on both the lower and upper piston clips of the
genoas.When we arrived in Barbados, one of the first things
I did was to buy up the whole stock of three dozen stainless
steel twisted shackles, particularly for the masthead forestay.
This reduced wear on the bronze piston clips virtually to
zero. I did carry a twin mast head forestay which I erected in

Tenerife shortly before our departure. I found this to be a
nuisance and removed it later on.
The first flying fish landed on the deck on the morning of
the 13th day at sea. We didn’t come across as many as these
fish as we expected to. They were about the size as mackerel
and tasted just as nice. They became a large part of our diet
while in the Caribbean. Speaking of diet, I noticed from the
log that water we took on board in every harbour since our
departure developed a bad taste after a while. The water in La
Palma was to date an exception.
Carmel’s birthday was on the 28th January, we had
pancakes for breakfast, prepared by the skipper, birthday cake
in the afternoon, and a beautiful dinner that evening. The wind
strength stayed constant at about F. 5. By the 16th day we
were carrying out some minor repairs to the sails.
At 21.00 on Sunday the 2nd of February our spinnaker
halyard broke after a very hot day. Later on that evening the
wind dropped and the next day I climbed the mast to replace
the halyard. It was of very little use to us however, as the
periods of calm developing increased in length. During
Monday we recorded the temperature as 86°F. We were now
getting anxious to reach our destination. Two days earlier I
noticed that the equatorial current travelling in a NW
direction had tended to improve our sailing speed and drifting
further to the south under the influence of the trades which
tended to back to the north each night. With the effect of the
current now gone and the winds gone, we carried on at an
average of three knots for the whole of Tuesday and most of
Wednesday. That evening at 18.45 G.M.T. Barbados was
sighted straight ahead. Our anchorage was seven or eight
miles away and our speed was half a knot.
BARBADOS.
At 20.15 we were 22 full days at sea. We had traveled
about 250 miles in the last three days and we were delighted
to lay our anchor opposite a beautiful white beach on the
north side of Bridgetown, the capital of Barbados. We were
entertained the whole night by loud Caribbean music and
heard for the ftrst time the local popular songs like "Man
Shortage" and "Captain the Ship is Sinking". In the morning
we spotted our friends George and Candace Revilla, two
Americans who had crossed on their boat Vectus Dove, they
had left two weeks ahead of us. The sense of enjoyment on
waking up the next morning in a Caribbean Island after
making our first ocean crossing is hard to describe. It was just
so pleasant as we one by one jumped over the side for an early
morning swim before the heat of the day.
ATLANTIC, WEST-EAST
The next part of the article is devoted to the homeward
Katherine, Jarleth & Fionnuala on board in Boston
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The crew on the Ogeechee River, near Savanah, Georgia Photo: J. Gibbons

bound journey from Boston to the Azores and then to
Ireland in October and November, 1986.
It was a very different cruise from that of the outbound
journey in that our expectations were that things would get
worse rather than better as in the Spring.
Our crew for the return voyage were;- James Cunanne,
Katherine Cahill, Fionnuala Killalea, and Jarlath Cunnane.
Jarlath flew out to Boston to join us on the return
voyage. Carmel the fifth member of the crew planned to fly
out from Florida to the Azores where she later joined us.
Reggie Lee, a well known Irish Cruising Club member had
given Jarlath an introduction to his friend Arthur Snyder.
Arthur has a 44 foot, 27 ton schooner on which he visited
Dublin on his trans-Atlantic crossing. We contacted Arthur
who insisted on bringing us to a late morning breakfast in
the Mariot Hotel on the morning of the 30th September. He
was a most charming host, telling us about his sailing
experiences and his plans for future cruises on board his ten
year old wooden schooner. By early afternoon, we were
waving farewell and as we were weighing anchor, I took out
the chart which I purchased from the Armchair Sailor
International Incorporated sometime earlier and following
the instructions and motored up the river to another marina
where we were told we could buy diesel. The half ton of
shingles which we purchased for Jarlath’s new house on the
Island of Collanmore in Clew Bay were all lashed down on
the deck. Our stores were all packed away, our water tanks
full, our sails ready and the crew in good spirits and we
looked forward to getting into the breeze as the temperature
that day in Boston was 88°F and so we were hauling up our
sails as we passed all the yachts, marinas and waterfront
houses to starboard and later O’Hare Airport to port. By
18.00 on the 28 September, at 1986 our course was 120°
speed 6 knots, log reading 24 and wind S.W.F. 2/3. Boston
was lost in the haze and the evening was getting cooler as
the sun dropped. The waves were about 6 to 8 feet, I had
already slept for an hour, Jarlath was now sleeping and
Fionnuala prepared the dinner. Over the next few hours the
sea settled down. There was lightening in the distance and at
2230 Cape Cod light appeared to starboard. The self
steering was working perfectly as another ship passed ahead
of us and we expected that Cape Cod would be lost in the
morning. The moon was in its last quarter in a northerly
location. On Wednesday morning the 1st October, 1986 at
03.00 we crossed the 100 fathom line and as the wind
increased we dropped the genoa and replaced it with a staysail. Dawn occured at 06.00 and the course continued at
130° at 6.5 knots, our distance was now 97.7 miles. The
day continued without much interruption and at 17.00 we
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had a beautiful dinner of roast beef, potatoes, cauliflower,
carrots and other vegetables followed off by homemade apple
tart, custard, biscuits, wine and coffee. As night time fell the
sky was filled with stars. ( We were in the middle of the
fishing ground now as we passed five trawlers).
On Thursday the 2nd of October the sky had cleared and we
used the engine to get through a calm patch. Sunrise was at

.....
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06.28, log reading 212 miles. Later in the morning we
passed very close to large red buoys and nets drifting at sea
unattended. We wondered what would have happened if we had
run into them during the night. It was a dreary day with
variable winds.
Friday the 3rd of October arrived with continuing N.E.
winds 3 to 4. Cocoa was served in the early hours of the
morning. As Fionnuala was awoken for her two hour watch,
the skies began to cloud over again. The N.E. breeze
continued until midday. It became calm during that evening
and air temperature dropped sharply as the water temperature
rose to 16°.
A black sea bird landed on the deck and was unable to fly.
The bird remained with us living in a bucket for three storms
an 1000 miles. Jarlath said that the bird was on welfare, fed
up with flying for a living. Eventually the bird took off.
Friday was frustrating and so we all went to bed to wait for
wind. In the early hours of Saturday the 4rth October, Jarlath
awoke with the distant sound of a trawler engine and a nice
fresh brezze, F.3 from the S.E. By 03.00 we were under full
sail at 5.8 knots and a course of 105°. During the day the
wind backed to the S.S.E., the sky was black outside as
dolphins came to play around the boat for a period and bring
back a bit of life before the wind increased from the south. We
were 453 miles out and travelling at 6.2 knots with one reef
on the mainsail and a substantial sea was building. The
pressure was at 1006mb when at 14.30 a large wave broke on
the side of the boat, just as Jarlath was getting into bed. He
was sent crashing across the boat on to the floor and was
dazed for a while. Jarlath soldiered on suffering fron bruised
ribs and severe pain. He was restless, nervous and shocked.
Some days later his view was that he had probabely cracked
three ribs. He had gone through the same experience some
years earlier.
By midnight on Sunday we were carrying on with just a
storm jib only in a gale.
By midday Monday the 6th of October, we were setting
the stay-sail and the storm-jib on the bowsprit. The boat was
nicely balanced with two reefs in the main and the self
steering worked well. At 19.00 we spoke to the skipper of a
ship named Zim New York on the V.H.F. later on that night
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the pressure began to drop once more: The second reef which
was shaken out during the day was again tied in and the
staysail taken off. By 22.00 the wind was rising rapidly, the
main was quickly removed a heavy thunder storm broke out.
The steering gear worked well as the boat sailed under storm
jib alone between 5 and 7 knots. By midnight on Monday
even the storm jib was reefed, the sea had become very steep
and dangerous but the jib helped to keep the boat from
broaching. Four tyres forming a sea anchor were set on a warp
over the stern of the boat to settle it down for the rest of the
night. Some waves broke in to the cockpit , but we were
quite snug below where we ate a late night supper and hoped
fort a few hours rest.
I had tied the wheel amidships but I was not at ease about
the pressure being exerted on the steering box. The boat
would be picked up by a huge sea, would run down the side of
a wave and tend to broach until the rope from the sea anchor
checked her movement. With the short twin keels, the waves
caused the boat to lurch. From within the boat I could see that
the seas were exerting terrible pressure on the rudder which
was tied amidships as the boat plunged down each wave and
tended to broach. In the early hours of Tuesday morning on
the 7th of October, the steering box failed but fortunately we
carried a spare. This was our third gale. The halyards beat
violently against the mast. I went below again to sleep at
22.00. Below I must say was very cosy and quiet while the
wind whistled outside.
At 06.30 I arose to look at the huge seas outside. We were
moving at about 1.5 and 2.1 knots with the sea anchor. At
07.15 three waves broke over the boat. I could sense a change
in the pattern. This pattern of the seas with the storm
building up to a climax, reaching maturity and subsiding into
old age is described very well by Motessier in his book "The
long way".His diagrams an observations fitted very well into
our experience.
It was midday before we took in the sea anchor and set the
storm jib once more. The barometer rose rapidly through
Tuesday and Wednesday. I was very tired on the early hours
of Wednesday morning and slept like a proverbial log while
the boat sailed in high seas at an average of 6 knots. By 19.00
on Wednesday evening it was flat calm once more. Our log
read 914 miles out from Boston. After a hearty meal we
decided to close up shop and remove our sails and go to bed
for a few hours. Thursday the 9th October started as a
beautiful morning, we set the ship’s clock by bringing it
forward two hours. We had travelled 80 miles. At 18.00
while travelling over 7 knots the barometer began to drop
when a heavy squall developed. The wind went from southwest to the south once more. We were logging 1000 miles at
dark and 11 full days out - poor progress due to storms and

calms. We dealt with conditions as usual, taking in one reef at
a time, reducing headsails and averaged just over 6 knots. We
removed the headsail on Friday evening shortly after dark as
our speed increased to over 7.5 knots, the seas were too big
and the night threatened. Our Satnav poaltion told us that we
were 200 miles closer to our destination than we had been 27
hours earlier. We had now 830 nautical miles to reach Flores,
the most westerly island of the Azores group.
We lay under sea anchor from 22.00 on Friday night until
05.00 in Sunday morning our fourth gale lasting 30 hours.
Our speed under sea anchor averaged one knot.
Faial is an island in the cental group of the Azores, where
we eventually picked up Carmel, the fifth member of the
crew.We used the engine in the Sunday calm and dried all our
clothes as the boat motored over the big swells. Monday the
13th October was the American Thankgiving day. The wind
was blowing S.S.E.F.2. Our course was E. at 6.3 knots with
the main, genoa and staysail set.
At 16.00 we spotted a large plastic buoy floating on the
water and we decided to try to take it on beard. We wasted
over half an hour trying to do this difficult task. However it
did serve as a demonstration of the problems of getting a
person in the water back on board.
THE AZORES
The baromter was rising slowly, steadily once more as we
approached Flores with high expectations. Saturday, the 18th
October - eighteen days out, we had a hundred and seventy
miles to go and we began to spot finback whales. They were
too far away to take a photograph. It was nearly calm. The
crew were suddenly in great form, we were back to eating
hearty meals and Jarlath kept everybody entertained with
Dublin building site jokes. I even wrote a Dunns Ditty for the
I.C.C. It was too late to have it printed by the time we
returned to Ireland. On Sunday night, we were an estimated 64
miles off as a beautiful moon rose in the east, there was not a
cloud in the sky, we sailed along at five and a half knots with
a fresh southerly wind. By midnight we had almost logged
2000 miles. We could feel the effect of the strong south
flowing current as we approached the island. It was certainly
nice to have the Satnav as we approached the the back of the
island this dark night. At 06.00 we noticed a ship anchored
under the main village on Flores. We were given instructions
by a local tender Familia Agusto as to where we should
anchor. Our engine was behaving strangely and investigation
revealed that the injector pump had broken down. We were
exactly twenty and three quarter days at sea, during this time
we had used fifety gallons of diesel. At 10.40 1 went ashore to
make enquiries as to where we might find a place to tie up the
boat.
Flores had no natural harbour whatever, the main landing
stage on the island is just a concrete platform covering the
rocks, there is a constant swell. The islanders launch their
boats each morning and take them in each evening. A local
man subsequently came on board with us and we motored in
to an old whaling station. The little bay is simply a cut in the
cliffs. There are plenty of rings attached to the cliff-face on all
sides. We laid one anchor and the local man helped us to lay
the other. Three ropes to the cliffs on one side and the jetty on
the other. High above us at the top of a steep hill was the
building which until recently housed the equipment for
processing the whales and drawing the oil from the blubber.
Shortly afterwards we took a quiet visit to the church. We
were glad to be on "Terra Firma". On Tuesday we toured
Flores in an open van, the scenery was spectacular.
On Wednesday morning at 01.00 we set sail with two
reefs, staysall and jib. The weather was well broken. We had a
spectacular sail for Faial one hundred and forty miles away.

The wind was south-east and we sailed close-hauled all the
way. We sailed at seven knots most of the time and the sky
was clouding up in the direction of the islands. Falal became
clearly visible at 03.45. The wind dropped a little as we
approached so we took out one of the two reefs. Passing the
southern headland of Faial turned out to be quite difficult. We
used the genoa to give us extra drive and I must say that we
had very little sea room as we passed the headland. We were
tied up in the new marina at 08.30. It was an exciting twenty
hour sail as we averaged 6.6 knots.
Carmel, the fifth member of the crew was expecting us.
She came to the boat shortly after we all had breakfast
together. Later on in the morning we cleared the customs and
we paid them a fee of £2.50. Carmel had been waiting for us
about one week and was able to introduce us to the town of
Horta and showed us the famous Peter’s Cafe and other sites
of interest in the town. It is unfortunate that we were not able
to stay very long to enjoy the life on this very beautiful
island. I tended to be occupied with getting the boat ready for
the final leg of our cruise, the 1,250 mile journey to
Westport.
We made immediate enquiries to try and obtain a new seal
for the injector pump but did not have any success in this
matter. I had spares for almost everything on the boat.
Murphys law applied once more. Nevertheless, we had some
very enjoyable days there. We stocked up the boat with wine,
we visited other boats in the marina, painted our emblem on
the wall and enjoyed the soft life for a few days more.
A boat in the marina had just returned having failed to
reach Ireland. It was a forty one foot wooden vessel built in
Britain and sailed by two Americans. Two hundred and Fifty
miles south of Cork, she had nearly foundered in heavy seas
while lying ahull. Huge seas had carried away the cockpit
coaming and companionway entrance on beth sides and
damaged many structural parts. The skipper said that he was
lucky to get the engine started as the water down below was
up to his knees. The sight of his boat was certainly a
sobering thought and I was determined there and then to close
off our companionway as the entrance door is a little on the
large size.
The marina in Faial is very well equipped with shower
facilities, automatic phones and excellent laundry facilities.
There is a constant police presence. It is well lit up at night
and there are 220 volt power terminals and water valves at
regular intervals - all the facilities for yachtsmen. No charge
is levied for the first three months at the marina. One pays for
laundry and shower facilities as they are used. While in Horta
we met a Dutch man with a great long beard named Johan.
When he met us he said "Conas ata tu ?" He had worked for a
while in Cork many years ago. He loved Ireland and hoped he
would be back sometime in the future. However, he said that
there was only one problem - drink had got to him and he was
finding it difficult to retain his crew on board his "Suncoast
48".
Pico, a spectacularly high island just to the S.E. of us
looked beautiful. It was perfectly clear with no clouds. We
were very anxious to climb it and during the next few days we
were sorry that we did not make the effort.
HOMEWARD PASSAGE
By Wednesday, 29th October, at noon we were ready to
sail. The first five days were almost flat calm and progress
was slow. Thursday was also a day of flat calms during which
the temperature rose to 77 ° F. We listened to R.T.E. for the
first time. We were 55 miles out of the harbour. We passed
Graciosa, the most northerly island of the Azores. The next
day, the 31st of October was Halloween. The high summit of
Pico, 7,600 feet., was still well visible. We slowly made our
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way north at around 2.4 knots.
On Wednesday , the wind picked up a little and on
Thursday morning, the wind and cloud level increased for the
first time. By 09.00 we were 605 miles out of Faial. The
pilot whales which we had seen on Wednesday were back once
more. Our average speed was about 80 miles a day. By 16.00,
Katherine was beginning to complain of the cold. We were
half way to Inishlyre Harbour and the boat sailed at over eight
knots on a few occasions before we removed the genoa. By
23.00 we had two reefs in the main sail and the staysail out.
The wind blew from the S.E. Knowing that we could not use
the engine we charged all our batteries and left it aside for
emergency use. Two days out I discovered that the power had
leaked almost entirely out of the three that were left in the
bank. The blocking diode in the alternator had ceased to carry
out its function. Of course we had our sextant and established
our fix as 45° 27’ N and 20° 1’ W on Thursday evening. At
02.00 on Friday morning we removed the mainsail and carded
on under the staysail at 5.5 knots. The temperature began to
drop as did the pressure. The forecast that Friday night was
F.10 to 12 in the sea area of Sole. We set the mainsail with
two reefs and we maintained our speed. By afternoon we
established a fix with the sextant. At 16.00 there was large
cloud and a specatcular rainbow. The water temperature was
13 o C. and pressure was 1009mb and air temperature was 60 o
F. The average pressure for this time of year for the location
which we were in is 1013mb. At 23.00 the N.W. wind began
to fall away, it was cold and we went to bed with the
expectation of southerly winds up to F.8 in accordance with
the forecast.
In the early hours of Saturday morning, 8th November we
were in our eleventh day at sea. In the pitch black night, the
phosphoresence in the water was spectacular. Dolphins put on
a magnificant display as if aware of the effect of their
movement in the water highlighted by the phosphoresence.
Our speed increased to 7.8 knots through Saturday moming
and afternoon, a large ship passed ahead of us. We were
unable to contact it on the V.H.F. and intended to retain the
reserve batterypower for use later on when making our
approach to the Irish coast. Before leaving the Azores I had
phoned Valentia and told them that our engine was not
working but when crossing the shipping lanes we would ask
the ship’s captain to report our position. We could not now
afford this luxury so we carried on, making up to 8.5 knots
on occasions on the l lth day. At 14.00 a big sea was
running, we stowed the mainsail and carried on with the
staysail at 6 knots. The temperature rose during the day to
about 63°F and the pressure dropped about 10mb., and by that
evening was 993mb. We were soon riding under the sea
anchor with bare poles. Our log was showing 907, the boat
behaved very comfortably and we were abke to have a
relatively good night" s sleep.
On Saturday at 24.00 the pressure dropped to its lowest at
989mb and then began to rise quickly for a few hours. By
08.00 on, Jarlath was steering and the sea was very long and
big. These seas were spectacular but did not do any damage as
we had our hatches sealed. Breaking seas carried away the
dodgers. A large ship passed ahead disappearing behind each
wave. We spent all of Sunday travelling at just under three
knots with the sea anchor laid but under a shorter rope than
we would have out when letting the boat look after herself.
At 16.00 1 noticed that the glass was dropping once more. I
opened the hatch slightly to let some fresh air in. In the
dropping temperatures we were tending to have a certain
amount of condensation build up inside. We had logged 970
miles, Fionnuala was steering and was frozen with the cold
outside while it was very warm and snug inside. Monday
morning, 10th November, with heavy lurches of the boat as
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the seas broke over her bows section. It was cold and
miserable outside. At 02.30, Katherine spotted a weather
plane overhead. We had been sailing for some hours now and I
had the first good sleep in quite a few nights. The pressure
remained for the day at about 993mb as we sailed at 6 knots
under staysail and double reefed main. We lit a fire in the
boat’s stove for the first time since our arrival in Lisbon over
a year earlier. As morning approached the wind dropped
steadily. By afternoon, it was calm, I noted that at 1700 on
Monday evening there was not enough power left in our bank
of batteries to even work the compass light.
We weree able to get a fix on the satnav for the first time
using the fresh battery. During the day the spinnaker halyard
broke. We had used it to haul up the yankee. I climbed the
mast and replaced it and a few hours later, it broke again. I did
not discover until some months later when I once again
climbed the mast that a piece of wire had come through the
binding which was wrapping the splice, and very quickly
worked its way through the rope. At 2230 the reconnaissance
plane was sighted once again. We wondered was it out
searching for us and we made communication with it by
switching our spreader light on and off. After continuing on,
what appeared to be a grid pattern flight course, the plane
eventully flew over us at a very low altitude shining its
landing lights on the water and across the boat. The plane
then flew off - we did not see her again. On Tuesday the
eleventh of November, our fourteenth day at sea, the wind
blew a F. 2 from the N.W. With 170 miles to go we lit the
fire once more. We had a calm spell and later on in the
morning the breeze picked up form the south as we continued
to sail northwards with a further gale forecast F.9 to 10. That
afternoon, Fionnuala cooked fresh bread and a cake. The
remaining damp clothes were dried around the fire and by
18.00 the air was clear and cold outside. The boat provided us
with a very snug and warm haven. I note in the log entry that
the cold weather had developed only three days earlier, i.e. a
few hundred miles to the south.
The winds began to rise once more as the evening
approached. The yankee was taken in and the stormsail was
hanked on the forestay again.
We had 130 miles to sail to Slyne Head and 160 to
Inishlyre Harbour. On Tuesday, llth of November, it was
dark as the Angelus rang on R.T.E. As we awaited the
forecast, it blew F.7 to 9. The wind was blowing from the
south with showers. We gybed the main once more as the
wind veered to the south-west. We held the staysail out with
the spinnaker pole while down below the fire was stoked up
with the last of our coal supplies. An hour later it was
becoming very difficult to steer, with three reefs in the main.
Shortly afterwards, we spotted two Spanish Ilawlers. One
crossed behind and the other passed very close across our bow.
They were not fishing. The sea was building, but not yet
breaking badly. At 02.00 the pressure had risen slightly. We
took down the main and carried on at 5.5 knots under the
storm jib only.
By midnight the barometer was dropping quickly. We
were on a broad reach. At 03.00 we passed two more trawlers.
At 05.30 the storm jib was removed as the jib sheet parted.
We carded on like this at speeds between 4 and 6 knots until
08.00 when we just missed the R.T.E. weather forecast. Our
position was 53° 12’ N. 11° 40’ W. and our log recorded 1,242
miles. I estimated that it was a further seventy miles to Clare
Island. After breakfast, we reset the storm jib. Later, a large
wave broke into the cockpit. By midday the pressure was
down to 991mb. I had reefed the storm jib and this made
steering somewhat easier. During the early hours of the
morning the wind had backed once more between the south
and south-east. Through Wednesday afternoon it certainly

blew F.9. We were simply unable to carry the normal 90
square foot storm jib which was bending the mast despite the
fact that I carded a temporary running backstay. During the
day, it was promised that the wind would ease and finer
weather would approach on Thursday, 13th November. I was
therefore determined to carry on at all possible speed in order
to get in with the expected improvement in the weather as we
would expect further deterioration in the long term. At 1730,
with 1,280 miles logged, moving at 5.3 knots, a large wave
crashed over the deck, I was on the deck at the time and for
and instant it covered nearly everything up to the level of our
knees. Katherine prepared the dinner of rice, fish, corn in a
delicious sauce, For the last couple of days, meals were
prepared and eaten before dark. I estimated that our positon
was about fffeteen miles S.W. of Inishark_ At 1830, the
satnav gave us our last fix. Then it was dead, as our last
battery ran out.
LANDFALL
The wind veered to the S.E. and decreased. Katherine
spotted Slyne Head light glowing on the horizon (viz.25m.).
Almost the perfect landfall. At 20.08 we were 8.5 miles west
of Inishark and sailing as close to the south-east wind as
possible under the storm jib. The shelter was only fifteen
miles away and the forecast was for the winds to ease off. At
24.00 Achill Beg light was spotted, the barometer continued
to drop and was now 976mb. The wind then blew with terrific
strength. Sometime after spotting Slyne Head, we removed
the storm jib and we decided to wait and carry on under the sea
anchor for the night. We lost sight of the Slyne Head
lighthouse. The Bills Rocks and Achill Head had been directly
to the north of us. We decided that the south-east wind would
tend to keep us well clear of the land. At 04.00, the drift had
increased to 1.8 knots as the barometer plummeted to 973mb.
The wind howled as the seas hit the boat with terrific
strength. At the side of the bunk I could feel the whole boat
twist as the waves continually tended to break over her
forward and to starboard. Outside, though dark, the sight was
spectacular as the phosphoresensce lit up the area surrounding
the boat. We all slept intermittently, at 0510, Katherine
checked outside to find a lighthouse high over our stem. We
were able to see red and white lights from it indicating that we
were passing into the red sctor. We could not understand this,
we appeared to be very close to the light, though the mist and
rain made it very difficult to identify anything. We could not
have gone into Achill Beg ( the entrance of Clew Bay ) so
quickly. This would have meant reaching all the way into the
entrance of the bay. This would be impossible under a sea
anchor.
Some hours earlier, I had folded up the chart for the
westcoast and taken out the Achill Head to Slyne Head chart. I
took out the chart further north from Achill Head to Eagle
Island and realised it had to be the Blackrock light. We were
on top of the Inishkees. But how could this be ?
It took us another day to find the answer. Discovering
where we were, we took in the sea anchor in order to ensure
that we would retain mobility. We were between Inishkee
South and Duvillaun More Rocks south-west of Blacksod.
Upwind we could see the huge mountain of Slieve More on
Achill. We were certainly apprehensive of what was in store.
By 06.30 we were well inside the red sector and spotted the
first of the Inishkees. We were trapped between them amd the
Mullet peninsula, the northern end of which stands Inishglora
and Duffer Rocks among other shallows.
We began to tack downwind without the sails in an
attempt to reduce the drift and hopefully remain in clear waters
until daylight.
A long reef, the Pluddany Rocks runs eastwards from the
Inishkees to within half a mile of the sandy beach on the west

side of Belmullet Peninsula. We could not identify our exact
location and we had no depth sounder. We could only zig-zag,
turning each time as we saw the beach on the one hand and
the rocky island on the other or felt that we were coming
close to the reef as the case may be. Everyone had their eyes
peeled and the tension was high (Belmullet Weather Station
confirmed that the wind was blowing F.12 at 05.00). From
0730 we could see the the sandy bottom the seas had subsided
and we were embayed and fearing that the wind would not ease
we prepared anchors, chains and ropes for a last ditch effort, to
keep off the rocks and islands at the northern end. The day
brightened momentarily at 07.40 and then became completely
dark as a heavy rain squall passed over. At 07.55, we listened
to the weather forecast and the Belmullet weather station, only
a few miles away from us, stated that the winds were blowing
35 gusting 47 knots. We had at most, a mile of sea room left.
The forecast was for the wind to reduce, but the question was,
when ?
At exactly 08.20, the wind dropped to F.6 or 7. We had
less than a mile of sea room left. Immediately the three reefed
main and the staysail were set. The main halyard had broken
during the night. The spinnaker had been broken a few days
earlier and the genoa halyard was also broken. The main was
hoisted with the topping lift. We were under way and once
more heading for home.
(Two weeks later I returned to the Erris peninsula to ask
some local people if they had seen a boat in the sea on the
moring of Thursday, 13th November. The alert of our safety
had been set in motion, though we did not know it. An old
man said that he had seen a boat that morning, "ag tornail"
{tacking in English}. He said that she was steady in the water
and did not take any furhter heed of her).
At 10.30, we were beating at 6.4 knots. At 12.00 we were
beating at 4 knots, the barometer had risen to 982mb, the
winds were still blowing from the south, Blackrock light
looked beautiful in the bright sunshine between the hail and
sleet showers. With reduced sail beating to windward was very
slow as the wind continued to reduce. A seam in the staysail
split as we were hit by another rain squall. The staysail was
immediately removed as three people began to put in
herringbone stitches with all the speed. We had hoped to
round Achill Head before dark. We did not succeed in rounding
it until 17.40 at dusk.
The current was running so strong that we simply did not
have the power to sail around. To let out the reefs meant that
that boat would be totally unbalanced. Yet we were unable to
raise any jib on the mast headstay. The headland looked black
and ominous as the regular showers of hail and sleet caused it
to virtually disappear at regular intervals. Over the next few
hours we were to have a terrible experience as the boat was in
too close to the cliffs where we became becalmed. In an eddy
we tried to beat out of, we found on one hand we were being
carried towards the rocks on the very tip of the headland to the
north. When we beat the other way, we were steering by and
into the cliffs. It was very cold and miserable and during the
next hour and a half while we wallowed around in the
backwash with our reefed main and or small headsail we had
two sleet showers, which strangely were not followed by
heavy gusts of wind.
I must say that I was very anxious at this point as we
could have entered Blacksod, during that day. We were, of
course determined to make our landing in Clew Bay. Now, we
were stuck at the back of these cliffs. A very heavy blast of
wind could easliy damage our rigging which was already
suffering from the consequences of bad weather in the
Atlantic. It was only with the change of the tide, that we
managed to work our way out of the eddy and the backwash of
Achill Head. Progress was very slow but at least we had the
tide with us for another six hours.
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Ricjak’s return to Rosmoney, Westport.

We were off Achill Beg lighthouse as we switched on the
radio. When listening to the last news broadcast of the day we
learned of the upturned yacht off County Donegal and the
search which was underway. Friday, 14th November came as
we ghosted into Clew Bay at under three knots towards the
Inishgort Lighthouse. At 01.30 I fell into a deep sleep until I
was awoken one and a half miles from the familiar
lighthouse. Katherine noted on the log how I was raving
about gutting and cooking fish as she woke me. At 04.30 the
tide was ebbing so we ran the boat ashore on the beach in
front of Tommy Gibbon’s house on Inishlyre.
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A party commenced immediately. I rang the boat’s bell to
waken them on the island. The lights switched on in the
house for a few seconds and then off again. After another
three or four minutes when I realised that he was not getting
up, I rang the bell again and used the megaphone to shout at
them. Thirty seconds later, Tommy Gibbons came out
running down the shore crying. He had heard the first bell, got
up and switched on the light, thought he was dreaming and
went back to bed again.When he tasted a drop of Caribbean
rum he knew that the news of our probable loss was in fact
only a dream.

Cruise North Of Ardnamurchan
Bernard Corbally

It is an absolutely wonderful feeling to be awakened, at about
09.00 by the sun shining on ones face through the open hatch
of a yacht at anchor. Furthermore, it is really luxurious to
remain lazily in one’s bunk contemplating a day of leisurely
sailing off the west coast of Scotland, weather forecast
predicting gentle winds and warm sunshine, no Odes to catch,
no deadlies to be met nor distant anchorages to be reached. It
was an enjoyable start to a most enjoyable holiday cruise.
There were five of us on board L’Exocet. Colin, my son,
had invited two school friends, James Gotto and Luke
Smallman. The fifth member of the crew was my friend and
colleague Henry Rice. We had arrived in Tobermory the
previous evening on the second leg of the Clyde Cruising
Club’s annual ’Tobermory Race’, in which we had
participated as members of an associated club.
Our panoramic view of the colourful Tobermory Bay, on
this Tuesday morning, was enhanced by the presence of
hundreds of yachts, almost motionless in the sunshine. There
was, however, one exception right next to us. A yacht had
fouled its anchor and was obviously in trouble. As I sat in the
cockpit munching a bowl of Alpen, my sympathetic
thoughts, about how we could be of assistance, were
interrupted by the arrival of a boat with a diver on board. I
already had a slightly uncomfortable feeling that we might
encounter a similar problem, and was cursing my negligence
in not having rigged a nipping line! Colin was not impressed
by my logic, when I roused him from his slumbers to help
me to move our boat closer to the town shore, while help was
conveniently at hand in case of need.
We found a spot, very close inshore, which was acceptable
with a rising tide. A shore party procured fresh milk and roils
to compliment our normally hearty breakfast. The ships
company then dispersed ashore for showers, stores, post-cards
etc., with the knowledge that we hoped to depart for Loch
Droma Na Buidhe at 14.00. The friendly beguiling
atmosphere of the Mishnish was held to be responsible for the
somewhat late return of part of the crew. Slightly behind
schedule, we topped up with fuel and water at the jetty, and
just about got clear as the approaching ferry made its presence
unmistakably known.
It was a delightful sail across the sound shining and a
gentle breeze on the beam. The Stirk Rocks were easily
spotted and everybody indulged in a bit of sunbathing.
’Belinda’ (Norlin 34) with the owners, our very good friend
Agnes and David Pretty and their son Ian on board, was
already anchored in Droma Na Buidhe when we arrived. We
joined them for ’a dram’ and planned a few days sailing in
company. Carol, a local entrepreneur in home baking, came
along side in her flat bottomed launch and took our orders for
homemade bread, pizza, quiche etc., which would be delivered
at 08.00 tomorrow.
Colin, James and Luke made up the second dinghy run

back to our yacht. One after the other they leapt aboard in no
time at all, and then, to their horror, watched the dinghy
depart for the shore. Somebody suggested the lead line, but it
was in a tangle. The idea of swimming for it required a bit
more debate. The concensus of opinion was that the first man
aboard is normally expect to secure the dinghy. Very
apprehensive about the thousands of wee jelly fish all around
the yacht, Luke bravely togged out for a swim. He was
incidentally, by far the strongest swimmer aboard. It was just
as he poised himself to dive over the side that we heard a loud
shout "WAIT". A neighbouring yacht had spotted our
predicament and kindly sent their son to retrieve our dinghy.
Henry produced his special stew for dinner which was
enthusiastically washed down with considerable relish by all
of us. James, an oboe player of no mean talent, played ’The
Sky Boat Song’ and other songs of the Hebrides to an
appreciative audience. It was a very contented bunch of sailors
that finally bedded down for the night.
Wednesday 22nd. July
Carol arrivel with our goodies at 08.30. We immediately
weighed anchor under sail, with destination Eigg for lunch.
We soon had to resort to engine power as the wind dropped to
zero. It was a lovely day with occasional patches of wind,
which provided some very pleasant periods of sailing. The
skipper caught a mackerel just south of Ardnamurchan Point,
which sparked off a very enthusiastic fishing session, but
with no further success.
At 14.24 we picked up a fishing boat mooring opposite the
pier at Eigg. Lunch included a delicious morsel of mackerel
followed by Carol’s quiche and pizza. The crew rowed ashore
where they managed to purchase dry batteries as well as some
fresh milk.
We dropped the mooring at 16.18 and motored most of the
way to Canna (23M). the wind was negligble and visibility
moderate. We made a slight diversion "en route" to try and
catch a glimpse of Kinlock Castle. However, we could only
identify a vague outline against the light. We arrived at
Canna at 21.15, and anchored at the second attempt. We gave
the anchor a good tug astern to ensure a firm grip. Belinda had
arrived ahead of us. We invited them to join us for a noggin
after dinner.
When the problem of our portable radio came up in
discussion, David demonstrated the remarkable improvement
in reception that could be obtained by holding it asgainst the
backstay.
A slight bump at about 04.00 woke the skipper. We had
dragged our anchor and were falling back towards the rocks at
the base of the cliff. Within seconds we had the motor on and
Henry and James were struggling to get the kelp-loaded anchor
on board. The wind had blown up considerably and, since
nobody had time to put on any clothes, it was a pretty chilly
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operation. Luke appeared a few moments later, fully dressed,
he thought that he had had a normal 09.30 morning call. The
other member of the crew turned over and went back to sleep.
He remembered nothing the next morning! We changed our
anchor from Bruce to fisherman with 4.5 fathoms of very
heavy chain and re-anchored much further up the bay.
Thursday 23rd July
We arose quite early to explore Sanday Island and the
derelict Catholic Church. It was a fine building but it had
been rather tragically vandalised. We also visited the "wee
Free" Church of Scotland on the main island which was in
excellent repair, and obviously in current use. It was 11.25
when we departed under sail for Castlebay, Barra. As we
drifted leisurely past the cliffs on the east end of Canna we
enjoyed the rather late breakfast which Henry had prepared for
us while we were ashore. At about 14.00, patchy sunshine
gave way to heavy mist and moderate to poor visibility with
no wind. We motored for 3.5 hours, leaving Colin in charge
of the autohelm while the rest of us caught up on a bit of
sleep. At 17.30 the wind had picked up and was blowing
about F.4 from the N.W. We cut the engine and called
Belinda on the VHF to enquire about the location of the Bo
Vich Chuan Bouy, and the course from there to the red can
reffered to in the CCC manual. Our charts did not cover the
south of Barra, and since visibility was down to less than a
mile, we would not have been able to approach Castlebay
without their assitance. Our first sight of Curachon, through a
momentary break in the fog, confirmed our position. We
started our motor, found the Bo Vich Chuan, and entered the
bay just as the fog lifted. I enjoyed my first view of Castlebay
tremendously. The restored McNeil castle looked most
impressive on its rock, and the village itself unsophisticated
and friendly. There were quite a few yachts at anchor; but we
were able to find a spot, within hailing distance of Belinda,

Colin Corbally & Luke Smallman lying back to enjoy a good sail
Photo: B. Corbally

Just S.W. of the pier and dropped our anchor in 20 ft. Colin
discovered that the reason that we had been getting such poor
reception on the radio was that the sensitivity had been left
switched too low. Now who would have thought of that!
Luke fed us and we settled in for an early night.
Friday 24th July
Our shore run for breakfast supplies almost included an
unplanned visit ot the castle, where a lone piper was walking
the battlements as he played. Our Seagull outboard was
showing a rare reluctance to start; meanwhile the crew had
released the dinghy. The current was taking us slowly but
surely to the castle, leaving our oars still aboard L’Exocett. the
engine relented just in time, and we .landed at the slip by the
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jetty. We were met by the piermaster who was concerned that
ourselves, and two other yachts, should move before 19.00 to
allow adequate room for the ferry to manouvre. We learned
that yachts, anchored S.E. of a line out from a little orange
coloured house with a tree in front of it, are advised to move
if the ferry is due.
Castlebay is well provided with grocery stores; we saw at
least three. There are also a couple of hotels, a garage and a
chippy. Bottled gas is available about half a mile along the
road going west.
Later on we arranged for hot showers, at £1.50 each, in the
Castlebay Hotel.
There is also a sauna, which, had we known about earlier,
we certainly would have booked instead for the ship’s party.
We lunched on excellent toasted sandwiches in the adjoining
bar, where the barman explained that the place was extremely
busy, not because there were crowds of people, but because
those that were there were drinking a lot.
At 16.30 we weighed anchor, replenished our water tanks at
the quayside and headed off for Eriskay about 14 miles distant.
On the way out of the bay we noted the shallow rocky hazard
on the south side of the Dubh Skeir Beacon. We gave it an

offing of about 1 1/2 cables.
It was good sailing all the way to Eriskay. We went
bombing along in a N.N.W.F.5 wind, mostly sunshine with
occasionally squally showers. We were carrying a bit more
sail than Belinda, which gave her an opportunity to snatch a
few good photos of us as we passed.
The entrance to the harbour-like bay on the east of Eriskay
requires a little bit of careful navigation. The CCC cruising
guide requires one to keep within half a cable of the cliffs on
the south side of the entrance. They do mean half a cable. We
saw the rock! Further in at the narrows, the sketch chart in the
Book shows a rock more or less in the middle and advises that
one can pass on either side. We chose to pass it on the south
side leaving the rock to starboard. Despite the fact that it was
almost high tide, our depth sounder went down to zero and a
very seaweedy bottom looked awfully close. We subsquently
discovered quite a reef running out from the south side and we
could find no trace of the central rock even at low tide. It was
a beautiful harbour like bay surrounded by low hills with
sheep on the bottom slopes. There were six trawlers stacked
up against the pier and several yachts anchored, or on
moorings. It was definitely a segregation situation. Care was
necessary to avoid submerged buoys just below the surface
and semi-submerged fish tanks near the head of the bay. We
anchored with a tripping line, quite close to one of three tanks
in 16ft. Belinda came in about half an hour later and
experienced exactly the same trauma crossing the south side
reef. We had tried, unsuccessfully, to warn her over the VHF.

Sunday 26th July
It was a wet miserable day, with occasional heavy rain
squalls amd poor visibility. These were def’mitely ’lie-in’
conditions. We eventually got away at midday and slowly felt
our way out of the loch under engine. There was good N.W.
F.5 wind outside the bay, which took us across the Sea of the
Hebrides (18 miles) in under three hours, mostly in heavy
rain. Our first sight of land was what appeared throught the
mist to be, a huge waterfall about 50m wide, crashing straight
from the top of the cliff into the sea. We realised that we had
arrived just north of Rubha Ruadh. So we made our way
south, round An Dubh Sgeir and the Three Maidens, into
Loch Bracadale. Visibility was still pretty poor as we
followed the coastline north until we arrived in Loch
Bharcasaig.
We dropped anchor in about 20 feet, towards the S.W side
of the inner bay. The wind was pretty gusty, which caused us
to swing about. A couple of yachts arrived a bit later than us.
They anchored in the south side of the bay, near the cliff,
where they appeared to be experiencing much more peaceful
conditions.

Later the evening, while the skippers and first mates swopped
nautical yarns over a few tongue loosening drams, the rest of
the crews took the dinghies down to explore the narrows and
locate the elusive rock. Despite a fairly thorough search in the
fading light, they found nothing to report. We noticed that the
fishing boats appeared to motor straight through the middle
without slackening speed.
Saturday 25th July.
Belinda departed just after the 07.55 forecast. They had
decided to go homewards towards Tobermory. The weather
looked a bit uncertain and they did not wish to get weather
bound in the Outer Hebrides. On their way out, just south of
centre, through the narrows, they suggested, on the VHF, that
we should keep towards north of centre when we were leaving.
A party of us spent about an hour ashore walking up the
hills to the south. The views across the island, and out to sea
to the other islands, were absolutely fabulous. In the
meantime, Luke cooked our breakfast. At midday, when we
came to weigh anchor, we discovered that the mud at the
bottom had set like cement around our Bruce anchor. It took a
considerable effort to rock it out using the chain and the trip
line.
The trip to Loch Skiport was pleasant enough with
occasional periods of sunshine and a pretty variable wind. We
did quite a bit of motoring to arrive at Little Kettle Bay at
17.30. Another yacht had got there before us. But, they were
dragging their anchor and decide to move. We anchored quite
close into the N.E. shore in 35ft. Then we used the dinghy
and outboard engine to explore witches pool, which was just
round the corner through a narrow passage. Another yacht was
anchored there. It seemed to us to be the nicer of the two
anchorages and rather more sheltered. However, it was also
very lovely where we were, and our dinner was ready. So, we
stayed put.

Monday 27th July
We were woken up at 02.00 by urgent loud yells from
Henry. He was convinced that we were dragging our anchor,
as he observed a light, on one of the other yachts, swinging
rapidly past our open hatch. The wind strength had increased
considerably, with occasional very strong gusts that came
screaming down the valley, rather like a fast approaching
express~ train. When they hit us, the sitution was quite
dramatic for a few minute followed by relative peace.
At 09.50, we weighed anchor under sail and drifted for
about twenty minutes while we finished a late breakfast. We
then resorted to the engine. The day was dull and uneventful,
with no wind and only a few short spells of sunshine. So, we
ended up motoring most of the 30 miles to the head of Loch
Dunvegan. As we rounded Dunvegan Head, the conspicuous
square white base of the Uiginish Point beacon came into
sight and made the navigation very easy. We anchored, in
26ft, just beyond the pier at the head of the loch. Some of the
crew landed at the pier and walked around to the village. The
rest of us motored the dinghy to the slip beside the Dunvegan
Hotel. The manager of the hotel directed us to the local
campsite for showers, but relented a little to allow the skipper
a bath in his hotel. He provided us with dinner. We then
adjourned to the packed pub across the street for a Guinness
nightcap. It was a friendly cheerful place and very conducive
to whiling away an hour or two.

Anchored off Eileen Garave, Ascrib Islands

Photo:B. Corbally
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Tuesday 28th July
It was a bit difficult to rouse the crew. But, we managed to
get away under sail at 10.15 in a gentle S. F.2-3 wind. We
put up the spinnaker which enabled us to keep ahead of the
fog bank that was building up behind us. By 12.15 the wind
had died completely and we were once again enjoying glorious
sunshine under engine. So, we decided to stop off at the
Ascrib Islands for lunch. We anchored 50m off the stoney
beach in a tiny little bay on the S.W. side of Eilean Garave.
After lunch we made a brief excursion ashore. We then
motored throught the narrow passage between Island Garave
and Island Creagagh, across Lough Snizort to Uig Bay. Our
vessel looked very tiny indeed when it was tied alongside the
huge EEC sponsored modem pier. The piermaster was highly
amused when we requested a mere ten gallons of diesel oil. He
was almost too embarassed to present us with such an
insignificant invoice. The local customs official appeared on
the pier while two members of the crew were sprinting the
mile or so to the local store in the hope of obtaining some
essential provisions before they closed. He very kindly
explained a lot of regulations pertaining to yellow flags and
the leaving of vessels. We finished our business at the pier
and were just departing as the ferry arrived. Except for a heavy
mist, it was a pleasant sail up to Little Loch Snizort where
we anchored, under sail, in an unbelievably peaceful little bay,
surrounded by green slopes and a few tiny white walled
cottages.
Wednesday 29th July.
We weighed anchor under sail at 09.45 and moved slowly
out of the bay in a slight breeze. It was one of those soft,
slightly misty mornings where our surroundings took on
almost magical qualities. Once out of the bay, the wind
picked up to a N.W.3 and we enjoyed a lovley sail until the
wind dropped just off Uig. We tried a bit of fishingand then
motored round to Duntulm bay (Port Erisco), where we
anchored for lunch just behind the island. The island was
densely populated with sea birds making it quite a noisy but
extremely scenic haven. James explored the impressive castle
ruins, while the skipper attempted to repair the oar which had
broken getting him ashore.
We left Duntulm at 16.10 and enjoyed some gentle, but
nevertheless idyllic sunshine sailing around Rubha Hanish,
and south of Eilean Troddy, to Staffin Bay. The CCC manual
advised anchoring close in opposite two storey cottages. But,
we were not very sure which cottages they meant. So we
dropped the anchor under main, in about 22ft depth in the
centre of the south end of the bay. Feeling a little more
exposed than usual with the wind from the N.W., we let out a
lot of chain and set the Decca Anchor Watch. Henry and
James got a bit damp in the surf where they went ashore to
investigate the local bus timetable.
Thursday 30th July.
The ships company was roused at 06.00 and by 06.15 we
were raising the anchor to move closer inshore. We reanchored in 9ft approximately 1 cable offshore to facilitate
getting Henry, James and Luke’s luggage ashore. The
camardarie aboard had been great and we were very sorry to see
them leave.
Colin had expressed a wish that while they were in the
locality, so to speak, we should visit his ’old school’ master
and very good friend Richard Gilbert, the well known author
of many books on big and classic walks, who was planning
to be at his cottage in Ullapool at this time. I decided to take
the opportunity to revisit Tauera Beg, a favourite anchorage of
mine in the Summer Islands. So, we headed north without
ever seeing "the Old Man of Storr" who remained hidden in
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cloud. Skye was soon out of sight in familiar mist. We
motored until 10.20. The wind then picked up very quickly to
about F.5 and we enjoyed some super sailing until we dropped
the sails at 13.25, in order to motor into the beautiful little
bay of Taura Beg. Another yacht Orithya was already at
anchor just opposite the little island. So we tucked ourselves
into the lagoon behind the reef in the S.W. comer of the
anchorage. The weather had deteriorated with a heavy mist
which, by the time we had settled in, had completely
enveloped our surroundings. Nevertheless, it was magical to
stand in the cockpit, glass of whiskey in hand, in such a
secluded anchorage, surrounded by just visible little islands,
and to be able to catch the occasional glimpse of further
islands beyond, and even mountains in the further distance, as
the mist lifted fractionally for brief spells. One certainly does
not need sunshine to enjoy cruising in Scotland. It was
somehow almost wonderful to be there even in those
conditions.
Friday 31st July
We weighed anchor at 09.40. having cleared the west end of
ther island we put up the mainsail before venturing out into
the favourable W.F.5 wind. The mist was almost rain and
visibility was moderate to poor. It required some careful
navigation, in strong currents, to ensure that we cleared Horse
Island well to port in order to keep well clear of the menacing
Iolla Mhor reefs. Fast work with the hand bearing compass
enabled us to get an occasional fix on the bearing of an island
as it appeared momentarilly through the fog. The wind,
meantime, was gathering strength and was up to between F.7
& F.8 by the time we had cleared Horse Island. The visibility
had got a lot worse. So, we simplified further navigation by
heading for the centre of Aunat Bay. It was then a simple
matter to follow the bay around to Rubha Camas, and enter
Loch Broom. Our Decca log consistently read an exhilarating
12.4k for about 20 mins during the passage. As we entered
the Loch, there were huge waterfalls all over the hillside on
our starboard side; which looked very impressive through the
mist. We could not see the lighthouse on the northside of the
entrance. We motored into the bay behind Rubha Buidhe to
drop the main under the shelter of the headland. We anchored
close to the east shore to cook brunch. It was still pretty
gusty, causing us to drag. We let out a bit more chain to
solve that problem. After lunch we motored across the loch to
Ullapool and anchored just west of the hotel in 68ft.

We had just started to walk up the hill to find Richard
Gilbert’s house when Colin recognised his car coming
towards us. He was on his was into town to join his family
and explore a newly opened Fish and Chip de-luxe restaurant
’Quayplaice’.
We enjoyed an excellent meal, and then went back to the
Gilbert’s cottage for a bath and a drop of malt. The cottage
was very high up on the hillside and enjoyed the most
fabulous panoramic views way out to the Summer Isles. It
was cold and very blustery outide which made it very difficult
to turn down their invitation of a bed for the night. But, gales
were forecast overnight and we were apprehensive about
leaving the boat unattended on the anchor.
Saturday 1st August.
the wind really blew overnight making sleep a very
intermittent affair. Fortunately, it had died down by the
morning, and we were able to welcome the Gilberts aboard for
a spot of hospitality. We dined extremely well that evening in
the highly recommended ’Frigate Restaurant’ on the
waterfront.
Sunday 2nd August
Our Bruce anchor was finally hooked under a mooring
chain. We eventually solved our problem by hooking the
same chain with our CQR anchor, to which we had attached a
strong tripping line. Then, by taking the strain on the CQR
we were able to unhook and retrieve the Bruce. By using the
anchor warp and tripping line to rock the CQR, we managed
to break it free. A local trawler had noted our predicament and
remained standing during our operations, we surmised to
render assistance if required.
By the time we finally got away at 13.20 the fog had
closed in and the visibility was pretty poor. The wind was
negligible and on the nose. So we motored out of the channel
following the coastline in much the same way as we had had
to do during our arrival. A favourable wind picked up from the
west and the fog lifted as we cleared Rubha Cadail
Lighthouse. From then on, we made excellent progress under
sail until we decided to use the engine to motor into the
Badachro anchorage. As we entered Loch Gairloch, we were
able to see the white gable end of a cottage on Eilean
Horrisdale, which looked like a beacon or small lighthouse
and gave us an excellent line of approach.
At 20.26, we anchored in 12 feet just east of the big rock
with a perch on it. We rigged the tripping line and an angel
for our peace of mind. John and Meriel Johnson, from New
Dawn, a Vega on a mooring near us, joined for a drink.
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L’Exocet & New Dawn in Arcaseid Mhor, Rona
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Monday 3rd August
Despite our precautions, our anchor had dragged a little
overnight. We learned that a Rival 34 had made five attempts
to anchor before finding a vacant mooring. Diesel is available
from the hotel. Water and diesel hoses, we were told, would
reach the jetty. But, beware of the strength of the stream
current which tends to swing a boat over the submerged
portion of the concrete slip! The hotel was reputed to provide
excellent bar meals. There is a post-office and a general store
about 100 yds up the road from the hotel. There is a local
diver called Simon who had retrieved another yacht’s anchor
for £15.
We left Badacho at midday. It was an ideal sailing day, the
sun was shining and the mountain scenery could only
described as magnificent. We lunched behind the little island
at the head of Loch Shieldaig anfd then headed for Rona. We
gave the reefs at the north end of the island a good offing
before sailing down the west side to Acarseid Mhor at the
south end. This is another of my favourite anchorages and
well worth revisiting. New Dawn was already at anchor in the
bay when we arrived at 19.30. We had time to make brief
excursion ashore to enjoy some very beautiful views of the
anchorage at low water, and of a very impressive sunset,
before dining aboard L’Exocet and then joining the Johnsons
for a noggin.
Tuesday 4th August
The skipper was awakened by sunshine at 06.00 and slowly
became conscious of the fact that his shoes were floating on
the cabin floor. Our stem gland was prone to leak a little, and
we had tried unsuccessfully to replenish our supply of grease
at Ullapool and Badachro. We had, however, managed to
acquire a tin of water proof axle grease as an emergency
standby. This problem had arisen in conversation with the
Johnsons, who had very kindly insisted on us taking the
remains of their tin. Having pumped the boat dry and
replenuished the stern grease dash pot, the water was observed
to be rising at an even faster rate in the sump. The cockpit
locker was emptied to gain access to the stern gland which
was found not to be the cause of the problem. There were no
obvious leaks around any of the skin fittings. After several
pumping sessions throughout the investigation, the skipper
eventually lifted the flexible bilge pump suction pipe to
discover the cause of the problem. Apparently, the position of
the lever, when closing the valve on the pump outlet, was
absolutely crucial; At this stage, the crew was woken up to
cook breakfast while the skipper retired to the cockpit with
his pipe. The rashers were only half cooked when the gas ran
out. We made several attempts to exchange our spare empty
gas cylinder for a full one, but, since the connection system
on ours was different to that used in the UK, we had met with
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no success. Once again the Johnsons came to our aid. They
allowed Colin to finish cooking our breakfast on their stove
and meantime provided us with a welcome cup of coffee.
At 11.30 we left Acersaid Mhor for Portree, which seemed
to us the most likely place to find a solution to our gas
problem. It was another beautiful day and we enjoyed a
favourable wind all the way. We were obliged to change our
gas connection system and to purchase a new cylinder with
the apropriate connection. It was while we were preparing to
depart from Portree that the dinghy outboard bracket got
inadvertently lost over the side. We fished for hours with a
grappling iron borrowed from a local fisherman. We recovered
a lot of kelp and an ancient fisherman anchor, but no bracket.
We modified out plans for the morrow to incorporate a
replacement bracket hunt.
Wednesday 5th August
It was another glorious day with N.W.F.3-4 winds
forecast. Our book mentioned chandlers at Strollamus and
North Strome. So, our route to Isle Ornsay was planned
accordingly.
We got away under sail at 10.00 and gently drifted out of
Portree Bay to the sound of bagpipes in the distance. The
scenery and whole atmosphere was magical. The sun was
shining, and the row of multi-coloured houses along the front
formed a beautiful background to the boats afloat in the bay.
What a glorious day for the start of the Skye Highland
Games. Breakfast in the cockpit, under these conditions, was
unbelievably enjoyable. After breakfast, mindful of our
schedule, we reluctantly started the engine and motored to
Strollamus. We discovered that the chandelry had closed four
years ago when the charter company had gone into liquidation.
Leaving the Caolas Scalpay behind

Rival 34 yachts, which had belonged to the company, lay
deteriorating at their moorings, frozen assets in some legal
impasse!
We motored very slowly through the Caolas Scalpay, with
our depth sounder alarming less than one foot, on a rising
tide. The bottom was clearly visible, which enabled us to
keep to the deepest part of the channel. It was a thrilling
experience culminating in shouts of joy as we made it
through. We had just experienced a very heavy rain squall. But
the sky was now miraculously clear. There was not the
slightest trace of a breeze to disturb the mirror like surface of
the water as it glinted in the sunlight. It would be difficult to
Photo." C. Corbally

DATE
Tues
Wed
Thurs

Fri
Sat
Sun
Mon
Tues
Wed
Thurs

Fri
Sat
Mon

Tues
Wed
Thurs

SUMMARY OF SCOTLAND CRUISE
SAILING
MOTORING
Time
Distance Time
Distance
Hrs.Mins. Miles
Hrs.Mins.Miles
21st July Tobermory to L. Drom Na Buidhe 1.30
4.0
0.30
1.2
22nd July L. Drom Na Buidhe
11.2
3.24
2.30
13.8
Eigg to Canna
1.08
2.0
4.19
21.0
23rd July Canna to Castlebay
4.12
14.2
5.05
25.2
24th July Castlebay to Eriskay
2.30
13.1
0.25
1.3
25th July Eriskay to L. Skiport
2.20
3.10
17.4
5.6
26th July L.Skiport to L. Bracadale
2.48
18.0
2.52
10.5
27th July L. Bracadale to L. Dunvegan
3.50
8.0
22.0
3.55
28th July L. Dunvegan to Ascrib Islands
2.10
10.7
1.35
7.5
Ascrib Islands to Uig
1.00
5.5
Uig to Little L. Snizort
2.05
6.3
0.20
1.7
29th July Little L. Snizort to Duntulum Bay 2.30
4.6
2.00
11.2
Duntulum Bay to L. Staffin
1.05
4.4
1.00
4.3
30th July L. Staffin to Tanera Beg
3.15
18.8
2.50
15.2
31st July Tanera Beg to Ullapool
2.10
12.9
1.05
2.1
Ist August Ullapool to Badachro
6.51
37.9
0.15
1.3
3rd AugustBadachro to L. Shieldaig
2.50
17.2
0.15
1.1
L. Shieldaig to South Rona
1.18.6
0.30
2.3
2.15
4th AugustSouth Rona to Portree
1.42
10.0
0.23
1.2
5th AugustPorlree to Strollamus0.25
2.0
1.55
9.8
2.20
Strollamus to North Strome
0.25
2.1
2.43
12.2
North Strome to Isle Ornsay
3.27
21.9
0.08
0.5
8th August Isle Omsay to Armadale
0.23
0.7
1.07
5.9
Armadale to L. Scavaig
2.00
11.0
1.45
9.4
L. Scavaig to Mallaig
0.18
1....992.47
18.0
TOTALS FOR CRUISE
55.03
257.1
44.24
221.6
PASSAGE

find a more beautiful scenic setting anywhere else in the world
and it was all around us. There was a dark blue fishing boat,
surrounded by gulls, in the distance. There was also one other
yacht, with sails down, heading towards Caol Mhor.
Otherwise, we had the place to ourselves. What a place to
enjoy a G&T. As we passed north of Pabay, waves were
breaking over the reef and racing towards the shore rather like
speeding boats chasing each other. It was a fascinating sight.
The sky began to fill in and visibility to deteriorate. We
counted about twenty yachts in Plocton as we passed by at
about 16.00. A fishing boat very kindly vacated the tiny slip
type jetty at North Strome to allow us to come alongside.
The depth sounder indicate one foot under the keel and that
was on an ebbing tide! So, Colin hurried up the road to the
village, only to discover that the chandlery here had closed
two years ago. By this time the sky was blue again except for
a few scattred heavy dark clouds. The breeze was almost on
the nose. So, we motor sailed as far as the entrance to Kyle
Rhea. We then cut the engine to enjoy our passage through
the Kyles and on to Isle Ornsay, where we picked up a guest
mooring off the Duisdale Hotel at 20.05. By making a
tremendous effort we got to the hotel just after 20.30. They
managed to fit us in for dinner as well as providing us with
hot baths. We met some very interesting people in the bar
after dinner. It was very dark when we left. It would have been
reassuring to have had a hand bearing compass and a bearing
to follow, as we rowed out to look for our yacht! Even a bit
of forethought in leaving the masthead light switched on
would have sufficed. (Last time the skipper took this
precaution, the battery ran down and he found the wrong

Time
Hrs.Mins.
2.00
5.54
5.27
9.17
2.45
5.30
5.40
7.45
3.45
1.00
2.25
4.30
2.05
6.05
3.15
7.06
3.05
20.9
2.05
11.8
3.08
3.35
1.30
3.45

TOTAL
Distance
Miles
5.2
25.0
23.0
39.4
14.4
23.0
28.5
30.0
18.2
5.5
8.0
15.8
8.7
34.0
15.0
39.2
18.3
11.2
14.3
22.4
6.6
20.4

3.05

19.9

99.27

478.7

yacht.) Fortunately, we were soon able to distinguish a faint
silhouette of our yacht and all was well.
Thursday 6th August
We sailed off the mooring at 09.35. The receptionist in the
hotel had put us in contact with John MannaU (Ardvasar 216),
who runs a yacht chartering business from Armadale. He
could let us have an old but servicable outboard bracket. With
a bit of assistance from the engine, we arrived there at 11.05
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to find him waiting on the steps of the old stone pier with the
bracket in his hand. We finished off our bottle of Drambuie
over a yam or two. He then used his launch to pull a
waterhose out from the pier to where we were tied up to one
of his moorings.
We dropped the mooring under sail in a N.W.F.2. One
hour later we put in two reefs in a N.W.F.6. Unfortunately it
did not last long and we had to use the engine after about an
hour, to get us to the head of Loch Scavaig in time for a late
afternoon tea at 17.10. This is the most dramatic and the most
awe-inpiring anchorage that I can remember, a tranqauil
lagoon tucked away behind rocks and surrounded by
magnificent mountains with their tops lost in the clouds. The
only sound was that of a waterfall tumbling from a
considerable height straight into the pool. On the other side,
there was a small beach leading up to a tiny isolated cottage.
A small party, which looked like scouts, had camped on the
site. To the right of the cottage is a stream which flows down
to the water over huge slabs of stone. On the way in, we had
passed very close to rocks literally covered with seals which
almost ignored us as we glided by. The place was so protected
that I imagine that, with warps ashore, one could sit out a
gale from any direction and feel absolutely safe, although the
book does warn about violent down draughts, which are
capable of ’blowing an anchor out’! We would have loved to
have been able to spend the night here. But, we were due to
meet Chris Stillman off the train due to Malaig at 10.30, in
order to hand over the boat for him to bring back to Dun
Laoghaire.
We made very good time to Malaig, covering the 20 miles
in just over three hours. About three miles off Mallaig,
Colin, who was in the cockpit watching over the auto helm,
suddenly made a frantic lunge to grab the wheel and wrenched
it round, shouting some unintelligible words as he moved. I
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was fully convinced, as I leapt up through the the hatch, that
we had just missed a dreadful collision of catastrophic
proportions. A whale had jumped vertically, clean out of the
water, about six feet ahead of the yacht, rising half as high as
the cross trees, before crashing back into the water. It had
almost completely blotted out Colin’s vision ahead. He was
absolutely convinced that a collision was inevitable, as he
held tightly onto the wheel to brace himself against the
impact. The whale had a white belly, which helped Colin
identify it later in a book, as a bottlenose. It swam and
jumped around the boat for a while and then, having moved
away about a hundred yards, it swam at full speed driectly at
the centre of our yacht. We were considerably apprehensive
about its intentions, and I sincerely hoped that nothing had
impaired its judgement as it dived at the very last second
before ramming us. It reappeared almost immediately on the
other side of us, and then departed. About half an hour later,
we were safely tied up in Mallaig on the outside of a stack of
three yachts against the quay. Fore and aft of us were stacks of
large trawlers, which tended to converge on us. Eventually
we found ourselves completely boxed in, and felt somwhat
vunerable as the stacks of boats moved to and fro. We gave
Chris a hearty welcome when he arrived on time, and then
wished him ’Bon Voyage’ the next morning as we caught an
early train to join the family on holiday in Helensburgh. It
was a wonderful experience to return to the west of Scotland
and to renew nostalgic memories of twelve consecutive
summers cruising in those parts. After eight years absence, I
was beginning to suspect my memory of fantasy. Could it
really have been such an outstandingly beautiful cruising area?
Were the mountains really so majestic? Were the anchorages
really so deserted and awe inspiring? Could the climate really
have been so infinitely variable? After this holiday, I’ll trust
these memories for ever and find another reason to return.

Another BannochburnThe Scots Do It Again
Dermod J Ryan

As usual the Clyde Cruising Club Annual Dinner was
held in the Normandy Hotel, Renfrew, in November and last
year I was delighted to be invited as a guest. Needless to say I
became totally absorbed in the"atmosphere" of the evening
and when at a very late hour I was told that they were
arranging a Blue Water Cruise-in-Company to Orkney in
July, I was simply overflowing with enthusiasm to join the
fun. Later, when I was safely home and I had recovered from
the week-end in Glasgow, usually takes a week or two, the
idea still seemed a good one. The Orkneys had been cruised by
many of our members over the years and have always drawn
favourable comment. They would be a new cruising ground
for me and inevitably with the good companionship of the
Scots it had to be a winner. Unfortunately due to
Commodorial commitments in the "George" the dates
arranged curtailed our time available to two weeks, three
would have been ideal. However, two weeks it had to be,
nevertheless we hoped that with luck we just might have time
for a quick visit to Fair Isle and the Shetlands, but that was
problematical. Anyway we were commited to Orkney.
The Orkneys are a group of islands, 67 to be exact, located
at the north-east comer of Scotland stretching northwards for
50 miles. They are seperated from mainland Scotland by the
six miles wide Pentland Firth which has earned its awesome
reputation for its strong tides and dangerous waters. The
islands are more or less divided into two groups by a large
t-Lrth 20 miles long called Stronsay Firth in the east and
Westray firth in the west. The tides run strongly through the
islands but especially in Stronsay and Westray where the
charts show overfaUs everywhere, clearly an area to be
respected. Undaunted by the terrifying pilot and sailing
directions, my crew, consisting of John McGuire, Dave Ryan,
and my son, Paul, Sceolaing, my Nicholson 43 was in good
hands and in great shape after a long winter’s work.
With unusual determination and the "George" regatta party
in full flight, we changed into sailing gear and at 01.30 on
Sunday, July 5th cast off our moorings in Dun Laoghaire for
Scotland. The night was absolutely beautiful, but flat calm as
we motored north to ensure we were in Scrabster Harbour, the
port of Thurso, 420 miles away on the coast of north-east
Scotland, for the first official party on the evening of
Wednesday, July 8th. Night turned to day and it to night as
we made steady progress northwards. By noon on Monday we
had covered 223 miles to Tobermory where we called for
provisions, mostly liquid, and a quick drink with Bert Hall,
owner of the McDonalds Arms Hotel, before departing at
13.45 for Isle Oronsay. Never before has a visit to Tobermory
been confined to less than two hours and so much achieved,
but I must confess that circumstances dictated our selfcontrol. Our arrival coincided with the local ferry and we tied
up outside it to avoid inflating the dinghy and to make for
easy loading. On doing so we were advised that they would
depart at 13.50 whether we were alongside or not, hence our
strong will even when Bert insisted that it was his round. By

20.00 we were anchored in a beautiful and calm Isle Oronsay.
After a splendid dinner on board it was bed for some, ashore
and yellow beer for others. Tides in Kyle Rhea and the Kyles
of Loch Alsh dictated a departure at 09.00. We surfaced at
about 07.00 to a magnificant morning with the fog clearing
to show a clear blue sky with fluffy white clouds, but no
wind. We passed through to the Inner Sound at slack water
where for a while we had heavy clouds and rain before it
reverted to being one of those truly special days with excellent
visibility portraying the Hebrides at their almighty best, the
only thing missing to complete the scene was wind. The sea
was glassy calm.
This did have some compensation however, having passed
the Isle of Skye Dave decided we needed prawns for dinner and
altered course to hail a small fishing boat nearby. Yes, he did
have prawns, but they would be expensive. In the calm
conditions Dave and Paul boarded him with a bucket and a
wad of notes while I stood Sceolaing off. A few minutes later
the negotiations were completed and I came alongside to
recover the shoppers. The prawns were truly the biggest I
have ever seen, I would not have been surprised if they had
been sold as baby lobsters, and the damage to the bankroll marginal, very marginal. Fried in garlic butter that evening
they were superb and much credit was heaped on the cook,
Dave blushed momentarily. We continued northwards and at
20.00 the unbelievable happened - wind from the west. The
engine was promptly put to sleep and the genoa unfurled, the
main having been set hopefully as we left Isle Oronsay. We
glided beautifully through the water.
At 20.00 Stoer Head slipped by and at 01.45 on
Wednesday, July 8th, Cape Wrath was rounded some two
miles off to give plenty of clearance to Duslic Rock, that
horror of a rock that dries 11 feet 7 cables NE of Cape Wrath
Lighthouse. It was an incredibly bright and beautiful night as
we broad reached eastwards before a westerly F 4. No one
wanted to go to bed, it was simply too beautiful and as we
sped through the flat seas. The Orkneys appeared high on the
horizon through the early morning cloud and at 08.30 we were
in Scrabster, tied outside a lengthy trot of participants in the
Cruise-in-Company. We were in good spirits with the 420
mile journey behind us and twelve hours early for the party
that evening. A Customs Officer cleared us on arrival, but
declined refreshment. None the less before we realised it, the
party had started as neighbours came on board to welcome us.
No, no one wanted breakfast, but they would have buck’s
fizz. It seemed no time before Dave was serving starters for
lunch, Sciolta’s crew accepted only on the understanding that
they provide the main course. So the scene was set for
disaster. We had no hope!
After lunch the same Customs Officer called to clear us
again, this time the sun was over the yardarm ! He called yet
again a few hours later so we were well and truly cleared, or
so we thought. Another officer was to clear us a further three
times in the Orkneys when the sun was well up! The
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Isle Oronsay, Isle of Skye
afternoon slipped by unnoticed and it seemed in no time
before we spied everyone heading for the party in Weigh Inn
Motel, dressed up to the nines and there we were still in our
denims. Frantic titivating ensued and eventually four model
sailor boys were being driven to the "do" a couple of miles
away by a somewhat panicky Dorothy McGruer. We arrived
just in time, or did the Commodore delay the dinner for us? In
any event it was a splendid buffet, properly washed down and
lively conversation which finally became serious when Dave’s
illusions of former racing gradeur were challenged by Stardust,
a sister ship to Sceolaing. Now, Stardust has a reputation in
the Clyde for taking no prisoners, she is very successful, so I
knew we had a problem. Fortunately Paul had forgotten our
spinnaker and we could not possibly race without one, blast,
they had a spare! We only had a furling genoa, no match for a
no. 1, oh! depends on the conditions they said. We were
snookered, the challenge had to be accepted or face would be
lost. The race would take place the next day to Stromness, 25
miles away, on the Island of Mainland, the pricipal Island of
the Orkneys, the loser to provide a bottle of the best malt.
Nothing for it but to enjoy the remainder of the evening
knowing that next evening we would be eating humble pie in
spite of Dave’s inevitable litany of genuine excuses. Dinner
ended and the Commodore, Alister McDonald, made the
presenations after splendid words of welcome, the racing
trophies first, and then the souvenirs to each of the 32 yachts
participating in the Cruise-in-Company. The speeches over
and it was back to the malt, renewing the acquaintances and
much dancing! A namless young lassie from Sciolta , Gilly
Sharp if you must know, considered it her duty to ensure that
the visiting Irish, particularly the skipper, would not be
deprived of a dance for lack of a wife and thereby ensured that
a middle-aged heart kept pumping mightily. Undaunted,
during one such Torvill and Dean Act, a Highland Fling no
less, I decided to show my prowess with a dazzling display of
artistic, stratispheric leaps. On re-entering the earth’s
atmosphere from one such leap I landed on the side of my foot
and bang, I ended in a heap on the floor with a wrecked ankle.
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Photo: D. Ryan
I had to be helped back to the table, where Christine Taggart
stood in for Florence Nightingale with ice packs and
bandages. To my grinning friends I took consolation in the
old saying that those who have consumed an excess of alcohol
( i.e drunks ) never hurt themselves when they fall. On that
basis I was stone cold sober. One of the crew from Stardust
came over to me with concern clearly showing in his face was the race off!!! It subsequently transpired on returning
home that I had torn my Achilles tendon and required
hospitalisation and two months in a cast to repair the damage
¯ In future I will leave the dance floor to John "Nureyev"
McMaguire!
On returning to the harbour after the party, the tide was
out and it was clear that I could not climb down the ladder to
the yacht a long way below, so back to the Motel until the
morrow when the excercise was slowly and painfully
executed. In all my years cruising I have never been so glad to
be back on board. My euphoria was short-lived however when
I saw a spinnaker turtle on the coachroof, on loan from
Stardust for the race. We lined up outside the harbour,
Sceolaing to weather, and over the VHF Stardust declared
she was happy to start and sheets were hardened for a beat to
Stromness. After 20 miles Stardust was well ahead, but well
to leeward when she tacked close to the Island of Hoy. She
crossed us less than one hundred yards ahead. In the ensuing
tacking duel, under the spetacular rugged cliffs of Hoy which
rise sharply 950 feet from the sea, we gradually caught her and
forced her under our stern. That was it, she was done for and at
the "finish" we were fifteen minutes ahead. I suppose the
reader anticipated our success, otherwise the race would have
been condensed to a simple sentence.
Clearly with the smell of success on Sceolaing it would
have been a beautiful day regardless of the conditions, but in
fact the day, having been overcast in the morning, cleared as
we approached Hoy and the sun shone thereafter to give a
superb afternoon and evening and a great day’s sailing.
However, I digress for too long, back to the unfortunate
crestfallen Stardust. Poor Jim Bissett and his crew: it would

be wrong to say that we rubbed salt in the wound, we made an
absolute meal of it. However, the bottle of malt was presented
and consumed, to be replaced by another and yet again, as the
wit flowed owners and crews welded an enduring friendship. It
was interesting however to reflect on the performance of the
furling headsail. The opportunity to compare two identical
yachts over a twenty mile course was very revealing. I had
always given it full marks for conveniance, but I now must
compliment its performance.

that if life continued at this pace, my liver would need to be
bandaged too. Saturday, July llth, dawned wet and horrible
with an easterly 5/6 blowing rain in our open companionway.
We were anxious to leave but had to wait until the half-adozen or so yachts tied outside us moved, we were completely
boxed in. At 13.00 we set off for Pierowall on the Island of
Westray. Access to and from Stromness is via the Sound of
Hoy which from both the Sailing Directions and charts
seemed extremely menacing with a tide race and heavy
overfalls. According to the Admiralty Pilot tides in the Sound
and approach reach speeds of at least 8.5 knots. That said,
when we were entering on Thursday at the finish of our race
there was little difference in our speed through the water and
speed over the ground, if Decca was to be believed, admittedly
it was near slack water. Our departure was now at mid-tide
with a following easterly wind, all very favourable. As we
entered the Sound signs of tide were apparent, but we thought
little of it until we checked the Decca. We were covering the
ground at 13.5 knots, the engine was only producing 6 of
those!! I can now understand those dangerous overfalls.
Once out of the Sound we hoisted the main with two slabs
and set the genoa with four rolls and sped up the west coast of
Mainland reaching in sheltered waters to an easterly 5. The
day was overcast and very cold, espeically so when we rounded
Brough Head and hardened sheets to lay Noup Head. As we
crossed the western entrance to Westray Firth, the seas were
significantly more lumpy but we soon rounded Noup Head
and beat the remaining six miles to the entrance to Papa
Sound which seperates the Islands of Westray on the west
Chambreing the wine underway.
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Stomness looked beautiful in the afternoon sunshine but
unfortunately our victory celebrations could not deaden the
severe pain in my ankle and I was forced to abandon my
thoughts of going ashore. In any event it mattered little as we
invited Ronnie and S.M. Sharp with Siolta’s crew for dinner
that evening. Dave produced a splendid meal of dressed crab (
prepared during the race from crabs acquired that morning in
Scrabster ), roast leg of lamb and cheese, it was delicious. We
had a drop of wine too!! It was a late and noisy night and
marvellous fun. Our neighbours did not object to the noise,
they were too busy partying.
The next day, Friday, July 10th, was poor in every way. It
poured rain and my ankle was in a really bad way so we
abandoned any thoughts of leaving in favour of a visit to the
Doctor. The locals were kind and friendly and I had no
difficulty in getting a lift to and from the surgery, quite a
distance from the town. When I saw him he examined my
swollen ankle and reckoned it was only badly sprained. He
bandaged it and decreed that, if the pain continued, I should
take more drink!! He was a sailor. The bandage was a help but
it was still painful. The little I saw of Stromness was whilst
being driven to and from the Doctor’s surgery. In spite of the
rain, the town seemed very attractive with narrow twisting
streets paved with large slabs.
One of our neighbouring yachts Lemrac maintained the
party spirit that evening and good fun it was too. I concluded
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from Papa Westray to the east. The Sailing Directions
forwam of dire consequences to those unwise enough to enter
this formidable Sound. Perhaps we had a good day, or was it
that the stream was young , but it was a piece of cake. I
presume it is in strong wind against the tide conditions that
the dangers referred to the arise, but in lesser winds the Sound
was easily navigable, including the narrows, and there was no
sign of overfalls. We made for Pierowall Harbour where we
tied outside Stardust and Lemrac at 19.15 having enjoyed an
envigourating six hour sail from Stromness. Although the
evening cleared it remained cold. Fortunately I arranged for the
overhaul of our Webasto heater during the winter for we put it
to considerable use during the cruise and it worked extremely
well. The village of Pierowall is at least a mile from the
harbour, that was well outside my range, but it looked most
enticing and after dinner the combined crews attacked the local
and pronounced it well worth the effort. For my part I gladly
took to the bunk, allegedly to rest my ankle, but in truth to
recover from the partying, has age gotten the better of me??
By morning the sky had cleared and the bay looked attractive
and the surrounding land colourful and remarkably fertile. It
was a beautiful and lovely scene, but unfortunately there was
no time to tarry. Tides run very strongly between the islands
so departures must be timed to ensure they are favourable,
there is no alternative, so although we would have preferred a
later departure, we were underway by 09.20, July 12th. Bound
for Kirkwall on Mainland, we set off after a hearty breakfast
as the sun increased in intensity and we slipped along
peacefully in a N.E.F. 3. We reached across North Sound to
the north of the Sound of Faray where we eased sheets and ran
southwards towards the narrow exit into the Westray Firth.
The wind eased and then faded so the engine was called on the
ensure we missed no tides. The tides in the North and Faray
sounds were surprisingly weak but once we joined Westray
Firth we immediately felt it bite in spite of it being in its last
Sisterships Seolaing and Stardust with Pierowall in the background
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hour. The Decca indicated that we were making good over 12
knots as we entered Stronsay Firth, another terror. Suddenly
we were amazed to encounter very large seas between the
Isands of Slronsay and Shipinsay. I would hate to encounter
conditions there with wind, however light, against tide. In any
event, we bashed our way through and finally entered Deer
Sound where we spent an age deciding where to drop the
hook, before eventually anchoring of the Hall of Tankerness
at 13.00. We planned to relax here for a few hours before
continuing the 11 miles to Kirkwall where the C.C.C.
farewell party was scheduled next day. Interestingly we had
covered the 30 miles from Pierowall at an average speed of
10 knots inspite of the slow sail early in the morning.
Deer Sound is an open bay like many of the other
anchorages in the Orkneys. Nowhere does one find the narrow
inlet or loch so typical of the Hebrides but then I suppose the
Orkneys are not comparable with the Hebrides. They are
incredibly fertile with large green and yellow fields. The
farmhouses, with numerous enormous outhouses, would look
normal on major English estates. There is obvious affluence,
It is significant that, unlike the Hebrides, fishing is not a way
of life here, perhaps the unfriendly tides and overfalls
presented a hostile environment which forced developement of
the land, but for whatever reason, the islands are very
different. However, if Deer Sound is open to the north it
mattered little that day, it was beautiful in the sunshine with
not a breath of wind to ripple the water. That said, when the
sun was covered by the occasional passing cloud, sweaters
were required immediately, the air was basically cold. During
a relaxing lunch in the cockpit we watched dozens of seals
sunbathing on the nearby rocks exposed by the receding tide.
Four hours later the anchor was raised and we motored to
Kirkwall. As we passed through the narrows at Shipinsay
Sound we opened Balfour Castle, an occupied fairy tale castle,
with a lovely village and anchorage outside. At 18.30 we were
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tied up in the inner basin of Kirkwall outside Peter Fairley’s
Pinocchio. The basin seemed overcrowded when we arrived,
but it was nothing compared with the following day when the
C.C.C. fleet was joined, by arrangement, by a fleet of
Norwegian offshore racers. Some fifty yachts packed the basin
solid. Chat in a nearby local declared it was a record number
of yachts. It had to be, there was simply no room for more.
However, the locals were very pleased and excited to see such
activity.
We had rejoined the Cruise-in Company and life was to
become hectic once more. The Commodore’s party was in full
flight on board his Greymalkin and our warps were barely
tied when we were whisked off to participate. Need I say he
maintained the honour of Scotland. Dave produced another
treat with scallops. As we sloshed them down with tumblers
of wine, a runner arrived form Siolta beating a boat challenge
in a game of Trivial Pursuit. Although numerically at a
disadvantage, they had a crew of six to our four, we accepted
with disdain. We might have beem more successful had
disdain been on Siolta’s team, for it soon became obvious
they knew most of the answers. Admittedly, our questionmaster, Dave of course, caught them with an occasional
bouncer - "Name the crew of the Belgrano" and so on.
Unsportingly these reasonable questions were deemed
unacceptable, only those on the card were allowed. Well if we
couldn’t cheat we were lost. We had some consolation
though, we hammered their liquor stocks.
Monday, July 13th, dawned painfully and was not helped
by the knowledge that the C.C.C. official farewell party was
on that night. We ate a light breakfast, carefully, before
touting the town and stocking up for the next leg of our
cruise. Kirkwall is a fine town with plenty of well stocked
shops, dominated by St. Magnus" Cathedral. Like Stromness
the streets are narrow and paved so that cars can only travel in
a single line. We liked Kirkwall, but the town was buzzing
with people and shopping took an age. Given time we would
have hired a car and toured the island to see as much as
possible, including the famous archiologoical remains, but
time we did not have, so it was back on board with many of
our boxes of goodies, some of which clinked noisely! Once
on board Peter Fairley declared that the party was on
Pinocchio that aftemoon before the official party in the Town
Hall. With so many anxious to host a party it was hard to get
in on the act! Uncharacteristically, my crew insisted on baths
before parties and we finally organised them in the Ayre
Hotel. This was worrying, on Sceolaing parties always have
priority.Baths behind us we enjoyed Peter’s hospitality before
making tracks to the Town Hall. Yet again we arrived as the
dinner bell sounded. Another splendid buffet, animated
conversation and music, no dancing for me this time, and
officially the cruise was brought to a successful and convivial
conclusion. The Orkney Sailing Club however was
determined to prove that we had not seen the last of Orcadian
hospitality, we were all invited to a vineous lunch next day. It
was a splendid affair and a credit to them, it typified the
hospitality and friendship of the islanders and we are grateful
to them for the welcome so freely extended to us.
We returned to Sceolaing after the lunch feeling no pain,
even my ankle was happy, ready to head north. Sceolaing
was boxed in with yachts outside ahead and astern and to add
to the fun we had a strong wind up the stem. However, an
artificially relaxed crew passed lines to and fro while the
Skipper, with an artificially steeled nerve, manoeuvered
Sceolaing out beautifully. How on earth did I do it ? Superb,
I must remain at that alcoholic equilibrium forever!
It was 14.00, July 14th, as we headed north. It was
obvious we could not make for Fair Isle as we would reach
North Haven at midnight, not the best time to look for an
unlit anchorage with a rocky entrance, and a S.E. 6 up the

tail. However, the tides were right for a passage north so,
having studied charts and pilots we settled for Otterswick on
Sanday, one of the northern islands. We partially unfurled the
genoa and in a S 5/6 sped northwards in cold overcast
conditions with no main set. Sanday has many shoal areas
around it so we gave them a reasonable berth and beat into the
bay. The entrance was a little tricky, but we entered and
headed for the open shallow bay at the southern end where an
anchor is proudly displayed on the chart. We anchored where
recommended, a long way from the shore. In the prevailing
wind it was fine but it might be unpleasant should the wind
shift to the north. In any event, we dropped the anchor in
twelve feet, let out a lot of chain, put the angel down (56
lbs.) and went below into the heated cabin. That night the
wind screamed in the rigging but being from the S.E there
was no fetch and as we swung from the anchor all was well
with the world, we were truly snug. It was a memorable
night. Dave cooked a salmon, enough said. We sat back after
dinner sipping nightcaps and chatting contentedly. We
considered the charts and the diary and it became clear that a
visit to Shetland would necessitate a three or four day nonstop sail home, presuming no delays or heavy winds. So the
decision was taken to leave Fair Isle and the Shetlands for
another year when we would have more time. One could not
ignore that in the unsettled conditions the forecast of a S.E. 6
would provide a reach to the outer Hebrides. Goodness knows
what we might have if we delayed and went to Shetland.
Clearly we were disappointed not to glimpse Fair Isle and the
Shetlands, but I have no doubt that we took the right
decision, we simply did not have enough time. Oh! for that
third week!
John McGuire the morning after
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We were in great form next morning after a lie-on,
breakfast and hot showers on board. Tides dictated a 15.00
departure so we relaxed and considered the anchorage. It would
be beautiful in better conditions, but it was raining and
blowing S.E6. At last the time was right and we set off with
the SE. 6 fixed and firm. We shot along with 2 slabs in the
main and 5 rolls in the genoa. The tide pushed us along
around the dangerous Mull Head. We set a dog leg course to
Cape Wrath to avoid North Shoal on the rhumb line. We had
a great sail, although it was overcast and cold. The wind faded
as we passed Cape Wrath at 07.00 on Thursday, July 16th. It
was a wet grey morning but there was a blue horizon giving
us hope for an improvement in the weather. Finally the grey
sky passed and left a clear blue sky and once again a beautiful
Hebridean day. The breeze evaporated and we resorted to the
engine to get us to Loch Mariveg, south of Stornoway. We
entered the northern entrance and unintentionally parked for a
few hours on a conveniant rock. We were exploring the inlet,
breath-takingly beautiful in the hot afternoon sun, and we
were looking for two prominent islands shown on the C.C.C.
chartlet when we found one - five feet under water!!
Fortunately Sceolaing simply climbed the reef gently and,
having reached the top, simply dropped a few inches into what
could have been her cradle. We were upright and rock steady,
if you will excuse the pun. Our main concern was that
Sceolaing seemed slightly down by the bow so as she lifted
to the rising tide the bow would lift first and so possibly put
considerable weight on the rudder if the heel was actually on
the reef as we feared it might be. Having surveyed the scene
we laid an anchor out astern in line with the angle of the
rudder and tied two very large fenders tightly to her quarters
underwater and the dinghy aft of them under the stern. As the
tide flooded with the crew weight on the bow she rose
perfectly and by hauling on the stern anchor warp she drifted
Castle Bay, Barra.
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off the rock unscathed. We then made our way into Loch
Mariveg where we anchored behind the large island to the east a lovely anchorage. I hadn’t been here for five years and it
was wonderful to be back.
Next morning we wakened to the sound of rain. It was
still raining when we left the southern entrance at noon and
heavy rain clouds hung menacingly over the hills. However
the wind was in the NW, F4, perfect for a sail southwards to
Loch Boisdale. The sailing was lovely, but rain and drizzle
persisted throughout the afternoon veiling the island’s beauty.
By late afternoon the visibility improved but the wind faded.
We started our motor to reach our destination before dark and
arrived in Loch Boisdale at high water at 22.00 and anchored
where recommended, although the Directions do warn of bad
holding. The anchor was well dug in when we went below out
of the cold. During dinner the Coast Guard warned on the
VHF of gales so we let out more scope and lowered the angel.
A nightcap in the warm cabin rounded off the day perfectly.
During the night the promised gale arrived and from time to
time each of us checked to ensure we were holding. All was
well until shortly after low water when Paul checked and we
were dragging rapidly. We took the muddy bottom some six
feet from the rocks. It is hard to imagine a dragging dug-in
anchor with 8:1 scope of chain ( at the time ) with a 56 lbs.
angel down. Admittedly the gusts were gale force but there
was no sea due to the short fetch. Amazing or not, we were
lucky it was low water, had the depth been greater we would
have dragged over a muddy bank on to the rocks. With crew
weight on the bow and maximum revs, we ploughed our way
off. We touched again several times as Paul retrieved the
anchor. It is many years since my last visit to Loch Boisdale,
it was never a favoured spot and certainly isn’t now. I had
forgotten how shallow it is in low water - 7 to 8 feet - and
Sceolaing draws almost 7. By the time the anchor was on
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board we had trawled a bicycle frame, broken furniture and an
old jacket, not to mention stinking black mud which took an
age to wash away. Having sorted ourselves out we set sail for
Castle Bay rather than re-anchor and had a fabulous sail with a
following NE 6-8 and the morning sky clearing. Castle Bay
looked its best in the sunshine with only one other yacht
there, how unlike our last visit in 1985 on the occasion of the
C.C.C. 75th anniversary, when over 100 yachts packed the
Bay. As we sailed north to Orkney and now down the Outer
Hebrides we were amazed at the absence of other cruising
yachts, even Tobermory was semi-deserted during our visit,
perhaps they were all in the Orkneys. We went ashore in
Castle Bay to provision for the journey home, our first time

ashore since Kirkwall four days earlier, we were simply so
relaxed and happy on board we had no desire to go ashore. We
had a drink or two in the Craigard Hotel, all very pleasant.
We learned that the Clan McNeil were having a week long reunion on the island starting that day, which involved two
hundred Americans crossing on the ferry from Oban. We took
fright at the thought of the blue rinse invasion and scurried
back on board. Fortunately the ferry did not sail that day
which was lucky for the Clan, as the sea conditions were such
that many would have renounced their allegiance forever. On
board we were enjoying the height of comfort as we dined on
roast lamb and we played Trivial Pursuit, thankfully Dave
won so there was no destruction to yacht or her company.
After we left next day, Sunday, July 19th at 06.30, the sun
glistened across the waves as we broad-reached down the west
coast of Islay to a NE 4. We then sailed across Northern
Ireland, around Rathlin and south into home waters, but
unfortunately lost the wind in the North Channel compelling
us to motor through a beautiful clear night with the lights
clearly visible on both shores. We continued to motor as the
dawn broke and developed in to a hot sunny windless day and
lovely evening. We picked up our moorings in Dun Laoghaire
at 22.00 on Monday, July 20th, three hours under sixteen
days.
Having forced ourselves back into "real" life we had time
to reflect on the cruise and all agree it rated a "best ever"
award. It had to I suppose, what with good sailing, good
anchorages, good company, good parties - apart from the
dancing - this cruise had it all. It was really great, so my
thanks to those who made it so, namely my crew, my many
friends in the C.C.C. and, of course, Sceolaing.
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Freebird- To The Orkney Islands
Brian Hegarty

A cruise up the West coast of Scotland, round Cape Wrath and
thence to the Orkneys, followed by a journey across Scodand
via the Caledonian Canal and home makes for a tidy nine
hundred mile cruise. The prospect had been hanging about in
the head when Bobby Barr did it a couple of years ago in
Condor. Then one day over lunch and old friend spoke to us of
KirkwaU and the Orkneys and the wonderful memories she had
of the islands while stationed there with the W.R.N.S. druing
the Second World War. I resolved that we must go there in
1987 and send her a postcard from Kirkwall. Alas,the old lady
died in the Spring so we could but remember her when we
visited the islands.
Freebird cleared Howth Harbour at 06.30 on Friday, 10th
July bound north for a destination unnamed, but somewhere
near the Sound of Mull. Aboard with me were Betty, John
Malcolm and Harry Byrne. The latter was coming with us to
the Orkneys and then flying home, to be replaced by Mairead
Mullet who would do the second leg home. The basic concept
of oue cruise was a two hundred mile passage to get us all on
the way. Then day sails and nights at anchor, until we were
making the homeward journey when we would make another
longish hop.
We were most unfortunate with weather for this opening
passage. Conditions were overcast and calm as the engine
pushed us northwards past Rockabill Lighthouse when a
gentle south westerly F.3/4 took over and wafted us past the
Mourne Mountains under spinnaker, and on the St.John’s
Point. How often we experience a weather change off the
South Rock ! And this year was no exception. The breeze
gave way to rain as we headed for the Skulmartin Buoy. It
was a case of engine and heavy rain that Friday night as we
passed along the Down and Antrim coasdine. By 04.30
Saturday the log records, "Fair Head abeam to port, 2 miles.
Hot wind off the land, rain stopped, vis. good. Rathlin Island
and Mull of Kintyre standing out boldly". That Saturday the
wind was fitful until noon when it settled into a W. by N.
F.4. On a fair tide we made short work of the Sounds of Jura
and Luing and we were snugly moored alongside at Oban
Marina by 17.30. We had made a smart passage and gained
twenty miles on our logged distance due to the favourable
efforts of the tidal streams.
Sunday should be a day of rest, so it was quite appropriate
that it was flat calm when we departed Oban to chug across to
Duart Bay on Mull to anchor beneath the impressive Duart
Casde home of the Clan Maclean. It was so warm whilst we
were ashore visiting the Castle that Betty and John could not
resist bathing before lunch. Definately a case of warm out,
freezing in, and very refreshing no doubt ! Harry and I were
prepared to take their word for without feeling compelled to
follow the example.Afterwards we had lunch underway as we
motored up the Sound of Mull in sunshine and wonderful
visibility. Later it was ashore at Tobermory to the Mishnish
for showers and sustenance before an excellent meal in the
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Gannet Restaurant. Harry, who chose the wine, settled for a
botde of Elderberry Moniac Castle wine, which the
proprietors gave us for nothing because nobody ever ordered it
! We had two bottles and it was known as maniac wine
thenceforth.
Monday was overcast and cool as we cleared Tobermory at
11.20 bound for Isle Ornsay. Rounding Ardnamurchan Point
at 13.00 we had a S.E.F. 4 to 5 giving us reaching
conditions on as fair tidal stream towards the Sound of Sleat.
Whilst it looked like it might rain and visibility was only fair
we had a cracking sail, to such good effect that when we
arrived off Isle Ornsay there was still a fair tidal stream
running through Kyle Rhea. As the evening was brightening
we decided to press on to Plockton and were soon swept into
Loch Alsh and out by the Kyle of Lochalsh in the evening
sunlight. We anchored at Plockton on a wonderful, peaceful,
summers evening having knocked off 61 miles from
Tobermory. This was Freebird’s first new ground anchorage of
our cruise. It had been recommended to us by fellow I.C.C.
member Jim Anderson and we found it quite beautiful.
Next day Tuesday was warm, sunny and calm. We did not
have to be away early so enjoyed Plockton - watching the
train to Kyle of Lochalsh clanking along the waterfront by the
Castle; feeding the geeses that swam over to scrouge the
remains of breakfast; browsing around Plockton and enjoying
an out-door lunch of large prawns at the local hotel.
Civilised cruising ! In the afternoon we motored most of
the thirty miles to Badachro in Loch Gairloch where it was
after 21.00 before we got the anchor down in this wooded
snug little anchorage. One needs to beware of the covering
rock, with a most inadequate perch, which obstructs the
middle of this anchorage, particularly when entering at high
water. There is an attractive little pub here in the waterfront
which closes very promptly at 23.00. We know, we were late!
and were attacked by most aggressive midgets for our trouble!
Wednesday heralded another day of practically no wind. We
were influenced by a slack "Low" centred five hundred miles
west of the Outer Hebrides, so with overcast sky we left
Badachro bound for Ullalx)ol under engine. All along this
coasdine we were surprised by the amount of habitation and
people. Previous cruises amongst the western islands had
probably conditioned our thoughts. We were now cruising on
mainland Scotland and hence the difference. Rounding Rubha
Reidh Lighthouse to a genre S.E.F.3 gave us a close reach
for seven miles to Greenstone Point. A little later the breeze
fell away and the rain set in most earnesdy. Because we were
using our engine so much, we decided to go to Ullapool to
restock with fuel. It can be an exposed anchorage with cretain
winds - a southerly gale blowing down the loch would not be
pleasant at all. The water was deep but we were fortunate in
getting a vacant yacht mooring. Ullapool is the ferry port for
Stornaway, and harbour works in progress are geared to the
roll on/roll off ferry service and not to the yachting fraternity.

"Freebird" Anchored of Tanera Beg, Summer Isles.

Whilst ashore getting fuel we left Harry aboard who put a
note in the log, "The attractions of this anchorage are a little
difficult to see, possibly due to heavy rain". We got him
ashore later on to the Ferry Inn where he took some
sustenance, both liquid and soilid, and did not feel so had !
We bestirred ourselves fairly early on Thursday - and why
not, it was a brilliantly sunny morning and the loch,
mountains and even Ullapool itself was looking its best. The
skipper was ashore but was frustrated in his attempts to
purchase Camping Gaz. Our brand new Avon sustained a one
inch cut in its flooring due, no doubt, to the abundance of
extremely sharp barnacles growing on the sides of the
slipway. However it was too nice a day to worry about the
leaking dinghy, and John soon had it repaired whilst anchored
at Tanera Beg Island later in the morning. In planning this
cruise I had been keen to visit the Summer Isles, and this was
an ideal opportunity. With negligible winds we motored the
ten miles from Ullapool through Horse Sound and round the
east side of Tanera Mor Island to poke our way into beautiful
anchorage in a bay on the east side of Tanera Beg, fight in the
middle of the Summer Isles. A walk ashore after lunch, and a
climb to the highest point on Tanera Beg afforded a fine view
of this bay of islands with the backdrop of the mainland
mountains in the distance. Later, at 16.30, as we left Tanera
Beg cloud was filling in. With it came a northerly F.3/4
which gave us a tack to seaward until we could tack to
weather Rubha Coigeach and lay off to the N.E. towards Loch
Inver. With the breeze had come rain, but as we closed the
land towards Loch Inver the wind disappeared, so did the rain,
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to give us a free evening.
By 20.20 we had our anchor down at Loch Inver. This is
very much a fishing boat port and was the first place on this
coast that we experienced oily water reminiscent of our own
home port. By Scottish standards it is not a very attractive
anchorage, and it is somewhat exposed to the west.
On Friday we hoped to round Cape Wrath so we were
underway by 06.55. It was what we Irish call a soft morning rain and virtually no wind - as we steered to the north west
for some ten miles to round the Point of Stoer. Once round
the Point of Stoer we headed N.E. for Cape Wrath. Our
barometer had been falling for several days, it was wet with
fog and what wind there was - very slight - was north to north
west. Later we cleared the fog and sighted the north end of the
Handa Island. We passed along the steep coastline, inside An
Balg Island, the sea teeming with bird life. As we closed
towards Cape Wrath the wind had swung to E.N.E.F. 4 and
quickly increased E.N.E.F.5. This would give us a beat on
rounding Cape Wrath, and when fog closed in we decided to
call it a day, put the helm up and were soon scurrying back
towards Loch Inchard. About one mile up the Loch from the
entrance is little Loch Bervie on the port hand. By 16.45 we
had our C.Q.R. down on l_x~h Bervie which our log describes
as "small, noisy, works in progress, many fishing boats,
sheltered and secure". Safe in anchorage we had a good meal
on board and a small party to console ourselves for not having
rounded Cape Wrath.
Saturday we remained in our snug anchorage while strong
easterlies were the order of the day - not the day to attempt
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Freebird" anchored at Loch Bervte, a sheltered fishing port in the making.
Photo: B. Hegarty
Cape Wrath from the West. Extensive port works are in
progress at Loch Bervie. Most of the Loch’s shoreline will be
reclaimed to form quays to accomodate the fishing fleet in
N.W. Scotland. It is to be an important fishing port of the
future.
In planning our cruise to the Orkneys we had a lot of
encouragement from Alistair McDonald, Commodore, Clyde
Cruising Club who had sent us sailing directions and
literature on the islands. He had organised a C.C.C. Cruise-incompany to the Orkneys which we had missed because we
could not get away in time to make it. In Loch Bervie we met
two C.C.C. crews on their wasy home - Ian Farneham of
Wild Rover, and Chris Garragan of Stravaig. Both crews
seemed to be relieved to be south of Cape Wrath and away
from the Orkneys. The friendly harbour master and his wife
who run the local fisherman’s institute opened the premises
on Saturday evening that we might avail of the shower
facilities. Later the crew of the three yachts dined together in
the Garbart Bar at the back of the Kinloch Bervie Hotel.
By Sunday morning our barometer had risen to 10.05.
Whilst the wind was still E.N.E. it was down to F.4. We
were away at 10.10 which was the right time to catch the fair
tide at Cape Wrath twelve miles away. Off Handa Island we
had fishy excitement when a shoal of dolphins played about
us. Then it was on to An balg Island once more where the
breeze died away and visibility disimproved. At 13.00 we
rounded Cape Wrath close to. We could hear the boom of the
lighthouse overhead as we motor-sailed close to the cliffs in
very poor visibility. We never saw the lighthouse but believe
it exists !
The entrance to Loch Eriboll is twelve miles to the S.E.
from Cape Wrath and we made this passage in fog with close
attention to our navigation, steering from headland to headland
to islet until we could alter course to the south to pick up
White Head Lighthouse on the port hand in Loch Eriboll. We
chose the Ard Neackie South anchorage about halfway down
Loch Eriboll on the east side. It is a remote anchorage giving
shelter from N.W. through N to E winds. If this anchorage
becomes exposed then one shifts anchorage to Ard Neackie
North. For our purposes with N easterly zephers the south
anchorage was perfect. Loch Eriboll is the only worthwhile
loch on the whole north coast of Scotland from Cape Wrath
to John O’Groats. In fresh S. westerlies it has a reputation for
punishing gusts funnelling down from the hills. I had long
cherished a wish to spend a night on board in Loch Eriboll in
my own boast and here we were.
Loch Eriboll was still and sombre under a grey sky, with
the surrounding mountains reflected in the water, as we
motored away from Ard Neackie South at 06.00. By 07.00 we
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were rounding Whiten Head, the eastern bastion of Loch
Eriboll, and set our course fro Hoy Sound, Orkney, forty
seven miles away. By 09.00, ten miles on our way conditions
were bright and sunny; no wind over a gentle swell. Our
barometer had risen to 1011 and we had an excellent forecast "High spreading in over N.W. Scotland from the Atlantic;
Low over southern England moving towards the Straits of
Dover". We were now in sea area Fair Isle. Our log records
that by lunchtime we had Hoy Island well in sight and that
we were further on than our trailing log gave credit for. A
check revealed seaweed on the rotator.
By mid afternoon a breeze from N.F.4 had filled in giving
us a nice reach. The negative was fog banks. Several hours
later our breeze forsook us and so did the fog banks. We were
some three miles off Hoy Sound and the Old Man of Hoy, a
famous pillar of rock standing 137 metres high, was plainly
in view. Hoy island is the only really impressive when
approaching from the west as we were.
Tidal streams around and through the Orkney Islands run
with great strength so that every passage one makes needs to
have a tidal consideration. When one considers that the entire
North Sea and Baltic draws its ebb and flow round the north
of Scotland it is clear why the Pentland Firth, the five to
eight mile channel between Scotland and the Orkneys, is such
a force to be respected.
Our immediate problem was Hoy Sound through which the
tide was pouring into Scapa Flow. We would carry a
favourable stream to enable us to make Stromness until
sometime shortly after 1900. This had been on my mind all
day as I knew that our little engine would be ineffective
against a foul tide in Hoy Sound. I the event we were swept
into Hoy Sound and we moored alongside at Stromnes by
1810 so all was well. That night we dined ashore in the
Hamnavoe Restaurant in Stromness to celebrate our arrival;
defmately to be recommended when in Stromness.
Siolta of the Clyde Cruising Club had arrived into
Stromness on the previous night and berthed in the inner
harbour. We met old friends Bill McKean, past Commodore
C.C.C. and member I.C.C. and Rosemary, his wife, and
arranged that we would berth to make way for a coal boat. We
intended spending a couple of days at Stromness as Mairead
was arriving on that Tuesday, and Harry would not be leaving
until Thursday morning. We hired a car ( at £20 per day plus
petrol) and set off to explore the mainland island. It was a
wonderfully sunny day as we took off to see the Churchill
Barriers, the Italian Chapel and South Ronaldsay right down
to Burwick overlooking the Pentland Firth. We were amazed
by the fertility of the hinterland, the rolling coutryside, the
large farms and the well ordered prosperous appearance of the
mainland. Most of the farming seemed to be cattle rearing and
sileage making. In the open farmland there are no trees or
shelter, so farm buildings are big obviously to stall feed cattle
during the harsh winter months. In due course Mairead arrived
and we returned to Freebird where after dinner a party
developed aboard Siolta. For some reason we did not feel so
good the next day. We attributed it to the game of Liar dice
we had been playing the night before !
Wednesday was another beautiful day as we took to the
road again to visit the prehistoric village of Skara Brae, the
Ring of Brogar - mind boggling standing stones, and
St.Magnus Cathedral in Kirkwall. St.Magnus Cathedral was
started in the mid twelth century and took some three hundred
years to complete - all this while the Orkneys did not become
a Scottish possession until the late fifteenth century. To this
day visiting Norwegian yachts are probably more usual than
U.K. yachts. The towns of Kirkwall and Stromness have both
great character with their narrow paved streets and characterful
houses..Our personal preference was for Stromness a
townland of less than two hundred thousand persons, but great

Cape Wrath in poor visibility

character nestling as it does into a hill called Brinkie’s Brae.
Stromness was at its zenith one hundred and fifty years
ago. Its people were closely connected with the Hudson’s Bay
Company and apparently Orcadians formed three quarters of
the company’s workforce at one stage. It is interesting to visit
the Stromness museum which has been housed in the same
building since 1860. Stromness was also connected with the
great whaling fleets which replenished there in the 18th
century, and with the herring fleets in the early part of this
century. Today Stromness is the ferry port for the St.Ola
which crosses from Scrabster on the Scottish mainland.
During the summer months the locals do a thriving business
in sea diving holidays when enthusiasts visit Stromness to be
taken out to Scapa Flow to dive on the remains of the
German Grand Fleet which was scuttled there by Vice Admiral
von Reuter in 1919.
Thursday, 23rd July again dawned bright and sunny. Our
barometer was showing 1021 but falling. In due course we
saw Harry away on the bus for Kirkwall and home. We
lunched ashore in the Ferry Inn before getting underway at
15.30. With a fair tide and W. F. 4 we sailed west of Cava,
Fara and Flotta befroe crossing Hoxa Sound to water sound
and St.Margarets Hope Bay on the north side of South
Ronaldsay. We anchored on the west side of the bay S.E. of
the pier and reasonably close inshore in 2 fathoms L.W. The
breeze was now W x N F. 5 and the 17.50 shipping forecast
talked of W to N.W. gales in sea area Fair Isle. After dinner
we landed at the pier and walked the half mile into the village
of St. Margaret’s Hope, where we visited Murray’s Bar - small
friendly and spotlessly clean. Back on board, with gales still
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forecast, it was decided not to attempt the Pentland Firth on
Friday so we declared a "ly-in" instead.
Gales were given for Fair Isle all day Friday but we did not
get them. At best we reckoned it got up to N.W.F. 7. There
was plenty of time to think about the problem of the Pentland
Firth. Dire warnings are given in the C.C.C. Sailing
Directions, and local fishermen gave bad reports also. The nub
of it is that in winds of F. 4, or over, small boats should not
be out on the Pentland Firth if the wind is aginst tide. All
very depressing when the forecasts say that there is no hope of
the breeze falling to F.4 and one wants to get going.
I was very aware that once committed to the Firth there is
no way hack, so it must be right the ftrst time. One
fisherman I spoke with gave good advice for winds from N.W.
to S.W. He said work well to the West under the South Walls
of Hoy. Arrange to get to this position when the E going
stream has been running for two hours. Then steer out into
the mid firth before turning to the East and passing midway
between Swona and Stroma Islands. The secret is that in two
hours of running to the east the tide has had time to overcome
any adverse curents so that there is a genuine wind and tide
together all the way through.
Saturday morning saw us away from St.Margarets Hope by
06.30. Wind was N x W F.5 gusting 6. by 08.00 we were
off Aith Head well to the west along the South Walls of Hoy
with the east going stream running for two hours. By 08.30
we were in mid-firth in the close proximity of two large ships
which was re-assuring. We turned S.E. x E. between Swona
and Stroma and by 09.30 we were heading south past
Duncansby Head in bright sunshine and a fair wind. The
51

!i! ~i¸¸

Entering the no~a end of Loch Ness -- no monster spotted!
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"Freebird" anchored in the bay beneath Urquhart Castle, Loch Ness

dreaded Pentland Firth was astern. The sea became smoother
as we came under the lee of the land, and with main and No. 2
we were reaching at 7 knots. That day we were to have the
best sail of the cruise. Off Wick we changed from the No. 2
to the No.4 and later off Clyth Ness Lighthouse we hove to
and reefed the main.
Freebird was much easier to hold after that and Mairead
realised that her arms would stay in their sockets after all ! In
the afternoon our course took us offshore a bit and the going
became quite bumpy. However we gradually came up with
that long low headland, Tarbet Ness, which afforded shelter
and calm water once more. As the evening wore on the breeze
decreased so that we finished with a gentle sail up Inverness
Firth to Kessock Bridge. At 22.15 we put the anchor down up
river in the River Ness in the heart of dockland Inverness. The
port to port distance was 97 miles excluding our detour to deal
with the Pentland Firth. We had taken 15 hours and 45
minutes and averaged 6.2 knots over the most direct route. We
felt good.
On Sunday we covered a mere two miles. At noon we
motored to the entrance to the Caledonian Canal where we
paid Mr.Mackenzie the loch keeper £36 for a three day canal
journey. He took us through the sea locks and we then
motored a mile to Muirtown Basin where we moored at a
small marina.
A passage through the Caledonian Canal had long been
something that both Betty and I wanted to experience and we
were not disappointed. The canal is 52 nautical miles, had 28
locks (14 up and 13 down), if my memory serves correctly. It
follows a valley, between mountains, running N.E. to S.W.
across Scotland from Inverness on the east coast to Fort
William on the west.
The canal connects three lakes with Inverness and Corpach
(Fort William) namely Loch Ness, which is nearly 20 miles
long, small Loch Oich which forms the head of the system,
and Loch Lochy some 7 miles in length. The greatesst hurdle
in the system is likely to be the wind direction in Loch Ness
for small sailing craft. We met a 30’ Danish yacht at
Inverness which had cruised to Belfast lough. Her crew said
that their most difficult experience, by far, was beating up
koch Ness against a strong N.E. wind in a vicious short steep
sea. I am sure this is what people of yore meant by the Loch
Ness monster ] Because of the surrounding terrain winds blow
from either S.W. or N.W. on Loch Ness.
For our passage of three days through the Caledonian Canal
we had mostly fair weather, and excellent scenery as a
consequence. Loch Ness was no problem, the first half under
motor, the second under spinnaker alone, wafted along by a
light N.E. wind to Fort Augustus Siolta overtook us in Loch
Ness and we rafted together in Fort Augustus, where we met
Bud Warden of the C.C.A. in his yacht Departure H. Freebird
hosted the party that night as we endeavoured to return
Siolta’s hospitality at Stromness. The two boats spent the
next day more or less in company, though Siolta did work
ahead beacuse of her greater size and speed. Like the turtoise
and the hare we caught up at Gairlochy where we had another
tilt at liar dice with them.
The following day heading for Banavie we were fortunate
that Siolta was astern as Freebird grounded on a mudbank in
the canal. Siolta hauled us free. We bid farwell to Bill and
Rosemary and the Siolta crew at Banavie as they intended
leaving Siolta there and going home by road. For Freebird we
descended the system of eight locks known as Neptunes
Staircase and by lunchtime Wesdnesday we were back in salt
water off Fort William. With a N.W.F. 3 to 4 in bright
Hard work this lock work!
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"Siolta", CCC, and "Freebird" ICC alongside at Fort Augustus, Caledonian
Canal.

Jol’trl,

Beuy, Mairead in Penfland Firth rig.

sunshine and cloud conditions, we had time to get through
Corran Narrows on a fair tide and out into Loch Linnhe. We
made for Kentallen Bay, some three or four miles away from
Corran Narrows, where we were lucky to get a moorings as
the anchorage is deep. It is an attractive little bay surrounded
by high ground, heavily wooded on its west side, and open to
the north.
On Thursday, we were away from Kentallen Bay by 08.00
to be on the right side of the tide. We had hoped to make
Crinan but it was not to be. The breeze filled in from S.W.
F.3 with rain, and we were faced with poor visibility and a
wet beat. Later in the morning the wind and rain faded to leave
conditions damp, calm and overcast. We passed Shuna Island,
then through the narrows between the north end of Lismore
Island and Port Appin on the mainland shore, and so into the
Lynn of Lorne. By lunchtime we were moored alongside at
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Oban’s Marina once more. It was a case of shopping,
refuelling, watering, etc. during the afternoon. John and
skipper entertained the crew of Jessie May, RNIYC, to
sundowners (not that there was any sun). After showers, etc,
ashore we dined to complete a good day.
Friday, 31st July brought gale warnings for Rockall,
Malin, Hebrides but we wanted to get south so left Oban by
08.15. It wasn’t nice SW.F.5 with low cloud, poor
visibility and rain. We beat to Easdale when the wind veered
to WxS F.4-5 and the sky lifted. Off Corryvreckan we were
overtaken by the forecast gale. With No. 4 and deep reefed
main we contunued down the sound of Jura in the lee of Jura.
Later we abandoned the main altogether and continued under
No.4. as we approached Craighouse it was blowing stink with
great spumes of spray blowing off the water. We beat in
through the Small Isles under No. 4 helped by the the engine,
and bore away for the anchorage. Alas, for us, all eight
Highlands and Islands Development Board moorings had
yachts hanging from them. Twice we attempted to get our
CQR with chain to hold but failed on the kelp covered
bottom. We then laid out the CQR a third time backed up by
our reserve fisherman with chain and warp. The fisherman
held first time. Craighouse is known for its poor holding.
When we left on Saturday evening John’s comment was
"weighed anchors Craighouse and enough kelp to supply the
world with jam thickness for a decade". Meantime we did not
venture ashore that Friday night as we did not deem it prudent
to be rowing about in a rubber dinghy.
We left Craighouse Saturday evening at 16.00 and had an
uneventful 157 mile passage home. Weather was kindly
giving W. F. 4-5 at the start of the passage to calm from
Dundalk Bay onwards. It was an easy homecoming journey
completed in thirty one and a half hours at an average of 5
knots. We moored at Howth marina at 23.20 on Sunday, 2nd
August having completed 897 miles in 24 days. The skipper
has promised to go south next year, but the northern isles
beckon!
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Destination

Date

Distance
Miles

Underway Engine Speed
Hours
Hours Knots

198
6.5
17
61
31
34

35.0
1.7
4.3
9.7
6.8
7.8

17.8
1.7
4.3
0.3
5.2
5.0

5.7
3.9
3.9
6.3
4.6
4.4

26.5
47

7.6
9.8

5.6
7.2

3.5
5.8

29
52

7.6
12.2

5.8
10.8

3.8
4.3

17

3.2

-

5.4

97

15.8

2.1

6.2

July
10 from
11 to
12
12
13
14
15
16
16 and
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31

Howth
Oban
Duart Bay
Tobermory
Plocton
Badachro
Ullatx)ol
Tanera Beg)
Loch Inver)
Loch Bervie
At Loch Bervie
Ard Neachie, L. Eriboll
Stromness
at Stromness
at Stromness
St. Margaret’s Hope
St. Margaret’s Hope
Inverness
Muirtown Basin)
Fort Augustus
Gairlochy)
Corpach)
Oban
Craighouse, Jura

52 in Caledonian Canal
19
41

5.2
8.0

2.8
3.6
2.0 5.1

31.5

17.8

August
1
2

from Craighouse
to Howth

157

5.0

...................................................

845
+ 52

168.6
89.2 5.0
in Caledonian Canal

897
20 Anchorages in 24 days
18 Anchorages new to Freebird
Engine Hours 53.9% of time underway (excluding Caledonian Canal)
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Silver Breeze around Ireland
Tony Clarke

Silver Breeze, our First 32 had started the season spring racing
on the Shannon Estuary where we have a mooting in the good
sheltered water behind Foynes Island. When Saturday 14th
dawned we dropped our moorings in Foynes and caught the
ebb tide to carry Silver Breeze on our long dreamed of around
Ireland cruise. We hoped that the childdren were ready for the
challenge and that the enthusiasm built up over the winter
would last.
Crew consisted of my wife Eileen and daughters Deirdre (11),
Louise (10) and Eva (7). While beating down the Shannon our
friend Brendan McMahon in Salar waved us luck and we
dropped anchor off Carraogholt Castle to share the anchorage
with the W.I.O.R.A. fleet who were starting their annual race
week.
06.00 Sunday saw us off in earnest with a favourable tide to
take us out of the Shannon Estuary. With very little wind and
the motor running a little sea sickness and a trailing log lost
over the side positive thinking was necessary! I consoled
myself, very few men go cruising with four women that love
him! It was the hottest day of the year and an oily calm sea as
we set a course 032°. By 12.00 we were on the approach for
Gregory Sound and enough wind for a perfect reach between
Inishmaan and Inishmore with only herring gulls for
company. We gave Straw Island a wide berth before steering
330° for Golam. The shelter form the Atlantic swell behind
theses islands is always welcome. We were heading for
Roundstone in Connemara where we had arranged a supply of
frozen lamb with John De Courcy, the friendliest butcher in
Ireland. We had learned in earlier cruises that the north-west
coast suffers from a lack of good supplies. Visibility turned
bad after rounding Gorman Head but improved as we sighted
Saint Mc Daras Island. We followed the I.C.C. directions and
dropped anchor at 17.59 in the always calm anchorage off
Roundstone pier. Our log for the day read 72.5 and we felt the
familiar tiredness at the end of the first day of a cruise. After
picking up the frozen lamb and other essentials for a crew of
five with an average age of 20 we dpearted Roundstone at
11.00 for Slyne Head and the decision had to be made whether
we should use the Joyce Sound pass. With the aid of chart
2708 we overcame the difficulty of identifying the pass.
Having studied it at close quarters the decision was made and
we motored at high revs into the breaking sea, with exctited
anticipation as our digital depth sounder read 18 feet. With
immaculate sense of timing our 8 year old decided to change
the sounder to read in meters, the sounder suddenly showing 6
had Eileen mentioning the Christian names of the Holy
Family! to the crys of "Fooled you Mum".
This pass saved us the usually uncomfortable rounding of
Slyne Head and at least two hours, looking back from the
north the pass is more difficult to identify. Having sailed a
course of 010° we sighted Inishbofin with its excellent leading
marks. 17.10 crew rowed ashore to make sand-castles and
swim from the beach as we enjoyed a leisurely drink in the
cockpit, and later a walk ashore.

Carrigahold with lduna at anchor

Photo: T. Clarke

Next morning after a perrywinkle picking session ashore and
the knowledge that the wind had let us down again and gone
north-west we hauled anchor and away to new territory as this
had been the northerly limit of our previous cruising. Laying
a course through Ship Sound ( between Inishark and Boffin)
and steering a course of 008° for Achill Head. These beautiful
islands would merit a longer stay, one would happily spend an
entire cruise here. In light airs we had the spinnaker set when
we altered course for Blacksod while winkle-eating off the
spectacular cliffs on the north of Achill.
Later we anchored off Blacksod, ashore we met Ted Sweeney,
described locally as "Mayor of Blacksod". This helpful man,
who runs the post office, would delight in doing you a good
turn and I would advise anyone visiting Blacksod to go and
meet him. This part of Mayo is so depopulated that it can
only support one bar which opens at 21.00, giving us time in
the evening for a walk on the mountains which are of granite.
While looking out to sea we noticed the Navy keeping a
discrete presence.
Next morning we departed for Broadhaven inside Inishkea
North and South and outside Eagle Island in a very calm sea.
We dropped anchor off Ballyglass pier in 9 feet of water, there
is a small post office/shop just a five minute walk from the
pier.
On Thursday llth July anchor was up at 0845, we had a
lively reach for 55 miles across Donegal Bay in N.W.F.4/5
with only a small swell as the previous days had been calm,
to anchor down in Teelin Harbour at 17.00. Having crossed in
the rain we missed the beauty of this large Bay. We found the
entrance without any difficulty as the high cliffs off the
entrance were visible for almost five miles. Ashore we met
the Gallagher family who keep a yacht on moorings off the
West Quay.
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We hauled anchor on an overcast morning departing Teelin at
0830. It was a fetch out to Rathlin O’Birne in F. 4/5 S.W. A
French Yacht tacked to wave at us, far north for the French. A
yacht that we first thought to be French tacked across to wave
at us, to our delight it was Dave Fitzgerald from Galway on a
delivery trip from Scotland with Peigin Eile his new boat, the
first yacht we had met at sea. The swell was beginning to
build up as we under spinnaker to the north entrance to
Aranmore Sound, 35 miles on the log as we tied on to a
trawler. It was only 14.30 we had most ofthe day ashore. We
shared the anchhorage with seven yachts from Sligo Y.C.
enroute to the Clyde, later we had some discussion with the
Sligo people on possible get-togethers of the growing number
of yachts based in the West. Previous I.C.C. logs have
mentioned that state of cars on the island, which are only
suitable for stock-car racing. These are terrifying in the dark of
the night, it helps that you can get a late drink to give you
courage to walk home !
Sunday we cast off our mooring warps at 11.05 and sailed
past Gola and other island, while being followed by the Sligo
yachts. At 14.00 hours we waved good-bye to the West as we
passed Bloody Foreland. Motor sailing to 17.05 we dropped
anchor off Dunfanaghy (Sheephaven). A local boat came over
to offer showers ashore, however we decided to refuse this
hospitality as we were not happy with this tiny rock-strewn
anchorage. We moved down to Downings, where we suffered
culture shock in this holiday town, in the bay speed boats
ploughed up and down at all hours, to escape what looked like
100 acres of caravans. However we spent a quiet night at
anchor and by 10.00 next morning we were bound for Lough
Swilly with our number two flying, it was blowing S/S.W. a
beautiful reach to Fanad Head then a beat into the anchorage

Peigin Eile off Rathlin O’Bime
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off the hotel in Portsalon. The children had been promised a
meal ashore and the first shower in ten days, very
uncomfortable anchorage off the pier and later we moved to
the southern end of the bay which gave us shelter. We were
later joined at anchor by a ketch flying the Stars and Stripes.
Next morning we set a course 050° for Malin head, the top of
Ireland, brought three cheers as we rounded. We met big seas
caused by the dreaded wind against tide, which we decided to
motor into. We were in "big tide country" and to out delight
we had judged them correctly and arrived in Portrush at 14.30,
with the log reading 4 miles we estimated we saved 1.5 hours.
Our River Shannon training standing to us. On the quay wall
the Harbour Master directed us to a vacant berth normally used
by a chartered fishing vessel. Noel Kennedy, treasurer of the
Yacht Club invited us to use the facilities of the Club where
we received a big welcome. Later we were just a little startled
by the 23.30 arrival of an uniformed customs man. The Yacht
Club Black Bush cushioned his arrival ! The high buildings of
Portrush looked charming in the sunshime of the afternoon
and with terrific restaurants in the harbour and a modern Yacht
Club, makes it a highly recommended port of call in good
weather.
When we cast off at 0930 in poor visibilty under engine with
course 85° for Rathlin Sound we were conscious of the bad
visibility, however when it became worse we put into swellprone Ballycastle. Locals told us of plans to up-grade this
harbour but until this happens it couldn’t be recommended,
every available berth on the pier being taken up by the
frequent ferry to Rathlin. When the visability cleared in the
evening we cast off for Rathlin Island and Fair Head the N.E.
corner of Ireland. Visibility improved and we had our first
view of the Mull of Kintyre. We were tempted, could we go
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on and take an extra few days holidays ?, thought about all the
work to be done in August, and decided no. We finished our
five mile journey and tied up in the new harbour at Rathlin, it
is quite simple, you head straight for the church until you
come abeam of the road which rises form the harbour, then
turn in, it is shallow, our sounder showing two fathoms.
Despite the very big tides in this area we were surprised at
the small rise and fall, we were wary of the tides at this point
as we were on springs, we had a five knot tide under us. It is a
nice and friendly island and well worth a visit, if we had a day
to spare we would have stayed, hired bicycles and walked on
the hills.
The following morning there was little wind and in the wrong
direction. We cast off out and into the swirling waters of
Rathlin Sound. As our motor was runnning we wondered did
God intend western based yacht to sail north about ! The cliffs
of Antrim looked beautiful in the morning sunshine, just
South of Fair Head at the foot of massive cliffs we saw what
must be the remotest house in Ireland, right on the waters
edge, we could see no sign of even a pathway down. To the
west of us was a somber reminder of western security as we
saw a large warship. This north coast was very cold for mid
July. We were fully kitted out with wooly hats and all. At
11.00 a fog bank was sighted ahead so we made some
preliminary arrangements to run for attractive looking Red
Bay, however, visibility improved and at 13.00 we were off
Lame power station but unfortunately, the wind died again and
we were back to our faithful friend the diesel engine. There
was a surprising lack of yachts on this coast, we had seen
nothing at all to date and the West had seemed crowded by
comparison ! Our almost seven hours at sea ended as we tied
up on the visitors berth of Carrickfergus Marina. Like all
marinas it was good and functional but we were disappointed
as it lacked the atmosphere of all the ports we had visited to
date.
One of the habits the children got into to amuse themselves
was to personalise the sheets, in the middle of the spinnaker
hoist you found youself getting instructions from the cockpit
"haul Rosemary Dad" (the childrens name for the pole
downhaul ). Friday the 14th July had us sailing out of Belfast
Lough on course for Ardglass, daughter Louise at the helm.
By noon the wind was gone completely and we were motoring
past the flat coastline of County Down. We sailed past the
Strangford whistling buoy into a beautiful looking Ardglass,
golf course conspicious at the entrance. We had the hook
down at 15.50. Ardglass is an attractive town, prominent fish
market on the quay as well as a co-op store which stocks a
huge selection of quality frozen food. All in all we found it a
very convenient port.
Saturday the 18th July, it was time to head on. With a
westerly wind and a lot of rain we set off, course 210° to take
us down the east coast, forecast of N.W. cyclonic variable
F.4/5 occasionally 6. whatever about the 4 or 5 we certainly
experienced the 6 and had to reef. Silver Breeze was sailing
nicely under these conditions, the crew taking turns to steer.
Our sleepy mood was broken suddenly by a frightening crash
in the cockpit, which turned out to be an exhausted racing
pigeon, this poor creature caused a great diversion for children
and adults alike. Like all clever navigators the pigeon went
below and sat at the chart table all the way until we were at
Howth, at which time he calmly flew out of the cockpit and
rejoined his friends.
The excellent facilities of Howth Yacht Club were available
to us, the children were very amused by the marina manager
who gave out the official results of the pigeon race and
declared our passenger the winner. A nice thought which we
appreciated.
On Sunday morning it was blowing hard from the south and
we declared it a rest day and treated ourdselves to a trip on the
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Scraggane Bay anchorage -- Magharee Islands
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Dart to visit our cousins.
The following morning we were rewarded by our wait with a
run across Dublin Bay, past Wicklow Head and all the way to
Arklow. Still surprised by the lack of yachting activities in
this high holiday season, we met only the Navy’s P20 and the
ferries. We had as guests my brother-in-law and his daughter,
their very first day yachting and they later asked how to get a
mooring in Dublin Bay ! We arrived at 1420 in the large safe
harbour of Arklow, not so attractive with an industrial
setting, we had a five minute walk to the town and purchased
in some supplies.
We were to leave the east coast the next morning and to take
advantage of the tide we cast off at 05.30. It was another day
of sails up and down trying to catch the elusive wind, in calm
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Inishbofin Harbour.
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conditions we decided to go outside the banks. We were in the
company of Spectra from Dun-Laoghaire and a French yacht
on charter. As we had no large chart of the Saltees we were
punished by having to go outside and miss what must be an
attractive sound, we were glad we had taken I.C.C. South and
West advice not to go inside the Saltees without an adequate
chart. At 16.00 hours we passed the Connibeg lightship
arriving at Dunmore East at 17.10. The children amused
themselves on this passage by reading obsecure passages in
Reeds, their favourite being "emergency child birth"!
Arrival at Dunmore East the harbour had an international
flavour, flags of several nations to be seen on yachts all tied
up suitably away from the fishing fleet. The clean and tidy
harbour must be unique amongst fishing ports for its
neatness. By nightfall there were 23 yachts tied up with flags
of five nations flying. An attractive feature are the nesting
kittywakes on the cliffs next to the pier. We had the pleasure
of meeting, fellow I.C.C man Robert Fowler and son Andrew
on Spectra. We were to share several anchorages with the
Fowlers and their crew over the next few days, it added greatly
to the enjoyment of the cruise. On leaving Dunmore East the
next morning we were unfortunate and became caught in an
unattended net just off the harbour mouth, however, we
managed to get free without great difficulty. Perhaps some
liason between the clubs and fishermen could prevent these
problems. During this passage to Balycotton we had two
hours mackerel fishing and we arrived with our large catch in
Ballycotton at 18.00, to share the anchorage with Spectra and
a timber yacht Finoula. We spent a friendly evening on board
with the Fowlers and other new sailing friends. Because of its
small size, Ballycotton is not very suitable port for cruising
yachts their being no room to anchor it is necessary to berth
alongside. In the morning this berth became uncomfortable as
we were pounded against the wall. It was difficult to get out
of the harbour but when we did we were on our way in
brilliant sunshine and a perfect wind, to make the kind of day
that dreams are made of, as we sailed for Kinsale. Above
Charles Fort we tacked betweeen a fleet of mirrors which were
partaking in a yacht club sailing course. The children found it
very exciting tacking in the warm breeeze, it was the kind of
day you wished would never end and the marina came upon us
all too soon. Our eldest daughter later described the day as
being "cool crack". While we had about 300 miles to do on
the cruise, for us Kinsale was a celebration because it marked
the eastern limit of our earlier cruising, we had really sailed
around Ireland.
On the marina was lnisealga H. The Taoiseach’s boat was
being made ready for the Boss’s annual holidays on
Inishvicealane. We put on our cleanest dirty clothes and went
to our party, which ended with a meal in the Blue Haven.
What should have been a lovely quiet night was interrupted by
a party on an ajoining yacht which spilled out onto the
pontoon and had people dancing until 04.00. Having refueled
the next morning at Gibbons Quay we headed off with a crew
member on the bow on "net watch". The beauty of this coast
struck us again as we headed towards Castlehaven, we finished
the day short tacking again as we arrived. This must be the
most beautiful natural harbour in Ireland, we were in the
company of fellow I.C.C. yachts Mazara from Strangford and
evolution down from Howth. After swimming from the stern
we had the traditional end with a few drinks in MaryAnns bar,
an agreeable time was had by all.
The following morning it was time for the young crews
dinghy rowing championships, the fianl featured young
Robert Fowler and his friend versus our two daughters Deirdre
and Louise. After much discussion on rules and regulations
governing inflatable racing the Fowlers were declared the
winners. The right of appeal to the I.Y.A. being left open, it
was agreed in the end that a rematch in1988 was the best
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solution to the problem.
To out delight the crew of Fionula rowed over and gave us a
present of a very large basket of strawberries. By noon we
hauled anchor and sailed for North Harbour. Sunday we were
away and back to our familiar West Coast. We had decided on
a reasonalble long day to take us to Derrynane.
The early morning forecast included the weather forecast of
light showers in Paris, after all, it was the day Stephen Roche
was to make all Irish sportsmen proud. While there was a
pleasant forecast for Paris, he was giving us a N.N.W. with
lots of rain. Due to bad visibility we headed for
Castletownbere when we met Ealu down from the Shannon,
we knew that we were truly back on home ground. Also in
port was S.T.V. Nancy Bet. A strong northerly blew with
plenty of rain, we pitied the crew of Nancy Bet on deck-watch
on such a wet night. We spent all the following day in
Castletown, weather bound, and used the time to carry out
repairs and to put the yacht back in shape, while feeding to
the hearts content on prawns that the fishermen were landing
locally. A few pounds bought as much as you could eat in a
week. A yacht becomes very dirty tied onto this pier and in
good weather one would be far better to anchor-off if time
didn’t allow you to go in to Bantry Bay.
Tuesday saw us on our way to Derrynane, we were through
the Dursey sound in good visibility. We laid our course to
bring us between Moylan and Two Headed Island, however,
we had no sooner laid the course when visability closed
completely, looking back it was not even possible to return
to Dursey, we held our course until we found the tip of
Moylan, we spent a few anxious moments deciding what to
do, we knew well that it would impossible to get into
Derrynane harbour under these conditions, we decided to put
into the beach at Derrynane and in nil visibility, put down our
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anchor with only the sounder to tell us where we were, then
we went ashore to visit our friend Bridie Keating.
We spent a long night having a sing-song with our many
friends in Derynane. The following morning the visibility had
cleared but we decided to leave the yacht at anchor under the
Abbey, off the Island. A preferable anchorage to the harbour
during periods of strong winds, the harbours suffers from
funnelling winds which is the only disadvantage of the natural
harbour. Also it is much easier to land a dinghy at low water
onto a beach, than it is at the pier. We were reporting to the
fishermen that we had seen sharks locally, the fishermen
confn-med that a few days earlier whales had been spotted less
then twenty miles from the shore. Our guide to sea birds had
been a great source of amusement during the trip and had
ended many arguments. The presence of guide books like this
on a yacht certainly makes passages more interesting. Flying
the I.C.C. burgee indeed has the advantage on a cruise,
leaving Derrynane two days later we were hailed from a
sailboard by fellow club member Kevin O’Dwyer, offering to
bring us to Caherdaniel to obtain supplies. Although we were
organised with transport, we very much appreciated his offer,
it is comforting to know that the Club has many friends
around the coast.
After our rest in Derrynane, next was Dingle. At the end of
and uneventful sail we were in for a rare treat in Dingle
Harbour, just when we were in the channel there was a
sickening thud on the keel, despite the fact that I was
confident of knowing the channel, we then noticed that we had
hit a large dolphin. This dolphin seemed very friendly and
stayed with us the entire way into the harbour, he swam
around and round theyacht much to the delight of my young
crew, as he decided to leave us he did a final little dance

Rinrawros Point Lighthouse, Aranrnore
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waving his tail in the air and disappeared form sight. Later as
we told our story on the pier we were told that this is a
regular occurence and that this friendly mammal is known as
Fungi. This habit of his, of hitting boats had resulted in deep
scars along his back, apparently they don’t caus him any
discomfort.
The sad part of the story is that it was reported that there
were three young dolphins slaughtered by fishermen from
another port. We certainly hope that this is not true. We spent
a terrific night in Dingle tied onto the fishing fleet as it being
a Saturday night no boats were going out the following
morning, it saves a very long dinghy trip to the anchorage at
the head of the dredged channel.
The following morning Sunday we had a comfortable reach
as far as the Blasket Sound, however, we were to pay for our
fun when we reached the Blasket Sound, we took a pasting
from very large waves with the wind against tide, motoring
into the waves making only two knots. Reports later from the
shore said that we were not visible in the trough of the waves.
Later in the afternoon we put into Scraggane Bay in the
Magharees. This anchorage is not suitable for leaving a yacht
unattended, it is used by yachts from the Shannon Estuary and
Fenit on weekends. It would be a useful stopping stage for
cruising yachts who do not wish to go into the Shannon,
local pub and shop/restaurant a pleasant five minute walk.
From there in bad visibility, we headed across the mouth of
the Shannon and anchored off Kilbaha, this being just 3 miles
from Loop Head is a most useful anchorage.
The following morning ended the cruise as we retnrned to
Carriagholt and later to Foynes to end a months holidays with
a terrific sense of achievement for this family to have sailed
successfully without mishap around Ireland.
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Falmouth to the Azores in
Redwing/Spirit of Shell
Brian Law

South-west gales imminent for sea areas Portsmouth,
Plymouth, Lundy, Fasmet and Irish Sea was the forecast for
my birthday Saturday 6th June. At 12.00 that day, 43 yachts
started racing for the first 1200 mile leg of the 1987 Henri
Lloyd Azores and Back Race. I had been working towards this
since 1981, when Dick, George and I built the tri-maran
Downtown Flyer, which was originally desinged to be the
scratch boat at 38’ long overall. Since then, times had changed
and Dick was sailing in the largest boat in the race - Peter
Philip’s 75’ Catamaran Novanet Elite. A chance remark one
day over a cup of coffee slruck a spark. "You know Lawsie,
Deirdre does not want me to race two-handed in such a
monster, but time is passing and I might never get the chance
again" Now Dick is getting older quicker than I am, but there
still is something in what he said, the old bones are getting
more brittle each year.
My "Pet" boat Redwing was already for sale, as
unfortunatley her bow is just about ten feet too close to her
stem and I toyed with idea of something much faster with
water ballast and lots of high tech’ go faster equipment. I paid
my entry fee, deciding to sail singlehanded, as this race didn’t
go near too many rocks and after all, like a fall, its the sudden
stop that does the damage ! The time quickly arrived when I
had to specify the boat I would sail in. Why not Redwing ? - I
didn’t want two boats, she had been built in 1910, but was
very seaworthy, in excellent condition and although I did not
want many people to know at this stage, she was a very fast
boat of her type. The further thought occured, the boat would
really stand out in the crowd of fast racing types - why not
have "the crack" that this would give and use the interest to
raise some money for the R.N.L.I. George, who used to work
for the company was able to interest Shell Northern Ireland in
sponsoring the fund raising idea and they have very kindly
taken the work out of the appeal and even more kindly, helped
defrayed the expenses incurred.
With a few modifications, Redwing became Spirit of
Shell, she had a self draining cockpit and a larger bow sprit
fitted, which put us 16" closer to the Azores at one stroke.
The engine was removed and the propellor aperture in the
rudder filled in and a mast head drifter and mizzen staysail were
carried.
Round Isle of Man Race 23 - 25th May
With Richard NeweU and Harry Armstrong, who over three
years of club racing in Strangford Lough, had got used to the
three odd mile of rope in the boat, we set off in a shake down
race round the Isle of Man on Saturday 25th May. After
Friday night in the Portaferry Hotel, the trip from Strangford
to the Point of Ayre was just a pennance. No wiser from this
experience, we met a lot of old friends and made a few new
ones at M.S.C.C. on Saturday night, then got involved in the
frivously sobering contortions of the fleet drying out in
Ramsey Harbour at about 2 a.m. A beautiful Sunday morning

was appreciated by few as we were towed out of harbour by
Emerald, a Ramsey based, slightly younger sister ship, who
was also racing.
We had a lovely start, first over the line by a series of
lucky flukes and after a beat northeastwards, were again first
around the Point of Ayre, a tribute more to Spirit of Shell’s
ability and the irrefusable handicap given us than crew ability
that morning. A beautiful spinnaker run down the west coast,
with the land shimmering in the heat haze, deteriorated a little
on rounding the south end of the island. Winds fell lighter
and we idled around with the tide, ghosting from one series of
ripples to the next, at time flapping the rudder to persuade the
bowsprit to point in the right direction. A light weather beat
up the East coast during that evening and midnight Sat/Sun
saw us becalmed for periods off Maughold Head. We crossed
the finish line second in class at 03.20 and with no
possibility of entering the harbour until mid-morning, we set
off back towards Co Down. The watch below now became
very popular and a close reach, then a spinnaker run saw us
lying Annalong by tea-time Monday, waiting for enough
water to enter the harbour. At 20.30 that evening, we brought
a few locals out of the Harbour Bar to see us enter under jib
and mizzen, the first time in 20 years apparently that this had
been done in anything larger than a dinghy. Here Henry took
his leave and Dick and I had a shower and meal, then a most
enjoyable "full night in".
Annalong to the Scillies and Falmouth 26-29th May
Off for Falmouth, we were towed out by a fisherman
known as "Twin Tub" because apparently between tides he
services the local washing machines. Light northeasterlies
gave a lovely leisurely sail down the Irish Sea, we were given
three large crabs by a fishing boat off Kilkeel that we knew.
Haden Chambers had been a trawler skipper all his working
life and in retirement has a 25’ skiff. Apparenlty on the
evening of his first Dip this year he was missing when the
tide ebbed at Annalong. The first boat out the next morning
found him six miles off, fast asleep in the focastle and out of
diesel. "Can’t understand this" he said, "I filled her up last year
before haul’in ou o’ the water".
Down near the Seven Stones we sailed past the weather
side of a large French trawler and we were waved closer - we
swopped them a bottle of Black Bush for a whole sackful of
fish and two bottles of wine. The transfer was made as we
sailed through their lee and a massive rusty shackle carrying a
line whizzed across our decks, luckily missing everything and
the sack hauled across. We overnighted in the Scillies for a
pint and pasties and made Falmouth by sailing up the estuary
at midnight on Friday 29th May.
Scrutineering In Falmouth Saturday 31st May to Sat 6th June
Up at 06.00 for coffee and cornflakes, then sailed up to
R.C.Y.C. where we picked up a visitors mooring. After
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scrambled egg and toast we were ready to face the world again.
Went ashore and ordered a taxi to take Dick to the station and
off for home. Met Willie the R.C.Y.C. Boatman, who has
been described as the best ambassador a club can have - "All
the actions here m’dear. Yourm don’t want to go up to that or
marina".
Lunch in the club with Bob Nickerson of Cherry Valley
Superduck and met Peter Philips and his delivery crew of
Novanet Elite then down the West Country Chandlers for a
list of items still to be fitted - second bilge pump, topsail
sheet, spare sail battens, terminals for Redwing’s first ever
lifelines, jammers for spi, downhaul etc, etc. So began a week
of intense social activity, mixed with frantic fitting out, or
vice versa.
I had met the R.C.Y.C. Commodore, John May, and
Sailing Secretary Vicki Ferguson that morning and left my
log with them, as the delivery to Falmouth was also my
qualifying trip. This pair, who were over in Cork later in the
year in John’s Tartan 37, are the sharp end of the R.C.Y.C.
sailing committee and became firm friends to the entire AZAB
fleet.
Sunday was official scrutineering day, and the hour
allocated stretched to all morning, as my scrutineer is the
owner of, and lives aborad, Kirsty - a lovely little Scottish
double ended ketch that had featured recently in Classic Boats.
Peter Flutter and his wife had sailed Kirsty to the Caribbean
and back, so over a glass of Black Bush the rapport grew,
unfortunately, so did the list of items to complete before
sailing.
On Monday, Rosie my wife and George Blair arrived as the
Shore Support Group. We rented a newly built apartment and
thereafter retired each evening to the splendour of yellow and
brown floral patterned damp nylon sheets.
The remainder of the week was a round of supermarket
shopping, visiting chandlers and sailmakers, meeting other
competitors at lunch and at functions in the evenings - all
interspaced with fitting lifelines, testing radios, stowing
stores and generally converting our Edwardian Gentleman’s
Yacht into an "Ocean Greyhound".
Falmouth to the Azores 6th to 20th June 1987
Saturday 6th June dawned dark and murky with a forecast of
southwesterly gales in all adjacent sea areas. It was blowing
old boots outside, so much for the mooring of my 47th
birthday. Archie Mackenzie, the Royal Engineer, who had
master minded the Army’s transportation of Downtown Flyer
from Lisburn to Belfast, had joined our support team
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yesterday and now he and George accompanied me out to the
boat, like warders escorting a prisoner on his last long walk.
We tied a double reef, I asked George to nip back ashore to
try to find the heavy oilskin trousers that I had forgotten to
lift from the club the night before. George came back to say
that a jacket had been found, but no trousers. I insisted that
they were trousers, so George went back ashore and returned
with my jacket. The Harbourmaster’s launch towed us clear of
the moorings on our side of the river and cast us off 20 yards
up wind of the moorings on the other side. Jib and mizzen
flogging, we got mixed with a buoy and drifted amongst the
tightly moored yachts, just getting clear without major
damage. Under way again, we sailed to clearer water, hove to
and with the greatest difficulty in full gale, got the dinghy
alongside and George and Archie aboard. The last I saw of
them for five weeks they were lying almost falt in the dinghy,
absolutely soaking and crabbing sideways across the harbour,
the 8 h.p. outboard only just making to windward in the
blow.
Now, I reckoned that there was not much chance of my
being first over the line at the Azores, so I determined to try
to be first over at the start. Redwing~Spirit of Shell normally
handles very well under jib and mizzen, so I chose not to
hoist the gaff mainsail because of the risk of missing a runner
whilst tacking in that wind. I would have preferred one quarter
of the rolling furling jib,staysail and mizzen, but again there
was a great risk of a staysail sheet fouling on the mast. The
area of jib needed to keep sailing therefore, was larger than
ideal for the new longer bowsprit but "needs must" as they
say. With Autohelm set up on stand-by and staysail lashed to
the rail ready to go once we were clear of the start, we short
lacked inside the start line. This was across the entrance to the
Fal estuary and receiving the full force of the S.W. force 8
that was blowing. Hobby-horsing up and down, making about
three knots, we waited for the ten minute gun, suddenly a
launch was coming alongside - I was quite worried as
manoeuverability was limited. I signalled that I was about to
tack, then recognised Willie the R.C.Y.C. boatman and
crouched under the fo’castle Rosie was waving. I tacked and
they came up the other side, Willie waving something to me.
He came beautifully up along side and handed over a last
bundle of birthday cards. "Happy birthday Brian and good
luck." The ten minute gun went and I timed my run, close
inshore to gain as much shelter as possible. Ironically, Bunty
King, the local sailmaker had warned me yesterday that there
would not be as much wind in here. The five minute gun
went and I worked back to my mark, beating up past the

rocks, then out along the line on starboard, counting seconds
and hauling sheets, 30 seconds, 20, 15, go for it, I really
thought that I had made it first, but was later told that on of
the Barracudas just got her nose ahead of my bowsprit (the
dirty rat !).
The next hour was a shambles, a quarter of a mile clear of
the line I switched on the autopilot which was newly serviced,
tested and just installed. I turned right and kept on
turning.With the extra load, the weather runner block expolded
under strain. I made the quickest tack ever onto port and
ignored the boats coming up behind - God only knows what
shape the mast took at that point. Luckily, the boat is well
balanced and ten minutes had her sailing herself, back on the
right tack and a snatch block holding the damaged runner.
You know, I have oilskins for crossing Siberia and another
set for walking the dog in the park and guess which I set I
was wearing. With the staysail set, we were making about 4
knots due south, which wasn’t bad, so I went below to change what mess ! - a dozen items on the floor swilling through the
bilge water which was trying to climb the walls with the
motion. Pump out, change clothes from the skin out and back
up into the cockpit. Things are not so bad now, 3 to 4 miles
offshore and although the seas are still like drumlins, at least
we are clear of breaking water.
The boat was coping quite well and listening to the V.H.F.
radio I knew that several competitors had either put in for
shelter or had delayed their start. With a cigar lit, the world
was gradually becoming a little better. Crouched in the shelter
of the doghouse, I probabley had the cigar half smoked before
I looked over my shoulder. First reaction to what I saw was
absolute horror. Fifty yards away, looking tiny and vunerable
in that sea, were two figures in a rubber dinghy. It seems
strange now, because it was the local Atlantic 21’ Lifeboat,
but my immediate thought was, "How am I going to get
those guys aboard singlehanded in this sea ?" Far from being
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in trouble, they were out to check that I was O.K. and after a
shouted conversation, they wished me "Good Luck and Gods
speed" and off they went over the crests to disappear and
reappear again, getting smaller each time, until, like the coast
astern, they vanished into the murk.
Through the afternoon and that night, we kept on starboard
tack, laying due south by Decca, I catnapped in the cockpit for
ten minutes at a time. Somewhere around 02.00 the wind
began to moderate an by first light, fortified by a bowl of
cereal and a mug of coffee, I set the reefed main. The
moderation comtinued and by 09.00 all reefs out and full jib,
still sailing due south, although now the lee bowing tide was
helping us west. By mid-day we were becalmed and slopping
about in a left over sea, though thankfully only for ten
minutes or so, then the promised wind veer arrived in the
form of a beautiful N.W.F.3. I suppose I should have tought
of spinnakers here but felt that I had to get some sleep as we
were now ten miles off the French Coast and about fifteen to
go before Ushant was abeam. After snatching periods of sleep,
of about ten minutes each, and coming on deck I saw a yacht
ahead which turned out to be Largo a Rival 31, also
singlehanding the race.
We were abeam of Ushant and about twenty-three miles
offshore by 1900 and going very well, having averaged 6.5
knots over the ground for the past 5 hours, with Largo
slightly further ahead. I was heartened to see that ships
coming astern seemed to make a very definite course
alternation,whilst 2-4 miles off, so it looked as if my FiredeU
radar reflector was working. Less pleasing, in fact very
depressing - we were on our third Autopilot, the second had
only lasted for an hour.
Through the second night we had fantastic sailing, wind
now N.W. x W. F. 5/6, with quarter jib, staysail, one reef in
the main and full mizzen, we were charging along, the sea
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moderate and a moon most of the night to light the way. Half
an hour of sleep every hour and a half or so - to be able to get
into a sleeping bag again was absolute luxury.
At 08.00 on my second morning, I got very chatty to the
log.
"Dist. run,160 miles. Course 250°C. Wind N.W. 5.
Position now on chart "Portsmouth to the Azores". Breakfast
of cornflakes, then quarter hour sleep. I keep thinking that
there is someone else on board and suddenly remember having
just made a remark to them. The cigars are too long (duty
free) and average about 5 matches each. Cut them in half with
bread knife but keep cellophane on while doing so, or tobacco
everywhere.
Everthing takes so long to do and has to be planned in
advance - I’ve just split half a mug of cornflakes, what a
mess, still, not long before bilge pumps gets them.
Everything damp, v. few dry spots aboard. I worry about
gunnel bump - 2nd pair of y fronts on in 24 hours. No point
in changing again, as inside of oilies wet. Musto romper suit
v. good, feels warm when wet. Woolen socks not as good
although washed them and dry socks this morning, now damp
again. Hand steered through squall. 7.5 k. on log for quite a
while. Have had quite a debate re. course. Gt. circle course of
270°C speed then 4.75-5k. 240° gives 6 k. so will stay 240°.
2nd breakfast of coffee and marmite sandwiches. I tend to eat
what is easiest prepared and handily stowed, e.g, tea is got at
by lifting out sugar and marmite - hence coffee and marmite.
Noon position gave distance from Falmouth 180 miles. Days
run 111 miles."
For the next few days we had that kind of sailing, the
weather gradually warming the boat and oilskins drying out,
catching up on sleep and really covering ground. I found that
although I tried, I could not sleep very well during the day and
several periods of three quarters of an hour each, taken when
things were reasonably settled through the night, gave on
average of 4-4.5 hours sleep in total and this seemed to be
sufficient. Winds stayed generally northwesterly and life
settled into a routine of reducing or increasing sail to suit
conditions. Battery charging seemed quite a chore, as I would
disconnect my remaining autopilot and hand steer for abour an
hour each day. This drove me out of the cabin which I
resented as an hour on the helm at one stretch seemed a long
time. Food was cereal for breakfast with tea or coffee. I had
one meal each day from the pressure cooker, at midday if it
was still cold, or in the evening as it became warmer. The
remaining meal was a tin of something or say sardines on
toast if it was cold, or cheese, bread or biscuits and slices of
raw onion and beer in the cockpit. The pressure cooker was
invaluable and the day that we reached the Azores I had 14 day
old stew. Every third day or so the pot would be almost
empty, so in went fresh potatoes, onion and carrot with tinned
meat and possibly in a tin of soup to change the flavour or a
couple of stock or oxo cubes.This way the stew remaining
became stock for the next.
Eight days out, Sunday 14th June was our best day’s run of
136 miles noon to noon Northeast winds from force 5 to 7,
most of the day sailing with mainsail down, I fell asleep
during the afternoon forgetting to set the alarm. Six and a half
hours later I awakened and felt so guilty. I had let myself, the
boat and the entire team down and probabely blown the entire
race, not to mention being a danger to shipping and
contravening the collision regulations. Sheepishly, I checked
the course and log. Six knots on the clock and the course was
spot on, forty one miles since I last wrote up the log. "Great
Girl", I patted her bridge deck, "Hold on until I make the tea".
By noon on the tenth, I had covered 1025 miles with 170
to go but speed was dropping, light winds coming in from
ahead, the Azores High was making itself felt.
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During the twelth night at sea, I spotted a light ahead "Could it be land ?" I checked the distance to go and counted
seconds but could not get a regular characteristic, it must be a
stem light. Next day, after spending the morning on the helm
in a frustrating light weather beat, we sailed past Spirit of
Brough. Geoff Barraclough, the owner, unshipped his sweep,
a fifteen foot oar and dashed about as we were coming up
alongside, whilst Philip his partner steered, I wondered how
personally he was taking all this. Out over the guard rail came
the oar and "blue tacked" to the blade was a glass of whiskey.
Two hours later we were both becalmed thirty yards apart,
Geoff came up the foredeck waving his arms and shouted
across in his braod Yorkshire accent "Am not trying to follow
you - Ah can’t get away."
Twenty nine miles to go and those miles cost blood. At
04.29 on Saturday 20th June, I picked up a mooring in Porta
Delgrada after almost being carried past the harbour entrance
by the tide, poor old Spirit of Brough was almost five hours
later.
Porta Delgrada in the Azores
Suddenly its party time. All the big boats had been here for
quite a while, the sightseeing trips were over but the official
round of parties and receptions were just beginning. To have
something to do Manana seemed terribly urgent. First aboard
next morning was Peter Philips of Novanet Elite with a drink
and second was Roy Hart, the Barracuda driver,who had just
beaten me across the line at the start, Roy brought a loaf of
fresh bread. The islanders were so friendly and the Club Naval
opening hours were from eight in the morning until the last
person left. I really was getting used to this 4 hours sleep.
Thank goodness there was nothing to do to the boat, I put six
gallons of water aboard to top up the tanks, brought two
loaves of bread and a lettuce and was ready for sea again,
making a mental promise to wash the pressure cooker
sometime soon.
Azores to Falmouth - Wed 24rth June - Thurs. 9th July
On the morning of my wife Rosie’s birthday, I was towed
out to sea again, wind westerly force 0-1. The race
instructions stated that the start line would be" a line joining
the bridge of a Portuguese warship to the light on the end of
the mole." A warship had departed the harbour early morning
with the R.C.Y.C. Commodore and Sailing Secretary aboard,
but at 11.00 no warship in sight. At 11.30 there was a
smudge of smoke on the horizon and by 11.45 this great
frigate came steaming up in a welter of foam, did a hand-brake
turn, dropped anchor and fired the ten minute gun - all in one
breath. I had made the classic mistake of beating too far,
setting the spinnaker and was late for the start. About mid
fleet with all sail area in such a little boat I found that we
could overhaul much larger craft until I got stuck in the lee of
this flipping Barracuda again. "Roy let me through, have you
not heard of Rule 98C - gentlemen in big boats let the little
boats sail on." "No." he replied, "Its a case of L.B.S.O. little boats sod off !"
Four miles down the coast under spinnaker to round a
buoy, then a light weather beat back to the west, the larger
boats pulling gradually ahead. Aphrodite and ourselves found a
private breeze along the shore, if we went out more than one
hundred and ten yards we had to bite the bullet and struggle
that extra ten hack. By eight in the evening we had repassed a
large bunch of boats a mile off-shore. I suddenly began to get
cross with myself, darkness coming on and no chance of sleep
so close to the Island, I tacked off-shore sailing towrds these
great lumps of yachts that I didn’t wish to meet. Ten minute
cap-naps in the cockpit whilst trying to make to windward in
flukey conditions, tacking to avoid other yachts and getting a
bit of banter in the process "Lawsie you should not be up

here" we passed both Barracudas again - "That’ll teach ’em".
Next day was good and bad, the wind got up but all the
boats left us behind. We blew out a spinnaker guy when the
autopilot lost control, back to plain sailing again, going
almost as fast, but much steadier. For three days fantastic
sailing - 124, 133 and 128 miles made good, I really thought
that we had beaten this old Azores High into a cocked hat.
Sailing much more to the north as the book says, to pick up
the westerlies, but it was too good to last. 98 miles, then 65,
65, 45 and all the time low, 19 miles made good in twenty
four hours. By now I was convinced that God is a democrat. If
300 million people in Northern Europe were praying for good
weather, fifty of us yachtsmen looking for wind hadn’t a
chance. The only tactic I could evolve for coping with the gutshaking slap as main boom and gaff thrash back and forth on
the ocean swell and my nerves got tighter and tighter, was to
drop the main on deck, roll up the jib and catch up on my
sleep. One of the competitors who passed me two days earlier,
spoke to a ship and asked had he seen any other yachts
recently. "Yes I think so" he replied. "did you see a little
white boat with two masts and red sails ? .... Yes I think so"
was the reply again. "Oh, then that is an Irishman who is in
the race with us". "Yes I thought he might be Irish, he had
only his mizzen up and was pointing to America."
Apart from the ongoing trauma of light winds, the event
that looms largest in my memory was the gaff falling down.
In Falmouth, George Blair had pointed at the seizing between
the halyard and gaff jaws, saying that it was not up to
standard. I replied that it was flexible, kinder on the mast and
had worked for four years but, yes, we should double the
seizing. George was right, five hundred miles from anywhere,
the gaff came clattering down around my ears, leaving the
halyard still up the mast. I had been passed, and hour
previously, by Timpani, an Arpege from North Wales. Mike
and Mark were immediately on the radio offering help and the
loan of a rope ladder. I declined with thanks as outside
assistance would have involves a time penalty or possible
retirement from the race. I had a rope ladder on board but
decided (very foolishly) not take the time to rig it, planning
instead to use the three to one purchase of the peak halyard to
pull myself up. Mistake number two was to leave the boat
sailing under jib and mizzen instead of heaving too.
Potentially I was saving half an hour or possibly even a full
hour, I had used this method before but a quiet anchorage in
Strangford is vastly different to the middle of the Atlantic
Ocean. By the time I was at the hounds, I was very tired,
holding my own weight wasn’t too bad but I was swinging
about like a conker on a string, holding the mast with both
legs and one arm around a stay - my arms were virtually
numb as they were taking most of my strength just to hold
on. Holding the halyard that kept me up in my teeth, I
managed to tie a knot with my free hand. I tied the loose
halyard that I had come up for to the bosun’s chair and prayed
that if I could not hold on, It would jam before I hit the deck
below. With the two knots in I was able to rest a little,
although in the motion it was taking a lot of energy just to
keep from swinging away from the mast. It was then that I
made a lot of promises to God that are now hard to keep.
With difficulty, I untied the knot again and lowered myself
slowly back down, arriving on the deck a shaking, exhausted
wreck. Timpani by this time had sailed back and was standing
by. I thanked them by radio and collapsed in the cockpit with
a large whiskey, using to the full that half hour that I had
saved.
On another occasion about this time, my life was saved by
the two doctors on Aphrodite. Stan and Bert are two highly
qualified surgeons who were doing the race in a Moody 39. I
had had very little wind for several days and morale was very
low - all my autopilots had given up and I was steering a lot

by hand - the 00.33 forecast gave high pressure everywhere,
from about the equator to somewhere north of the North Pole,
not a breath of wind anywhere. In absolute frustration I lifted
the V.H.F. and called, "This is Spirit of Shell - Spirit of
Shell come in anybody, anywhere," this much more in anger
than in hope. Imagine my surprise when the cabin was filled
by a friendly voice, - "Spirit of Shell this is Aphrodite Aphrodite, lovely to hear your voice. We had gone to bed and
forgotten to turn the radio off." After a chat they asked me
what time I would be up in the morning. I suggested after the
06.30 forecast. "Oh no, that would be much too early. We’ll
call you about 09.30 hours, after we have had breakfast."
We had a regular schedule after that, both boats staying
within about thirty miles of one another until on the last day
the wind increased and Aphrodite pulled ahead. Even then,
they made contact, this last time by link call.
The last two days were very pleasant sailing, wind back up
to around force three to four, the boat steering herself for long
periods at a time, which gave better sleeping. I had had a few
hallucinations which I can only put down to lack of proper
rest. Without an autopilot, the boat did not know the way
back onto course, she may have sailed herself for two minutes
or two hours at a time. To get out of a sleeping bag, dressed
and on deck took too long, so I was catching sleep fully
dressed in short snatches. I made a habit of writing up the log
every hour and noticed that on a few occasions through the
night the mileage course and wind seemed correct, but the
comments in the remarks column were absolute
gobbledegook. Things like "changed castle to show trad.
hospital" or, "Lipstick ends, remember sharpen turnip."
On my last morning at sea. I spoke to Rosie by link call,
had breakfast and checked the naviagation. Plotting our
position showed us about three miles S.W. of the Scillies - I
became quite alarmed, this was really very close to a lot of
hard rocks. I dashed upstairs and there was the Bishop
Lighthouse and the Scilly Islands peeping out of the haze - a
house on St.Agnes just visible and the sunlight beginning to
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sparkle on its windows, absolutely beautiful and quite magic
after 1200 miles that it should appear on cue like an actor on
stage as the curtain rises.
I spent the day clearing and packing like a housewife going
on holiday. Sorting clothes, packing spinnakers and
organising the remaining food between frequent trips on deck
to trim sails or adjust the helm. Sailing, as the log says "like
Billy Oh" across the Mounts Bay just laying the course, we
met Windthrifi, a She 36 who had finished the race twohanded, John was heading west single-handed this time to
qualify for Ostar, 500 miles solo after a 3000 miles race, what
a bunch of masochists sailors are.
By 20.30 around the Lizard, still just laying in a falling
breeze. 23.30 - spoke to Vicki Ferguson in R.C.Y.C. who
told me to hurry up and finish, then start the engine and get
up to the club as there was quite a crowd who would wait in
the bar until I got in. "Vicki, my engine is in a hay-shed in
Co Down." "Oh, O.K., then. I’n get a boat out there to meet
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00.39 Thursday 9th July, "Three, two, one, Finish" I called
in to the V.H.F. and heard the cheer in reply from Red
Conqueror, the Contessa 32 that had motored down to meet us
with fourteen crew aboard. Two minutes later they were
alongside and Mike and Mark from Timpani leapt aboard to
help drop sail. What a lovely welcome back - we were towed
up to our mooting and the whole crew came on board waving
bottles of Henri Lloyd’s finishing present. I had a couple of
bottles of Duty Free left and somehow fifteen of us fitted in
Redwing~Spirit of Shell
for one of the most enjoyable
parties that I have ever attended. Next morning when customs
came alongside to give clearance, other than quite a smell and
a couple bin bags that clinked when moved, there was no sign
of a duty free problem.
That evening, we had another very pleasant experience, I
crewed for Jeremy Burnett and his family as he skippered
Redwing in the local Thursday night race against about thirty
odd gaffers. We were again second (as it turned out later we
finished second in class the AZAB.), but Jeremy was so
delighted that he has since bought the boat. I flew home on
Saturday llth July, seven weeks after leaving for the Isle of
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Man and the start of the trip.
Since then, with a very great deal of help from Rosie, from
Shell Northern Ireland - my sponsors - from my colleagues at
work and my many friends throughout Ireland, we have raised
a total of just over £11,000 for the Royal National Life Boat
Institution. Thank you all.

St Patrick to the Faroe Islands
Paddy Barry

It could hardly have been a more awful day, that Friday June
5th as we loaded on duty free stores in Howth. The rain drove
along the pier. A couple of our usual crew, here to se~ us off,
felt that their judgement was well borne out. However the
wind was from the south and our destination was to the north.
So we pulled in all reefs and got going.
Until the Dinndar na mBddfiri in Spiddal, this cruise
looked like being a non-starter. Later in the Summer there
would be the Hooker Regattas in Connemara and the relaxed
coastal cruising. The idea now was to indulge in two weeks of
fairly strenuous sea-going. None of the lads who were with
Saint Patrick on last years Atlantic sail were available or
thought that this was a good idea. However out of Spiddal the
nucleus of a new crew was formed. Pzfraic De Bhaldraithe and
Ruadhri O’ Tuairisg were both teachers and gleft6g owners.
Pfiraic had sailed to Portugal in a forty-footer last year. I knew
them on a occasional basis for a few years back. Brendan
Lennox, a marine engineer, I hadn’t know before. He had seen
plenty of Artic waters while on survey work. Later to join
were Mike Fahy and Donncha o’ hl~allaithe also new to the
hooker. Mike had no sailing experience but had motorbiked
with his girl friend round Africa, including a Sahara crossing,
for 7 months. I concluded (rightly) that he must be a fairly
robust character. He is outgoing, socially curious and
entertaining. He sails the gle6t6g with Ruadhri.
Two hours out of Howth we ran into Skerries for shelter,
hoping that we would’nt be recognised. We anchored off, got a
good nights sleep and left at 06.00. RTE gave gale warnings
for all coasts but we enjoyed a lighter F.6 or 7 from astern as
we roared up the Irish Sea with our borrowed Decca navigator
showing consistent speed over 7 knots.
At dusk on Saturday the wind fell. We worked the inshore
eddy round Muck Island against the early south-going tide. We
rounded Lame harbour and made fast to a mooring of Curran
Point. A very satistfying day. 92 miles.
The ebb out of the North Channel on Sunday began at
06.00. Unfortunately the weathermen’s predictions were spoton. The low pressure system, which was to dominate our
lives for the next week, had moved through, bringing the wind
to the north. Belfast Coastguard, when we cleared on channel
67, gently inquired whether we had heard the gale warnings.
We impressed on them our cowardly nature and our
willingness to turn back if necessary. With sails all tied down,
we motored out.
Despite the favourable tide, headway was slow. In the
partial shelter of the Antrim Coast the spray was hard on the
face and the sea foamed white. Camlough and Cushendall were
passed, unseen in the mist. We waited to be blasted out of it
as Fair Head came up. Surprisingly Rathlin Sound was not

too bad and, with the last of the ebb, by 14.30 we made our
way into the shelter of Rathlin Bay. The anchor went down
off the old pier at the church.
We would never have gone into the harbour at all but for
Niel McFaul. "Follow me", he said, as he led off in his
powerful outboard, we surged, then surfed, touched bottom
then surfed again as our guide disappeared in a sharp turn to
port behind the harbour wall. Neil runs the ferry, so he did
know what he was at. His wife Mary manages the Post
Office.
That afternoon I walked the high ground and looked out
over the south-going tide now roaring between Rathlin and
Kintyre. Ruadhri and Donncha walked over to Altacarry

The Saint Patrick

Lighthouse and met one of the Keepers. He turned out to be
from Aran in Galway.
The McFauls entertained us and some of the neighbours in
their house that night. How sweet it is to have the duty-free
for such occasions. Nell’s parting call to us was, "May your
big jib be always full".
As we put out early next morning from that lovely place
the junk machinery and huts left by the harbour contractors
struck a discordant note. Unfortunately this blight is all to
common. Ever been to Clare Island? Anyway, out we went,
another one shot job, into the surf outside the harbour with no
room to turn or even look sideways, praying that the engine
would keep going.
We kept it running as we swept with the tide out to the
south-west of the Island, reefed sail went up. The day appeared
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to be a more normal Irish summer one. At least the clouds
now had individual form. There was even a distant hint of
blue.
St Kilda was 100 miles to the NW. We hoped to get a
reasonable slant on the starboard tack. But all that day it kept
blowing an F6 from slightly west of north and as the sun
went down the high ground behind Malin was still all too
visible. We sailed on starboard, with the engine running
through Monday night - and Tuesday. The low showed no
sign of falling as its stately progress across Scotland allowed
the Met. people combine Rockall, Malin, Hebrides in a
uniform northerly 6 to 7. How right they were.
Watches were stood in pairs as usual. My watchmate,
Brendan, took to sleeping in a white plastic bag, which he
referred to as ’my cabin’. Needless to say there was plenty of
We took in all reefs. Howth before leaving
dripping and running water. Bu the bilges were kept pumped
and the supply of hot soup from the ever-cheerful P~raic was
constant. We had pulled all the reefs in the mainsail for The Pier at Lough Maddy. The ferry ties on the other side
comfort and the Decca told us exactly how we were doing ii
!
ii
too far west by far.
i ....
i*
On Tuesday afternoon the Decca, like ourselves now, got
tired. A couple of sextant shots tied in tolerably well. The
Walker log had been trailed all of the time. The gaff jaws
jumped of the mast and the bowspirit heel came loose in its
lashings. Familiar incidents, Like old times.
During Tuesday night we changed onto the port tack and
our reward came at 04.00 on Wednesday as land appeared
bearing 045° magnetic. We cut the engine, let go a reef and
relished in the silence.
Two four hour watches were to pass before Hirta, the main
Island of St. Kilda, was reached. They really stand up out of
the sea, getting higher and bleaker as we approached. How did
people live there?
Tom Steele’s book gives a graphic account of the life
before evacuation in 1930. They left when there were not
enough men to launch the island pulling boat. Ruadhri and
Donncha, it turned out, had a good knowledge of the place.We
rounded Gob An Dfiin into Village Bay at 11.30 on
Wednesday.
There was no safe haven. Protected from the wind it may
have been, but a semi-circle of surf, without a break, clearly
identified where sea and cliff met. The ’beach’ at the head of
the bay rasped as the seas ran in and out. The ’pier’ where we
had thought we might conveniently tie up was there all right
but there was no question of going alongside it.
At the foot of the great sweep of mountain facing the bay
could be seen the stone houses of the old ’street’ and below
Village Bay. Hirta Island, Saint Kilda. We put down two anchors on 45
them, at the pier, the ugly flat roofed army camp. We had the fathom of chain and still were not happy to leave the boat unattended.
bay to ourselves, small wonder. Out went our 601b CQR on
Approaching St. Kilda
25 fathom of 7/16 chain and, at an attempted angle of 450,
our 901b fisherman on 20 fathom of chain and 2 1/2" nylon
rope extension. The hooker rose and fell in the swell. The
gusts blew down. We drank in the eeriness of the place and
were content. If we got no further, if we did’nt even get
ashore, we would have felt St. Kilda.
We did land, by dingy in the surf behind the pier, and were
made most welcome by the Base Sergeant Major, John
Blanchard. The BSM offered the use of their showers and bar,
told us a little about the contractors who were extending the
missile tracking station. He warned us against the Skuas,
nesting on the high ground and the Scottish National Trust
people on the low. Not quite, but it did seem the Trust did’nt
like the army’s plans to bulldoze the old village for
roadmaking material.
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The new basm within Rathhn Pier. Beiamd ~s the "Manor House due to be
refurbished.
Sula Sgeir ahead. The dingy is inflated on deck as we hoped to land. We
didn’t.
!

Arrival in Thorshavn. Faoi l~n seoil.
Inner Harbour, Thorshavn. The outboard is in a well amidships. Note the tiller
extension.

The Trust folk, when we did meet them, were lovely
people. They are volunteers doing up the old houses. However
progress was slow, not surprising from what we saw of them.
They certainly did’nt have the cut of McAlpines concrete
gang!
The ’Warden’, a full time trust fellow, decently offered us
the use of ther ’feather house’ if we wanted to sleep ashore.
The islanders used depend almost exclusively on the Fulmar.
Its flesh and eggs were their food, its oil was their fighting
and its feathers their export, for payment of rent to the ’Laird’
and such little as they imported. They used also weave tweed
from the local brown ’Soay’ sheep. Unlike the Irish Islanders,
their’s was a relatively joyless existence.
By Thursday morning Brendan had got in his scuba dive
and, more importantly, Mike had located and made good a
loose connection in the antenna of the Decca. The forecast
from Ben Becula Met. Office promised little relief from the
northerly, now a F 5 or 6. It gave a sea-state of ’moderate to
rough’.
The sun shone on a blue foam-flecked sea as we put out at
midday on Thursday. Akraberg, the most southerly point of
the Faroe Islands, was 223 miles on a course of 027°
magnetic. Close hauled on the port tack, we were all in great
form. The lads played ’noughts and crosses’, with licked
fingers, on the dried salt on the black deck. Close in under
Boreray we went and when cleared found ourselves making
about 25° east of what we wanted. The wind was forecast to
back, which would help. That afternoon the hills of Lewis
showed on the eastern horizon with St. Kilda still in sight
astern. At 18.00 the Flannan Isles were sighted. It felt great to
be on top of the job. P~aic and Donncha did a fine dinner that
evening, operating round the cooker like jugglers as pots and
plates bounced and slid. We swapped stories and reminisences
of St. Kilda.
At 20.30 a log entry noted that Flannan was five miles
away on the starboard beam. By midnight there was rain and
more wind, and it headed us! We went about.
The sky was dark and cloudy. It felt very cold on deck but
the night never really fell. The cabin was cosy, warmed by the
stove glowing away. There had been showers during the night
to add to the occasional spray over the sides. A major wind
shift at about 06.00 allowed us to lay our course
unfortunately not for long.
The log is now filled with diagrams, square roots and
trignometry, calculating distace made good in the desired
direction while sailing elsewhere, a cautionary note by P~aic
states that "All this is purely for the amusement of the standbye watch - and has no navigational purpose whatsoever".
All that Friday as we lay into it, tacking when we would
find our selves sailing at maybe 50° to our required course.
Then we’d find the other tack not much better. Getting
nowhere fast, we said we would put on the engine to help. It
would’nt start - flat batteries.
In the next 24 hours, courtesy of Decca, we found that we
had made good 30 miles exactly. It was still a hundred miles
to Akraberg. Our timing looked way behind but we all agreed
to grant ourselves a few days extension of time. It was’nt that
the wind was so strong, it was probably down to about F4
now, but that the sea was awkward. It knocked the boat about,
the wind out of the sails and generally made it hard to get ’in
the groove’, added to which the log notes
’topping lift block off the boom’
’masthead light is loose’
’deck-beam smouldering at chimney’
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Thankfully all these events did not coincide.
On the Saturday a Scottish Fishery Protection vessel,
Vigilant came close by. We spoke on VHF and she offered to
send me over a battery in her boarding craft to get our engine
going. She also offered to send over last Sunday’s papers!
Before this was put into effect Brendan had another go at the
engine - he had the day before put water into the batteries, and
it worked. The engine cracked into life. We thanked Vigilant
and with sails sheeted hard in and engine growing drove into
the F 5 from the NNE. We were elated at our changed
prospects. We lost the mast head light, beaten off the top of
the mast by the burgee, stoked the fire and took out the
detailed Faroese charts.
At 19.00 on Saturday the Decca stopped working (again).
That night we passed through a big fishing fleet. The night
was cold, misty and miserable. At 08.00 we sighted land ahead
and altered our course by 18°.
The log from there on shows a preoccupation with tides.
With good reason. They run strong around all the islands - up
to 12 knots in places.
We stood close by the east side of Sydero to try and avoid
the ebb. Then sailing in a flat sea, a gentle F 3 on the beam
and excellent visibility we carried the afternoon flood
northwards passing Lille Demon, Store Demon and Sando, up
into Nolso Fiord and into Thorshavn, the capital.
We had logged over 700 miles since Dublin. The water
temperature was 7° C. No swimming here.
The contact names Donncha had, turned out to be terrific
people. We were entertained, shown around and informed. We
responded as best we could with a ready supply of drink as our
ally. Mike on the flute, Pfiraic on the whistle and md f~in on
guitar and bodhrfin made passable Irish music. Donncha sang
inimitably. We eat whale meat, dried mutton and whale
blubber - your jaws would want to be in good mechanical
order for that diet. Alex Nolsoe gave the key of his house to
Ruadhri and myself. The other lads were equally well treated.
A Norwegian fish factory ship was in, with about twenty
of her compliment being from the west of Ireland, a heady
combination. Irish rang out over the harbour at three in the
morning in broad daylight.
We sailed into the island of Ostero where we met an
extrovert local hero Ove Jouse.In the Scandinavian world he is
a big name. In 1986, after two previous failures, he
successfully rowed from the Faroes to Copenhagen, 800 sea
miles. It took him a month. He had earlier worked in the
Canadian outback and been Bosun on the Danish square rigged
training ship DANMARK, a Viking Chu Chulann.
We saw so much and met so many. Throndur Pederson of
the "Brendan Voyage" was aboard. We’d seen museums, TV
and Radio stations, the old cathedral church, Michael Muller’s
boat-building. Brendan fitted a new regulator to the alternator,
Mike soldered the Decca antenna. This place, which turns its
lighthouses off for six weeks from the first of June, was cold.
It is after all on the same latitude as Yakutsk in Siberia and
Frederikshaab in Greenland. The lads were very pally with me.
They said "I was the only one who knew the way home".
By Wednesday June 17th we had been there only three days
and it seemed a month. It was time to go. We said our
goodbyes and in moderate northerlies for two days enjoyed
most pleasant and effective sailing. As if to compensate for
the rigours of our north-going the breeze held steady at about
F 4 with us. The sea was gentle, the sun shone. Natures
sounds were sullied only by the Maritime Ham Network at
18.00 daily. We welcomed the dulcet tones of "Sailing Bye"
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as the BBC forecasts brought us good news only.
On Thursday we spoke to a Dutchman trawling herring.
Later that day Sula Sgeir Island came ahead. We hoped to
make a dinghy landing. Ruadhri wrote in the log "A wonderful
sight. Millions and millions of gannets on rocks and
overhead". PSa’aic made a numerical correction -’ 10,000 pairs’.
The Butt of Lewis was passed to our west as we took the
inside passage past the Outer Hebrides. In the dawn of Friday
morning the uninviting land of Lewis lay a couple of miles
off. With the wind now westerly, the sailing was easy,
passing Stornaway, Scalpay and Rodel on Harris, with Skye
off to our port. We only saw one fishing boat all day, no
yachts.The wind rose in the afternoon to a westerly F5, but,
with a fiat sea.
17.00 saw us into the pier at Lough Maddy in North Uist,
two and a quarter days out of Thorshavn. 260 miles. Would
that cruising was always like this.
The harbour master, Uistean Robertson, made us very
welcome and excused himself to make a phone call. Within
half an hour our cabin was filled with people who knew
Connemara / had relations there / had helped Severin - small
world. They left. We swam and moved to the east side of the
pier out of the way of the Caledonian McBrayne ferry, due in.
There were three yachts in this fine harbour. However the new
ferry port/car park takes very much from its charm.

Ove Jouse rowed 800 miles from the Faroe Islands to Copenhagen in this
boat. Behind is Stromo Island across Nolso Fiord

Thorshavn Harbour. L.to IL Mike Fahy, Ruadhri 0 Tuairisg, Brendan
Lennox, Donncha 0 h~aUaithe, P~iraic de Bhaldraithe, Paddy Barry.
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DATE

FROM TO

June 5th
" 6th
" 7th
8-10th
11-14th
16th
17-19th
20th
21 st
22nd

Howth

Skerries
Lame
Rathlin
Saint Kilda
Thorshavn
Nolsoy-7h.
ThorshavnLough Maddy
Bunessan
Camlough
Howth

TOTAL TIME
Days
Hrs

2
3
2

11

2
12 1/2
8
6
8
6
7
14
16
19
2

ENGINE TIME
Days Hrs.

8
1
12
1/2
1/2
8
10
91/2

14
92
32
180
270
6
260
85
94
110

3

1,143 miles

1/2
1

2

DISTANCE
Rhumb

Average speed made good = 4.3 knots.
Percentage engine time = 20%
’Motor Sailing’ time is taken, halved, in ’Engine time’ column

In the nearby Loughmaddy hotel we treated ourselves to a
pleasant dinner, though the empty atmosphere made for little
excitement, later, some people from a charter boat alongside
came aboard for a nightcap. Their skipper showed a healthy
disregard for his Sassanach guests. "In winter", he said,"I have
this wee lorry and I carry stones down to Hadrians wall."
Following on which in early morning calm we motored to
Coil, there raising canvas and sailing by Staffa, with its
Basalt caves and puffins, on to Bunessan on the Isle of Mull.
We tied alongside a couple of fishing boats. Friendly lads on
the boats, but the Argyle Arms, with it’s electrified music,
seemed too close to Glasgow.
One feature of the Scottish charts is the accuracy with
which the Gaelic names have been retained. This is in marked
contrast to the Irish Charts where the names have been
savagely treated. As the charting was all by the British
Admiralty, the difference is strange.
The following day, Sunday, we left under motor at 03.45 to
catch the South-going tide through Iona Sound. The monastic
settlement on Iona is undoubtedly worth a visit but at six in
the morning, when we passed, a call to church would not have
been warmly recieved by the off-watch. On by Torran
Rocks,to the north of Colonsay and into the sound of Islay we
motored, afforded ample time to view port Askaig and a
couple of distilleries - one with the copper vats clearly visible.
That afternoon we got sail up and the south going tide
swept us past Kintyre, into our own North Channel in the
rain, and into the pleasant harbour of Carnlough just before
official closing time.
Our visit was short. At 00.30 we left under motor, keeping
close to the shore until getting the main flood from 02.00. At
10.00 on that Monday moming a light westerly breeze gave
us an undemanding sail through familiar waters off County
Down, Louth, past Lambay and, by evening, into Howth.
Someday we’ll have a cruise with no time limits, no alarm
clock and "The last man up will call the shots".
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Mallorcan Interlude
W. M. Nixon

In 1987, the unthinkable happened. Because of the pressure of
work, we were unable to have a cruise in Turtle. The first and
I hope the last time this appalling thing happens, but as we
have sometimes had two or three cruises in her in summers
past, the average is still well above one per year since that
happy time in 1980 when we bought her.
And as a consolation, we did have an all-to-brief visit to
Mallorca in the latter half of June. This was professional in
origin, as we were to see the working of the new Yacht
Charter Association flotilla operation there. But time was so
unlimited that we were unable to take the complete fortnight
for the Y.C.A.’s programme in their new Moody 28s, and
instead we were accomodated aboard the C.S.Y. 44 cutter
which Eric Richardson, the man who invented the flotilla
cruising and who founded the Y.C.A., keeps for his own use
in the sun.
This turned out to be the grandest bit of serendipity.
Admittedly the craft in question had a name so horrible that
we never allowed it to pass our lips - she simply became The
Boat. The other awful name she’d borne originally when Eric
bought her from America, but in every other way The Boat
was superb. The C.S.Y. 44 was specifically developed for
charter work in the Caribbean, and she’d a gloriously
characterful clipper-bowed utterly American hull. Her layout
was roomy, and ideal for hot weather with lots of hatches.
Over the comfortable central cockpit she was fitted with a
proper sun-stopping bimini top - so much more convenient
than an awning. Her decks were good and roomy, and she
replaced all of 19 tons, which is just what you need for
knocking about the lollopy Mediterranean.
Thus in our nine days with The Boat, we all developed the
greatest affection for her, "we" being myself, Georgina, the
three boys Brian, Bobby, and David, together with Patrick
Roache the photographer and his girlfriend Karen. We joined
ship at Arenal on the afternoon of the 16th June, and left her
on the morning of June 26th with real regret.
Old Mallorcan hands will hear Arenal mentioned possibly
with horror. Mallorca is a remarkably handsome island which
somehow absorbs three million package holiday customers
every year with unduling spoiling the overall nature of the
place, simply because the package people are packed into
relatively small areas, and there are few areas where they are
more packed than Arenal. It’s so horrible as to be weirdly
attractive, the ultimate low rent joint.
And yet, down at the southeast end of the place, somehow
the Club Nautico of E1 Arenal has carved itself out of a calm
oasis, with a good marina, an attractive clubhouse with an
exellent swimming pool (very important in the Balearic heat),
and a first class boatyard. Arenal yacht harbour is a well-kept
secret, hidden by the horrors of the town.
In the marina was much of interest, including the Clarkdesigned 15-ton Uladh which I can just remember Arthur
Clapham building at the Glen Boatyard in Bangor in 1947.
And in another berth was Segura, whose extensive cruises
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The Boat in the Balearics -- a CSY 44 of American origin, she proved ideal
for hot weather cruising
Photo: W.M. Nixon

with John Masser enlivened many an I.C.C. Annual decades
ago.
But the most interesting boat of all was right next to The
Boat, and of all things she was called Turtle. This Turtle,
however, was something else altogether, having been designed
be her owner Kees Koopman, a Dutch naval architect. He set
out to produce a boat which would withstand anything the sea
could serve up, and the result is remarkable.
Patrick and I put in a morning’s work next day going over her
in detail. Some 49ft long and built in steel so strong that she
can be lifted by any one of her chainplates. Dutch Turtle has
six watertight bulkheads and everything else is at least
quadruple strength - for instance, her bower anchor is a
specially-made 1451b C.Q.R. Underwater, she has twin keels
with a rudder on each, and on deck the only stnlcmre is
reminiscent of a submarine’s conning tower. She is so
powerful at sea in rough weather that the only problem is
simply staying with her. A remarkable craft, one seasoned
observer has accurately described her as not so much a yacht,
more a sea machine.
Kees and his wife Trix live aboard her all year round, and he
continues as a naval architect as well as doing other jobs
around the waterfront. One of his tasks is looking after The
Boat. So when we headed out that afternoon (Wednesday, June
17th ) for a trial jaunt across the bay, his final words were:
"That one’s a hard one to take astern. When you come back
here, just go into the visitors berth, and I’ll bring her back to
her own berth later".
So after a sunny afternoon of finding that The Boat was
satisfying to sail, we went to Palma for the first experience of
getting moored up stern-to. In the tideless Med stern-to is the
best utilisation of harbour space, and getting into your berth
is the Great Game of cruising the area.

All sorts of complications can arise. In the older yacht
harbours, the years may have seen the acccumulation of all
sorts of rotting old moorings hidden underwater which may
prove to be surprisingly un-rotten when they get around the
prop.
In fact, if you have a good hand on the foredeck, it’s easier to
drop your own hook and then reverse vigourously into the
berth, as the chain paying out forward helps you to keep in
line, if there’s room. Another method is to drop the hook as
though anchoring outside the line of boats, and then get the
kids to take a line ashore with the dinghy, following which
you haul yourself in at your leisure.
Thus you either do it very slowly, or decidedly briskly. Most
boats get pulled around all over the place by the torque from
the prop, so the secret is to get way on in positive style, and
then reverse on with the engine in neutral. This allows the
rudder to do its job of steering (albeit very slightly) and if
there are old moorings close under the surface, they don’t get
swept into the propellor.
It’s all very well in theory, but in practice if everyting isn’t
done at exactly the right moment, what could be a neat job of
a few minutes takes for ever sorting out, and as well if you’ve
a boat of any size - even 19 tons is a lot to be playing around
with - damage can be substantial and even injury can result.
But if it goes well, it’s a very satisfying conclusion to a day’s
sailing.
That first time, we took up our alloted berth at one of the
Real Club Nautico’s somewhat worn jetties reasonably well,
and then had time to look around. On the next jetty, balanced
between the sacred and the profane as her bow was pointed
between the Cathedral and the Yacht Club, was Liam
McGonagle’s Ounavarra. Over beyond her was Creole, under
going a major refit. And conveniantly near was the old part of
Palma.

Tourist town it may be, but old Palma is mighty attractive,
and as June is in Mallorcan terms pre-season, it wasn’t
overcrowded and we could sample the place at leisure, taking
supper in a restaurant which spread so thoroughly over the
pavement that at one stage a man proceeded through the
"dining room " on a moped.
The old Yacht Club was hospitable, the kids approved of the
pool, we enjoyed our first visit to Palma including the
"must" of seeing Abaco, the decidedly exotic bar, and next day
it was out to sea in company with the hundred ton schooner
Boheme II, while it headed northwest while we went southeast
on a grand tramping sail across Palma Bay, beating for Cala
Pi where we were to rendezvous with the flodUa.
During the sail, The Boat revelled in the brisk going,
comfortable yet with good. speed such that a longer passage
would have been just the job, but work called, so we slotted
ourselves into narrow and rumbly little Cala Pi, and adjourned
ashore for the flotilla barbeque on the beach.
Most flotilla operations have been set up in the nautical
equivalent of green field sites, but Mallorca is a sophistocated
yachting area, sometimes with expense to match even if the
eating ashore is reasonably priced. So the flotilla managers
were having to evolve systems to cope with the special
circumstances, and happily most thing were falling into place,
the scheme being that each flotilla lasted a formight, and
moved only one way, from Pollensa in the northeast of the
island southabout to the calas, Cabrera and Andraitx before
concluding at Palma. Then over the next formight the route
would be the other way, the only part of Mallorca not being
visited being the steep-to northeast- facing the coast where the
only real port is Soller.
The early morning was spent with a brief photography
session before we headed out in company with the flotilla to
sail to Andraitx. There was a good southwest breeze, and The

Choosing between the sacred and the profane -- in Palrna, Liam McGonagle’s Ounavarra (second right) heads her bow between the Club Nautico and the cathedral
Photo: W.M. Nixon
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Best of the lot -- Perto Andraitx, Anatina, formerly owned by Dennis Faulkner, at centre, while Aria which John Gore-Grimes met in Greenland, and which
Photo: W.M. Nixon
subsequently wintered in Crosshaven, is on left with black spars

Narrow little Cala Pi is one of Mallorca’s more entertaining inlets
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Photo: W.M. Nixon
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Supposed veteran of many an ocean storm -- or did somebody forget to take
it down when they went home for the season? Old club burgee in Tim’s Bar
in Andraitx

Boat was soon in her stride and moving ahead of the fleet. A
sail memorable for my first sight of a flying fish, a vision of
delight which, far from making the impression of effortless
flight more like a fulmar cresting the wavetops.
Crossing Palma Bay, the sailing was good, but once we had
weathered Punta de Cala Figuera at its northwest side,
conditions became much less comfortable. The coast is
increasingly mountainous, and as a result the backwash is
much more marked, indeed the sailing conditions could be
described as tiresome.
However, bashing on is well worthwile, for after the
remarkably vertical headland of Cabo de la Mola is finally put
astern, Puerto de Andriatx begins to open up ahead, and
therein lies bliss.
Old Mallorcan hands will well know of Andraitx’s charm, and
will bewail the developments of decidedly wacky fiats
climbing some of the hillsides. For those of us who had never
been there before, the lovely inlet with its spectacular views
northeastwards into the mountains, the friendly Club de Vela
(good swimming pool !) and the pretty little village with its
well-kept fishing fleet seemed absolutely excellent, and
staying there for a couple of days only added to its charm.
Others were enjoying it to. Heading into berth with blessedly
minimal bother and in the club marina, we passed Robert and
Rose Michael and their kids swimming from the Moody 39
Fianne, another of the Irish contingent which seems to play
such a prominent role in the Balearic fleet. We met them later
in Tim’s bar, where a very tattered old-style Royal Irish
burgee and ensigns hang in place of honour on the wall, as
too does equally worn I.C.C. burgee.
That night it was supper under the stars in the little town
square, futher investigation of paella variations and other
exotic dishes, but then the next day, having spent time
buying pretty Mallorcan plates which now adorn the wall on
the kitchen at home, Goergina and Karen serached out an
excellent women butcher and as a result we began the
business of having superb meals on board, which became a
feature of the cruise thereafter.
On the Sunday June 21st, we had a midsummer celebration
by gathering some of the more entertaining of the flotillaries
aboard, and going along the coast, first to Santelmo, and then
into the little narrow Cala Llado out on to the steep island of
Dragonera, where the lizards are so large that they may indeed
have given the place it’s name. Swimming and sky-larking
and all that sort fo thing, a very agreeable day.
Monday saw us seeing the flotilla away for their end-of-cruise
race which would take them back to Palma, we also spent
some time helping Patrick get some photos of the early
stages of the annual Andraitx to Barcelona race, and then at

Great Sailing aboard The Boat, bound for Cala Pi Photo:

W.M. Nixon

last we’d some time to ourselves to have a day or two of
cruising.
We had thought to go hell-for-leather to get to the Calas on
Mallorca’s southeastern coast, but the summer had now
arrived in spades, it was sunny, hot and relativley windless, so
we decided to cut down in distance and find pleasant places to
go swimming. Heading back along the coast, it looked from
the chart as though there was a possible outlet at the northeast
end of Maigrats island off Punta Enguixa; there was indeed a
tiny rocky natural harbour, subject to surge though big
enough in settled conditions for something about the size of a
folkboat, but unfortunatlely out of the question for our hefty
craft.
Nearby was Santa Ponsa marina, developed around a gut
running in from Caleta point, and though imformation was
limited to a very sketchy plan in the Robin Brandon book, we
found our way in and discovered a gem of a place to spend the
night. A semi private develpoment with its own Club
Nautico. Santa Ponsa is just the right size to be worthwhile
to run properly, without being indecently big. Despite
crosswind, The Boat obligingly berthed nearly in a lovely
berth under the pine trees, the harbour was alive with fish (
they slapped against the side of the boat) in order to keep
junior anglers busy, and that night, as it was Bobby’s
birthday, the staff at the Club couldn’t have been more
obliging with ever more exotic ice creams to help him
celebrate. Even if it hadn’t a swimming pool, Santa Ponsa is
one of the pleasantest places of all.
In search of a beach for a change, next morning we nipped
past El Toro and Figuera to get into Cala Portels, which
seemed small enough as the breeze developed, but the
swimming was great although a visit ashore for a beer in the
beachside cafe was somewhat spoilt by finding that along the
edge of the sea were tiny lumps of oil which spread
mercilessly if stood on.
But as we had both a deep freeze and fridge aboard and lots of
our own cool beer, The Boat seemed the best beachside cafe of
all, and we found our life style around her reflecting the reality
of Mallorcan cruising. Most good beaches wiU inevitably be
crowded with all the least suitable people wandering around
with no clothes on, so your best swimming is straight over
the side into the open sea, or else into a good yacht club pool
beside a well-run marina.
As for the scenery, while its magnificent in the more
mountainous part, whether it rewards closer exploration in
summer is another matter. We’d the ambition of returning to
Plama in order to travel on the little local train through the
olive groves into Soller in the mountains, but by this stage it
was very hot indeed, and the attraction of this idea soon
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In Cala Llado on Dragonera, with the western point of Mallorca beyond

Home again -- evening in Arenal with The Boat alongside Kees Koopman’s unusual Turtle
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palled. "Keep cool and get a suntan" became the height of our
ambition.
Anyway, there was still a spot of work to do. We’d agreed
before hand to see the vast new marina at Puerto Portals, so
that afternoon we headed on there. With more than 600 berths,
some of them for very big yachts indeed, and with an
impressive shoreside development which is in turn raising the
whole tone of the neighbourhood, it was quite something,
even if our somewhat homely craft seemed slightly out of
place among so much glitter.
Still, she reversed beautifully into her berth, but just as our
lot were about to make the usual neat job of getting the lines
ashore, this guy came walking down the jetty and he really
looked the part. Turned out he wasn’t. He made such a
comlete cat’s cradle of our warps that it took at least twenty
minutes to sort it out again. You don’t believe it, in
rel~ospect I can hardly believe it myself, but that’s yet another
problem in making a neat job of berthing stern-to if you’ve
somebody who knows their stuff on the quay, well and good,

but if you have someone clueless, it’s worse than useless.
Puerto Portals provided one of the most boisterous nights
ashore. By this time the heat of the day was such that siestas
were inevitable, but then as the velvet night drew on,
hyperenergy set in. Anyway, we got invloved in a party in a
"new-olde" water side pub, and in the morinig Karen had a
black eye and claimed she got it by walking into a rose bush,
which is a yam I couldn’t have thought of myself.
Just besdie Portals marina is a place called Marinland where
they’ve all sorts of sea creatures on display in pools, and
porpoises, dolphins and sea lions are put through all sorts of
displays in the style of the Marinelands worldwide. Dutifully
we took the kids along the next morning. They loved it. I
dislike zoos and I detest circuses; I thought Maineland was the
pits.
There was an American aircraft carrier lying out in Paima
Bay, so we had a jaunt round her in the afternoon before
haeding back into Plama for a final visit, as our time was
nearly up. Never go back, they always say, and for Palma this
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time round it proved all too true.
Despite a cross wind, we’d just got ourselves nicely made fast
in what we thought was our allocated berth when one of the
club staff said (though there was an almost total language
barrier) that we should be in two places further along. To be
helpful, we hauled up the ancient mooring lines he said we
should be using, not realising there were at least two other
prehistoric moorings fouled with them. We needed a short
burst of engine to get into the place, and the invisible lines
were round the prop in a trice, and there being no diver
available until mortning. Still, at least we could still go for a
swim in the club pool. But the club quay was being dug up
with very noisy diggers, and the muck from that spread over
the pool and it too was out of action. Not the best thing on a
hot and frustrating day with all the heady delights of a family
holiday drawing to a close. A veil had best be drawn over our
second visit to Palma ....
But in the morning an obliging diver soon had the propellor
cleared, his fee was rduced for me to virtually nothing by all
the crew having a whipround to pay it, we caught up with all
the Mallorcan Irish gossip when Richie Coe (with whom I
last sailed in 1962) came dandering past, and then as the kids
had firmly announced that they wanted to spend the last day in
the swimming pool at Arenal, we headed that way.
Arenal surprised yet again with its unexpected delights. The
pool was great, in the cool club we savoured tapas and cool
drinks, and the weird and wild town proved a useful source of
shopping interest.
But first we had to get there, remembering that Kees had tried
to warn us of the diificulties of slotting The Boat back into

Thema~aofSantaP~sashelte~ behmdCale~Pointwithitsmemofialto
Ja~el.

her home berth. It was calm as we motored across, but as vee
headed into port the sea breeze arrived with gusto. Nothing
ventured, nothing gained, blithely disregarding Kees’
suggestion that we leave her at the visitors berth, we went
steaming up the narrow harbour with gusto, spun her with
full throttle, thrust her into reverse as she turned withwind and
torque, and sent her backwards into her berth as smooth as
silk while Kees observed it all with a pile of surplus fenders.
"Yq(now,"said Patrick with a gleeful stage whisper as he
firmed home the lines, "you weren’t meant to do that at all at
all .... "

The berth under the pines -- in Santa Ponsa marina, the fish slapped against
Santa Ponsa is perhaps the most attractive marina development in the entire
Balerics.
the hull as they swam about the boats.
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Newfoundland and Old Found Friends
Brian Dalton

Fog, thick grey fog, is no stranger to the waters of Maine but
it was not the fog that delayed our start. The yard had failed to
convert the second propane cylinder which had magically
served three seasons since Boru arrived from Denmark.
Admittedly, except for last years cruise up the Saint John
River, New Brunswick, the others were only mini-cruises to
the fleshpots of Booth Bay, Camden, Castine and Mount
Desert; socially satisfying but cruising interruptus
nonetheless. For the isolated coasts ahead a reserve cylinder on
board was a minimum.
This done, Declan Tyrrell (I.C.C), who had arrived from
Dublin, stowed docking lines as we entered the fog in
Robinhood Cove seeking the Sheepscot River and the ocean
with the smugness of the fog-runner who had acquired radar.
Boru has a Vigil which can spot a gull at the closer ranges
but misses a mountain at the 16 mile limit. In the two mile
wide estuary a blip resolved into a small motor boat
approaching."Which way to Wiscasset?"... from the father of
four each neatly togged out in new gear befitting the pristine
runabout... "just a minute until I consult the chart".., his
destination was 14 miles upstream but his heading was toward
Bermuda... "steer" 010° magnetic for gong 4CL and then"..
¯. the Sheepscot fog helped hide his sheepish embarrassment.
There was no compass. "Better follow me and give two blasts
on the horn if you lose sight of my stem" I offered. So we
motored round the Cuckolds toward the Townsend Gut whose
twenty yard wide passage would be fog flee. Hobbled by our
speed they rolled nausiously through the five mile detour.
Assuming his wife has forgiven him I hope that she does not
wait until Christmas to give him the compass.
By then, the fates and the clock suggested a quiet
anchorage rather than a night passage. In Muscongus Bay we
toasted Independence Day and the success of the voyage to
St.Pierre for Bastille Day and the desolate coast of
Newfoundland (N.F.L.D.) beyond. Lise, Kirsten, and Tara
would drive to Baddeck and join the crew six days later if all
went as planned. Boru is equiped with a Neco autopilot, a
Micrologic Loran-C Sailor R.D.F., and roller furling genoa
so the 540 miles to the Bras d’Or Lakes was a reasonable
objective for a crew of two motorsaling. Boru carries fuel for
1000 miles and water in 112 gallons s/s tank above the keel.
The Perkins 4-236 purrs at six knots but the shaft growls at
nine.
A weak cold front passed that night. At 05.30 the anchor
came up with the help of that back saver, the mechanical
windlass. Declan and I fell into the routines of an empty
horizon standing three hour watches by day and two at night.
The dry north wind following the front cleared the fog but
veered to the south typically nicely filling our sails and
giving stability. Hourly Loran fixes confirmed steady
progress. Old hands say that the ebb and the flood of the
Fundy tide cancel one another when bound for Nova Scota

(N.S.) so the course was to Cape Sable. The lights of the
fishing fleet near the coast before dawn kept safe bearings.
The rising sun began selectively drying the dew stained teak
deck and although a pleasant torpor followed breakfast we
elected to continue until evening¯ In no time it seemed we
were tied up to the public wharf at Liverpool for sundowners
and dinner. This small port formed where the Mersey River
enters the sheltered end of a long bay has all the supplies and
facilities including a friendly Customs Officer who next
morning completed the paperwork and issued the free cruising
permit. The computerised linkage between Customs, Coast
Guard and the "Mounties" means one has both a vigilant ally
and and efficient law enforcer in attendance. In 1975, when
after a stormy but secure passage in Finola from St.Pierre to
Baddeck, we had reported arrival to the police station in lieu of
Customs. Thereby, astonished, we learned, aborting by a few
hours, an air/sea search the result of enquiries made by
nervous saling acquaintances.
A fast pasage in S.W. 30 knots gusty winds carried us to
Halifax. En route a spinnaker on the horizon astern announced
the leader of the Marblehead to Halifax racing fleet. The lively
following sea interdicted the inside channel through the
Sambro Ledges. Even under Chebucto Head, the race finishing
line, the wind had our rail near the water. Beside the
lighthouse a crowd was assembling for a picnic vigil.
Approaching the shelter of Northwest Arm, a boatload of
cameramen bore down alarmimgly spending much footage
until someone must have enlightened them we were not a race
winner. Still we must have looked good with ensign, courtesy
flag, burgee and private signal flying. The hospitable Royal
Nova Scotia Yacht Squadron (R.N.S.Y.S.) were ready for the
impending armada. A marquee housed a long bar and a jazz
band was wanning up. Leaving the mooring for the racers, we
anchored off the Club in full view of the festivities, later
taking the all the night launch to inspect the ample showers,
washing machines, telephones, eating, drinking and
information facilities laid on.
Immediately after colours next morning Boru resumed
easting while yachts continued to cross the line. That evening
the name alone would have drawn us Ecum Secum, a hamlet
with breakwater and government wharf. Canadian friends joked
whenever one sees a few houses expect to find a government
wharf. The Cruising Notes describe that the large building has
bingo on Thursday evenings. Although Wednesday, a game
was in progress beneath a blue tobacco haze. The players,
mostly women, gave hardly a glance to the stranger seeking
the telephone. Quickly connected the call to home confirmed
the redezvous at Baddeck. Rowing back to Boru even the
sodden cool air smelt good.
Radar saved many sea miles through the otherwise
prohibitive current swept rocks off Canso in zero visablity.
Once clear of the eastern end of Nova Scotia the curtain lifted
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on entering Chedabucta Bay. The yellow light of evening
showed a different shoreline of meadows and deciduous trees.
We chose D’Escousse on Isle Madame for the night. Through
binoculars the quay appeared ot be covered in white cloth
actually a soft felt, the by product of the paper mills and a
friend to polished hulls. Those taking our lines so hospitably
turned out to be flag officers of the adjacent Lennox Passage
Y.C. whose showers would be obiglingly available all night.
St. Peter’s Canal was a short trip next morning, locking
through at 09.30 helped by the courteous attendents. There is
no fee and the lock operates from May until October, 08.0016.30, except for six weeks in mid summer when it is open
until 20.30. Elevated less than a meter, vessels then enter the
salty Bras d’Or Lakes whose shelter and warmth can turn the
hardiest of crews into torpid lotus eaters. Baddeck, the cruising
hub for the many anchorages in the lakes, has been previously
described in Annuals. Hospitable as always the Y.C. displays
an attractive cluster of visitors’s burgees resplendent among
which was that of the I.C.C., a gift, similar to others we have
seen, from those good ambassadores on board Cuilaun. In the
sweltering heat, the marina provided hoses for water and, at
double the area price, diesel fuel. The ladies arrived as expected
and with their gear and fresh provisions stowed the crew,
suitably refreshed, took dinner ashore.
The early light cleared the hazy hills downwards. Less
rapidly did the mist in the skipper’s brain depart resulting in
the delightful inspection of the closed St.Andrews Channel.
Retracing our track to reach the identical but correct exist
added five hours. But catching the ebb in the narrows at Carey
Pt gave 11.5 knots over the bottom and spued Boru into a
minefield of lobster floats the more dangerous because of the
long floating lines. Clear, four miles later at Table Head, the

variable winds gave way to a stead southerly which allowed
silent running until its demise at sunset. Through the night
the Perkins purred and fed power to the green eye in the pilot
house as the fog returned. It is customary on Boru to talk
with nearby vessels by V.H.F. partly from camaraderie but
also to test equipment and watch keeping. A Wessex accent
on board Ambroshay answered; he was bound for Sydney,
Cape Breton Island.
Considering the several shipping lanes croosed during the
cruise there were few sightings. Sound is also important. If
new it can cause a nagging diagnostic search. But without
warning at 02.00 a crash shot the skipper from his bunk.The
watchkeeper reported the radar reflector had chaffed its halyard,
bounced off the deck and was lost overboard. A bereaving
glance astern revealed, however, the plastic encased container
buoyantly cruising in the wake at six knots still attached to
the halyard.
Eventually radar showed land at twelve miles range
confirming the progression of Loran fixes. With growing
anticipation the shore was glimpsed at 100 yards and the
skipper’s "Land Ho" prize was fairly claimed by him,
mutterings of foul play from the fo’c’sle notwithstanding.
Surprisingly even with the cautious northabout route fog
thickened as the harbour approached. With visibility at 50 feet
everybody stared into a given sector as we moved towards the
pierheads. Inside the shrowd lifted. In the dusk we warned to
the sight of several visiting yachts secured to a new wharf
toward which a uniformed gesticulated. Helping hands made
us fast to Perelandra, one of several C.C.A. boats en route to
eastern N.F.L.D.
Next morning one immigration official inspected
passports and ships papers even issuing a visa. Perhaps

Visiting yachts dressed overall for Bastille Day St. Pierre SPM. 1987. View from the new Sailing Centre over La Barachoise toward the single airstrip
Photo ;B. Dalton
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Boru at anchor in Aviron Bay Nfld. The cliffs are 1,000 ft high.
Photo; B. Dalton

Kirsten and Tara with their fluent French had something to do
with it. Subsequently it took three young Customs Officers
to ask even fewer questions of Kittiwake, Moon Beam, Blue
shadow, Osprey, Wild Hunter & Rage, many of whom had
cruised on Irish waters. They did us the singular kindness of
issuing the manifeste de sortie in advance and gratis. The
shops easily reached on foot closed early as the inhabitants
prepared for Bastille Day. The atmosphere in shops, bars and
restaurants is authnetically French which is remarkable
considering the proximity of the new American culture.
Adjacent to where we were tied a new sailing centre was
extended to foreign yachts. A fifteen minute walk around Le
Barachois, the inner harbour, brought one to the tiny airport
meteorologic office where synoptics could be studied and predeparture up-dates obtained by telephone (412402).
For Bastille Day all visiting yachts dressed ship overall.
The official celebrations commenced with speeches,
presentations and of course Le Marseillaise. Through the day
there were games, drinking and dancing and in the late evening
a "sound and light" depiction of the events leading to the
storming of Bastille. Fireworks over the harbour closed the
memorable day.
Perhaps to avoid the anticlimax or else to exploit the
forecast, the visitors slipped away early next morning. Boru
sailed north close to, but unable to see, Miquelon and its
treacherous isthmus, that vast graveyard of two century’s
shipping, yet to be explored. Radar alone again found the
narrow jaws of Aviron Bay N.F.L.D., a three mile long fjord
whose steep sides rose to over one thousand feet. Anchoring
needed the shallows at the head of the bay near the waterfall;
the CQR 45 went down in four metres. In my mind were the
terrible twins, unyielding weed and willywaw downdrafts
which could spin a boat round its anchor or put the rail under.
Neither happened fortunately.

The waterfall provided the lullaby and next morning the
stream flowing into the delta offered its rock pools of upland
heated water for washing with only the birds to watch
although hoof-marks of moose can be found. The sole link
with mankind was the plastic flotsam at the edge. This was
collected in bags for later disposal; our contribution to the
wanquil haven.
Continuing westward, we looked into Grey River, a
magnificent fjord with its sheltered hamlet Jert’s Cove. Many
fishing villages have been abandoned because of the expense
of supply by sea; there are no roads. This and our destination
for the night Ramea Island are described in Claire Mowat’s
book "The Outport People". The settlement on Ramea is on
one of the larger islands and is reached by a tickel or narrow
channel. The crew climbed the hill to the lighthouse for a
sunlit panorama of the N.F.L.D. coast. In small groups older
men stood on the quay quietly studying every detail of the
deck layout, the polite professional curiosity of seafarers. Not
so the teenagers who during the dinner shouted rude and
impatient remarks. But they became bored and, with a little
verbal help, moved on. A visit to the skipper of the supply
ship Sound oflslay nearby found it is also the ambulance.
The powerful radio beacon on Ramea is friend to all
vessels bound for St.Lawrence and the Great Lakes, Loran
does, we discovered, have a latitude error of up to half a mile
along this coast but with radar this was no handicap.
Remarkably the S.W. coast of N.F.L.D. continued to bask
under blue skies giving an easy passage to Port aux Basques,
the watchdog of the Cabot Straits. The port radar challenged
us at 26 miles range and instructed us to report our position
and state all machinery when 13 miles off. On arrival they
suggested a good mooring near the rescue ship Jackman and
invited us to visit the station. Knight Hawk flying the flag of
Commodore CCA tied up astern. Although our passage had
been comfortable their’s had been a rough crossing of the
Cabot Strait. The continuous forecasts on V.H.F. had been
locally accurate about fifty per cent of the time. But a fine and
calm morning endorsed what the calender commanded as we
rounded Channel Head into the Strait. Behind table Mt seemed
the twin of its namesake overlooking Cape Town. As land
fell astern more power came form the sails. The S.E. wind
grew in force against the current so that by afternoon the short
seas were drenching the ship in spray. The pitching bow twice
broke the lashing holding the CQR. in its cradle. With
shortened sail the log maintained over 6.5 knots as the wind
gusted to 30. Under the hot sun the spray turned into sticky
salt. For Boru this weltering passage was no worse than
others it had made in Scandanavian waters. Past St.Pauls rock
a freighter converging from starboard obligingly increased
speed to spare us the tack. She was the Danish vessel Fetish
and carried newsprint to Washington D.C. and to Puerto Rico.
Beyond Cape Egmont the afternoon sun gave the peaks of the
Cape Breton National Park deep shades of blue. Soon the
empty shelter of Ingonish harbour where in a creek aggressive
gulls eventually gave us a peaceful night. For Declan to reach
Boston on time required an early departure for Carey Point to
catch the fair current into the lakes and his collecting our car
at Baddeck. This he did catching the plane in Halifax.
Meanwhile after showers at the Y.C. we proceeded to
Dominion Cove near the canal.
We locked through early the next morning. There was
time to take the Lennox Passage and circumnavigate Isle
Madame which is connected to the mainland by a new swingbridge; the old one was powered by a horse now immortalised
by one of Alan Beamis’s (C.C.A) riotous after dinner
anecdotes. While passing Canso the fuel guage suggested a
detour which took fifeteen minutes. Luckily as standing
pumps are rare on this coast, a tanker truck was refuelling a
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Kirsfin and Declan observe the scenic Grey River, NFLD. The outport of Jert’s Cove is tucked in to the left

fishing boat served us next.
The succeeding three nights were spent at Louse Harbour,
an unchartered wilderness, at Hawbolt Cove where nearby
hundreds of floats indicated a mussel farm and at R.N.S.Y.S.
for elegant dining. A breakfast cruise of the port of Halifax
found the ships from Norway, Panama, Singapore, USSR,
Sweden, and Germany but the naval vessels of Canada’s
Atlantic Command set the tone. The old water front has been
handsomely restored and even offers free float space for
visiting yachts. Before spotting this we had accepted an
invitation to use the empty berth of the famous schooner
Bluenose for the three hours exploring the boutiques,
bookstores, chandelry and outside menus of the many
restaurants. One of the two museum ships is H.M.C.S.
Sackville, the last surviving W.W. 2 corvette, which rewards
visitors with recorded sounds of convoy work including a Uboat hunt by Asdic. While Boru was berthed the Town Crier
came on board in period costume. Departing at noon a kilted
piper played a medley to the candlenight of the strolling
tourist.
While heading to sea near Sambro Head a line of incoming
naval ships drew close. On Boru the tradition of saluting a
foreign campaign warship is maintained by dipping the ensign
when passing abeam. From a V.H.F. chl6 we knew they had
been at gunnery practice so, perhaps because they were
jubilant, admonished, or simply at lunch, we received no
answering salute. A glance to sea again revealed the startling
presence, confirmed by my binocular, of a submarine
converging on the port bow. To the hail on chl6 "submarine
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crossing our bow" there was no answer. With wisdom amd
initiative that occasionally brings the joy to the heart of a
parent, Kirsten requested the permission to repeat the hail.
The response was silent but immediately for the submarine
came on heading port to port. When abeam many binocualrs
were trained on us and our salute was promptly answered.
Mahone Bay is an attractive cruising area. The Chester
Y.C. is a friendly place with showers, a bar and simple fare,
nearby are several restaurants. Having repositioned to mooring
due to strong westerly winds, it seemed prudent to anchor
selecting Oak Island, with its diggings for treasure which have
captivated adventurers and syndicates since 1795.
Understandably the enterprise of the current mamagement
extends to a $2 charge for viewing the modern mining, the
exhibit and the giftshop. Selecting the snug Mill Creek
behind Chester, we awaited the arrival of Sean O’Sullivan by
air from Boston. In Halifax he collected the car left by Declan
at the airport and would complete the cruise with me, the
ladies driving next morning to catch the Yarmouth to Portland
ferry. Boru continued westwards against strong headwind
visiting Ludenberg, Dublin Shores, Port Medway, Lockport,
and W. Pubnico. Lockport provided a strange encounter.
Anchoring in an unused part of this large fishing harbour, a
lobster boat approached dangerously fast. Surging past, the
driver, despite the presence of his female companion,
welcomed us with a "moon". Undaunted this inexplicable
mime drew a loud "No thank you " from Sean. A passing
boat with a faded Red Ensign produced an invitation to spend
our last night before crossing the Bay of Fundy at West
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D’Escousse, CBI
Baddeck via
St Peter’s Canal

Average Log
Speed mls

Crew; comment

5:10

6.5

33.7

A; fog, "escort duty"

38:15
9:50
11:30
14:15

6.6
7.2
6.3
6.2

252.3
70.5
72.8
88.3

6:30

32.4

St Pierre, SPM
36:03
6.8
Aviron Bay, NF-LD 9:54
6.2
Ramea I via
Grey River
6:45
5.6
Port aux Basques
11.55
5.9
Ingonish,CBI.
12.50
6.9
Baddeck
Dominion Cove
6
Louse Hbr via
11.12
St Peter’s Canal
Lennox Passage, Canso.
Hawbolt Cove
11:25
4.6
RNSYS, Halifax
11:50
6.1
Halifax waterfront
Chester, back hbr.
9:41
5.6
Oak I.
Chester, Mill Ck
2:10
Lunenberg
Dubfin Shores
11:47
Port Medway
4:20
6.8
Lockporrt
9:30
4.7
W Pubnico
10:40
6.4
19:21
Lunt’s Hbr, ME.
6.5
via Schoonner Passage
Bass Hbr Marina
7:55
Pulpit Hbr via Eggemoggin Reach
Burnt I
5:19
6.7
Robinhood Cove
7:30
3.7

Crew A: Declan Tyrrel, Brian Dalton;
Crew C: Lise, Kirsten, Tara & B. Dalton;

Pubnico. Over a can of beer ashore with his friends, we
learned the talk of the village and the scourge of the
government in Ottawa. A week or so earlier astonished
villagers awoke to see 172 turbaned Sikhs squatting on the
shore after an illegal landing. Their only word of English was
"refugee".
Despite an enjoyable and abstemious evening it was
difficult to explain the accident that befell us while on the
crossing. In perfect visability and a southerly breeze for lift
and stability, hourly crosses on the chart promised a 15 hour
landfall under the horizon. A glance astern at midday gave a
shock for Brodir our dinghy had axed his painter and was not
to be seen. Many hours previously Sean at my request had

244.3
61
38.1
70.4
87
71.7
52.3

53.4
71.7
53.6
8.0
28.7
29.4
44.6
67.8
125.9
38.6

A; haze, variable
A; gusting SW30
A; fog, SW10
A; fog until Canso
A; sunny, hot
B; fog, few ships
B; fog
B; fog,clear SW10
B; clear, $5
B; clear,gustsSE/S30
B,
C,
C,

C; mussel minefields
C,
C; Bluenose’s berth
C; submarine
C; treasure diggings
C,
D,
D,
D; 25kn muzzler
D; sailing, early moon
D; lee of Stoney I
D; Brodir disappears
Coast Guard sunset
D, showers

35.1
D,
27.5
D, via Townsend Gut
1,749.9 miles

Crew B: A & C
Crew D Sean O Sullivan & B. Dalton
The supply ship of Islay makes her rounds off the Nfld southern coast
Photo: B. Dalton
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readjusted the painter. Due to the Fundy currents a search
seemed useless. Sean felt badly over his role but I attempted
to reassure hin it is the skipper’s responsibility to check
everything before going to sea. By V.H.F. radio we heard a
U.S. coast guard craft order a fishing vessel to heave-to for a
boarding party. To our surprise the search was in progress
right in our path at sunset and in international waters.
Although close enough to read their names we passed
unchallenged but with the certainty our running lights burned
brightly. Disappointedly no green flash followed the red ball
under the horizon.
The anchor went down off Frenchboro, Maine at 03.30 and
we slept for a few hours before heading for showers at Bass
Harbour Marina. With time to spare the cruise concluded with
a transit of the Eggemoggin Reach for the fun of it, to Pulpit
harbour to admire the meticulously maintained yachts, and
Burnt Island for our last night.
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The rescue ship Jackman in Pot aux Basques, NFLD. It carries a jet
powered semi-submersible surf boat.
Photo: B. Dalton

Round Ireland-- Anyway
Michael O’Rahilly

July 31st.
The best laid plans etc ..... All planning and thinking about
the cruise were focused on going northabout. Very logical
reasons for this decision were rapidly forgotten with the
forecast-N.W.F. 7 for the northern part of the country. So at
17.44 we left Dun Laoghaire and turned right.
We had dried out to fit a fixed blade propellor, a decision
well worth while, for it added performance and cut down
vibration. My older sons Morgan and John had patiently
packed the stores on board, suffering their disorganised father.
It is the first cruise they would not come on, since getting
Red Velvet in 1983.
We scampered down KiUiney Bay in N.W.F.5 making 7
knots over the ground and by 21.00 we were at Wicklow
Head. The wind went west and by morning we were inside the
Tuskar close hauled by the Barrels, on a course which left us
four miles east of the Coninbeg and a tack or two more to
clear Hook Head. We were comfortable alongside in Dunmore
East by 15.00. We sailed early with the main objective firmly
in mind, before the charms of Dunmore East overcame us.
After a blustery start, we settled down to alternating between
light weather sailing and motoring. The autohelm was pressed
into service during most of the motoring passages. Mackerel
were caught and enjoyed for dinner, and by evening we were
off Kinsale. We resisted the temptation of Kinsale and
Crosshaven and opted to press on west and so spend a night at
sea. At 22.00 as we rounded the Old Head, ’Eggmoggin’ who
was making for Baltimore and who we had passed earlier,
called us on the VHF. In mist, rain and a light westerly we
motored west. At the Seven Heads the wind and sea got up
and we set sail beating to windward. At dawn, as the front
passed, the wind fell and it was back to the engine.
’Eggmoggin’ parted for Baltimore and we passed inside the
Fastnet at 07.00 and two hours later we rounded the Mizen.
The day wanned up and barometer was rising. The forecast
was for a ridge of high pressure from the Atlantic, our luck
was in our destination would be Glengarriff and so the
morning was spent sailing up Bantry Bay, with the sun and a
following breeze. We had been tempted by all those lovely
anchorages in West Cork, but they had been visited before and
look what lay ahead! There was a reserve plan, we could turn
back and spend some time between Crookhaven and Kinsale.
We anchored inside Bark Island with a feeling of
achievement. Glengarriff, the cradle of the I.C.C. was at it’s
most splendid and we rapidly changed into holiday cruising
mode. Ashore I had a bath in the hotel (£3, but it was almost
worth it.) and we turned in early.
With the barometer still rising we ate a late breakfast in the
cockpit, and Hugh O~ahilly and Dennis Kelly set out to visit
the gardens on Illnacullen Island, while Frank Lawlor and I set
about making the boat shipshape. By 14.00 we were
motoring down Bantry Bay. Our intention was to make for
Castletown and visit Adrigole on the way. But once in the
harbour we were enchanted and decided to stay the night. We

swam off the boat in the morning and breakfasted as we made
our way inside Bere Island dipping our ensign to L.E. ’Aoife’
which was anchored there. We provisioned in Castletown and
by midday, we were on our way again, to catch the tide at the
Dursey Sound.
Lobster pots with floating polypropolene lines were all
over the place. Having gone over the first one we thought we
had worked which side was up tide of the bouys, and avoiding
others until the narrows, under the cable car, one which must
have been in an eddy, got stuck on the keel. On both
occasions we were able to get the engine out of gear. These
pots could cause an unpleasant situation in bad weather.
In the Kenmare river we picked up a N.N.W. breeze and set
the spinnaker to run down to Sneem. By 19.00 we were
snugly anchored inside Garnish Island. A friendly holidaymaker advised that as the tide was rising, we could get up to
Sneem in the dinghy, a distance of two miles. We set out to
have our first meal ashore and while the tide was flooding,
weed and shallows made progress eventful. Eventually we
reached the quay. The voyage was rewarded with a three course
meal featuring soup, trout/salmon, apple pie, coffee and a
bottle of wine. It cost 9£ a head in O’Sullivan’s and it is to be
recommmended. But now to get back.
In the three quarter moon and clear sky we set forth. All the
memorizing of the bends in the river was to naught, as the
river had risen, and we were now navigating in a lake. The
islets and rocks we had remembered from our approach were
gone. Progress was slow and silent, getting caught
occasionally in weed. Unlike O’Sullivan’s Restaurant, I
cannot recommend navigating the Sneem river’ at nighL
The peaceful anchorage at Garnish did nothing to hurry us
on our way the next morning. At 11.30 we weighed anchor
and an hours motoring had us in Killmakilloge. A shore party
visited the gardens and on board, I caught up with domesrtic
chores. At 15.30 we beat down the Kenmare river through
Two I-keaded Island Sound to Derrynane. After dinner, despite
the rain, we ventured ashore to the ’local’, where we met
many old friends.
7th August.
We woke to find the rain had stopped. In N.W.F.3-4 we
left Derrynane. On a close hauled course, we passed north of
Deenish and Scariff Heads, and by 11.30 we were abeam the
Little Skellig with it’s inhabitants, the gannets, soaring
around us. We sailed around the Great Skellig, leaving it to
port. As the wind was getting up we elected not to land.
Ferries from the mainland appeared to be doing brisk
business. Our course on port tack brought us towards Bray
Head at the westerly end of Valentia Island. The heading wind
forced us to tack out to sea. We cleared the end marker bouy
and proceeded north. The days sailing was marked by
sunshine, N.W.F.4 and a panoramic view of the Dingle,
Ivreagh and Barran Peninsulas. Mount Brandon and
Carantuhill were clear of their usual caps of cloud. By 20.00
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Dursey Sound approached from south

we were preparing dinner, anchored in Ventry Harbour.
8th August.
Shortly after mid-day, having been ashore to renew old
acquaintances, we left Ventry for Stores in Dingle. We were
met at the harbour by the resident dolphin, who romped along
beside us until he realised that we were not a fishing boat
who would feed him. The bouy marking the channel into the
pier was missing. Having completed our business - Garvey’s
Supermarket supplying all our needs, (Frank found two
buckets of ice for the food box) we returned to Ventry. After
dinner we walked the beach and returning by road, we found
Paidi O’ Se’s, beside the church, and showed no resisitance to
it’s temptations! A further mile walk back to the dinghy, and
we were on board for the midnight forecast.
Sunday 9th August.
At 08.00 we motored from Ventry and anchored in the
Blasket Sound at 09.30. There was a light northerly breeze
against the tide, which caused the boat to roll a bit. Leaving
Frank on board, the three of us took to the dinghy for the
beach. We were deceived by the swell, and breakers somewhat
swamped us as we landed. We climbed up to the top of
Slievedonagh along the northside of the island, and returned
around the south side. The day had settled down to be warm
and sunny. When we returned to the beach it was no longer
deserted as the ferry had landed day trippers. We enjoyed a
swim and a wash with saltwater shampoo, clean and refreshed
we returned on board. We lunched as we motored back through
the sound, along the south shore of the Great Blasket, over to
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Inishnabro with it’s gothic cathedral like rock formation, and
though the sound, between it and Inishvickillane, and on out
around the Tearaght. Although the day was fine, with a very
light breeze, the full force of the tide could be felt around the
islands and it was very easy to appreciate that this would be
no place to be in bad weather. Blessed with a wonderful day
for cruising, fine scenery and hot sun, I reflected that at no
point during the last week, did we feel we could be in a better
place.
Having cleared the Blaskets in the late afternoon, it would
have tempting providence not to make the sixty-seven mile
passage to Roundstone, and so we set off; making
comfortable progress at four knots. The view of the north of
the Dingle Penninsula with Mount Brandon, with it!s caps of
cloud abeam, and Dunquin, Slea Head and the Blaskets astern,
fading as the sun set, provided a fitting close to this part of
the cruise.
As darkness came it was back to the engine. We motored
north passing outside the Aran Islands at dawn. When the
wind returned from the S.W. we picked up the Skerd rocks and
piloted into Bertraghboy Bay. We lowered sail abeam of the
anchorage at the entrance of Cashel Bay. The attempt to
approach, rapidly became unrealistic due to the narrow
channel, the falling tide and the lack of lead marks. Our
experience of checking the Decca in Ventry Harbour, when it
put us .25 mile west of our actual position - (probably due to
the proximity of land on every side, and the fact that one of
the stations -Ballydavid, was very close.) - now ruled out
reliance in a narrow channel. So we opted for the snug
anchorage in Croagh Nut, ate brunch and slept for a few

hours. Later we made for Roundstone, five miles away, and
anchored off at 18.00. Ashore, we enjoyed a well earned meal
in the Beola Restaurant, excellent fish and very reasonable.
We spent the next two days waiting for a break in the
weather.
We were still in VHF contact with Valentia at Roundstone.
This was lost north of Slyne and we did not pick up Malin
until we were on the north Donegal coast.
Thursday 13th August.
With a promise of an improvement in the weather, we
sailed at 08.00 for Inishboffin. It was beat down to
Croaghnakeela Island and north towards Slyne Head. Where,
as we eased off for High Island and shook the reefs out of the
main, the sun shone. There remained a lumpy sea from the
previous day’s bad weather. We passed through High Island
Sound and by 15.00 we were at anchor in Boffin Harbour in
bright warm sun and a light westerly breeze.
Dennis, Hugh and Frank in the Ktmmare River.

Photo: M. O’Rahilly

The French attacked an hour later, choosing to anchor two
boats lenghts astern of us, with the rest of the harbour empty.
Our protests were met with Gallic shrugs and non comprendre
and we gave up. Ten minutes later, as I was taking
photographs, I decided to put the situation on film, which did
not go unnoticed by the French who upped anchor and moved,
and a charming young man came along side offering sincere
apologies. We parted the best of friends.
Lorcan and Susan Gogan came alongside in their
Drascombe Lugger and boarded for afternoon tea. They were
exploring around the island while staying in a house ashore.
Dinner in Day’s Hotel, a walk around the island and a drink or
two in Micko’s completed a memorable day.
Friday 14th August.
The 06.30 forecast had us up and we were underway, east of
Inislyon and north between Davillaun and Black Rocks
towards Achill Island. With the wind westerly F. 5, we danced
along making seven knots, enjoying the spectacular scenery
of Inisturk and Clare Islands. It blew up of Achill and we had
to reef, but an hour later it eased again. Leaving Black Rock
to port, we passed west of the Iniskea Islands. Annagh Head
was difficult to pick out until we were almost abeam of it.
There was quite a sea running and our entry provided more
than enough excitment, as we passed along the north shore of
the entrance to French Port, with the seas breaking on the
rocks.
We lunched off the pier and exploring ashore, found John
Lavelle, who although he no longer runs a taxi, organised us
a lift to Belmullet, where we phoned to finalise the details of
the crew change. It was impossible to find a taxi to get back,
but a minibus which was returning patients to their homes
from the local hospital, gave us a lift and off we went around
North Mullet arriving back as local crabbers landed their
catch. A bag of crabs claws were added to the supper menu.

Inisnabro, north eald of Blasket with Tearaght in the background.
Photo: M. O’Rahilly

Saturday 15th August.
The forecasted S.F. 6 came on at first light, and at high
tide, as we breakfasted we found ourselves dragging anchor,
and so any tendancy to idle was rudely interupted, as we had to
re-anchor. It was a wet and foggy day, with a warm southerly
airstream. We spent a dozy damp day on board. At 18.00
Conor Mc Carthy arrived, and his car was very useful to fetch
supplies from Belmullet. In the pours of rain Dennis departed
on the long road to Dublin in Conor’s car.
Red Velvet in the Blasket Sound

Photo M. O’Rahilly

Sunday 16th August.
Morning brought rain and fog, with the forecast promising
a clearance at mid-day, which when it came lasted all of half
and hour. Eagle Island lighthouse told us that the fog was
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thick. However, after a late lunch, and with half mile
visibility, we found our way out of French Port and planned
to sail through the night to give us a day-light landfall at
Aranmore. About a mile off, we met a turtle swimming along
happily, without a care in the world. The mist cleared about
three hours later, and we had a view of the Stags and the north
Mayo coast. Helming throught the night was tedious as it
was a dead run, however we averaged four knots and by 08.00
we picked up the south end of Aranmore, about six miles
away. As we made for the north entrance, the cliffs on the
west of the island were reminiscent of Norway. We made
around Rinrawros Point and entered the North Aran Road,
anchoring off the slip, north of the obelisk. Ashore we found
water, diesel and supplies and enjoyed a pint or two. The
Island, population 900, has a new jetty for the ferry, which
goes to Burtonport. The islanders speak Irish and there was a
seven-a-side tournament of the islands local game, soccer, that
afternoon. The impression was of a thriving community, a lot
of young people about and many new houses. Besides fishing,
temporary migration is the norm. There is a resident doctor, a
school and no need for a police presence. The weather was
warm and sunny with the occasional bank of mist roiling in
from the sea. After supper we turned in for an early night.
Tuesday 18th August.
We were up and under way by 08.30. In mist and cloud and
in a very light variable wind, we motored through Owey
Sound, east around Rabbit Rock and north through the
Carnboy Channel. The book does not lie, when it says

Eask Tower on Carhoo Hill pointing no~.h to the entrance of Dingle Harbour
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Goubnadough is difficult to make out, but having stopped to
establish our exact position with compass bearings and
identified the summit of Inismeane, we proceeded carefully
with Inismeane summit bearing 012°, through the one cable
wide channel between Carnboy Port and Bullignagappul
Rock. The Decca was again out 0.25 mile to the south which
was cautioned by the "U", unable to check signal. By 11.15
we were anchored off Gola and we walked the Island, up to
Knockacullen and back through the village. While the island
does not seem to be as remote from the mainland, it must
have been very exposed and infertile to exist on, compared to
the Blaskets. As we walked along the east side of the lake,
which was a brackish lagoon formed by a bank of shingle,
which separated it from the sea at Maghernagall Bay, we
found the shore littered with hundreds of plastic bottles. They
had obviously been funnelled into the bay from the west, and
blown over the shingle to rest on the east side of the lake.
Labels on the containers gave a clue as to their origin "Victor" hydrolic fluid from Canada and "Wash a Tub" from
New Hampshire. Perhaps there is scope for a new transAtlantic, first across in a plastic detergent carton. The
publicity might persuade the manufacturers to incorporate
biodegradability, or the users to be more careful with their
empties.
The day warmed up, and in sunshine we lunched in the
cockpit before weighing anchor. For some time we noticed a
yacht to the north making little progress towards us. As we
made our way north for Tory, we passed her and she hailed us,
explaining she had no propellor and had been trying,

Photo." M. O’RahUly

unsuccessfully, to make south into Gola Sound, running in a
light northerly, and against the tide. We soon had her line on
board, towed her the mile and a half back inside the sound. So
after a second departure, we motored north and anchored in
Camus Mor Bay, off Tory. Hugh and Frank put ashore and
were received with great kindness. There is now electricity and
a pub on the island. We ate dinner on board before making our
way west with the tide. The wind was light and we motored.
The setting sun on the mountains of north Donegal made
them look snow covered. As we headed for Inishtrahull the
realisation that the Limeburner bouy was unlit caused some
anxiety and what we thought was a close shave, turned out to
be a lobster pot mark. We relaxed when we cleared the Red
Sector of Fanad Head and by 03.00 Inishtrahull was abeam.
The tide would carry us to Rathlin, but as the forecast was
S.F. 5 we selected to go to Portrush. By 07.30 we were along
side eating porridge and catching up on sleep. The contrast of
this urban metropolis after the west, made us realise we were
on our way home. We departed at 13.50 to catch the tide at
Rathlin. We reached along in S.F. 3-4 which lightened as the
afternoon passed. We were in no great hurry and life on board
was very pleasant as we enjoyed the North Antrim coast.
We were interrupted by a boarding party from a gun boat
which spent twenty minutes rumaging. Three weeks at sea
does strange things to kit bags, despite their care, they failed
to find Hugh’s other sock! As they returned to their ship the
wind went into the east and we were beating in twenty knots
and then back to the engine as it died. We cleared Rathlin
Sound and the wind settled into the S.E. and we turned to

windward in a gusting breeze, with the tide under us down
into Red Bay.
When the tide turned we were a long time off the Maidens,
slabbing and unslabbing, but making little progress. Fog
added to the discomfort. In the early morning a long tack from
the north east brough us south of Mew Island. As the
visibility improved, the wind strenghtened and we changed
down to number 4-5 jib. The forecasts - RTE, BBC and the
coastguard all gave S. F.3-4-5, with a promise it would go
westerly. With this in mind, we bashed on with the tide under
us. The wind was rising all the time. Hugh made a great job
of getting the jib down and setting the storm jib. It was
blowing steadily over thirty knots, and gusts of up to fifty
knots. The barometer had fallen 14mb in the previous three
hours. The VHF was live with calls of protest from boats on
the Down coast and the Isle of Man, which were experiencing
heavy winds which had not been forecast. Apart from the
short visits to Gola, Tory and Portrush, we had been at sea for
two and a half days. The prospects of facing into a foul tide,
big seas and the S.F. 9 we were experiencing, did not make
sense. The book did not encourage Portavogie or Donaghadee
so we decide to make back into Belfast Lough. With thirty
five or forty five knots of wind, we made ten knots over the
ground with three slabs and storm jib, passing outside Mew
Island. The coast guard warned that Ballyholme might be
uncomfortable, as the wind was to go north west and they
could not predict the strength. So by 18.00 we were tucked
into Carrickfergus marina, by which time the wind had
disappeared altogether. After showers and a meal ashore, sleep

Blaskets:
To land on Inisnabro enter through cave on South East of island by dinghy then climb up cliff
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French boat anchoring close in Boffm harbour
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was no problem.
The next morning we dried out our gear and explored
Carrickfergus, departing shortly after mid-day. We made our
way down Belfast Lough and through Donaghdee Sound. In
the absence of any but the lightest head wind and being
homeward bound of necessity, the engine was again to the
rescue.
We covered the ninety seven miles in sixteen hours, having
caught the southerly flood tide in the north channel and the
south going ebb from St John’s point. We were back in Dun
Laoghaire on our moorings early on Saturday morning. We
completed the rounding in twentyone and a half days. It was
agreed by all, that we had a grand cruise.

Dunrnore

ACTUAL
DISTANCE
HOURS
MADE GOOD DISTANCE

31st July
2nd Aug.
4th Aug
5th Aug.
5th Aug.
6th Aug.
6th Aug.
7th Aug.
8th Aug.
9th Aug.
9th Aug.
10th
13th
14th
16th
18th
18th
18th
19th
21st

Aug.
Aug.
Aug.
Aug.
Aug.
Aug.
Aug.
Aug.
Aug.

Dun Laoghaire - Dunmore East 96
Dunmore East - Glengarriff
145
10
Glengarriff- Adrigole
Adrigole - Castletownber
8
30
Castletownber - Sneem
Sneem - Killmakillogue
6
14
KillmakiUogue - Derrynane
Derrynane - Skelligs - Ventry 38
Ventry - Dingle - Ventry
14
Ventry - Blasket Sound
7
Blasket Sound - Tearaght Island 90
Croagh Nut
Croagh Nut - Roundstone
6
Roundstone - Inisboffin
28
Inisboffin - French Port
46
French Port - Aranmore
74
Aranmore - Gola
10
14
Gola - Tory
57
Tory - Portrush
Portrush - Carrickfergus
63
Carrickfergus - Dun Laoghaire 100
856

9O

HOURS
UNDER
ENGINE

115
150
11
8
33
6
20
42
15
7

21
31
2
2.5
6.5
1
3.5
3.25
2
1

.5
17.00
2.0
2.0
3.0
1.0
11.5
1.0
1.0
1.0

109
6
35
43
81
11
15
59
133

22.5
1
6.75
7.5
19
2.75
3
11
29

11.0
1.0
00.0
0.0
0.0
2.75
3.0
11.0
3.0

110

16

16.0

1009

192.25 77.75

Arandora’s return to Scotland
Paul Butler

It has been so long since the account of a cruise by a Dublin
Bay 24’ has appeared in this Annual that I feel it necessary to
remind some readers that Arandora is one of the eight Dublin
Bay 24s designed by Alfred Mylne before the Second World
War and finally completed on the Clyde in the late 1940s.
Vital statistics are :- LOA 37ft., LWL 24ft., beam 8ft., draft
5.3ft and sail area 533.3 sq. ft. One remained in Scotland,
another (Vandra) was lost off Howth, a third (Zephrya) is in
Arklow and the remaining five continue to sail in Dublin
Bay. With so few left our D.B.S.C "start" is always
threatened and it is principally for this reason that they no
longer undertake long cruises for which they were renowned
(particularly the late Ninian Falkiner’s Euphanzel and the late
Rory O’ Hanlon’s Harmony ) in the late 1950s.
Cruising equipment is minimal. We have no permanent
log, boat or wind speed indicators, no V.H.F. and the old
D.F. is unreliable (principally because there is no compass
attached to it!). Navigation, therefore, has to be undertaken by
a combination of sightings and dead reckoning using an
ancient, though very accurate, Walker Log. For soundings we
have a lead line.
It was decided to return to Arandora’s old cruising ground
in Scotland in August. The cruise had to be limited in time,
first because of the reason mentioned above and secondly,
because of my own domestic situation - I had spent three
weeks at Whit cruising in Joliba with Judge Barr.
For the entire trip we had Don Mc Carthy, Noel Mac
Mahon and myself; John Murray was with us as far as Oban
and Oonah McCrann (Noel’s wife - she helped me with the
social content of the log) and Bill Kavanagh replaced John for
the remainder of the cruise.

John treated himself to a room in the hotel.
Tuesday 4th. August
John and I having drawn the short straws, left the other two
asleep and departed from Campbeltown at 06.45. We sailed,
with some motor sailing, to Ardrishig where we entered the
Crinan Canal (Fee £37) at 16.30 (log 185.5). We went
through the first, second and third locks, tied up and dined
well in the Royal Hotel where I took a room for £10
(including a £4 breakfast!)
Wednesday 5th. August
All had breakfast in the Hotel and proceeded through the
Canal until after the eight lock where we tied up and walked
back to the fifth lock for a few drinks and a excellent lunch of
oysters and seafood platters.
Note: It is hardly possible to get through the Canal in a
day if one is to stop at all. The Canal is certainly not a short
cut but I, for one, would never miss it.
The afternoon was spent in glorious sunshine. As the

Light reading
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Sunday 2nd. August
We departed from Dun Laoghaire at 09.27 under full sail in
a N./.N.W.F.4. After three hours we had Rockabill 2.5 miles
on our port beam. During the afternoon both Noel and John
caught mackerel which we were to have later for supper. By
21.00 we had St.John’s light about 2 mlies abeam.
Monday 3rd. August
At 00.36 we had South Rock L.V. abeam (log 72.10) and
by 04.35 we were abeam of Belfst Lough. The passage to
Campbeltown was uneventful save for the last two hours
when the wind freshened to F.6/7 and we had to plug it motor
sailing. We arrived at Campbeltown at 16.00 (log 145.5)
where we were met alongside by the temporary unpaid
harbourmaster, Gordon Black, who, before we retired below
for a dram, insisted that our LOA was 29’9.5" Campbeltown
is an ideal starting point to a cruise to the West of Scotland
not only because of its location but because it offers, at the
inner harbour, a new leisure complex - for £2 each we
showered, had our own sauna room and a swim in a large
clean pool. Feeling thus refreshed and after a couple of drinks
we retired to the White Heart Hotel for an excellent dinner.
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manned bridges do not operate after 16.30 we had to stop at
the last bridge abour 1.5 miles from Crinan. We walked to
Crinan where, in the Crinan Hotel we had our best meal so far
(I started with smoked salmon on toast topped up with a
poached egg and a fine egg and lemon sauce, the others had
large helpings of local muscles; soup and sorbet followed and
we all had excellent lamb; the wine list was extensive). The
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Arandora near Cauruban on the Crinan Canal

Photo." N. Mac Mahon

John & Don work while skipper encourages
Arandora on the Crinan Canal

prospect of a walk back to the boat induced us to have a draw
for who would get a room in the Hotel to be paid out for the
ship’s kitty. John arranged the matches and won the draw!
Thursday 6th. August
We motored through the remainder of the Canal to Crinan
where we were greeted by John with an offer (not accepted !)
of Buck’s Fizz on his balcony overlooking the Canal. All had
breakfst in the Hotel, we shopped, had a short lunch and left
the Canal at 13.30. Our intention was to have a short sail to
Ardfern in Loch Craignish. However, as the weather was fine
and we had a gentle N.W.F.4, we decided to press on for
Oban where, after a glorious sail, we arrived at 17.30
alongside the lifeboat pontoon on the south side of Oban. The
lifeboat had received a local forecast N.W. up to F.9 ( in the
event it did not exceed F. 7) so it was decided to cross to the
shelter of Ardinamar Bay on the north east of the Isle of
Luing where we picked up a mooring owned by the Yacht
Centre. On our arrival we were invited aboard the yacht
Sceptre for drinks. Sceptre is a 12-Metre designed by David
Boyd and built at Robinsons in 1958 for the fn’st post war
British challenge in the Americas Cup. She had returned to
her birth place in the Whyte & Mackey Clyde Regatta and
was the ftrst 12-Metre to race on the Clyde since 1964 (see
photo in Sept ’87 Yachting Monthly). She is in her original
condition with a 100ft. mast - five hand crewed her that day
and managed to gybe the 2800 sq.ft, spinnaker!
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Underway to Oban
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Friday 7th. August
The wind had moderated to N.W.F.4 and we departed at
09.30 and motored over to Oban where we tied up alongside
the Lifeboat pontoon. We cleared customs at the Custom
House ( nobody had sought to come aboard so far). Sadly,
John was to leave us the following morning and we were
joined that afternoon by Oonah and Bill. All six of us dined

well at the Studio Restaurant and, after a last nightcap aboard
with John, we stayed ashore for the night.
Saturday 8th. August
We departed at 09.30 and, as the wind was on the nose, we
motorsailed for an hour but then we decided to beat in a N.W.
F.3 up to and through the Sound of Mull as far as Tobermory
where we arrived at 16.30. Tobermory has a number of
moorings laid down by the West Highland Development
Board but they are very far from the pier and it was decided to
drop the anchor in good holding ground, close to the steps
outside the Mishnish Hotel. We dined very well that evening
in the Captain’s Table. With five on board we decided in
future we would have a draw for those who stayed ashore on
the kitty. Oonah and Noel agreed to draw as one and won on a
throw of a newly purchased pair of dice.

ashore with Bill and Noel managed to secure futher
accomodation at the Castle so that all could stay.
Don and I dressed at leisure for dinner. As I boarded the
punt in my best clothes my foothold slipped and I managed to
capsize it! Having been shown our rooms, we all retired to the
dining room where we found the eight other guests waiting
for us. Dinner was at a large table laid with plenty of silver
and old crystal glass. The whole scene was a cross between
that of a hunting party and one of Agatha Christie’s evening
gatherings where almost all come to a foul end. Oonah, who
retains her maiden name, was most amused when one of the
other guests from London asked her how much she was being
paid by us! The sweet girl thought that the lady had assumed
her to be the cook on board! Coffee was served in the
smoking room which had a good billiard table. After much
more ado I retired to my room with 17th century four-poster
bed.
Monday 10th. August
At 08.30 a huge breakfast was served in the dining room.
All compared notes on their adventure in the victorian
showers which had every conceivable form of adjustment.
Later we found it hard to leave the Castle - not only were the
building and its contents magnificent but the surrounding
grounds and islands had many walks and nature u’ails. One
could easily spend a week exploring this island and bare, well
built, lodges are provided for those who like to "rough it".
While Don, Bill and Noel went aboard, Oonah and I dogged
the warden and picked just a little piece of heather for the
pulpit. We departed at 12.20 and, again in no wind, motored
to Coll arriving in Loch Eathama at 17.00. Here we found
that the West Highland Development Board had laid further
moorings and we picked up one close to the jetty. Bill and I
had a swim while a seal watched close by. Oonah and Noel

Skipper in Tobcnnory with the mishnish
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Arandora in Loch Eathama
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Sunday 9th. August
At 0930 we departed for Rhum where we had a booking for
the evening in Kinlock Castle. We sailed as far as
Ardnamurcan Point where the wind died and we had to motor
the rest of the way on a glass like sea. Lunch on board was
too good because as soon as we caught sight of Kinlock
Castle I went hard to port and went aground! We freed
ourselves and dropped anchor. Noel and I had a swim in cold
clear water. At that stage, as we had booked the only one
room available in the Castle for the night, the dice were
produced and Bill and I won. Not to be daunted, Oonah went
Ardnamurchan point
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went ashore to explore, do some shopping for the passage
later that night and book dinner. They found a hotel, a
restaurant, a shop and three churches. The population of the
island is only about 160. Dinner in the hotel was almost up
to standard of the Crinan and what very little it lacked by
comparison was more that made up for by the atmosphere and
service, not to mention the fact that it was about half price.
The waiter kindly agreed to give us ten of the hotel’s excellent
bread rolls which were baked for us and, as a parting gift at
about midnight, we were given smoked mackerel.
Tuesday 1 lth. August
We set sail at 01.30 with the intention of making a
passage to Craighouse on Jura. However, it was not to be so.
By 02.30 the wind had, contrary to the 00.33 forecast,
freshened to S.E.F. 6/7. We reefed the main to the top
crosstrees and replaced the genoa with a small jib (which E.C.
Hohn had the foresight to have had made up from our old
genoa). By mid morning, wet and tired, we decided to seek an
alternative destination. The only realistic choice proved to be
Colonsay, Unfortunately, we had to get there with the aid of a
passage chart only but we arrived safely at Scalasaig Harbour
at 16.30. There was one other yacht there and little room to
anchor on the south side of the ferry pier. The harbour was
quite exposed to the wind which was S.E.F.6 and we let out
about thirty metres of chain in about seven point five metres
of water. Oonah and Noel, having won the throw of the dice
for the room, went ashore (a kind fisherman ferried them) to
book dinner and, the anchor having been held for about three
hours, Bill, Don and I joined them in the hotel which is about
half a mile from the harbour. In the meantime Oonah was in
the hotel talking to the proprietor, Kevin Byrne and Irishman
and Trinity graduate, who, although the hotel was booked out,
took pity on the couple and managed to f’md and to have made
up a spare double room. The hotel is magnificent and Kevin
Byrne offers a particular welcome to yachtsmen for whom he
has set aside a building with a laundry room fitted with large
washing machines and dryers (they even took sleeping bags)
and two showers with built in hairdryers. Having used these
facilities we had yet another excellent dinner (soup, then duck,
sole or beef, dessert and coffee for £5.50 each!). After dinner
we were feeling dry and pleased with ourselves when Kevin
Byrne came in and told us that our anchor was slipping. He
drove us straight down to the harbour where we found poor
Arandora against the pier. However, there was no damage
save for badly scraped paintwork on the port side and we
managed to move her and re-drop the anchor. Kevin Byrne
explained that the anchorage was full of weed and intends to
have it dredged for next year; in the long term he plans a
pontoon in the inner harbour. For the remainder of the night
the anchor held well and Oonah and Noel slept well ashore.
Colonsay is another small island where one could spend a
week exploring in a most friendly and congenial atmosphere. I
susequently learned that a friend of mine did so at Christmas
time some two years ago. The Hotel operates on the basis
that if you pay if bad weather delays your arrival; but if
departure is so delayed you get free accomadation.
Wednesday 12th. August
In the morning Kevin lent his car to Oonah and Noel to get
supplies. We set sail at 12.40 in the (very slim) hope of
putting into Port Askaig on Islay. Within an hour of our
departure from Scalasaig and wind freshened to S.E.F.6 and
we beat towards the Sound of Islay with a well reefed main
and the small jib. As we approached the sound the wind
seemed to funnell down and I was reading a steady 34 knots
on the "ventmeter". Soon the lower port shrowd broke at its
collar fitting to the mast. We immediately dropped the main.
As we could not keep our heading against the wind under
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engine only, we had to carry on tacking into and down the
sound in ever decreasing tacks with an ever increasing tide (it
reaches 5 knots at the Port Askaig narrows) with the engine
and the small jib ever fearful that the mast would go.
Arandora had lost her mast in 1959 (see I.C.C. Annual) when
the same shrowd gave way on her return from Scotland! We
made Port Askaig at 21.00 and, with the full force of the tide
there was no room for a first refusal so we came straight
alongside the main ferry pier. This is not used often and is
well protected by rubber fenders. The hotel was booked out
because of a local festival but we all secured accomadation in
the warm and dry home of Mr and Mrs Archie Campbell
(Archie is on the Port Askaig Lifeboat and runs the ferry to
and from Jura.) Before retiring we had a reasonable ( to us at
that stage delicious) meal in the Hotel bar.
"Speedy" - running repairs
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Thursday 13th. August
After a great breakfast Archie introduced us to George
Duncan who comes fron Skerries and is coxwain of the
lifeboat. George, in turn, introduced us to "speedy"
McKechnie who owns the local garage and is a welder. He
further promised to provide a crane if it proved necessary to
unstep the mast. On looking up at our crosstrees "Speedy"
turned green and announced that the job was not on. However,
prompted by George, I produced a few beers and the task
began to seem less daunting and, eventually easy. "Speedy"
duly went up the mast and spent about an hour and a half
there while we passed various implements to him. When the
collar on the mast was welded and all had been put away I
inquired how much we owed only to be asked "would £8 be
too much"! We managed to negotiate a slightly higher figure
and "Speedy" kindly joined us in the Hotel for drams. As the
mainland ferry was due in that afternoon we decided to move.
George brought us alongside ther lifeboat pier. This would,
under normal circumstances have been perfectly secure, but, at
1800 when Noel was alone aboard adjusting the fan belt, an
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R.N. ship came through the narrows at, according to Archie,
about 25 knots creating such a swell that our stern warp
jumped out of its fairlead and caused part of the pushpit to be
pulled off the deck taking part of the deck with it. Repairs
were effected. During the afternoon George, having thrown
open the Lifeboat Station to us for drying, gave us a tour of
the Lifeboat. We dined a the Hotel where we celebrated Bill’s
birthday after which we spent another night with the
Campbells.
Friday 14th. August
It was decided to leave on the tide at about 10.00. Our new
found friends were assembled to see us off but, on presssing
the starter motor, nothing happened. Over the next four hours
Archie worked on the engine in between ferry trips to Jura
and, at one stage, he moved the ferry, brought us alongside
and traced the fault to an earth lead on the starter motor. He
got us started at 14.00 (our deadline to miss the dangerous
adverse tide on the south end of the sound) and we departed
immediately in a S.W.. F.5 . By 14.00 we had McArthur’s

96

Head abeam and by 20.30 we had the Mull of Kintyre about
two miles on the port beam. The wind gradually decreased to
F.2 and we tried the engine at 22.00 nothing would start it.
We made very slow progress.
Saturday 15th. August
This was Don’s first wedding anniversary and I promised to
have him home in Cork well in time for it. Progress was
slow all day and we reached South Rock L.V. at 17.30. The
wind increased in the evening and overnight to S.W.F.6 and
we had to lack erring to seaward.
Sunday 16th. August
By 09.00 the wind decreased to F.1/2. Noel tried the engine
again and it worked! The rest of the passage was pleasant and
uneventful and we picked up our mooring at the Royal Irish
Yacht Club in Dun Laoghaire at 18.30. We stopped in the
Club for just a couple of drinks before returning to the real
world.

The Wind Called The Tune
Rockabillto the Scillies, Cornwall, Lundy and Milford Haven.

Jack Flanagan

On Friday 24th July three of us, Raymond Flanagan, Finola
Flanagan and I left Howth at 18.30 in 20 knots of wind from
the N.W. and a flood tide, bound for the Isles of Scilly.
By 02.40 we had reached the Arklow Lanby buoy but the
pre-departure finding of a circulatory defect in the cooling
system of the engine belatedly suggested that Arldow was a
more suitable repair depot than the Scillies and so we altered
course and beat back to Arklow, arriving there at 05.00.
Saturday 25th July
In calm conditions a damaged waterpump impellor was
confirmed. We carried a spare and with some fumbling this
was replaced, two hours of sleep followed while we waited for
the early ebb and by 08.15 Rockabill was on the move again.
By 15.00 the Tuskar was abeam about three miles to
starboard but within an hour our favourable wind had backed
to a S.W. zephyr. There followed a gloriously warm day with
sunbathing on deck but, alas, with the need for the engine.
After four hours of motoring the wind revived to fffeteen
knots the sailing became invigorating and we were joined by a
school of dolphins which put on a magnificently organised
display of high speed, group diving under Rockabill much to
our, and obviously also to the dolphins enjoyment.
The wind later reverted to the N.W. and increased to 20
knots. We settled for our number two genoa and one slab reef
for the night.
Sunday 26th July
With daylight and a lighter breeze a spinnaker went up for
three hours and then came down as the wind died and, again, a
short period of motoring followed.
By 13.00 Round Island was visable dead ahead and after
some debate we decided on St.Mary’s as our first port of call.
So leaving St.Martin’s Head daymark well to starboard we
rounded St.Mary’s and anchored in a delightfully sheltered
Porth Cressa at 17.15 haivng logged 212 miles from Howth,
an average of 4.5 knots despite five hours delay in Arklow.
Among other Irish boats in Porth Cressa there was the
Sadler 32 Maraquita sailed by John and Maura Watson waiting
hopefully for some relief from the northerlies to get them
back to Howth. That evening the B.B.C. weather report
predicted persisitent northerlies fi’om F.4F/.
Monday 27th July
We explored St.Mary’s and congratulated ourselves on not
having chosen Hugh Town anchorage where mooring
conditions were distinctly unpleasant and at least one cruiser
had dragged and come ashore.
That evening we enjoyed a dinner in the "Pilot’s Gig"
where we were joined by John Byrne and his crew from the
Shamrock Debonaire and a liqour period followed in the
crowded "Mermaid Inn".
Tuesday 28th July
We started out for New Grimsby via the Tresco Flats, but
our plan was abortive as we were soon engulfed in dense fog.
Discretion overcame valour and we returned to Porth Cressa to
await the sun’s breakthrough. When it did come through it

was too late to make this inner passage and instead, with full
main and genoa, and a free sheet we departed at 10.30 for New
Grimsby by the outer, easterly approach. By 14.20 we
motored past Hangman’s Island and anchored S.E. of the
submarine cable in warm sunshine (Log - 13.5 miles fi:om
Porth Cressa).

...............
~ ......
==~: ....... ~ ................
...................
~~.~,~
........................
~ ..........
~::~
Tmsco Gardens, Isles of Scilly.
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Even a brief call to the Scillies would be incomplete
without a visit to Tresco and it’s subtropical gardens. A rural
botanical afternoon was spent in the gardens and for good
measure we also visited the Vallala maritime Museum of
sailing ships figure heads, many of which had recently been
repainted and were undoubtedly much more resplendent than
ever they were on active service. Indeed, it occured to us that
the carvings were more important to the museum than the fact
that they represented tombstones for many unfortunate
mariners who crewed the ships involved. Nonetheless, they
make a magnificant collection well worth seeing.
Wednesday 29th July
An early start was necessary to catch the first of the ebb
across the Tresco Flats and with the help of the northerly
breeze we were soon through St.Mary’s Sound and on our way
to Newlyn in Cornwall. A new form of naviagation soon
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established itself and we found it unnecessary to use our
compass bearing, all we had to do as we scampered along was
to follow the track of the big passengers ’copters plying at
very frequent intervals between St.Mary’s and Penzance.
Wolf Rock, The Long Ships, Tater Du and the
Runnelstone came and went rapidly with a 17 knot north
westerly, a favouring tide and a boat speed often over 6 knots,
all in glorious sunshine. A lunch had to be rushed as the wind
was rising and some sail changing was indicated. The change
completed, we had St.Michael’s Mount on the nose and a
wind speed of 25 knots. As we rounded into Mount’s Bay the
anemometer was registering 30 knots - a second slab reef
came down and a number three jib made the exhilerating down
wind ride more sedate.
Approaching Newlyn we were entertained by the fine
spectacle of 150 Fireball dinghies having the time of their
lives in the British National Championships as they planed
up to the gybe mark in Penzance Bay. We hove to and had a
grand stand view of the fun which came fast and furious with
many capsizes in the smooth sea, but near gale force.
We tied up in the fish dock in Newlyn Harbour at 15.10,
after a thoroughly exhilerating sail of 38 miles from New
Grimsby.
While there we noted a ketch Four Seasons owned and built
by L.F.G. Heath. She disappeared before we could make
contact.
Newlyn, a bust industrial fishing port does not have the
tourist attractions of nearby Penzance but it’s totally protected
deep water harbour has all the essential things a cruising man
requires. In particular, the Mission to Seamen which is only a
stone throw from the mooring area provides very efficient
facilities for the salt-caked, jaded yachtsmen (or lady).
Another discovery was a new French restaurant "Chez
Claud" overlooking the harbour which satisfied our craving
for haute cuisine. The waiter, who spoke impeecable
"franglais" confided, sotto voce, to us that he was from
Tippemry !
Thursday 30th July
The Lizard, the most southerly point in Britain was devoid
of any of it’s renowned terrors as we rounded it the next day
enroute to Falmouth. In fact, it looked for all the world like a
giant bee hive in the sun with swarms of helicopters buzzing
around it from the Royal Naval Air Station. Black Head
opened up N.E. of the Lizard by 14.10 and registering over 5
knots we were soon hauling wind for the Manacles.
With a selection of prime anchorages available in
Flamouth Bay we settled for Gillan Creek just before the
entrance to the Helford River. In very landlock quiet
surroundings we ate well and rested. Raymond went ashore
and came back with the news that there was a small hotel
high up on the left hand bank. A steep climb through heather,
scrub and briars proved him right and we relaxed in a pleasant
bar with a convivial landlord. We were joined by two ladies
customers who were on holiday nearby, Chris, Maggie and
Gemma, the latter being a small dog. At closing time we
descended the hill guided by Maggie with a powerful torch,
Gemma, and Chris who retained her scotch and soda as a night
cap and carried it down the hill without spilling a drop.
Gemma proved to be an experienced guide dog.
Friday 31st July
Rockabill took us on an exploratory tour of Falmouth
Harbour and the Penryn River. Later we anchored in
St.Mawe’s on the eastern side of the Fal River just off the
pier. It was a convenient anchorage well sheltered from the
northerly breeze. Facilities are good in St. Mawe’s but the
place was too crowded for our liking. Nevertheless we stayed
overnight as this was departure time for Raymond and Finola
who were replaced by Emer Flanagan and John Roden.
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Saturday 1st August
The new crew were soon introduced to the settles sunny
conditions and the northerly breeze. Rockabill set off at 13.20
in a 10 knot breeze which later strengthened to 20 knots.
Sailing and motoring we progressed up the Fal River past
Mylor Creek and Restronguet to port, and later the impressive
Trelissick House and gardens now in the care of the National
Trust. The latter is just below the King Harry ferry, and the
gardens, in their spectacular setting, have an international
reputation for their collection of trees and shrubs.
Soon the river narrowed and the banks became densely
wooded when suddenly on rounding a bend we were faced with
two very large freighters moored at the left bank. Eventually,
against a strengthening ebb we dropped anchor at Malpas not
far short of Truro, seven miles up from St.Mawe’s and
picknicked in the sun.

Ships moored on Fal River near Truro
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Malpas is renowned in legend as being the place where the
Irish Queen Iseult (from Chapelizod), who was married to
King Mark of Cornwall, is said to have had an affair with her
lover, Tristan. Whether the romantic rural surroundings in
which we found ourselves prevailed for Tristan and Iseult is
not recorded !
By 18.10 we were down river again S.W. of St. Mawe’s
when the wind backed to the west and left us with a beat
across to the Helford River. A jib tear at this stage prompted
us to motor-sail into an increasing wind and a rain bearing,
lowering sky. Leaving the Gedges E. cardinal buoy
sufficiently north to the open up the Helford River we
motored past Durgan Bay on the north bank into the Pool.
Manouvering through the crowded anchorage here we
indentified Porth Navas Creek and crossing the bar into it, we
found a beautifully protected anchorage with high ground all
around in "Abraham’s Bosum". As an added bonus we were
able to pick up a visitors mooring.
Sunday 2rid August
The inflatable carried us into Porth Navas Quay where
showers and provisions were available. A mooring charge of
£3.00 was undoubtedly good value for the comfort and
facilities provided
Now, nine days out from Howth having covered 324 miles,
a decision was necessary. It was intended to carry on eastwards
to Fowey where the late Jackie Duff from Skerries, a long
standing I.C.C. member, sailed in and recognised Erskine
Childers’ old gun-running yacht, Asgard in a state of
delapidation. As a consequence of this notable observation she
was later purchased by the Government thus starting the Irish
Sail Training Association.
The decision regrettably had to be to retrace our track
westward. With the wind again from the N.W. and a lumpy
sea Rockabill made good time until she was well into
Mount’s Bay on course for Newlyn with an ebb tide, but with
the wind deviating to the west again and the flood
strengthening in the afternoon, it was necessary to motor for
the last few miles into Newlyn.

Monday 3rd August
This day was reserved for a visit to Penzance. There we
found an obliging sailmaker to repair the torn jib and then a
bus back took us to Marazion and at low tide we walked along
the causeway to St.Michael’s Mount. This sriking building
put there as a monastery by the Benedictine monks was seized
at the dissolution of the monasteries and made a fortress. It
was later given to the St.Aubam family which continued to
hold it through the Cromwellian wars and it is now held by
the National Trust.
Our visit to Penzance concluded with an enjoyable dinner at
the "Admiral Benbow" Inn.
Tuesday 4th August
By 06.40 hours we were at sea again and by 0835 the
Runnnelstone was to port. As we rounded Lands End and the
Longships it did not inform us that:
"There’s fog in my channel
as thick as grey flannel" etc. etc.
Nevertheless we avoided the channel and tacked northwards
in a light breeze with a favouring tide past Pendeen Light,
with intermittent bursts of engine power.
At 12.55 the anchor went down outside St.Ive’s Harbour in
4.5 metres, 24.5 miles from Newlyn. St.Ive’s beach presented
a crowded and colourful scene but it did not attract us ashore
partly because of the hordes of fussy little motor boats being
piloted unskillfully and at considerable speed all around us.
We lunched on board an moved on with the wind and tide
helping us. By 15.15 Godevy Light was close to starboard.
The north coast of Cornwall has little of note from the
seaweed except Godevy which, I understand is totally
automatic. From here up to Trevose Head the coast turns
gradually northward and there are no harbours of significance
to the cruising yachtsman. An attempt to raise St.Ives
coastguards by radio information on the approaches to
Padstow was unsuccessful but a helpful inshore lifeboat from
Porthowen which was manouvering in the neighbourhood
came over to us and gave us the needed information. From
Newquay Bay to Dinas Head and Trevose Heads motor-sailing
was necessary. Approaching Dinas Head at 20.20 we were
mildy surprised to come on a small catamaran being sailed
Entrance to Padstow. Note Doom Bar extending towards Trebetheric Point.

singlehanded and making poor progress. We exchanges waves
and passed on but further observation as we approached
Padstow inlet suggested that our solo voyager would not clear
the headlands. With a moderately fresh head wind and biggish
sea, at best he had to look forward to a cold night at sea. We
returned for him and he was grateful to take a five mile town
into Padstow. We entered Padstow inlet on a rising tide by
moonlight, identified the channel bouys and droppped the
anchor at 23.15 in the Pool from whence our solo mariner
drifted off into the darkness and the beach. We were 64 miles
from Newlyn with an average speed of 3.6 knots (including
our 2 hours stop at St.Ives).
Padstow is not a difficult entry on a low or falling tide or
in strong N.W. winds. Rockabill (draft 5’6") took the ground
in the Pool for a short period with little tilt. Deeper draft
boats could lie against the pier in the harbour (Padstow old

dock).
At low water an extensive sand bank emerges between the
Pool and the harbour entrance where the river Camel flows
past the harbour mouth. In its upper reaches this river reaches
the small town of Camelford which has been regarded as the
legendary site of King Arthur’s Court of Camelot.
The little town of Padstow is a pleasant resort and was full
of life. With the old harbour in the centre of the little
commumity it had character. Later that evening it lost some
of this quality when a large expanse of evil looking mud was
exposed at low water. However, this was compensated for by
a virtuous performance by the local brass and reed band and
the public standing around responded rhythmically.
There is an active dinghy club across the Pool in Rock
where we were kindly provided with showers, etc. A good
chandelry also is found on Padstow Pier.
Padstow is not often visited by Irish boats as it is off the
trade routes and for this reason alone it is worth a call. With
all it’s sand it is an ideal place for children and therefore a
family cruising visit can provide a break for both parents and
children.
The following day was decreed as a rest in the sun and an
opportunity to restock our victuals.
Thursday 6th August
Duly refreshed we crossed Padstow Bar at 1430 with the
intention of crossing the Bristol Channel driect to Milford
Photo: J. Flanagan

99

Lomb(

, Bank

MYLOR I~BIDGE

\\
FLUSH] NG

loo

Haven but the crew were all for a detour to Lundy Island, so
with the inevitable northerly wind blowing at 15 knots we
motored for 30 minutes to clear the headlands and give us an
offing and headed closehauled at 30°/40° M for Hartland Point.
For about two hours the flood assisted us but the ebb started
approaching Tintagel Head and continued against us until
nearing Lundy. Fortunately tides were nearly neap. It was
necessary to motorsail to clear Hartland Point. The most
notable elements in this stretch of coast line was the large
number of lobster pot buoys close inshore and the ruined
castle of Tintagel thought to have been King Arthur’s fortress
but later, to the disgust of the historians, was found to have
been built in Norman times.
Several tacks later, having passed Hartland Point and
approsching the south end of Lundy at midnight we took off
all sail to motor into "Rat Island" anchorage just below the
lighthouse. This was a serious mistake for hardly had we gone
so when there was a resounding bang and vibration under
Rockabill. The immediate sensation was one of premature
arrival on Lundy but out of the comer of the helmsman’s eye
it was just possible to see a scattered dan buoy disappearing
rapidly in the dark. This was accompanied by the stalling of
the engine and it bacame clear that we had a rope around the
propellor. Sails were reset rapidly and a snappy piece of chart
work by John, the navigator, took us in very black conditions
around the southern tip of Lundy until we could discern the
high cliffs north of the lighthouse. Here sheltered from a brisk
N.W, wind we clawed south and anchored close in near the
lighthouse at 01.15.
Friday 7th August
Next morning the indefatiguable John was out in the
inflatable with a boat hook and he successfully removed the
rope attached to half a lobster pot from the shaft. To Emer’s
extreme annoyance the lobsters got away !
We landed and were shown around the lighthouse by keeper
Jack Daniels ( he had never heard of Rockabill !), visited the
small, well maintained hotel and then, climbing higher
reached the church, a sturdy building well kept and in good
repair. Further along we discovered the island pub and there
we regaled ourselves and talked of many things to most of the
island’s inhabitants.
Everything about Lundy was attractive, the scenery, the
hills, the lighthouse, the weather, the people, the pub and the
beer. We were tempted to stay another night but time was
running out and perhaps the magic of this fleeting village
might not have lasted. At 14.00 we sailed northabout around
the island heading for Milford Haven.

Holding a port tack closehauled we made good time on a
heading of 320° but approaching the Welsh coast it was clear
that the flood tide had taken us too far east. This was largely
corrected by the succeeding ebb but some motorsailing was
necessary. Approaching Linney Head we became aware of a
race ahead which was avoided by sailing westward for about a
mile.
By 21.50 the anchor went down in Dale, Milford Haven, in
the fiats 38 miles from Lundy, in time for the second pub
visit of the day. We were late for dinner in Dale Yacht Club
but Emer proved her cooking capabilities later with a lavish
meal which would have been more so if the lobsters had not
got away !
Saturday gth August
After an alfresco breakfast ashore, a visit to the well
stocked chandelry, and a review of the moming papers we
were underway by 13.45 having been delayed for an hour by
being aground on the fiats.
After rounding St.Anne’s Head we beat out between
Skoholm and Scomer islands. The Wild Goose race gave us
no trouble and we set a course of 350° M for the Codling
having passed the South Bishop light three miles to starboard
at 17.40. An earlier weather bulletin had predicted a westerly
breeze and sure enough it arrived on time at 1755. By 21.40
we had logged 25 miles from Skoholm despite a partially
adverse tide.
Sunday 9th August
With darkness the wind lightened and by 02.00 we were
becalmed. Four and a half hours of motoring followed. By
07.20 however, our old friend, the northwester was was back
at 20 knots with the Codling Lanby abeam to starboard.
Two reefs and a small jib kept us comfortable and with a
strong flood we held a straboard tack towards Bray Head. After
Bray the tide turned against us as we motor-sailed towards
Killiney. Later, with a failing breeze, it was necessary to use
the engine again but, alas, the battery had gone flat and all our
instruments were dead, why didn’t the crew turn off the
navigation lights ? The spare battery, however, was mobilised
and connected so that later as we approached the Baily we
motored into Howth Marina. The northerlies had proved their
staying power !
In the whole period of the cruise little rain fell. This was
remarkable in a period when the radio was reporting heavy and
long episodes of rain all over the rest of the U.K. and Ireland.
Clearly this fact added greatly to what was a very enjoyable
cruise.
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’Round Ireland’ in twenty one easy
stages
Roderick Monson

The start of our cruise was somewhat disorganised, due to
weather conditions. It has rained incessantly for approximately
twentyfour hours, and with small children on board, it is
imperative to try and keep everything as dry as possible. We
ended up putting everything on board at the last moment;
favourite toys and teddies are just not allowed to get wet.
July 10
Slipped our moorings at Ringhaddy 16.00 in somewhat of
a shambles, but the excitement was there. Wind S.W.3. With
a free sheet and ebb tide crossed Strangford Bar and turned
north. Later heavy rain accompanied us as we sailed inside the
South Rock Light Vessel. As the wind was dying away and
rain getting heavier we decided that Portavogie would give us
a chance to get organised and dry out a little. We were tied up
along the outer wall at 20.00 Despite the conditions morale
was very high.
July 11
Left portavogie 06.25. Sue still sound asleep while Ross
rose with his parents. Hugged close to the County Down
Coast in an attempt to stay out of a flood tide. Burial Island
Sound at 07.05. just at that moment I was heard to utter "I
hope there is enough water here" ...and promptly went
aground. (Oh what a ghastly sensation, first day into the
cruise), afloat again within five minutes but Ross insisted on
lifting the cabin sole to inspect the bilges, he was not too
impressed with my navigational skills. We enjoyed a pleasant
reach up coast to Rathlin where we arrived at 16.55.
Manouvering into Rathlin harbour took two attempts as the
bottom was getting very close to the keel - for the second
time in one day. No problems once inside. We spent a
pleasant evening exploring the island and walking the legs off
the little ones. Morale was good and there was an air of
excitement - our cruise was really under-way.
The following day we motored out of the harbour with not
a lot of water to spare. No wind as we motored up to west end
of Rathlin before crossing to the County Antrim shore in an
attempt to get out of foul tide. a small trawler came alongside
much to the delight of Ross and Sue and threw us two superb
cod. Later Ross decided it was time to fish and managed to
catch a ’FULMAR’. The next ten minutes were spent trying
to reverse Mazara towards the bird and reel it in at the same
time eventually succeeding, we brought the bird on board and
disentangled it. On release and much to our surprise the
Fulmar and its mate followed us for some considerable time.
Next we spotted a shark which we managed to get within two
feet of. This caused tremendous exitement as Ross and Sue
were able to stand on the bow and watch him dive. It was
approximately ten to fifteen feet long. Arrived at Culdaff Bay
16.40. Directed to anchor inside ring of bouys just in time to
witness the local speedboat race round those same bouys. It
was a toss-up as to whether Ross’s eyes would pop out or his
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The Monson family
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head screw off before the end. Needless to say this was enough
excitement for one day - who knows what tomorrow will
bring.
On July 13th we left Culdaff under sail at 10.00 in
sunshine and broken cloud, wind S.3. Broad reach through
Garvan Sound, abeam Malin Head 12.30 and changed down
headsail as wind increasing in a choppy sea. Here we passed
by six yachts who appeared to be cruising in company. The
indicated that the dreaded ’salmon nets’ were ahead.
Ross and Sue were busy having a ’Minitreasure hunt’
finding goodies and surprises strategically placed for their
amusement. Shrieks of delight could be heard from below, all
was well. We sailed almost close hauled to get to lee of the
land. At 14.45 the wind was increasing so we tucked a reef in
just abeam of Lough Swilly to allow for a more comfortable
passage (although as far as Sue is concerned, Mazara could
stand on her head and she would’nt mind, is’nt she a lucky
girl) Off Rinnafagla Point at 16.30, we decided to seek shelter
in Sheephaven as it was a dead beat with a horrible choppy
sea. Started the engine and motor-sailed into Dunfanaghy Bay
and then tacked across to Downies Bay, but as this was wide
open to the S and the wind was fresh S.5. we decided that
Clonmass Bay looked very inviting, dropped anchor 17.30.
Sue could not contain herself when she spotted a beautiful
golden sandy beach. She disappeared from deck to emerge
some minutes later with buckets, spades and paddling shoes. I
took them ashore while Mum prepared the evening meal.
Later we all went ashore but rain came with dusk chasing us
back to Mazara and bunks.
July 14
Wind still in the south. Broadreach down Sheephaven to
Horn Head, scenery here very rugged but majestic. A reach
across Tramore Bay to Innisbeg where we met the first of the
Atlantic swell. Then close hauled to Bloody Foreland, wind
seemed to be dying and clouds gathering in the SW. Rounded

Bloody Foreland 14.00 wind S.F2. Started engine, visibility
decreasing rapidly and motored down inside Bullagconnell
Shoal (impressive sight with swell breaking over it). Outside
Gola then off Owey island in very heavy rain. At this stage
Ross and Sue retired to their bunks. Visibility decreased to
less than a mile so Burtonport seemed like a good idea. No
problem in finding North Sound off Arran, but North Channel
into Rutland and on to Burtonport was a different matter. The
biggest problem was keeping the glasses clear in driving rain,
virtually impossible. We managed to stay in the Channel and
tied up alongside a deserted fishing boat at 17.30. Ross was
awake now and bubbling with exitement, ’trawlers
everywhere’, and Burtonport was buzzing with activity. He
could’nt wait to get ashore but due to heavy rain this was not
possible immediately.
Boom tent on and while preparing a meal an old friend
appeared alongside in his Dory. He invited us over to his
house on Rutland for the evening, a very welcome invitation.
There were two children of similar age to be played with.
Super evening spent in a beautiful little cottage with the
Dinsmore Family. Later we were transported back to Mazara
by speedboat.
July 15
With an invitation to spend another evening on Rutland,
leaving was all the more difficult. Mist and little wind delayed
the departure until after lunch so the morning was spent
inspecting all those fishing boats and their catches again. We
finally tore ourselves away at 13.00. under engine as we
motored out round Torneady Point. In wind W.F.2 we set
sails and stopped the engine, later the sun broke through with
wind increased to a pleasant F3 but with confused lumpy sea.
Ross appeared on deck from a sleep complaining of a ’sore
tummy’, blaming this on something he had eaten (Butonport
Rock), a few minutes later he quietly deposited the contents of
his tummy over the side and announced that he felt much
better (we never talk about seasickness). At 20.00 we sailed
inside Rathlin O’Birne, the sea flattened out, making motion
more bearable and at this point a large ocean going trawler
steamed up alongside, stopped completely, turned and
disappeared up Donegal Bay from where it had come. A very
convenient distraction for all on board. Teelen entrance was
eventually found at 21.45. A local inhabitant very kindly
directed us to a suitable anchorage. By 22.45. it was raining
again so we retired to bunks. The following day, 16th was a
rest day.
July 17
Up and away at 06.30. Forecast N.W.4-5 we sailed across
Donegal Bay for Broadhaven in little to no wind. The children
were fast asleep and Valerie had two mackerel for the pan
before breakfast, Ross woke 09.00 and Sue later. The wind
started to fill in from the west at 11.00 so engine off and by
12.30 were changing down to No. 2 headsail, wind N.4. As
we passed inside the Stags we put a reef in the main. Later as
we crossed Broadhaven Bay the wind increased even more and
when we arrived off Eagle Island at 16.25, the seas were
probably the biggest we had ever sailed in, Mazara behaved
impeccably. Our only worry was that some of the waves had
breaking crests. We managed a successful gybe despite the
conditions. Eagle Island very quickly fell astern as our next
problem was finding French Port. At what can only be
described as a ’second attempt’ we entered at 17.30, very glad
to be in quiet sheltered water again. A local lobster boat came
alongside and told us where to anchor. After the evening meal
we went ashore to explore and let the little ones play about as
we reckoned they deserved it. They were fortunate enough to
meet a cow with her newly born calf which they were able to

Ross and Sue

talk and to stroke. There was great excitement and pleasure as
they had never been so close to a newborn calf. This
completed a very interesting day.
July 18
Even before we rose we could hear wind whistling N.W.7
we reckoned as the entrance looked virtually impossible. After
breakfast we moved Mazara to the northwest comer of the bay
in an attempt to find more shelter. Later we rowed ashore to
get a better idea of conditions outside. The rest of the day was
spent exploring.
The wind blew all night and by the morning it was still
blowing hard from north west Morale was getting very low at
the thought of spending another day in this barren outpost.
From where we were anchored we were not able to assess the
situation so we made a trip ashore and walked up to the
headland at the north end of the bay. Surprise surprise,
conditions did’nt look as bad as we had expected and the wind
had dropped a little or was it wishful thinking. (Our first
concern is towards the children, we would hate to put them off
sailing and would not take them out in bad conditions).
Forecast mid-day N.5-6 so we lifted our anchor and left
under reefed Main and engine only. Once clear of the entrance
we stopped engine and reached off down outside Innishglora
and Innishkea in a moderate sea, bright sunshine and
decreasing wind. We passed inside Blackrock, rounded
Moyteoge Point and reached on to Keel Bay in fiat water: We
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anchored inside Innishealloon Island N.W. of the bay in
crystal clear water. There was a great feeling of satistfaction
having left French Port and to be heading in the right
direction again. Everybody starving: thank goodness for
pressure cookers, hot meals and bunks.
July 20
Senior members of crew got underway, conditions pleasant we experienced a dead run outside Clare Island and Innishturk.
Ross and Sue appeared at 09.30, hungry. Gybed and came
inside Innishbofin where we were sorely tempted to stop and
visit what appeared to be a beautiful island, but conditions
were too favourable so we carried on and were abeam Slyne
Head at 12.30. With wind freshening and seas building up
again we were forced to take a second reef in F5-6. While
returning to the cockpit I noticed a wave astern. I called to
Valerie to put Mazara’s stem to it, but it was too late. It hit
stem quarter and broke over the top of the dodgers. Valerie and
Sue were engulfed. Sue being lifted from one side of the
cockpit to the other (on reflection this was quite a nasty
moment). I took the helm while Valerie and Sue went below
for a complete change of clothes. Luckily Ross had been
having his afternoon ’siesta’ and missed all the excitement
only to be informed later by Sue, that she had just had a ’sea
shower’ and appeared to make light of the whole event.
We sailed on in bright sunshine past what must be some of
the most beautiful cruising ground in Ireland, if only we had
time to explore. Later we arrived in Killeaney Bay, Aran at
19.10 absolutely starving. Launched the dinghy and hurried
ashore to see if we could find somewhere to eat. Found a
super chippy, fish and chips never tasted so good with fresh
ice-cold milk. Just managed to get our order before all the
power on the island failed.
Aran is a beautiful island with an atmosphere all of its
own, spotlessly clean and welcoming but by now we were all
very tired after a very long eventful day and headed back to our
bunks.
July 21
Underway and sailing goose-winged through Gregory
Sound between Inishmore and Inishmaan. Children up 09.00
with only breakfast in mind. Crunchy cornflakes and ’fresh
milk’. At 10.15 the wind dropped F.2. Engine on - visibility
poor and we were completely out of sight of land. Ross was
having his own private disco in the cockpit accompanied by
his Fisher Price casette recorder, dark glasses, dirty jeans and
winch handle for a guitar. He definitely looked the part. Later
with Loop Head abeam Ross exclaimed "Look daddy,
dolphins" and for the next thirty minutes we were entertained
with an amazing display of water acrobatics. We took Ross
and Sue up on deck, it really was incredible, Sue’s classic
remark summed up the whole experience. "Mummy, is’nt it
great to see them in real life’. Visibility remained very poor
which was very disappointing, having read ICC South and
West Coast Pilot refering to this landfall. ’Brandon Point as
being one of the most impressive suretches of coastline in the
whole of the West of Ireland’. When we finally sighted land
the sea mist blanketed out that beautiful scenery. Reduced
canvass off entrance to Smerwick Harbour in a lumpy sea and
motored into complete shelter in NE comer. We dropped
anchor in two fathoms. At this time the sun broke through to
reveal a very spectacular landscape.
After dinner we went ashore at a small harbour and went up
a narrow winding path set between upturned curraghs of
superb traditional craftmanship, it was an interesting
challenge trying to explain their history and origin to a four
and six year old who showed amazing interest. On reaching
the top we found ourselves looking on a spectacular
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Casfletownshend
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panoramic view of West Kerry in the sunset.
July 22
Underway 07.00 (how Sue sleeps during this manoeuvre
beats me as her bunk is up for’ad and the anchor chain passes
her feet). Motor-sailed out into the Atlantic swell, which
would have made sailing very uncomfortable. I kept the motor
running until Sybil Point where we passed a yacht heading
north, a rare sight in these waters. Ross and Sue appeared at
08.00 so we all had breakfast on deck as we sailed through the
sound with a free sheet in bright sunshine and flat sea. The
conditions were idyllic, and views of Great Blasket Sound will
remain with us forever. After a quick stop at Knightstown we
beat out of Valentia Harbour between Fort Point and Beginish
Island with reach down to Bray Head. Poled out head-sail and
sailed goose-winged past past Puffin Island. This was a great
opportunity for the children to identify these super little birds;
with the Skelligs clearly visible to starboard - a smashing sail
to Derrynane. We were followed quite closely into the
anchorage by a French yacht who, on motoring past,
apologised in in broken English, ’sorry, no detailed chart’.
Derrynane ... where does one find the words to describe
these places of such beauty and tranquility. We were able to
spend the rest of the day exploring the fabulous golden sandy
beaches, playing and paddling and Ross’s favourite past-time;
rowing and going for a fast ’ding’ with the outboard on. This
ended a particularly good cruising day.

July 23
We were in no hurry away from this anchorage - time
seemed to stand still and it was 10.15 before we lifted the
anchor and sailed under main only towards Dursey Sound
arriving at the north end in a short choppy sea 12.30. Ross
was not convinced Mazara’s mast would pass under the cables.
We managed to sail through the sound without a gybe in
close company with a fishing boat. Set the headsail off Crow
Head and reached along coast in perfectly flat water N.W.3 to
Bere Island. We later started engine and motored up into
CasOetown Harbour arriving 15.20 in scorching sunshine!
Here our sole aim was to find a bath. The tourist
Information Centre directed us to the hotel clearly marked on
the chart of CasOetown Harbour in the ICC Pilot. At this
time I made a serious attempt to find a customs officer as we
had still not cleared customs. The office was deserted and on
enquiring at the Harbour Office was informed that it was far to
good a day for anyone to be working and they would lay
headquarters at Bantry. After three attempts they gave up and
told me ’not to worry’ as customs would catch up with me
eventually.
The following day we left CasOetown Harbour with no
wind. The little ones fast asleep in a beautiful peaceful
morning of bright sunshine. Wind started to fill in 09.30 and
the children up looking for breakfast. By 09.45 we had
spinnaker set, gybed off Mizen Head and set course for Cape
Clear. We reached past Baltimore to Toe Head, inside the
Stags and then close hauled to pass Horse Island
Castlestownshend with the promise of a meal ashore. We had
visited Castletownshend last year so the terrain was familiar
to us. Booked a meal in ’Mary Annes’ as little tummies
cannot wait forever so food must come early. An hour and a
half to kill, so we spent this visiting the old church, which
Ross had remembered, set high on the hill overlooking the
anchorage. After a delightful meal of King Prawns, etc. we
made our leisurely way back to Mazara.
July 25
Away under engine at 07.30 with no wind. By 09.50 we
were abeam Galley Head with sails set: N.W. 2-3 bright
sunshine. Reached across Clonakilty Bay, past Seven Heads
to Old Head of Kinsale, then close hauled until abeam of
Charles Fort. Dropped sails and motored into Kinsale marina
at 14.50 There was great excitement as the fair was in town.
This was to be ’Cookies’ night out and Valeries belated birthday treat. These were all most successfully fulfilled at ’The
Blue Haven Hotel’. Beautiful surroundings, superb cuisine and
friendly atmosphere. With children, there are always more
important things to do, so eventually they dragged us back to
the fair and the dodgems.
We left Kinsale on Monday at 13.45 and had a pleasent .sail
to Ballycotton. Once inside west breakwater it started to rain
for the first time in ten days. Ross spent the rest of that
evening trying to catch ’a mackerel’, along with what seemed
to be the entire population of Ballycotton.
Later after retiring to the bunks another yacht came
alongside. Once back in sleep I again awoke with a scraping
sound. Mazara was grounding. What a night to be pulling two
yachts further up the Quay.
On July 27th we were underway again at 07.10 with one
reef in Main and No. 2 jib. Wind W.N.W.3 The children were
quietly getting on with colouring, games and tapes. Crossing
Dungarvan Bay the wind veered to west and freshened 5-6: at
first we thought this was only going to be a squall, and took
our headsail off. We were now on a dead run with the spray
starting to fly off the top of the short choppy seas. Off
Brownstown Head I would have prepared to have the main off
and be running under headsail only, but decided to to leave
well alone as on our present course we should avoid a gybe.

Mazara

Ross’ Favourite past-time

Just at this precise momment a fishing boat appeared out
from the shore waving frantically, and we suddenly realised
that there were salmon nets ahead but Mazara has sailed
successfully over many in the past. We were very relieved not
to have to alter course, and sailed over the top of five of these
nets before reaching the welcome shelter of Dunmore East at
15.35 where we tied up alongside. Once ashore we managed to
fred a customs officer.
On Tuesday morning we tore ourselves away 12.00 rounded
Carnsore Point at 18.00 and with fair tide were soon round
Splaugh Bouy sailing close hauled for Rosslare. Once abeam
of the harbour I started the engine only to discover it would
not engage in gear. Valerie sailed under main only, while I
investigated the problem which turned out to be a sheared
anchor point on the Boden Cable which I disconnected and
transferred up through cockpit sole. At 19.45 we dropped the
anchor in full view of the ferries much to the delight of one
small boy. There was one other yacht anchored in the bay.
Everyone was starving and a big pot of ’stew’ was very
welcome before the bunk. In the early hours of the morning I
was awakened by the wind whistling in the rigging. On
taking a look outside I could see another yacht, hove to. We
appeared to be secure so I returned to my bunk. At 05.45 we
were awakened by a soft thud, the boats had obviously
touched, so that was enough of Rosslare for me. We lifted
hook at 06.00, wind down to W.F.2 and sailed inside the
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banks for Arklow where we tied up in basin 12.20 We spent
the rest of the day being ’Tourists’ and relaxing on the beach.
July 30
We left Arklow under engine until we were off Bray at
12.15. Sailing again we beat though Dalkey Sound in
freshening breeze and arrived Dun Laoghaire 13.45. Here we
tied up outside two Welsh yachts in the Coal Harbour. Went
for walk up into town and through the Shopping Complex.
The following day Friday was spent being ’Tourists’ again
as it was blowing F.8.
August 1
Leaving our berth was a tricky operation due to slxong
winds our 10.h.p. Volvo-Penta did not have enough power to
drive us clear of the trot ahead. At 07.15 went astern allowing
Mazara to turn stern to wind then reversed into clear water
before driving ahead and out of Coal Harbour. Set a reefed
Main, wind W.5. Abeam Baily Light 08.10 and set No. 2
headsail and had breakfast. Off Lambay the wind increased so
we took a second reef in the main with a lot of spray flying
and our lee gunnel well awash. By 13.45 were able to shake
out a reef in decreasing wind and good visibility. Later
Carlingford Lough and Mourne Mountains clearly visible on
our port bow. We entered Strangford through the west passage
hugging the coast as close as we dared and arrived at Audley
Roads at 20.45, very tired but feeling rather pleased although
we still had’nt crossed the ’magic line’.
On August 2nd Skipper stayed in his bunk as long as
possible, then rose and took Ross and Sue up to Audleys
Castle while Valerie prepared brunch. We left at noon under
main only as no-one was eager to go home. Ross wanted to
know if we could’nt spend ’just one more night on
board’. ...... and Sue wanted to know ’when would we be
coming back to Mazara’.
Arrived back at our mooring in Ringhaddy at 14.00, the
circle completed at this point - with a loud cheer from the
whole crew.
Time
Underway
Ringhaddy to Portavogie
4.00
Portavogie to Rathlin
9.30
Rathlin to Culdaff Bay
7.30
Culdaff Bay to Broadhaven
7.30
Broadhaven to Burtonport
7.00
Burtonport to Teelin
8.45
Teelin to Frenchport
13.00
Frenchport to Keel Bay
8.05
Keel Bay to Aran Island
13.30
Aran Island to Smerwick Harbour
13.30
Smerwick Harbour to Valentia/9.10
Valentia to Derrynane
9.10
Derrynane to Castletownshend
10.10
Castletownshend to Kinsale
7.20
Kinsale to Ballycotton
4.15
8.25
Bailycotton to Dunmore East
Dunmore East to Rosslare
9.45
6.20
Rosslare to Arklow
Arklow to Dun Laoghaire
6.45
13.30
Dun Laoghaire to Audleys Roads
2.00
Audleys Roads to Ringhaddy
TOTAL
172.25
AVERAGE SPEED:
ENGINE TIME:
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4.8
29%

Engine
Hours
30.00
3.10
7.10
1.00
3.30
1.10
4.30
20.00
1.10
7.00
3.25
3.25
1.40
2.30
10.00
20.00
2.30
1.20
4.15
3.00
49.30

Miles
Made Good
21
57
33
33
31
35
57
26
66
66
22
23
6O
34
25
43
32
34
33
70
5
829

The Delights of France
Robert Barr

It will come as no surprise to regular readers of this journal
that Joliba had yet another Gallic experience in 1987.
Looking back over the years, our French odysseys have been
sometimes rugged but always a delight and I have long since
conceded to myself that cruising in western France has an
irresistible fascination. The reasons are quite simple. The
maritime facilities are probably the best in Europe ( there are
over 40 well equipped marinas between Ushant and Bordeaux )
yet the character and charm of nearly all the ports and
anchorages, large or small, remain remarkably unspoilt - this
is particularly so in May or June when there are few tourists
and not many yachts around. The coasOine from Ushant to
Gironde offers a spectrum of infinite variety and interest from
the excitiment of the Raz de Seine, the Morbihan and the
Gironde to the rural tranquility of the Aven, the Belon, La
Villaine, the Auray and other Breton rivers, with the islands
of Biscay, each one strikingly different, adding their own
inimitable dimension. But in the end it seems to me that three
reasons transend all others. The people are particularly kind;
there is no better place for making freinds and the inner man
finds a degree of solace not to be had anywhere else.
This year our departure on the 29th May was later than
usual and the cruise comprised the first three weeks in June.
This led me to believe that we could look forward to
reasonably gentle passages as statistics establish that we
should encounter only one gale at that time of year in the area
we had in mind. However, in the light of our experience it
seems that either the Admiralty statistics have lost their
validity or there will be no more June gales in those waters
for years and years.
The crew comprised some devoted Francophiles and one
newcomer. I was glad to welcome back again Paul and Finola
O’Higgins from Howth and of Rockabill fame on the outward
leg. Paul Butler, long ago an indispensable part of the
endeavours, did the round trip as usual. Seymour Cresswell
brought his guitar and his wife, Clare, who brought and
abundance of joy.
They joined us at La Rochelle. Our new boy was Conor
Treacy whose contemplative good cheer and formidable
expertise fitted admirably into the scheme of things. So the
scene was set and the curtain rose.
The passage to Camaret got off to a modest enough start
on the evening of the 29th May. The weather was dry and
trying hard not to be murky. The wind was 15 knots with a
moderate sea. Progress was slow under engine and mainsail
only. After a couple of hours the wind freshened to 25 knots
on the nose. The seas became bigger and heavy rain completed
a miserable scene. (Members who took part in the East Coast
Rally to Port Dinorwic will well remember that particular
night).
By early morning the wind was up to 30 knots still
resolutely in the south and a big sea was running, but at least
the rain had stopped. At that stage a problem was encountered.

The helmsman throttled back the engine in order to reduce
radio interference while taking the shipping forecast. The boat
lost way so that the Walker log sank and became entwined
around the propeller. We cut the line but could not release the
impeller, the metal boss of which kept striking the hull as
the engine shaft turned. At this stage we were about 7 miles
east of Arkow so I decided to head for there and sort out our
difficulty. In Arklow Basin Paul O’ Higgins donned on top of
his ordinary clothes a remarkable garment called a dry suit, the
like of which I had never seen before. The effect is to seal in
the wearer completely so thafthe inner clothing remains dry.
The diving operation was difficult because we did not have a
snorkel or goggles. However, in the end he freed the prop;
Finola served an admirable breakfast; the sun came out; the
wind veered towards the west and all was well with the world
again. It is worth mentioning for future reference that while
Paul was at work I had discovered that there is a diver in
Arklow called Ian Kieran (hardware shop near the harbour
office) who looks after similar problems in trawlers. He
kindly loaned me goggles and a snorkal but by then the Paul
had solved the problem.
The passage from Arklow to Camaret was a reasonable
reward for earlier tribulations. The wind which was light at
first gradually freshened to S.W. 15/25 knots and gave us the
kind of sailing that one dreams about. Despite a a slow start
we managed to average 5.5 knots from the Tuskar to Lands
End and Finola’s splendid roast beef dinner crowned the
renaissance. The wind faded as we crossed to English Channel,
but the sun stayed with us. The only problem was that, with
reduced speed, we were unlikely to reach the Chenal du Four
before the flood set in. We altered the course to sail through
the narrow Passage du Fromveur between the islands of
Ushant and Molene. We were lucky to catch the end of the
favourable tide. Thereafter we had to contend with the strong
north going flood but continued to make reasonable speed
over the ground. On Monday evening we tied up at Camaret
marina having sailed 348 miles from Dun Laoghaire - not
very fast but in all the circumstances we were quite well
pleased. It was difficult to get fed well ashore due to the
lateness of the hour, but we found a congenial pizzaria to
range quite far beyond the humble pizza.
Tuesday did not have much to recommend it. Intermittent
rain, a fairly big sea, visibility down to a quarter of a mile or
less and a 25 knot southwesterly wind were troublesome
conditions for the passage to Benodet via the Raz de Seine.
We headed through the inside passage at the Point du
Toulinget and it soon became a dead beat to the Raz with
numerous tacks. The wind freshened to 30/35 knots just as we
were going through a group of rocks called Les Tas de Pois.
We found ourselves tacking in to the eyes of cormorants
nesting on rocks at either side of a eighty yard gap. It was an
exciting few minutes. Thereafter, as we approached the Raz,
visibility declined still more and it was not possible to pick
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up any of the fights until quite close bye. At this point the
Shipmate navigator came into its own and just before
midnight La Vielle Lt Ho was abeam and we sped through the
channel at 8 knots s.m.g. Soon afterwards the wind moderated
and visibility improved to give us a less lively passage to
Benodet where we arrived on early Wednesday morning.
The Odet river leading to Quimper, one of the lovliest old
towns in Brittany, is a delightful waterway. It meanders
majestically through forests and pastures with occasional
chateaux dominating the scene. We sailed up to the outskirts
of Quimper and then returned to the marina in Benodet where
my friend Jean Brae, was waiting for us, He and his wife,
Geneveive, live in a lovely house outside the town at the
Pointe de Benodet. He had invited us to dinner that night, but
it transpired that the invitation was intended to be broadly
interpreted. It included also lunch, accomadation for the
nights for all five of us and breakfast on Thursday morning.
This was remarkable hospitality even by the formidable
standards we have come to expect in France ! Thursday comprised of a gentle sail to Concarneau. That night Joliba
entertained various French friends to dinner at La Coquille
which lived up to its excellent reputation. I was glad to see
that the parrot seems to have recovered from his encounter
with Cresswell last year (see ’86 journal), though Madame
told me that for a long time his condition gave rise to
concern.
Friday was another gentle day with a short sail round the
coast to the Aven river and the welcoming arms of our old
friends, Jacques and Marie Claire Rouguelle. Two nights were
spent ashore in their house beside the river where once more
we enjoyed their splendid hospitality.
On Saturday morning the opportunity was taken to visit
again the charming old town, Pont Aven, up the river which
remains, as it was in Gaugin’s time, a centre of impressionist
painting. A fine municipal gallery has been built recently
which compliments the many private galleries in the town.
We also met for the first time Jacques and Odet Moreau who
were to crew on the Rouguell’s Romanee 33, Mouez Avel, on
our cruise in company to La Rochelle. It soon emerged that
there is usually laughter when they are about - another
congenial couple cast in the same mould as the rest.
It was at this point that the plot began to thicken again as
we entered a cycle of gales. On Sunday morning we cast off
with Mouez Avel heading for Souzon in Belle Ile. Yesterday’s
sun and wind had deserted us and instead we had torrential rain
and poor visibility. As it was still fairly close to low water, it
took us about an hour to get out of the river as we stuck in
the mud now and then. This gave Jacques a good start on us.
After a few hours a 10 knot N.E. wind built up. We were able
to douse the engine and the spinnaker brightened our day. The
wind freshened continuously and was up to gale force with a
big short sea by the time we reached Souzon. The inner
harbour dries out and a marina is in course of construction in
the outer harbour but is not yet in operation. Jacques had
arrived just ahead of us av.d dropped anchor but was not happy
with the holding ground. He decided to head down the coast to
Le Palais, the pricipal town of Belle lie, and we decided to do
likewise. The wind had moderated to 25 knots N.N.E. at this
stage and it was decided to hoist our heavy weather spinnaker.
This was no sooner up than the wind freshened again to 35
gusting 40 knots which, allied to the sea state, created some
very lively sailing. Everything went quite well until the time
came to douse the spinnaker as we approached Le Palais. Just
as the guy was released the sheet shackle opened. Apart from
the sudden acquisition of a very impressive additional burgee,
a second problem emerged. The sheet had become firmly
wedged around the rudder and repulsed all efforts to free it. The
effect was to restrict steering considerably. We took in two
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more reefs in the main, then headed into the wind and the
spinnaker was captured and doused without further problems.
The gale, the big sea and lashing rain created ideal conditions
for Finola, who worked the fore deck, to give us an awesome
display of what web-footed Flanagans can do when let loose
in their natural environment - the Daddy would have been well
pleased. While all this was going on, Conor contrived to free
the sheet from the rudder and everything was well again.
The Pentecost weekend is a national holiday in France.
When at last we reached the harbour at Le Palais the scene
would have made Kafka’s day if he had a nautical turn of
mind. There were two rows of yachts on fore and aft buoys
along the north mole and a classically Gallic surrealist sunflower of 32 yachts, big and small, had formed around a navy
buoy on the other side of the harbour when we joined it
alongside Mouez Avel. More boats joined thereafter. I have
never seen such an intricate pattern of anchor chains and lines
! Two hours passed before everyone was settled down to the
satisfaction of all. Happily, as evening came the wind
moderated and backed into the N.W. thus ensuring our floral
arrangement floated peacefully through the night. We learned
later that the source of the gale was a vicious unheralded small
low, akin to Fastnet’79, which had struck the west coast
about 100 miles south of Belle lie. We were lucky to avoid
the worst of it.
Monday morning did us good. The sun shone and Le
Palais was looking its usual cheerful and colourful self.
Disentangling from the intricacies of the sun-flower turned
out to be earlier than expected. The 52 mile passgae to Port
Joinville, lle d’Yeu, more than made up for the trials and
tribulations on Sunday. The sea was slight; the wind soon
freshened to 16/20 knots N.W. and a full main with the large
spinnaker gave us splendid exhilarating 8 knot sailing to our
destination where we arrived in mid afternoon. We were out
of Brittany now and for the first time the sun was and really
warm. The marina is well found but at 100 francs per day is
more expensive than usual.
Tuesday was a rest day and the weather gods remained with
us. Port Joinville is one of my favourites and is a good place
for buying trinkets for the nearest and dearest at home. One of
the main reasons for visiting Ile d’Yeu is to enjoy again the
delights of the restaurant de la Meule on the other side of the
island. Both crews joined forces for the banquet. It transpired
that only Marcel of the original formidable trio remains.
Pascal, the chef, is now the proprietor of and auberge near
Limoge. However, the replacement chef did us proud and we
had an admirable dinner which was remarkably good value.
The Mouez Avel contingent were delighted. A petite chanson
evolved on Joliba and they were only a few hours in the
sleeping bags before we cast off for La Rochelle at 06.15 next
morning.
On Wednesday the gods turned against us again. It was
just murky and raining with 15 knot S.E. at first, but in less
than two hours a big sea was building up rapidly and we were
beating into a 35 knot wind with gusts of 40 knots or more.
Every now and again there were violent sea storms which
flattened the sea into oily subjection. These conditions
continued all day and necessitated two long wet beats with
only a No. 4 genoa. It was relief to tie up at Les Minimes
Marina, La Rochelle, after a definitley uncomfortable 75
miles.
On Thursday morning balmy conditions returned. The
Cresswells arrived and we bid farewell to Paul and Finola. We
sailed up to the heart of La Rochelle ( which is not possible
for two hours either side of low water) to give Conor a quick
bird’s eye view of that delightful old town, and then we headed
for St Martin, lie de R6 - another of my favourite ports. St.
Martin is a fortress town which still has the protection walls

built by Vauban, Louis XIV’s great military engineer.
However it has long since shed its military severity and it
now has a character full of joi de vie which is well
exemplified by the harbour master, a young man called
Antoine who was most helpful and treated us with great
kindness during our stay. The best dining on the island (but
expensive) is at the Richelieu in La Flotte a couple of
kilometres down the coast. Les Colonnes in St. Martin is
reasonably good and certainly reasonably priced - a congenial
place which we enjoyed.
Friday, a rest day, was glorious with St. Martin looking its
colourful best. Rain had come in a deluge all night but by
mid morning the sun was restored to its proper place. The
victory of France and Australia in the semi-final of the World
Cup caused great joy on the island which is a rugby
stronghold and there was a carnival atmosphere in the air.
Mouez Avel rejoined us in the evening. Before bed, Jacques
Moreau went for a gentle stroll and fell into the basin. He did
not do himself much harm but lost his glasses which it seems
needed changing.
The sun continued to preside on Saturday but the brisk
18/20 knot N.N.W. which gave us a continuous beat to Le
Palais, Belle Ile. We left St.Martin in mid afternoon as soon
as the lock opened two hours before high water. After several
long tacks we arrived at our destination 24 hours later. In
course of the passage the drive belt of our Autohelm 3000
steerimg gear snapped. However, Seymour, a man of many
parts, solved the problem by sewing the two pieces together
with sail cotton. The repaired belt was as good as new.
Our visit to Le Palais this time could hardly have been
more different from that of the previous week. In the gentle
evening sun this lovely old town never looked more
welcoming and, as always, it was good to be back again.
Dinner at La Saline with Mouez Avel was not at all up to
Madame Le Ger’s usual standard and was far too expensive but the company was great. Both crews were no sooner back
on board than there was a spectacular lightening storm
followed by torrential rain which lasted through the night.
However, by the morning the demons had exhausted
themselves and a lovely day emerged. In early afternoon we
set off with Mouez Avel on a brisk beat to Port Tudy, Ile de
Groix and arrived just in time for the opening of the marina
lock gate. The latter part of the passage was devoted to
preparations for a specical occasion. The Cruise Christmas
Dinner had long since become a traditional highlight of our
Whit endeavours and is often held at Groix. The crew of
Mouez Avel were invited and also were our old friends, Guy
and Laurence Tonnaire. The smoked salmon, spiced beef,
plum pudding (le souffle Irlandais) and the brandy butter had
all travelled well in the depths of the focsle. Seymour
orchestrated the entire in his own inimitable way of adding a
spinnach sauce which brought tears to the eyes of our French
guests. In all eleven sat down to dinner in Joliba. And
afterwards the guitar was produced again .... Later still Guy
and Laurence brought us all to Chez Serge in the depths of the
island which is very remarkable establishment indeed. Serge
is devoted to all things Celtic espeically Irish. It seems that
he does not open to midnight and the principal refreshments
offered are le Guinness, le Smithwicks and, of course, le
Paddy. Folk singers tend to gather in Serge’s and the entire
menage can be best described as a somewhat surrealist
shebeen. Seymour brought his guitar and he and Clare did us
proud. The entire assembly were very pleased - altogether the
splendid night.
Tuesday was a much needed rest day. The sun shone and
Guy drove us all around the island. We also visited the new
museum at the harbour which he and his band of islanders
have built with with voluntary labour. The end result is one
of the finest folk museums I have seen contatining a wealth

of local history beautifully displayed. The centre piece is the
first motorised Groix life-boat complete in full working order.
Our final meal in France was at the Auberge de Pecheur at
Port Tudy which appropriately was also one of the best. We
were all together there for the last time and it was worthy of
the occasion.
For me the highlight of the visit to Groix was a wonderful
gift which I received from my old friend Guy Tonnaire - a
superb hand-carved model of his grandfather’s tunny fishing
boat of the pre-war era in full sail. I was completely overcome
with this wonderful gesture of kindness and generosity which
is so typical of the donor. It is a treasure which I will always
epitomise for me the special joy of cruising the isles of
Biscay.
On Wednesday morning we set sail for Newlyn and
accompanied Mouez Avel to the mouth of the Aven River.
We were not at all that surprised to find that we had another
25 knot beat to contend with. Later on the wind began to free
us and we had a fast passage through the Raz de Seine at
midnight on a tide which also carried us through the Chenal
du Four. A westerly gale gusting 40 knots and veering
W.N.W. developed while we were in mid channel with a steep
awkward sea. There was enough wind to drive us at 7 knots
with a fully reefed main and no headsail. Visibility was poor
but lifted a little in time for us to pick up the Lizard light to
starboard 5 or 6 miles. We hardened up and made Newlyn not
long after midnight on Friday. As usual we tied up ouside
other yachts at the inner port side end of the new mole in the
centre of the harbour. Although Newlyn is a very busy
fishing port, that area ia always reserved for visiting yachts;
so there is no clash with the fishing fraternity and one always
receives a good welcome.
On Friday morning we were awoken at 08.15 by Frank
Stevens requiring modest harbour dues of £3.40 and his usual
Black Bush breakfast. Showers (or a bath) in the recently
modernised Mission to Seamen were excellent value for 50
pence. But breakfast in the fishermans’ cafe beside the market
was better still - grilled bacon, eggs, bangers, tomatoes,
baked beans, chips, and tea for £2.40 smack a formidable blow
in our eternal fight against anerexia. The day soon grew bright
and cheerful but with a strong 25/30 knot N.N.W. which the
forecast had told us was likely to continue for a further 12
hours before backing westerly. It was decided to postpone
departure until 05.15 Saturday. In the event this turned out to
be an excellent decision. It enables the crew to see something
of the gentle charm of Newlyn and Penzance and to experience
some genial Cornish kindness and hospitatlity (the Tolcarn
Inn is a 16th century hostelry which offers a splendid pub
lunch for under £4).
For some days we had been having trouble with one of our
batteries which was not holding its charge. Keith Jones is a
kindly man who services nearly all the trawler engines in
Newlyn. He has a workshop at the end of the quay and has
helped me out on a previous occasion. He supplied me with a
new heavy-duty battery for hardly more than half of the price
at home. Andrew Moxon, the harbour master, transported it
with several cans of diesel to the quay where we were
refueling with water and lowered the entire down to us. This
was a kindly gesture which was typical of how we have
always been treated at Newlyn. Andrew joined us for a predinner contemplative drink as did the crew of the French yacht
which was alongside us. Bushlets and Pernod are perhaps
uneasy companions but a congenial hour was spent in the
evening sun. Dinner in the Tolcarn completed a lovely day
and was perhaps the best meal we had while away. On
returning to Joliba we found that the harbour master had left
six dover sole in the cockpit. They responded deliciously to
Seymour’s administrations and made an admirable first
breakfast on the passage home.
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At the crack of dawn on Saturday we set sail for Dun
Laoghaire. The weather was idyllic and we were just in time
for a glorious blood red sunrise over Mount St. Michael.
When clear of Newlyn Bay we had a freshening 18/23 knots
N.W. wind which gave us good sailing to Lands End. The
forecast indicated that winds ahead of us and behind us were
fading away, but carried what seemed to be our own westerly
until after midnight when finally we found ourselves in a flat
calm. For most of the day we had the company of a racing
pigeon and a swallow. When they left they were replaced by a
large barnacled back whale who cruised with us for a while in
the early morning.
Soon after the Tuskar Lt Ho was sighted as gentle W.N.W
gathered its strength up to 12 knots and we were able to sail
again. It lost its enthusiasm after a few hours and we ended
the passage motor sailing in a tiny S.W. wind in almost
tropical conditions. Not long before midnight on Sunday we
tied up at the R.I.Y.C. slip. The 1987 cruise had given us a
fair share of excitement; enough hard sailing; plenty of joy
and many happy memories. We were all well pleased.
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Playing by Ear
Tomas O’Keeffe

Orion is a Club Shamrock 30’ sloop, and this was to be her
third trip to France in four years. We planned to make it the
ultimate cruise, as this time there was just two of us onboard
and in the four weeks we had available we were going to visit
all those places which we had missed on other occasions; the
Morbihan, Vilane River, Ile D’Yeu and finally Noirmoutier.
Things didn’t work out that way as we paid litde heed to the
sheet music and played mostly by ear.
By early afternoon on Monday the 13th July we were off.
We planned to meet up with Gib Sea, a Fenit based Eygthene
24, in Crookhaven and to sail in company with them to the
Isles of Scilly. Gib Sea had left Fenit the previous Saturday.
The wind was a warm S.W.F.5 as we left, but soon died
away to a zephyr at the Maharee Islands. We motored on by
Brandon Point with main set. The mountain scenery between
here and the Blaskets is unparalleled. The land rises almost
vertically from the sea, deeply indented here and there by the
numerous active mountain strems and the mighty Atlantic
swell. Huge red sandstone boulders, an abundance of mountain
flora and the shadows cast by the sun to the south create a
scene that is hard to match. Mid-way between Brandon Point
and Smerwick is Fothair na Manach ( the grassy slope of the
monks), a patch of green right on the shore, tilted to a crazy
angle. The ruins of a number of primitive houses can still be
seen and one wonders how any human could exist in such
remote, inaccessible place. Salmon nets were here in plenty
so in order to savour the scene all the more fully, we motored
inside them, right up to the cliffs.
In a southerly wind, strange things can happen here as
sudden gusts come rushing wildly down the steep valleys. A
few miles away from Smerwick we could see water spouts
rising just under the eastern Sister at the harbour entrance.
The wind suddenly increased to 25 knots, gusting 35 as we
shot three reefs into the main and motored on, blinded by
spray. We finally put up the no.4 jib as we were making little
progress and as we fought our way into the shelter of
Smerwick the wind died away as sudddenly as it had come.
There are several good anchorages in Smerwick, our
favourite being off the long strand west of Carrigveen which
itself is just west of the Wine Strand. The holding is
excellent, in soft sand and it’s a pleasant walk from here up to
the village of Ballyferriter.
On to Derrynane the next day, spectacular scenery: Sybil
Head like a dinosaur poking its head into the Atlantic; the
Blaskets are beautiful as ever exuding a special freshness after
the previous night’s rain, now bathed in sunlight; majestcic
Bray head! The headwind forced us to tack in under the head
and to beat out almost halfway to the Skelligs. Onto starboard
again to clear Puffin Island - no misnomer this as the sea
abounded in those lovely, colourful little creatures, watining
until the last moment to dive beneath the surface at our
approach. The are a number of outliers off Bolus Head ( a
lovely name - both a house, solus, a light) which forced us to

tack on to pert again before we really could lay the entrance to
Derrynane.
We were lucky to arrive in before the rain, which came
down in bucketfulls, The anchorage was almost deserted and
we wondered if it was still the effect of the recession.
The clearance arrived the following morning and the breeze
had swung around to the N.W. giving us a smashing day’s
sail to Crookhaven. This is a lovely passage with delightful
panoramas on all sides; islands to port and to starboard:
Moylaun, Deenish Scariff, Lamb Island, reefs and rocks galore
at close quarters. Across the mouth of Kenmare River to
Dursey Sound with the "Farmyard" to Starboard ( the Bull,
the Cow and the Calf). Dursey Sound is spectacular. Here we
met several yachts sailing in the opposite direction as we had
to buck a foul tide.
We arrived off Mizzen Head at slack water but a mighty
swell persisited, causing a dryness of throat and tightnes of
chest once or twice.
Weather reports weren’t great for the hop down to the Isles
of Scilly where the weather station was reporting winds S.
F.7 and F.8. Like the hesitant swallow facing the long
migratory flight we peeled off along the coast to the next port
of refuge, this time in company with Gib Sea. So to Glandore
and on to Kinsale, where the weather finally turned in oar
favour, on Monday, a week after leaving Fenit we set out for
New Grimbsy on Tresco, Gib Sea leaving at 08.00 and
ourselves two hours later.
Thirty miles out we caught up with them as the winds fell
light and from then on until dawn we motored along. A nice
easterly came up and we trundled along at 5 knots under the
full main and no.2. Twenty six hours after setting out we
anchored just north of the telegraph cable between tresco and
Bryher, quite close to the pier at New Grimsby. Gib Sea
dropped the hook just inside us.
We had a memorable day in brilliant sunshine on the
beautiful island of Tresco. Mary and I enjoyed a walk around
the southern part of the island, over to Old Grimsby, south by
the little school-house, along the eastern shore on a specially
made walk lined by tall ferns. The warmth on the island
seemed to rise flom the ground. The way led through pine
groves, by quaint farm houses and a few private holiday
cottages, through intensively cultivated gardens bounded by
tall protective hedges of olearia where shrubs, flowers and
plants are produced for the London market. After a meal on
board we met up with the Gib Sea crew in the New Inn
where they had dined in style and after several rounds of
Duchy Bitter and Stella Artois we headed for the Island Hotel
at the Old Grimsby for more of the same prescription.
The next day, as soon as the tide permitted, we were across
the Treso Flats to St. Mary’s where we cleared customs and
took on fuel and water before moving around to the more
comfortable Porth Cressa.
There is a pleasant walk out to the Peninnis Head. The
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Overlooking Tresco Flats, Isles of Scilly
Cromwell’s castle, Tresco, Isles of Scilly
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rock formation on this island is remarkable and is worth
seeing. Sea erosion has worn away soft veins in the rock
mass creating slxange shapes and unique patterns.
Another most enjoyable stroll is the Garrison Walk.
St.Mary’s is of an hour-glass shape lying east west. The
western area is surrounded by a defence rampart punctuated at
vantage points by gun installations. The walk runs all round
inside the wall. We also managed a visit to the Town’s
Museum which is very interesting and which we thoroughly
enjoyed before meeting at the town’s favourite watering hole.
The Mermaid for liquid and a meal afterwards in the lovely
restaurant upstairs. The day’s activities were rounded off with
night caps in the Bishop and Wolf.
The next day gave us a perfect forecast for the passage to
France N.N/E. F.3 to 5. At noon, on our own this time, we
were off with a lively breeze driving us at 5 knots at times.
By nightfall the winds died away and it was engine the rest of
the way to the Marina at Moulin Blanc east of Brest. As we
approached the French coast the shipping lanes gave a
reasonably accurate indication of our position. By dawn,
visibility was down to one mile and with the aid of radio
beacons on lie Vierge, Ushant and Pte, St.Mathieu we picked
our way in to the Chenal Du Four. We were far from being
sure of our position until we sfFrom where we made out the
outline of La Platresses Tower and with the last of the ebb
sweeping us along we gained Pte St Mathieu when the flood
obligingly swepy us into the Goulet De Brest and on to
Moulin Blanc.
By this stage we decided to curtail out stay in France and
content ourselves with a leisurely cruise to wherever our fancy
took us.
The rest of the day was spent sight seeing in Brest, a short

bus-ride from the marina. From what we could gather, it is
now a depressed city.
On our way the following morning, on a short hop over to
Anse de rAuberlach, a fiord-like inlet, south west of Moulin
Blanc and providing excellent shelter in all but westerly
winds. Its a pleasant restful place, with just a few visiting
craft well scattered here and there.
We anchored at the head of the bay close to the village where
we came ashore early the next morning to stretch our legs.
Around noon, we heaed for the L’Aulne River. At least twenty
other sailing boats were heading on the same direction but
they all seemed to melt away into numerous bays and inlets
on the way. L’Aulne is a beautiful river, wide at first with
soft muddy banks on either side, not far from the river’s
mouth has a wide expanse of mud stretching a half-mile off
shore. We skirted this as we were at L.W. The river then
meanders round an s-bend, past Ile de Terenez and becomes
narrower with high wooded banks. We tied up to naval buoy
at Port Styvel within yards of the shore. Later in the
afternoon we headed further up-stream to Le Folgoat where we
picked up a mooting buoy for the night.
There was a fresh northerly breeze blowing the following day
as we motored back down the river. As soon as was
practicable we set the no.2 genoa and reeefed the main and had
a cracking beat back up to the Goulet De Brest where we
caught the very last of the slack water to get out and over to
Cameret. The ruins of World War 2 fortifications are dotted
along this narrow waterway with a most impressive fortress at
the S.W. comer.
We headed north up the Chenal Du Four the next day arriving
at Pte St.Mathieu just before the tide turned in our favour. A
flotilla of nine boats converged at this point, so we all moved

Uncroweded anchorage at Cromwell’s Castle, Treseo

Orion by Hangman’s Rock, Isles of Scilly
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along together from buoy to buoy. This is the only way to do
the Chenal in poor visibility as the tide rips along so fast that
it’s easy to get confused as buoys, beacons and towers flash
by. We finally made off the Libemter Buoy at the entrance to
L’Abervrach and made our way in dense fog in by the Pot de
Buerre to pick up a stern buoy at the pontoon. Our presence
was acknowledged the next morning by the tri-colour flying
from the flag-staff outside the marina office.
We spent two enjoyable days here, visiting the nearby towns
of Lanillis and the village of Landeda. The northerly winds of
the past fortnight persisted so we had no option but to beat
back up to England. The B.B.C. forecast for Plymouth was
N. F.4 to F.5, so around 10.00 we headed for Falmouth. By
the afternoon we were beating into about 20 knots. The 18.00
B.B.C. forecast gave N. 5/6 for Plymouth so I abandoned the
reefed No.2 and set the No.4. An ominous mountain of black
cloud gathered to the west and after dark the wind increased to
a steady 25 knots. Around midnight, the second reef went into
the main and our little craft soldiered bravely on taking the
whole thing in her stride, steered with precision by the
Autohelm 3000.
About 03.00 a mass of bright lights appeared on the
starboars bow. It seemed to be stationary or moving slowly
so at first I thought it was a ferry, then a fishing fleet. We
were quite close up before we realised tfiat it was an oil-rig
being towed. To add to its eerie appearance the rig was
pumping out water ballast and torrents of water were
cascading down the great round columns. A little later a
briliant flash of the powerful Lizard Light appeared and as the
dawn slowly broke upon the scene, the wind backed and we
were able to shake out one of the reefs and ease sheets for
Falmouth.
We anchored S.E. of the Yachtman’s Haven marina in
company with a small number of other craft. A new marina
has been built up the Fal river, but the older one is very
convenient. Shortly afterwards two Customs men came aboard
followed by the harbour master ordering us to shift, as a large
cargo vessel was due and needed all the space to swing into
the dock.
A berth became available in the marina so we moved in and
afetr a few hours sleep we were ready to tour the town.
Flamouth exudes character. The ambiance of the town is
exhilerating. The narrow streets and well maintained old
buildings, quaint little shops and gaudy public houses and the
whole hustle and buslte of the town give a feeling of the past.
A delightful meal rounded off the day of browsing around.
The winds were light the next day as we headed out past the
Manacles and round the Lizard to Penzance. We ignored the
race east of the Lizard and ploughed right through it,
regretting having done so as we got a fine thumping. Imagine
what it must be like it rough weather! Certainly a place to be
treated with respect.
The gate of the wet dock in Penzance opens one hour before
H.W. so we anchored off for a few hours before motoring in.
A Dufour 27 Jasmin from Dun Laoghaire tied alongside. They
were heading for Cowes Week where they were going to take
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Porth Cressa, St.Mary’s, Isles of Scilly

part in two of the races and all of the crack. That night they
made a good start to the social side of things when we all
retired to the Admiral Benbow Inn which has recently been
taken over by our fellow countryman, Mark O’Sullivan.
Another highlight to our stay in Penzance was a meal in the
2-Lally’s Restaurant where charcoal grilled steaks and kebabs
are a speciality. Apart from the delicious fare the relxed
atmosphere and conviviality will long be remembered.
We had a magnificant sail the next day out to Porth Cressa
and reluctantly set sail at 07.00 the following day up
St.Mary’s sound and out by the North passage using the old
lighthouse on St.Agnes in line with the gap in the Great
Smith to avoid the dangerous Steeple Rock.
We had a beautiful passage home. When clear of the islands I
was able to raise Falmouth Coast Guard on Channel 16 and
gave them a T.R. We had fair winds, about N.W.F.4 the
whole day with clear blue sky. At night-fall the winds became
light and we motored under a canopy of twinkling stars. A
perfect sunrise was followed by a morning of brilliant
sunshine and flat calm seas. Thirty six hours after leaving
Porth Cressa we were in Derrynane with time to spare for
walk along deserted beaches and a few pints in Keatings.
We took the first of the flood the next morning to sweep us
homeward. The fine conditions tempted us to take the narrow
passage inside Puffin Island which is about 25 meties wide. In
the clear morning air we could see on forever and once again,
as always, we were stuck by the sheer beauty of this area.
A warm front was fast approaching by late afternoon and we
had to go on compass to locate the Samphire light in Fenit.
We tied up beside a white sloop flying the French flag and the
letters B.R. on the stern, to off-load some of our gear. A
tousled head appeared in the companion-way and we gave him
the "Bonjour Monsieur". "I see you’re from Brest", said I.
"Oui Monsieur, from Moulin Blanc", says he. It’s a small
world.

The Ionian Islands
Brendan Bradley

This cruise was the brainchild of the indefatigable
Commodore of the Royal St.George Yacht Club and the
I.C.C. member, Dermod Ryan. It followed the club’s very
successful cruise-in-company to Brittany which he organised
in 1986.
Dermod convened a meeting at the George on the 27th
December 1986, and it was clear from the attendance that the
idea was received enthusiastically. He had enjoyed the "cruise
of a life-time" in the Ionian sea in May1986, and wanted to
share the experience again with as many as possible. We were
encouraged to book immediately so that the entire flotilla
would be secured. This was done, and two further get
togethers were held in the club, maintaining the enthusiasm
through the summer until the departure date - September 14th.
The party of fifty one people gathered at Gatwick Airport
late on Sunday evening, for a charter flight to Corfu leaving
at 0115 on Mondayl4th. Watches were adjusted for the two
hour time difference and we landed in Corfu at 0615. We were
met by the Flotilla Sailing Holidays representative who
transported us by coach to the marina at Gouvia, a few miles
north of Corfu town. Boats were allocated, and after
depositing our luggage on board, the ten skippers and forty
one crew walked bleary-eyed to the nearby village for
breakfast.
We were four on Lysander, Vivienne and Pierce Butler, my
wife Pamela and myself. Some of the boats had five or six on
board, and we wondered if we would be lighthanded, but in the
event the complement of four turned out to be ideal, with
plenty of space to spread out.
The Flotilla consisted of eight Beneteau 345’s, and four
Beneteau 350’s which had been chartered form another
company to make up the full complement of twelve boats.
One was the mother ship with the flotilla leader, Nick, and
his crew Keith and Debbie on board, ten were George boats,
and one was an English party from Lancashire who had made
their reservation a year previously. Apparently they had been
offered the opportunity of changing their booking but had
opted not to do so. In spite of being surrounded by Paddies, I
don’t think they regretted their decision, and they entered into
the party spirit of the cruise.
At Gouvia we obtained provisions, including plenty of
Boutari wine at about £1 a bottle, cans of beer by the dozen,
large blocks of ice for the iceboxes, and all the usual food
items needed on board. They were delivered by van to the
boats, while we strolled back along the quay of the marina,
which had remained in an unfinished state, apparently for
years. A large drain about four feet wide and almost as deep,
containing water pipes and other services, has never been
covered over, and it was a miracle that no one fell in to it.
Then followed the first of many briefings from our leader
Nick, who explained all the intricacies of the boats and their
gear, with the assembled party becoming more amd more
comatose in the increasing heat and the stench from Gouvia

Dermod -- Commodore in focus
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harbour. The skippers were given a demonstration of mooring
stern to or bow to the quay, a new experience for most, and
one to be repeated many times and eventually mastered by all
over the next two weeks.
At last we were on our way, motoring out from Gouvia at
13.25, bound for Mourtos on the Greek mainland. We had
been advised to keep clear of Albania east of Corfu, as a recent
incident was said to have resulted in a swimmer from the
Club Mediterranee being shot dead while straying into
Albanian waters! We arrived at Mourtos at 18.00 and anchored
in a little bay just north of the quay. Immediately we all
plunged into the beautifully clear, warm, blue water. Feeling
much revived, we then moved the short distance to the quay
and a welcome at George’s restaurant. "I will make you
happy," he said, and he was as good as his promise.
Next day, Tuesday, we left about noon, and had a very
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pleasant brisk sail to Lakka, on the northern tip of the small
island of Paxos. As we entered the bay the sight of the crystal
clear blue water was breathtaking, so we decided to anchor off
rather than moor at the quay. The rest of the day was spent
swimming and visiting other boats for gin and tonics. When
we pumped up the dinghy to go ashore, we discovered that not
only did we have no rowlocks, but that the dinghy was in
pretty poor shape, with several leaks.
Wednesday morning was spent lazily at Lakka, attending
the flotilla briefing, drinking coffee, visiting other boats for
something stronger and browsing around the shops. In fact we
felt we could happily spend a couple of days at Lakka, but we
had to press on, and in the early afternoon we motored down
the west side of Paxos, through the channel between Paxos
and Anti Paxos, to join the others in the flotilla who had
anchored at Emerald Bay on the east side of Anti Paxos. At
18.00 we were last to leave this idyllic anchorage under the
watchful eye of the police patrol boat. We motorsailed the
four miles north to Mongonisi at the southern tip of Paxos
where the fleet had assembled for a cocktail party aboard the
mothership Candia.
Thursday brought an early start at 10.00 as we faced the
relatively long journey south, through the Levkas canal to
Nidri. There was not a breath of wind, so we motored the
thirty odd miles on course 130° in temperatures that reached
32°C, taking half hour stints at the helm in the blazing sun,
until we reached the entrance to the canal, here we anchored
off, waiting for all the boats to assemble, and taking the
opportunity for a much-needed plunge over the stem. Across
the northern end of the canal are two chair, ferries and a
floating bridge with lifting span, so when the signal was
given that the way was clear, the entire fleet proceeded in line
southwards.
The original canal dividing Levkas island from the Greek
mainland was dug by the Corinthians around the seventeenth
Port Leone -- a Deserted village
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century B.C., but the present one was built after the turn of
this century. It is well buoyed and quite wide. There are no
locks as the surroundings are mud flats and salt pans, which
divide Levkas from mainland Greece. We were soon able to
take advantage of the breeze which by now had filled in from
the west by unfurling our genoa, and after we had cleared the
southern end of the canal even hoisted the main for the short
sail to Nidri where we arrived at 17.30.
Due to the large number of boats already at the quay, we
"doubled up", mooring bow to the stem of tlelena, which in
turn was bow to the quay. The rest of the fleet was similarly
moored one astern of another alongside us.
Nidri is quite a large town with plenty of shops and
tavemas. We chose "Nick the Greek" for our evening meal,
Nick being described to us by another diner as "the gorilla".
He not only cooked and excellent meal, but served as well. He
also ran his own boat which we later saw taking trippers
round the islands.
Next day, Friday, after obtaining provisions and valuable
blocks of ice, we left at 12.00 and motored past Skorpio, the
Onassis island, to Abelike, and spent several enjoyable hours
of drinking, swimming, having lunch and more drinks with
the crew of Adria, Brendan and Mavis Redmond, and Teddie
and Rose Mary Ryan. They had been doubtful starters for the
cruise as Brendan, our Rear Commodore (R.St.G.), had an
operation earlier in the summer. His recovery which initially
had been slow, accelerated dramatically, and from being one of
the four among the party who were in wheelchairs leaving
Gatwick, he was soon doing back somersaults off the stem of
Adria, and playing our version of water polo using two
anchored boats as goals.
We had been asked to assemble at Port Leone on the
eastern side of Kalomo island by 16.00, but we were very late
arriving at 19.30 just before darkness fell. All twelve boats
anchored in a row stem to the beach, with fore and aft
Photo D. Ryan

anchors, in this otherwise deserted place. A barbeque ashore
was held in darkness so it was impoosible to see what one
was eating, but we survived.
On Saturday we stayed put at Port Leone for most of the
day. We rowed ashore to inspect the ruins of the village,
devstated by an earthquake in 1953, and walked up through the
olive groves while the morning was still cool. The little
church is maintained by prayer and paint, amd some of the
buildings contained old olive presses, apparently in working
order. We returned to Lysander for the usual ritual of
swimming, drinks and lunch, before moving off at about
16.00. This was often the best time of day for sailing, with a
fresh wind for a few hours in the afternoon. We headed into a
stiff N.W. wind bearing 300° between Kitro island and Cape
Kephali on the southern tip of Meganissi island, followed as
usual by Adria. fit was not until the last day of the cruise that
Mavis realised Lysander was equipped with a full set of
Admiralty charts to supplement the one chart provided. It had
been a mystery to her how Lysander had navigated with such
apparent ease!) We then bore away up the Meganissi channel,
and rounding the north western tip of the island joined the rest
of the fleet at Port Vathi.
Sunday brought the Ionian regatta. This was much a
heralded event, amd clearly Nick was keen that as many of the
fleet as possible would take part. He told us that this was the
event of the year in the Ionian sea, and that the date had been
altered to coincide with our visit. However, Pierce, Viv and
Pamela were not keen to race, so for the day they joined the
hospital ship, so called bacause the crew included four doctors,
Pat and Dorothy Keelan, Barbara O’Hanlon and Peter Denham.
Peter’s wife Mautr~n completed the crew.
I was joined on Lysander by our Commodore Dermod and
his daughter Yvonne, Dermod taking the helm. He had his leg
in plaster, having damaged an Achilles tendon on an earlier
cruise in Scotland. After a somewhat poor start, we
overhauled most of the fleet of over one hundred boats in a
good F. 3/4 south westerly, on a fourteen mile course round
Arkudi island. We crossed the finishing line at Sivota South
seventh overall. This earned us second prize in the 345 class.
The best performance of thegeorge boats was by Arthur
Chadwick whi steered his Beneteau 350, supposedly a slower
boat, fourth across the line, but for some unknown reason he
did not receive a reward at the prize giving that evening, an
ommision later rectified by the Commodore.
It had originally been planned there that there would be
four free days, but the regatta had absorbed one of these, and
the flag officers, Commodore and rear Commodore, were
giving a party at Fiscardo on Monday evening, so naturally
that was our next destination. We moved away from Sivota
quay after an early breakfast, and anchored at the entrance to
the bay for an early swim, before setting our course 210° for
Fiscardo on Cephalonia. There we rounded the north head of
the bay, and anchored on the eastern shore under a ruined
Norman castle opposite the town. After lunch and our usual
afternoon swim we moved the quay to join the assembled fleet
for the cocktail party. Most people went to the same taverna Nikolaus’ Garden, which was reputed to be excellent.
Unfortunatley Nikolaus seemed unable to cope with the large
numbers within a reasonable time, which led to a certain
amount of discontent.
Next morning, Tuesday, our first "free" day, we slept late,
rising at 08.45. Hot fresh bread was obtained fromthe bakery
for breakfast. The two supermarkets provided little variety in
provisoins, but the gift shops had attractive wares with the
end-of-season bargains, and some purchases were made. We
left Fiscardo at noon, anchoring about a miles south in
Palaeokaravo Bay for lunch. We departed from there at 17.00
and set full sail into a south easterly F.3, reaching down the

At anchor in lagoon near Nidri
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sound between Ithaca and Cephalonia to Ayias Euphemia. As
usual the wind died completely at about 18.30 and we motored
the last couple of miles, arriving approximately 19.00. Those
who could walked up the hill, while others went by taxi, to
Paradise Bay restaurant where all had excellent food.
Next morning we replenished our diesel and water tanks,
and left just before mid-day, our course due east to clear the
southern tip of Ithaca and thence to anchor under the lee of the
uninhabited island of Pampigadi. Our arrival, together with
four other boats from the George fleet, seemed to disturb the
tranquillity for a British yacht, which promtly departed.
We moved on in the afternoon to Port Frikes on the north
east corner of Ithaca. This was the only harbour where we tied
alongside the pier, which we were advised to do, because of
the possibility of severe down draught from the surrounding
hills.
Next day we departed just after 11.00 and motorsailed on
course 010°, leaving Arkudi Island to starboard, through the
Meganissi opposite Tiglia island, where we spent the
afternoon. This was slightly exposed to the southerly wind
and we later discovered that had we proceeded a few hundred
yards further north, we would have found a more sheltered
spot.
The entire fleet reassembled that evening at port Spiglia
on Meganissi, after our "free" days. next morning we rose at
07.30 and walked up the winding road to the picturesque
village of Sparthori, where the inhabitants were slowly
coming to life and the children wending their way to school.
The time had now arrived for the return journey north, so
after our breakfast we decided to make a quick dash into Nidri
for ice and water, leaving Pamela to attend the flotilla
briefing. She hithched a lift on the hospital ship and later
transferred back to Lysander at the northern end of the Levkas
canal. Like the journey south nine days earlier, there was not
a breath of wind, and we motored in sweltering heat for five
hours, arriving in Parga at 17.00. anchoring in the bay west
of the town. A water taxi, whose driver held the tiller between
his toes while he leant forward and adjusted the throttle in the
engine compartment, ferried us to the town quay. We walked
through the narrow alleyways to the top of the hill and the
Panorama restaurant, aptly named. After a very good dinner
we wandered back down the hill, inspecting some of the
tourist shops which were busy even late at night. Then back
to the Lysander by our water taxi which rolled dramatically in
the swell.
Next day, Saturday, we left Parga for Mourtos about 10.30
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and had a brisk sail with a following wind, with Adria close
astern. We anchored in a sheltered bay just south of the town,
and we were later joined by five or six other boats to spend a
very pleasant afternoon. Again we were last to leave, moving
around the headland to moor at the town quay. That night the
entire party dined at one long table at George’s restaurant
where we had enjoyed a good meal on our first visit. Speeches
were made and party pieces performed, much enjoyed by all.
On Sunday we made our way back to Gouvia, with a brief
stop at Benitses, a holiday resort in Corfu. Whilst passing
Corfu town, we realised that the time change had given us an
ex~a hour, so we altered course for a final stop on the
northern shore of Vidho island and the last glorious swim in
the luke warm waters of the Mediterranean. Then back to
base, where all the crew helped in restoring Lysander to the
condition in which we had found her.
Undoubtedly, this was a most successful and enjoyable
cruise, and could not fail to whet the appetite for
Meditteranean cruising. All credit is due to Dermod Ryan,
who once again persuaded so many to venture where they
would not otherwise have gone.
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A year with Whistling Oyster
Bernie Cahill

The past year has, to say the least, been an interesting and
exciting one for me because I was able to enjoy, to the full,
my new Oyster 53. This is a resum6 of the year and I would
like to acknowledge the help given by Bill Grainger, Frank
0’Regan and Donal McClement in compiling this log. I
apologise in advance for plagiarising any of their work.
Having held the naming ceremony in North Harbour, Cape
Clear in September ’86, the yacht returned to Ipswich prior to
leaving for Gibraltar and the Canaries for the Winter. I joined
her in Gib’ With Frank O~egan and Bill Walsh and we left
on the 2nd November with Philip Scully bound for Lanzarote.
Among the stores we had Bere Island potatoes, Nancy
Enright’s cake and of course the finest Carbery cheese. The
weather was set fair and we hoped that it would remain like
that for a few weeks.
We crossed the Straits immediately to take advantage of the
stronger westgoing current and before long we were saling
along at 7 to 8 knots in ideal conditions. Whistling Oyster is
a ketch rigged version of the Oyster 53 with cutter gear
forward. She has all the usual equipment such as the Decca,
sat-nay, radar and autopilot and the luxury of having so much
space available was appreciated by all. We quickly settle down
to a seagoing routine and I am elected as chief cook with
Frank as bottlewasher. Philip is the taster ! Bill claimed some
off duty time bacause of "flu" or something but eventually
settled for position as breakfast cook.
On night passsages we try to spend the time identifying the
stars. After a while the constellation of Orion appears in the
south eastern sky. His diamond studded belt and sword soon
became familiar. Away to the north, lower in the sky than in
Cork is Polaris, and then comes the time for getting the next
watch up for duty. They are already "on the ball" and produce
a hot drink, before off duty men move to their bunks to try
for some sleep.
One evening R.T.E. is raised and tried to give the weather
forecast for all sea areas of Ireland. Winds are S.W.F. 5/7 and
it is both cold and wet - In contrast to the conditions we are
experiencing - blue skies and warm breezes.
Initially we steer almost due west to clear the Moroccan
coast which is notorious in gales whilst en route we practise
celestial navigation to keep check on these modem electronic
aids. The fresh water is commisioned to top up supplies and
after three days of superb sailing we raise the loom of
Lanzarote. We anchor in Arrecife Harbour with 672 miles
logged. In three and a half day at an average of 8 knots. Not
so bad for a cruising yacht ! Our first day ashore was spent
exploring the Island and I meet up with Chris and Theresa
Comerford who entertained us to dinner in the Restaurante E1
Golfo at Puerto del Carmen which I highly recommend.
Messages are sent to Denis and Mary Doyle, who are
holidaying on this Island, to join us for a sail the next day and
in company with the Comerfords and Bill Brady we explore
Puerto del Carmen, Playa Blanca and the northern tip of
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Lanzarote. It has a sandy beach and the Restaurant Casa Pedro
and the food, which included Kerrygold Butter, called for a
second visit.
Over the weekend we were joined by my wife Kathleen,
Enda Walsh, my daughter Anne and her friend Jeannette, and
we leave for Puerto del Castillo in Fuerteventura which is
very popular with our German friends. Extreme care has to be
taken when entering this harbour. Good marina - excellent
restaurant and beach nearby. Next we call to a small fishing
village, Puerto Morro Jable, which is now being developed
and from there we leave for Mogan on Gran Canaria. This
harbour is like a minature Puerto Bans with restaurants,
boutiques and bars etc., encircling the basin. Development
could well spoil the area but it seems as if the authorities are
trying to control it. A visit to the old town five minutes away
is a must. Very good fishing market here also.
From Mogan we sailed to Los Christianos Tenerife and a
meal at the Restaurant La Cava ends a great day. This is a
well sheltered harbour that services the Gomera ferry and the
anchorage has ample room and water. We also visit a village
nearby called Los Abrogos and two seafood restaurants, Perlas
del Mar and visit Mar are worth a visit. My daughter and
friend have to leave but we plan to visit La Palma and
Gomera before we have to return home. La Palma reminds us
of Cape Clear during August and there are no gales. The rain
however is just like home. Sta. Cruz is a charming town with
cobbled streets and we wonder why the main street, Calle
O’Daly, is so called. The Maritime Museum, in the form of
an old galleon, is well worth a visit. There seemed to be very
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’There’s an oyster at the bottom of my garden ...... ’ Not the Kenmare River
on a misty day, but Bernie Cahill’s Whistling Oyster anchored at the foot of
Liam McGonagle’s garden on the Baily in Howth
Photo: W.M. Nixon

few tourists but the locals apperaed well dressed and the
climate, with a good rainfall, means there is much more
vegetation on the island. An excellent market meant that it is
a good place to provision.
From there to Gomera, a total of 45 miles, in 5 hours of
fantastic sailing in strong winds, sees us made fast to the
breakwater at Valle Gran Rey, a small well sheltered harbour
with plenty of water. Bananas are the only industry other than
tourists and we very much enjoy are stay. We return to Los
Christianos on 20th November having missed the island of E1
Hierro. We had covered 1,080 miles in three weeks since
leaving Gibralter and had a memorable cruise without any
problems. I was well pleased with my first long trip on
Whistling Oyster.
Various friends of mine used the boat over the next few
months with Philip in charge and I will now produce some
extracts with apologies to the authors who shall remain
anonymous !

Saturday 24rth January
Departed for Lanzarote via Heathrow and Madrid. Our three
hour stop in Madrid enabled us to test the Spanish Wine and
San Miguel and we were met by Philip on arrival. Whistling
Oyster was a dream machine, far beyond what we expected.
The impressive deck was matched by the superb finish below
and with two weeks to test the up to date equipment and
appreciate a yacht of the calibre not experienced by us despite
our being a "crack crew", we were really looking forward to
the cruise. Maurice was immediately elected as the ship’s cook
and he really looked the part in his apron.
A day to aclimatise and sightsee was followed by our first
Mecca for windsurfers and we were most impressed by the
skills of these people on high performance boards. We forgot
to tell Maurice that there was an anchor windlass so now his
arms are stretched to twice their normal length. Quite good for
galley work however !
Restuarant de Casello for a meal with an interesting
dialogue with some Engish tourists as follows:
THEM "What good English you Germans
speak".
US
"No - we are Irish"
THEM"Oh, are you over here building the
roads"
"No, we only had to show the English
US how to do that and besides it would be out of place to have
shovels on an Oyster 53".
finished off an excellent day.
The next day we explore the island by car and barren
volcanic soil, cacti, a few palms, goats, chickens and the
scattered bare block houses were the order of the day. That
evening was spent in the German holiday complex which is a
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well organised, well controlled and clean family resort that we
would definately recommend. When we finally departed Gran
Canada we were seen off by about 200 Germans so we must
have made a favourable impression. This trip was called the
"Bucket Trip" and Philip pointed out where the said bucket
was located if required.
We had initially a bumpy sail but we were soon making 8
to 9 knots in ideal weather condotions. We were able to set
the spinnaker as we approached Gran Canada and had a
magnificant run down the coast. Our ensign drew Corkmen
from all quarters upon arrival at Puerto Mogan and there was
no shortage of advice on where to eat, drink and be merry. We
spent the evening chatting about the great sail and the terrific
performance of the yacht.
Sunday 1st February
We hired car and spent a few days exploring the island as
well as some local cruising along the coast to Puerto Rico
etc. Fantastic weather and visits to various bars and
restaurants, including a superb meal in Mogan village about
five miles from the Marina, added to the enjoyment.
Wednesday 4th February
We left for Tenerife in bright sunlight and a good forecast
made us hope for exciting sailing. We were not disappointed
and were soon making 8 knots. We could see the impressive
Pico de Teide (3,717 meters) from over 30 miles and and it
really towers above the clouds and dominates the island of
Tenerife. As we entered Los Christianos we were met by Ken
Hopson, an old friend of Bernie and Philip. A run ashore that
evening had Bill being nearly run down by a wheelchair and
all the crew felt very young indeed. By this, you can gather
that Los Christianos is a place for the not so young.
A trip up the mountain the next day had us go from 75° to
45° in less than two hours and when we finally left the cable
car we were walking on ice in below freezing temperatures.
That evening, we visited Playa Las Americas which was
much more our scene. A lively town for the young with
discos etc., and we strongly recommend a visit to Pancho’s
bar. Shopping, sightseeing and an extended laying up lunch
occupied us on the following day and an early start for home
meant early to bed.
Sunday 9th February
08.00 hours. We said farewell to Philip on the pier and
thank him for a magnificant holiday on a superb yacht.
10.30 hours - Airborne from Tenerife and as we head north
we could see the other islands we had visited. Memories of the
sun, sea and swimming and friends made came to mind as we
took a giant step back to reality.
18.00 hours - London "Oh, it’s cold, where is my jacket?".
22.00 hours - fog ! diverted to Shannon yet again.
EPILOGUE - Hello Luv, I’m back !

April ’87
Kathleen and I had a further two and a half weeks on board
in early April with David and Rosaleen Kiely of Cork. Philip
by now had some additional harbours which we visited as we
cruised the Islands, ending in Los Christianos which by now
had become almost a home port for the yacht.
After we had left for home Philip was joined by Frank
O~Regan, Sean Murphy, Ken Hopson and Donal McClement
for the trip home and they planned to visit Madeira and the
Azores enroute. Their log read - The yacht is stored and ready
to leave on Monday 20th April and a decision is taken to
route via Ilheus Salvagem and Islas Desertas on the way to
Madeira. Light winds mean motor sailing and even with the
detours we make good time. Both groups of Islands are
inhabited but the Salvage Islands are well named. They have
seen many shipwrecks over the centuries and are certainly
inhospitable.
By coincidence, Donal is reading a novel, "The Black
Tide", by Hammond Innes as we sail and these islands feature
in the story. We approach Funchal, the capital of Madeira, and
are impressed by the red roofed houses against the lovely
green background. The harbour is excellent and the new
marina has done away with the inconveniences of poor
holding ground and bad swell. Funchal is a sophistocated city
with about 150,000 people with great charm. The cobbled
strees, excellent markets, good hotel and restaurants and
interesting places to visit all add to the delights of the city. It
is certainly an ideal departure port for the West Indies with its
excellent shopping at a reasonable price.
Sean is told that dinner jackets are "de-rigeur" for afternoon
tea at the famous Reeds Hotel so he does not go. We ensure
that a suitable emblem for Whistling Oyster in the form of a
Royal Cork Ensign is painted on the marina wall. We all
enjoyed our two and a half day stay and can recommend the
island to everyone. Next port of call is Ponta Delgado on the
Azorean Island of Sao Miguel about 550 miles distant and we
leave in excellent spirits. An unusually active low pressure
system quickly develops and our dreams of sunshine and fair
weather are shattered. Conditions become decidedly unpleasant
and cold and we find ourselves going to windward in a lumpy
sea.

We passs close to the island of Santa Maria at night and by
mid-morning we have also Sao Miguel in view. The harbour
in Ponta Delgada, a town of 20,000 people, has not as yet
been developed for small craft although a pontoon off the
naval base can accomodate four to six yachts in comfort.
The Azores archipelago consists of nine islands about
1,000 miles west of Lisbon and was discovered in 1427.
Agricultural based economies quickly developed on each island
and many of the country women wear the black shawls that
would remain one of rural Ireland. This comparison is aided
by the lush green fields and the small villages scattered around
the coutryside. The cost of living for essentials is very low
but imported goods are very expensive. We leave for Horta on
the island of Fayal after thirty hours and a short trip is no
problem, so we think.
Overnight, the wind freshens and by dawn, we have a
filthy, wet day with winds gusting to 45 knots. We sail
along the south side of Pico and some of the squalls coming
off the land hit 60 knots. All told, most unpleasant and we are
very pleased to finally make fast in the new marina in Horta.
Horta is a well known port of call for almost every yacht
enroute from the West to Europe and Peter’s Cafe Sport is a
meeting place for yachtsmen from all over the world. Peter
himself is a fund of knowledge and as well as runnning the
bar he is the local poste restante, bureau de change and Ocean
Cruising Club representative. A fantastic scrimshaw museum
on the first floor is a must for all visitors. Five consecutive
days of weather more like March gales in Ireland, keep us

snugly moored and although the island is unsophistocated and
beautiful, we are glad to finally leave.
The forecast is not too bad and we hope that our luck has
changed. The first twenty four hours were fine and having
arranged a radio schedule with Ernst Torp, an amazing
Norwegian with Multiple Sclerosis and his lovely Halberg
Rassy 49 we at least have someone to talk to. Needless to say
we are soon battling against a North Easterly of 20/25 knots
and this remains the case for the next few days. I must say
that it gets rather tedious after fourth or fifth day going to
windward on 30 knots over the deck.
Our forestay parts on 10th May when we were still 550
miles from Cork. It always happens at night in a force 6 !
There was a fair amount of activity on deck until the situation
was under control Donal looked like a sumo wrestler trying to
control the flaying forestay and collected the number of
bruises in the process. Having got the yankee off, Philip had
the unevitable task of going up the mast to secure everything
and finally we were again shipshape. After consulting Bernie
on the S.S.B. radio Telephone we decided to head for Bayona
to pick up spares. After some much easier sailing conditions,
we arrived on 13th May.
We had the opportunity to enjoy some of the best weather
on the trip whilst in Bayona and we also took the opportunity
to assess any further damage to the boat. Some scratches to
the hull, dented toerall and damaged teak deck are apparent but
not serious. The spares arrived and although we decide not to
use the roller furling headstay because of possible fatigue
stress we are ready to depart early on Sunday 17th May. Once
again, the North wind blows and a lumpy sea until we are
fifty miles N.W. of Spain. Thankfully, the wind eventually
up motor-sailing most of the way to Crosshaven. A total of
2,700 miles logged for this trip will be memorable for the
amount of heavy weather windward work. Still, I can think of
many worse yachts than Whistling Oyster for such a trip.
JUNE
Well the yacht had hardly time to breathe before I was off
again to the north west of Spain and the Spanish Ria’s where
I had cruised some three years earlier. I was combining a
business conference with cruising in very pleasant waters. I
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was joined by Somers Payne (a well known ex Olympic
Sailor) and an old friend, Paddy "Fastnet" Healy. Would you
believe it, the wind was S.S.W. I felt that "Windward Oyster"
might have been a more suitable name. Philip was wondering
what he had done wrong to deserve this. We all agreed it was
Donal McClement’s fault as it seemed to happen only when
he was on board. We left on Thursday night and by Friday
lunchtime, Paddy "Fastnet" even refused a "ball of malt"! He
had improved by evening time however and accepted a glass of
7 Up.
Philip, Somers and I each did three hour watches in this
trip while Paddy Fastnet (now Paddy Finisterre !) keeps an eye
on the washing up. Somers was very much at home keeping
watch on the Radar, checking Decca and Sat Nav- obviously
the experience gained in 18’s stood to him !
It was nice to be able to inform a passing ship who contact
us by radio to warn us about the gales, that the warning had
been cancelled. Our Navtext was working well. By Saturday
evening we shook off Donal’s bad influence with the weather
Gods and a large wind shift meant that for the first time we
were able to lay course with sheets slightly eased. Now we
could show her paces. The wind settled and we had excellent
sailing for the remainder of the passage to Muros. While in
Biscay we ended up in the middle of a French Naval exercise
and with aircraft carrier passing less that a cable in front of us
we had ringside seats whilst she was launching and recovering
her jets. Seeing Somers reaction to his first dolphin sighting
was also memorable and he spent a full half hour in the bow
marvelling at these magnificant creatures. 630 miles in 84
hours meant better than 7 knots.
The next few weeeks were spent exploring familiar territory
and we ended up in Leixeos where I had to leave to attend to
the dreaded business. Philip, Somers and Paddy were joined by
Pat O’Donovan, Joe Walsh and Patsy Murphy for the trip
home. Once again, the North winds blew ! A resonably
uneventful Wip with the good sailing coming in the latter
stages. One thing for sure, if you want to cover the miles
then a good, big reliable engine is an absolute must and with
one you can plan well in advance and be certain of
maintaining the high average that the yacht is accustomed to.
A cruise from Crosshaven to Howth via Dunmore East and
Dun Laoghaire accompanied by Brian Hassett and others was
my next trip and a day in Howth Marina gave me the
opportunity to let several friends look at the yacht. My son
Daniel and some friends headed North for a combined cruising
and climbing holiday in the Hebrides during early July and
then Whistling Oyster returned to her home port of Schull for
Calves Week. One of the high spots of my season was
thundering down Long Island Sound, during Schull Regatta,
with evry available square foot of sail, including the large
spinnaker and mizzen staysail set. She mush have loooked
most impressive at the time.
A brief foray up the west coast accompanied by Dan &
Rosemary Keily to take part in the first ever Irish Cruising
Club West Coast rally followed, and on Friday we met with
Dave Fitzgerald and his crew at Inishbofin where we attended a
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Supper Dance in honour of the Irish Cruising Club in
"O’Days". We had a pleasant sail on Saturday afternoon and
on that evening we attended the "official" Irish Cruising Club
Dinner at Renvyle House. I was pleased that out of twenty
two people attending, eight were from Whistling Oyster. A
most enjoyable visit despite the very poor weather. The yacht
then returned to Cork where she was used as the Committee
Boat by Race Officer, Clayton Love and his merry men during
the Quarter Ton Worlds at Crosshaven. After this she returned
to the builders yard for various small warranty jobs to be
undertaken, prior to her departure to the Canaries for another
winter season.
All told, an exciting year with more than 12,000 miles
logged in a magnificent yacht that has handled all sorts of
conditions in her stride. A large percentage of these miles
were to windward and I can only hope that from now on I can
become, amd more importantly remain, a fully paid up
member of the downwind sailing club. My sincere thanks to
all those nameless people who helped move the yacht from
place to place and crewed with me during the year. A

Better than Wickla
(Some excerpts from the Logbook of Safari of Howth covering about four months cruising in the
Mediterranean)

lan Morrison

On the 28th December 1986 the season began with breakfast
in the cockpit of our Hallberg Rassy 42’ Safari lying at Club
de Mar in Palma. It was soon after Xmas that the skipper
could hardly bear the pop of a cork so the Bucks was "Sin
Gaz" as the Spanish would say i.e; without fizz. Later in the
season, of course, various little black boules found their way
on board so that Bucks "Con Gaz" became a regular feature of
our breakfast table. This visit was not a cruise but an
essential condition precedent to later enjoyments. All those
tasks which owners living within a mile or two of their boats
can do on a summers evening or at week-ends chosen at
leisure have to be crammed into a few days of hard work when
a yacht is kept aboard.
Spare parts, if one is lucky, can be procured locally, but
woe-betide the owner of a Volvo engine who though deficient
in Spanish hears the dreaded word "Madrid" from the local
agent. However, he thanks the Gods of the sea that an even
more feared word and a theme to any Volvo owner
"Stockholm" is not used. This word inevtiably connotes the
bones of a weeks delay while parts are flown in. So,
incumbent on any good Skipper, is to possess a stock of
spares much better (and less expensive) than that of the Volvo
Agent.
On this occasion our visit was not so marred and we
looked forward to enjoying the New Year with Niall and Vera
Humpheries who normally spend four of the winter months
living on Safari. Niall was Commodore of Clontarf Yacht
and Boat Club in 1952 and as his Vice Commodore I followed
him as commodore the following year. Thirty five years did
not diminish our memory or love of those days bounded as
our territory was on the north by Skerries and on the South
by "Wicklow". It would really be a long and dangerous
voyage to Wicklow in an International 12’ dinghy and my
first offshore race from Clontarf to Skeries in 1947 was in an
I.D.R.A 14’ and took only three hours and six minutes maybe this was the first ever dinghy offshore race in Ireland.
We carried a load of tents, gear etc to our Mecca of Skerries
Regatta. The conversations aboard Safari recalled planing
through Lambay Sound forty years before. My first alcoholic
indulgence at the end of that race - four pints of draught cider
at Joe Mays was followed by a sleep on the green behind the
Weighhouse.
This visit to Safari was marred by a heavy "Spanish " flu
for the skipper (temperature 103°) who very foolishly refused
to call a doctor for fear of being hospitalised or operated on by
strange surgeons. He literally sweated it out through both the
New Year and the Feast of the Three Kings which follows and
is the major event of the two occasions. Majorcan children get
their Xmas presents on the latter feast and at night the long
paseo or promenade was full of bands and colourful marchers
while fireworks boomed and flashed overhead lighting up in
multicolours the cathedral and other architectural interests of
Palma. The presence of the U.S. Aircraft Carrier "John F.
Kennedy" and accompanying fleet fully illuminated added a

nice dimension to the occasion.
The irony of the skipper’s martydom was when in
exhausted recovery he discovered that the feared medico was a
very good looking lady doctor, fluent in English, and very
used to visiting and treating sailors on board in the Marina!
As limited work has been done on this first trip because of
illness the worklist for the visit with Peter Cronin in March
1987 was long indeed - items numbered 117 and if no one
believes this it can be posted as an appendix to this article on
receipt of a stamped addressed envelope!
We hauled for painting in C’an Pastilla a very small
marina some six miles from our berth at Club de Mar amazingly although only 600 yards from the threshold on the
main runway for Palma airport we slept through jet noise
after the first night. Rarley have I seen more skilled work by
"Marineros" handling the Rennerlift and, with wonderful
weather, activities proceeded swiftly. Of course we slept
aboard (ashore). The Cantina was only five metres from our
bow now towering above us as we inspected Safari’s bottom.
The patron Emilio had been a top cook in an Officers Mess in
the Spanish Army and his efforts, espeically his breakfasts
"con vino" would justify an entry in the Spanish Good Food
Guide, if indeed there is one. The only inconvenience of our
quarters was to have to proceed "ashore" or is it "below" to
use the toilets.
However, the main event of this "work and sail" visit was
a prearranged Fiesta McGonagle. Previously we did make a
short trial cruise but it ended Safari running back to Palma
under jib alone in 40 knots of wind. A Swan 57 under full
working canvas sailed with us. She was grossly overpowered
and was obviously sailed by those who enjoyed "scuppers
under". In eight miles she only gained about four hundred
yards on Safari spending most of her time on her ear with
sails flapping madly and her keel showing almost to the lead.
macho sailing without doubt!
The financial arrangements for Fieasta McGonagle had of
course been previously negotiated and agreed in advance Safari would pay for the food at restaurant RIFIFI and
Ounavara would provide the liquidity. This proved an unwise
if equitable apportionment because by the close of the evening
the starboard lights were coming over steadily like clay
pigeons at a shooting gallery. Liam McGonagle and the
Skipper indulged in a nostalgic raking over of past cruises
together or in company and particularly recalled our entry into
Carlingford aboard Venture in 1957 in a S.E.F.8 against the
ebb in the dark, which event I think we both agreed was our
worst ever! Peter Cronin seemed to be somewhat bored by
this show of nostalgia and slipped quietly away from the
table, unnoticed by any but his Skipper whose suspicious
mind turned to the six foot (or more correctly two metre)
Swedish blonde who had been the subject of his unsuccessful
stalking for the past two evenings. Coming aboard about
midnight the Skipper found Safari unoccupied so put one and
one together and went to his bunk for a welcome sleep after
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however that spirit of Howth recitude which in the past has so
marked such affairs prevailed and we remained decently attired.
Next day as we sailed back to Ibiza we suffered and easterly
gale which had no noticeable effect on Safari except nearly
sinking her because (confession is good I beleive) the Skipper
had left a toilet porthole open - fortunately on the weather
side. Thank goodness for automatic bilge pumps. He bought
the crew free dinner that night as as penance and the following
day we had a magnificant sail from Santa Eulalia in Ibiza to
Andraitx - fifety four miles in 8 hours and 20 minutes. The
Sargents joined us for the final 17 miles hike from Andraitx
to Palma, the only remarkable event of which was that in a
fearful roll Radio Baldoyle went off the air for just a few
moments while technical problems were dealt with by
Sturgeron. Dinner that night was at the Cellar Sa Premsa, a
bodega type restaurant. One could easily imagine
Hemmingway indulging himself after a bullfight. Fish soup
followed by roast suckling pig with wine at fifety pence a
Skipper consults the "Bible" (Brandon)
bottle was very much enjoyed and can be recommmended as
"worth a detour".
A crew change brought more old Howth hands on board
and we were joined by Peter (Rififi) Cronin, Alan and Claire
Pearson and that doyen of Howth crews Lennie
tangling with that "Old Mediterranean hand" McGonagle.
Hlgginbotham. Our plan was to sail north to one of the fine
Come dawn Peter arrived on board, heralded as the legend now
marinas east of Barcelona, work north east up the coast, nip
exaggeratedly says by the siren of a Guardia Civil vehicle.
across the Gulf of Lions to the French Riviera for a week (if
He had fallen asleep in the toilet at Rififis, wakened up
we could) thence home to Palma via Menorca. A nice 1,000
about 03.00 and wandered around the unlit restaurant
mile cruise with an excellent crew. All crew wee familiar with
surrounded only by numerous glass cases of hungry and
aggressive looking crayfish, crabs and every other imagineable
the idiocyncrasies of Safari and much more importantly those
of her Skipper. Peter and Algy have been sailing on various
crustecean. Suddenly, he recalls, the lights all flashed on
Querida’s and Safari for almost half their lives and only the
together by a crash of burglar alarms. Having considered his
absence of Howard Mc Mullen ( currently suffering from
position carefully he got a chair, sat down behind the glass
Admirals Cup disease) left us without a majority of our crew
doorway where he was lit up like an Amsterdam "Window
of seventeen years ago.
Girl" and waited his fate. However good his Finnish or
Our journey of about 130 miles to Aryns del Mar ( some
Swedish, his Spanish was certainly not up to explaining his
25 miles east of Barcelona) was noteworthy for only two
predicament and when the Guarda Civil arrived armed to the
items - absolutely dead flat calm but more importantly
teeth all that saved him was that they could not get in and he
scattered over about 20 miles we saw over fifty turtles, some
could not get out. Fortunately the owner, his mother and three
extremely large and well over a meter in diameter although
very heavy heavies armed with cudgels arrived almost
others were much smaller. Invariably they were alone and they
immediately and he was identified as a member of the
were closing to within a few yards we observed them to be
Safari/Ounavara party. Could never have happened in Wickla
good swimmers and clearly they had difficulty in emergency
or could it? (Note; this breach of the "Lambay Rules" is with
diving. They dine on jellyfish and their reduction in numbers
Peters consent).
is said to be partly due to eating floating plastic in mistake
Two weeks later, joined by Neville and Jean Maguire,
for their prey. An inspired guess from one crew member
Safari set sail for Cala Portals and Andraitx. Gerry and Barbara
suggested that inablility to submerge was because they failed
(Radio Baldoyle) Sargent accompanied for the first leg of the
to blow Q tank quickly enough! They are strictly protected
cruise and a merry voyage it was. My wife Sheila (nee
and we resolved that their life must be studied so that we can
Maguire) made up the balance of the crew. When I had first
better enjoy their company next season. Mock Turtle soup
sailed with Neville I got the then equivalent of a rocket when
only, of course, is served on Safari but it must be admitted
I put a back hitch on a halyard and since then, like not
that so far from land our gourmet skipper was sorely tempted!
driving with a foot on the clutch, I never forgot Neville’s
We worked up the coast to Palamos from where we
advice. It was always as profound and valuable as was his
intended to cross to the French Riviera some 140 miles
presence aboard any of the four yachts I have owned.
distance. Fore casts are difficult to obtain if no Spanish is
On the 60 miles sail to Ibiza in a spanking breeze we
spoken but we all understood the word ’°/’ramontana" on
reminised about "the old days". We recalled Wicklow Regatta
hearing it in the Club. This is a N.W. storm occuring when
where once I saw a youthful Neville carry a distinguished
barometric relationships exist between the Bay of Biscay and
member of H.M.Y.C. aboard after the dance draped like a sack
the Gulf of Lions. Surprisingly these two areas are 200 miles
over his shoulder. The member - wearing his bedraggled but
apart. Snow on the Pyrennees increases the strength of the
recognisable fur coat came to life miraculously on hearing a
wind which blows through the mountain valleys and out into
cork pop and having bunkered himself, proceeded to entertain
the Gulf of Lions in rather "hosepipe" fashion. With a sound
the the assembled multitudes with a rendering of George
ship and all experienced crew we were not concerned and
Formby’s "Leaning on a Lamp". At Ibiza over 40 years later
decided to work further up the weather shore to Ampuriabrava
we were kept awake by the disco. How little really changes!
on the French/Spanish border. Just like sailing from Howth
At Espalmador ad island 10 miles south of Ibiza the
to Wicklow in a westerly gale or so we thought. The sea was
accepted style of attire is a coat of mud after a mud bath and
almost fiat and windless but about 15 miles from our
nothing else. You then wander around in disguise ( you hope)
destination we saw clear indications of coming wind in the
waving to all similarly atttired females. Before diving in for a
form of a "bow wave" of about 4 feet approaching fast. We
swim it is essential to ensure that your clothes are not too
distant for the naked dash when the mud washes off! On Safari
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were amazed that a solid strength of about 40 knots and gusts
often more reached us within 10 minutes. As the wind was
coming from dead ahead we decided to motor though the
Skipper worried whether Safari’s engine would drive her.
Some times we were down to 2 knots in a very short four to
six foot sea. As we appraoched port in almost 50 knots Safari
at fast cruising speed made 5 knots dead to windward in a
virtually flat sea - flat that is if one ignored the spindrift from
which our pilothouse generously sheltered us.
That Tramontana nearly blew for four days, reaching well
over 60 knots the first night and doing considerable damage
both ashore and afloat, frightening via T.V. reports some of
our friends in Majorca who were aware of our presece in the
area. Unfortuntely several boats and lives were lost both
ashore and afloat. The speed of the approach, the wind
strength and anger all lived up to the caution expressed in our
Bible (Brandons Spanish Pilot). Safety lies primarily in speed
of response and subsequent good shiphandling. Roller mains
and jibs would be a speical advantage.
After four days peace reigned once more and, encouraged
by the port captain a large fleet, including the Safari, set out
from Ampuriabrava. This port is a huge artificial marina and
housing complex and must have cost literally billions to
develop. A swamp was drained and nearly 20 miles of canal
constructed on the banks of which residential accomadation for
all tastes have been developed. No one knows how many
boats are there but four or five thousand might be an
underestimate, these are mainly motor boats as the bridges
limit the number of sailing craft. The whole complex is
probably capable of housing nearly 100,000 people at full
complement.
We left for the French Riviera with few regrets but to our
surprise - and that of the enire fleet - when only 16 miles out
of the Tramontana sprang up again from 0-50 knots in less
than ten minutes. It manifested itself out of a clear sky and
flat sea in the form of approaching breaking water reminiscent
of a view of the Arklow banks from the sea. Sufficiently that
the Skipper dived below to the chart table to check for rocks
or currents but no, it was our friend the Tramontana back
again and after sticking it out for half an hour we returned to
Ampuriabrava under mizzen and half rolled jib. Very
comfortable but a little dejected as out ime was running out.
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A marina berth

Altogether we lost about 6 days from the gales and
reluctantly decided to abandon the Riviera, making a most
enjoyable return voyage direct to Menorca from Blanes
covering 120 miles in 15 hours. Visiting Cuidadela, Fornells
and Mahon more that made up for France and was much
cheaper. En route home Cala D’or and Cabrera made enjoyable
stops before in driving rain we made our approach to our
home port of Palma. That night over drinks we once again
thought and spoke of past cruises together in Ireland and
northern waters. Is this Med cruising really better than
Wickla? In content perhaps yes but in time frame perhaps no.
A lot could be said and was said on both sides. Going to his
bunk full of nearly fifty years of memories of faces gone and
places far distant the Skipper was heard quietly singing the old
Ringsend refrain:
’q’m going down to Wickla ,
to see the Uncle Dick"
Whither Safari in the years to come ahead ? Will she
return to Irish waters and visit Wickla once again ? Even the
Skipper is not sure!

It’s May day again; Two weeks in the
Grenadines
Liz Leonard England

"Are you leaving today?" Matthew’s white grin was as broad
as ever, his eyes, as ever, hidden behind the blackest of
sunglasses. But his voice indicated quite clearly that, in his
experience, charter crews did not usually sail out of Rodney
Bay on their first day.
I knew what he meant. Often enough, when Fred had been
working in the Caribbean and I had been snatching a couple of
weeks on St. Lucia, away from the troubled waters of
Scottish education, I had sat on our balcony above the trade
winds jetty (screened by rampant bougainvillaea and dazzling
sunlight) and watched sympathetically while newly-arrived jetlagged crews sorted out stores and stowage and - eventually decided to spend the first night in port.
But we, after all , knew the score. Our arrival on
Wednesday night was planned to allow for leisurely shopping
expeditions, interspersed with visits to old friends and familiar
haunts, before we took over our chartered Somo 34 on
Saturday morning. We could even get the paperwork sorted
out and clear customs on the Friday, and we knew the first
day’s navigation inside-out. Our long-promised Grenadines
cruise would get off to a flying start.
We should have remembered that this was the Caribbean.
The first hint of a problem came as soon as we were settled in
the Taxi outside Hewanorra airport. As we trundled through
the warm night, it seemed that there was more activity in the
villages and hamlets we passed through than was usual for a
week-night. The school at Dennery was lit up; in Grande
Rivi~re a group was clustered around a man with a loud-hailer.
The taxi-driver was eager to explain. A general election
campaign was under way; indeed, polling would take place the
next day. Actually, it was the second general election within a
month. All employers were obliged to give their staff time off
to get to the polling stations. Most businesses would simply
be closed, and shops would open, perhaps, for a few hours. A
man could’nt even get drunk, because the sale of alcohol was
banned until polling was over.
I watched the fireflies sparking among the banana plants by
the roadside while Fred and he chatted on about the effects of
the drought on their yield, and mentally revised plans. No
shopping tomorrrow then, but a good day to spend some time
with Colin and Tee Borton and Chris and Jenny Calderbank.
Tee’s "Lime" and Chris’s "A-Frame" restaurant/bars would be
quiet. There was still Friday.
Friday, as it happened, was the first of May. And, it
transpired, therefore a holiday. At least, it seemed that was the
case, though no-one was terribly sure, until the day itself,
when it became clear that most things were shut. We managed
to get some basic supplies from Glace’s shop, which rarely
closes, and settled back to enjoy the day. A "Transport" - one
of the local minibuses - took us into Castries for EC$1 each
(about 25p), and we wandered around the quiet, empty streets.
The wrought-iron gates of the fine Victorian market
building were padlocked, and only a handful of women sat on
the steps, umbrellas shading them and their little piles of

oranges annd mangoes from the hot sun. Back at Rodney Bay,
The beach was crowded: most of the population of Castries
had brought their picnics. Laughing children and loud music
spilled over the white sand which sweeps round to Pigeon
Island. Caribbean beaches are public property, but he areas
immediately in front of the hotels tend to be left pretty much
to the residents. We walked north, past the rows of sunloungers at the St Lucian hotel, until we reached the row of
posts in the water, the remains of an old jetty, which mark
the position of the St Lucia Yacht Club. As we hoped,
Secretary Chris Renwick was there, hosing off his sailboard.
He readily agreed that we could still be considered members,
and we were soon settled on the wooden balcony of the simple
two-storey building with a rum punch.
The doors of the supermarket were barely open on Saturday
when we whisked in. The carefully-thought-out provision list
had by now been abandoned, and I was glad to find almost
anything edible. At the marina, Ted and Seth allowed us to
raid their store-cupboard, and we had enough to sustain life.
With one important exception. Liquid. More specifically,
beer. The one thing we had not bothered about, as we knew
there was a bottle store at the marina. There was indeed, but it
was moving premises. (They would have moved the day
before, but of course it was a holiday, we were told. So we
could’nt buy one of the cases of St. Lucia Heineken which
were stacked tantalisingly within reach.)
While Fred mounted a mission to rectify the omission,
courtesy of a borrowed pick-up, I started stowing our gear on
Green Jade. Matthew and his team had her polished and shipshape, and Ted told us he had just overhauled the bilge pump,
about which the last crew had complained, and the cooker. By
lunch-time Ted had checked over the gear with us, everything
was aboard and stowed somehow, and we were able to have a
snack in the coffee-shop while Seth gave us some last-minute
advice on anchorages and messages to take to friends downisland. At 14.00 we were casting off from the pontoon, with a
cheerful "Bon Vey!", and five minutes later we motored
through the narrow passage from the lagoon into the open
sea.

In the wide bay off the Yacht Club we rounded up to hoist
the main. The Somo’s rig is a tall one, and Ted advised us
that with just the two of us on board we would find her quite
comfortable with one reef in most of the time. (He also said
that she would handle well with either main or genoa alone.
All this was true.) So with one reef in we headed for the
passage inside the Barrel of Beef, unfurling the genny as we
went. The furling gear wa reluctant to unroll, but with a little
assistance it came free and we were soon bowling along
nicely, broad reaching on a compass course of 230° and
heading down the leeward coast. At 14.55 we were surprised
to hear ourselves hailed on the radio: our friend Chris
Calderbank, sailing up towards us in his newly-acquired ODay 37 Enchantress, to wish us a good trip.
By mid-afternoon the northerly wind was dropping fight,
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and we shook out the reef. By 17.20, with the village of
Canaries abeam, it seemed wise to start the engine to make
sure that we made Soufri~re before sunset. An hour later, we
were anchored at the north end of the town, with a stem line
ashore to the traditional palm tree, well-placed for a visit to
the Hummingbird Restaurant. There we sat at a table
overlooking the natural rock swimming-pool and feasted on
kingfish, before turning in in preparation for an early start.
One advantage of flying west is that it takes a while for
one’s internal clock to catch up. This means that people like
myself who are normally only semi-conscious until midmorning suddenly become real early birds. Thus it was that at
05.30 I was sitting in the cockpit with a cup of coffee,
watching the dawn light grradually outlining the palm trees.
There was a long passage ahead, and by 06.47 the bay
between the twin peaks of the Pitons was abeam, and we were
on course of 215° for the north end of St Vincent under
engine. The calm conditions did not last, and at 07.20 the full
main and genoa were up and the engine off. We had a fine
reaching breeze for the passage, with the usual biggish swell
and lively motion, and logged the north end of St Vincent
abeam at 11.55.
For the next three hours, the wind, though continuing
easterly varied from a good force 5 to zero - and back. Twice
the genny was furled for motor-sailing, and twice it was
laboriously unrolled again. By 14.45 we were south of St
Vincent and close reaching for Admiralty Bay on Bequia with
one reef in.
While Kingston, the capital of St Vincent, is a pleasent
and interesting town, we had been advised both by Chris
Doyle’s excellent cruising guide, with which all Tradewinds
charterers are provided, and by the Tradewinds staff that it
would be much easier to clear custioms in Port Elizabeth on
Bequia. (If you want to visit Kingston - it is one of the better
places in this part of the Caribbean for shopping, and has
some interesting buildings and an excellent market - a couple
of ferries operate betwen the two islands. One, the Friendship
Rose, is a traditional .schooner, and operates under sail when
conditions are favourable.) Bequia is well-accustomed to
yachtsmen, and indeed to sailors of all sorts. Its inhabitants
are famous for their seamanship, their craftsmanship (they
build schooners, make the most covetable model boats, and
keep alive the art of scrimshaw) and their positive attitude to
work. Whatever one’s views on whaling, it is immpossible
not to admire men who still, to this day, chase Leviathan in
small open boats. And they are so hospitable that some
visitors stay for years.
We however were intending to spend only one day, to
finish our provisioning, before heading further south. So the
next morning we rowed ashore (the outboard proved so
temperamental, and impossible to dismantle with the tools we
had, that we rapidly abandoned it. The oars, on the other hand,
looked like a pair but differed in length by several inches) and
presented ourseleves at the adjacent customs and immigration
office. It was here that the dreadful realisation struck, when we
were surcharged "beacause it’s a holiday". In St Vincent
territories, Labour Day is celebrated on the first Monday in
May. It was yet another May Day!
If we could’nt fill the gaps in the commisariat, we could at
least get ice. One of the young lads who rows around the
anchorage obliged, for a few dollars. Assured of cold drinks at
least, we moved to the quieter anchorage off "Princess
Margaret’s Beach" and reviewed the situation. We were feeling
some sympathy for our predecessors, as, while the bilge
pump appeared to work, the level of water in the Somo’s
very shallow bilges did not drop, and we were reduced to
sponges to avoid wet (and slippery) feet. Stripped, the pump
revealed a rather insalubrious toothpick lodged in the outlet
valve, and all was well. The cooker was a different matter: it
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had been so thoroughly cleaned that only one burner would
stay on. Since I have never actually had an oven on a boat,
this was less of a problem than it might have been, and we
managed well enough for the rest of the cruise. A lazy
afternoon seemed in order, and a reef to the lee of us tempted
me over the side. The log reads: "14.45 - Liz snorkels, Fred
sleps."
Next morning we really fell into the cruising routine.
Pottering around for the first couple of hours, we drank
numerous cups of St-Lucia-grown coffee, played with
cameras, and tried to find a weather forecast on the radio (Not
that the weather changes much, in general. When we finally
got one, it said "Warm and Sunny. Wind easterly, 10-25
knots; swell 2.5m." A forecast which could be used for about
350 days each year.)The RVC "thought for the day" seemed,
in our holiday mood, quite hilarious: "Why should you not
talk in fields? Because, of course, corn has ears, potatoes have
eyes, and beans talk." Ah, well, little amuses...
By 09.05 we were underway, running under reefed main
towards the West Cay. The beacon came abeam at 09.47, and
we set course of 220°. This was probably the liveliest passage
of the cruise, and the log notes "Liz a bit queasy". That’s all
he knew! I have long since recognised that I can expect to
suffer on the first few days of a cruise, especially after a long
period ashore, and it doesn’t bother me - but nor do I enjoy it.
The hard work and concentration needed to steer in the biggish
seas, some with breaking crests, helped, and soon we were
getting some lee from the islands, first Petit Canouan, then
Canouan itself, followed by Mayreau and the Tobago Cays
group. By 15.25, when we had anchored inside Newlands reef
in Clifton Harbour on Union Island, I had no thoughts except
for the the beauty of the scenery, vivid turqiuoise water
studded with tiny islands, bright green splashes against blinkwhite sand or bare red earth.
We had visited Union Island, with its tiny airstrip, startling
rock formations and roundabout harbour (it has a reef in the
middle) before. On that occasion, we had flown down for a
day’s sailing on the 80-ft schooner Scaramouche. We met her
skipper, Martin Jennette from Glasgow, that night in the bar
of the "Sunny Caribbee". he found her derelict on a beach,
restored her, fitted her with a London bus engine, and started
offering sailing trips to tourists. His obvious success is a
tribute to his hard work and seamanship - and Scaramouche’s
excellent lunches!
There was now a decision to be taken. The original idea had
been to bash on down to Grenada, which I hadn’t visited.
Sitting in the morning sunshine, it seemed that this would
take three days at least, with no guarantee that the friend we
planned to visit would be at home. A litle lotus-eating (sorry exploring ashore) seemed more attractive, and this we decided
to do. A very pleasant day was spent wandering round the
little town (finally, the shops were open), writing postcards,
chatting in the Anchorage Yacht Club, and inspecting the
remains of a light plane which had made an emergency
landing on the airstrip the day before. The passengers, a group
of holiday-makers who had been for a day sail on Hurricane,
another of the charter boats in the harbour, had walked out
unhurt and with true British phlegm. Hurricane’s Greek
skipper, Iannis, told us, "Thank goodness they weren’t
Italians!".
Our next destination was Carriacou, a mere 10 miles or so
away, round the comer and south-west. We spent a leisurely
morning, and hoisted the anchor after lunch. Feeling lazy, we
didn’t bother to hoist the main, but Green Jade bowled along
quite happily on a broad reach with the full genny out. Two
hours later, we dropped the anchor at Hillsborough, just north
of the jetty and off a small sandy beach.
Carriacou is a Grenadian Territory, so we headed for the
customs and immigration offices again. We found them

behind the little market building, beside the island’s shiny red
fire engine, and were pleasantly surprised to find that Grenada,
keen to encourage visitors, makes no charge for yachts. The
town has one street, which we wandered along in search of a
cold drink. This we found in the Mermaid Beach Hotel, a
lovely little place with one entrance on the street, one on the
sand, and a cool shady courtyard between. We were lucky, the
proprietor told us. It had been closed for a couple of years, and
he and his wife had only taken it over three weeks before. Leo
is Grenadian, his wife Joy is English, and theft varied past
includes running a ballroom-dancing school in England and a
car-hire business in Spain. They have applied several gallons
of fresh paint to the hotel, and aim to serve good local food.
Some of it, like the limes, the special seasoning peppers and
the Seville oranges for a very refreshing fruit juice cocktail, is
supplied by Leo’s mother from her garden on the main island
to the south.
Leo pointed out to us that the season for lobster had only a
few days to run (it was already illegal to catch them in St
Lucia), so we returned later for a magnificent meal of callalloo
soup, lobster salad and hand-churned coconut ice-cream, after a
welcome shower. Although the island was clearly suffering
from the ubiquitous drought, the Mermaid has a massive
storage tank and was even able to offer us a refill for Green
Jade’s tanks, had we needed one.
Next morning, Leo had offered to arrange a taxi for us to
tour the island. Scenically it is little different from many of
the smaller Caribbean islands, though there is quite a good
view from the hospital, which is on the highest (and coolest)
point. However, on the beach at the south end of the island,
near the mangrove swamps of Tyrell Bay, we came on two
schooners under construction. These traditional boats, seventy
or eighty feet long, are built by hand with only the simplest
of tools and no plans. The keel is greenheart and the frames,
grown to shape and trimmed on s~te, are of cedar. In the
afternoon we motored across the bay for half an hour to drop
anchor between the arms of the reef which stretches out to
each side on Sandy Island. This is tiny - a couple of coconut
palms and some scrub, perhaps a hundred yards long. The reef
provides the most spectacular snorkeling I have ever
experienced - vivid corals and seaweeds, and huge numbers and
varieties of fish. I longed for scuba gear. It is supposed to be a
fish sanctuary, though we had our doubts about the intentions
of two small local craft which departed rapidly as we arrived.
The pelicans which perched on the exposed coral heads at the
north end of the island certainly paid no attention.
We were now starting the second week and it was time to
turn north. Next morning we left at 09.30, again under genoa
only. This time we intended to make a detour. We knew there
was a spot on the beach of Petit St Vincent where the local
fishermen dumped empty conch shells. When cleaned up these
are really lovley, with their chalky, slightly spiky exterior,
shiny pink lip and deep pink heart. I had brought one home
the previous year, and had promised to try for more this time.
We motored between the tiny islands of Mopion (it’s the one
you may have seen a photograph of, a few yards of sand with
a palm-thatched sun-shelter in the middle) and Pinese, and
dropped the hook between Hurricane, out with a load of daytrippers, and a fishing boat. The mission was soon
accomplished, the shells, at this stage rather smelly, stowed
in the cockpit locker, and we were back in Clifton Harbour at
15.15 with no-one the wiser for our strictly-illegal landing on
St. Vincent’s territory.
Later we pulled up the anchor and motored off to Tobago
Cays. This must be one of the classic anchorages. The Cays
are a handful of tiny islands, a few tens of feet tall,
uninhabited except for occasional encampments of fishermen.
The anchorage is apparenty exposed, but in fact sheltered by
the sweep of the Horseshoe Reef, and it is reached through a

maze of coral which in places comes within inches of the
surface. (Well, I expect the bottom off the keel needed
cleaning, and we only bumped twice, very gently.) Although
it was relativley crowded, about a score of boats, the sense of
peace was almost palpable. And again, the snorkeling
magnificent. It is also an excellent place for sailboarding,
with relativley flat water and a clear fetch for the prevailing
westerlys.
It seemed a shame to leave without landing on one of the
Cays, so next morning we rowed across to Baradal. The heat
and dryness were stifling - even the cacti were shrivelled and
limp. It was disappointing, too, to find so much garbage,
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some clearly from yachts (a package of out-dated American
charts of the Bahamas, for example). It was a relief to get
back on board and unfurl the genoa to slide between the
Bateau and Rameau and on east past Mayreau (where there is a
hotel at the delightfully-named Salt Whistle Bay) before
heading north to Canouan, where, after a brief excursion into
South Glossy Bay, which felt most uncomfortable, we
anchored in Grand Bay at 16.30.
We had decided on the Southerly of the two recommended
anchorages, which Doyle indicated was the less popular.
Indeed, although we could see several yachts up in the far
comer of the bay, we were alone except for a local fishing
boat. To our surprise, her crew came on board just before
sundown, and we watched them hoist sail and hand their
anchor - a small grapnel - and head off into the fading light.
Next morning we had another good view of the local
traffic, when the supply schooner came in. She arrived under
sail, coming in over what the chart showed as solid reef, and
anchored off. A flotilla of dinghies went out to meet her. One,
propelled by an ancient outboard, apparently the only one on
the island, carried a large lady in a faded red dress, who steadied
an empty blue oil drum. Fascinated, we watched as parcels and
bodies of all shapes and sizes were hauled over the gunwhale
or lowered into dinghies. The oil-drum went up; the lady,
somewhat to my dissapointment, did not. Eventually the
exchange was completed; the dinghies came back shore, the
one with the outboard towing a full oil-drum, almost
submerged; the ferry departed, still totally under sail.
One of the joys of the Grenadines is that anchorages are so
close that it is possible to spend a morning ashore, in this
case visiting the two hotels and partakeing of refreshment in
each, meeting a couple retired from New York (he born in
Canouan, She in France) and going with them to inspect the
night-club they are building on the hill-top, and still be
anchored off another island before sunset. This time, the other
island was Mustique, and the sunset gave us a perfect green
flash. I have so often watched for this phenomenon without
success that I had begun to think it an optical illusion. It may
still be one - explanations differ - but we are now convinced
of its subjective reality at least.
Mustique is an interesting island, an example of what can
be done by throwing money at an apparently unpromising
site. There can be few places in the world where water is
shipped in and then used to water gardens. The big houses are
spectaciular, the roof-top swimming pool of the Cotton
House hotel undoubtedly elegant, Basil’s Bar on the
waterfront very pleasant, and the anchorage not as
uncomfortable as we had been led to expect. But we were glad
enough to unfurl the genoa again and head back to Bequia.
We had decided to anchor in Friendship Bay, on the south
side of the island. Here we had perhaps the nastiest moment of
the trip: we had stopped thinking about tides - the rise and fall
is only a few inches - and were caught unawares by a strong
current setting across the enlrance, pushing us down towards
the ugly rocks of Elair’s Cay. I had been trailing a fishing
line and, led astray by a definite nibble, had not reeeled it in
until close inshore, so I was still frantically winding while
Fred started the engine to pull us into clear water.
Anchored off the end of the hotel jetty, and the bay could
not have seemed more peaceful. The hotel, like most at that
slack time of year, was almost empty. We drank rum
punches, sitting in big swing seats in the beach bar, then the
Californian manageress filled our eskie with big scoops of
American-style ice cubes, which lasted us for the next three
days.
Next morning we pottered around the comer back to
Admiralty Bay, motoring in light breezes under grey skies.
Off Moonhole, where eccentric (American) architecture blends
with bizarre rock formations, my eye was caught by a
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movement inshore. An oilskin waved by the crew of a local
fishing boat, her outboard non-functional. We radioed Bequia
Slip, then gingerly edged in towards the rocks and threw her a
line. Half-way back to Port Elizabeth, we were happy to
relinquish the tow to a motor boat coming out to meet us.
We were headed for Bequia Slip ourselves. The furling genoa,
which had been temperamental since we left Rodney Bay, had
finally packed up. Inspection with binoculars suggested that a
masthead excursion was necessary, and we had no bosun’s
chair. A telephone consultation with Ted at Tradewinds was
organised, and the go-ahead given. Bill Little, who has run
Bequia Slip and the Harpoon Bar for long enough to be a
Caribbean institution, told us that it was his last week. He
and his wife Barbara had bought a schooner and were refitting
her (in some style, it appeared; he talked of water makers and
ice m~hines). He called us a rigger ( should you have need of
one, ~e can recommend Kendrick as both competent and
reasonable), and sat with us in the wooden bar-on-stilts while
the swivel was unsnarled.
Next morning we were underway at 07.00, motoring out of
Admiralty Bay while we stowed the dingy on deck and
generally battened down for the passage back to St Lucia.
Thye day was grey and almost totally windless, most
unusually, the log shows only two short spells of sailing,
one of twenty-five minutes and the other of ten. The rest was
solid motor-sailing, the monotony broken only twice: at
09.05, when a school of some two dozen dolphins put on a
display of aquabatics for us, and half an hour later, when
Korsar, another Tradewinds yacht, called us. Seth was heading
south to pick up yet another of the fleet, and wanted to know
if we had seen her.
I had some idea of getting back to Rodney bay that night,
in time for the weekly jump-up at Gros Islet. This is not so
much a street party as a whole-town party, and it happens
every week. The streets are lined with sellers of beer and
barbecued chicken and conch, music blares from every comer,
and there is no beter party in the whole of the Caribbean,
barring carnival. As things turned out, we were glad enough
to creep intot Marigot Bay to anchor at 19.00 in the last of
the light, and to row in for a last meal ashore in the Hurricane
Hole restaurant.
Marigot Bay is one of the most beautiful achorages in the
Windwards (the location for much of the filming of "Dr
Doolittle"), but we had little time to appreciate it next
morning as we had promised Ted to return Green Jade early her next crew were to be the owners, and she had to be
impeccable for their arrival. At 07.30 we were underway,
motoring while we cleaned, tidied and packed, and at 09.30
she slid back onto the same pontoon we had left two weeks
earlier.
It was a splendid cruise. There are, however, two
postscripts to add.
When we returned to our shore-side berth with Colin and
Tee, Colin asked us if we would like to join him (and nine
other assorted bodies) on the Saturday night turtle watch. And
so it was that, between midnight and 02.00, we watched
enthralled while a female leatherback dug her nest and dropped
her clutch of over seventy eggs on the beach at Grand Anse,
on the remote windward side of St Lucia. The species is
endangered, but at least that one got back to sea, with her nest
well buried, and we will not soon forget the experience.
The other arose from that first May Day, when we sat with
Chris Calderbank in the "A-Frame" and he told us that he had
just bought the Enchantress. When we got back to St Lucia,
one of the small fleet of O’Day 37s was still for sale. She is
now ours, we have renamed her One-Time, and from the end
of November 1987 she will be our home. Any ICC members
coming to the Caribbean are welcome to visit us!

Kinsale To Outer Hebrides and Back
Frank McCarthy

We left Kinsale with the intention of going to the north of
Spain via Brest. When 40 miles offshore with the wind on the
nose and visibility down to 0.25 miles and even less at the
Scillies we decided to turn back. We were a bit shorthanded,
just Fionnuala myself and our six year old son Ross. Our
boat is Scilly Goose - a modified Fasmet 34.
We arrived at Crosshaven about midnight. The forecast
was still not very promising S.E. with fog. next day we rock
hopped to Oysterhaven in thick fog and spent the night there.
The outlook for the next five days was bad so we changed
plans and decided to head for Scotland instead. After a quick
trip into Kinsale for charts we headed for Union Hall.
Visibility was still bad but at last we were on our way. From
Union hall we went ot Crookhaven and from there to
Castletownbere. The swell at the Mizen was the worst I have
experienced there and it lasted all the way to to Islay in
Scotland.
It was impossible to sail in light winds as the motion
knocked all the wind flom the sails. A good engine is
essential in these conditions. In Castletownbere I learned that

most of the local trawlers were fishing south of the Fastnet
due to the swell on the west coast.
Valentia was our next stop and then on to Rossaveale.
This harbour has litde to offer except diesel. Our trip nearly
came to an end here. I saw a large ferry coming towards us
without fenders so I ran to fend her off. What I did not see was
the open forward hatch. A scar on my chin still bears witness
to this.
From Rossaveale to Inishboffin we went in a strong S.W.
wind with a big sea and poor visibility. Contrary to
instructions in the cruising guide I stayed in close to Erris
Head. (I wanted to remain in visual contact) It is something I
will not do again, the seas were very confused with a strong
tide setting us towards the Head. Next day saw us in Clare
Island. We were out over a week and visibililty was poor
everyday. Next day the sun came out - What a difference! We
stayed on the beach all day relaxing. Following a beautiful
walk to the old lighthouse we headed for Burtonport at 22.00.
It was a lovely night with a beautiful sunset. The wind
was light so we motored as far as Eagle Island. The wind
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filled in before dawn and we had a lovely reach all the way to
Aranmore. Ross was thrilled when we were joined by a shool
of porpoises, having visited Burtonport for stores we headed
for Aranmore where we met I.C.C. member Frank Sadlier and
his crew on Ocean Dove. A great night was had by all and
Frank very kindly lent us his charts of Scotland (unfortunately
Spanish charts were of no use to him). We were forced to stay
a day longer than planned as the engine refused to start,
eventually traced to a blocked fuel filter. Next stop Port Salon
where we met the wife of the Fanad Head lighthouse-keeper
who was originally from Kinsale and was thrilled with all the
Kinsale gossip.

have a quick look into the North Sea but we were advised to
go west to the Islands. From Oban we went west to
Tobermory. Again the wind was behind us and we had a fine
sail. From Mull we went to Eigg where Ross had fine catch
of pollack. Then on to Canna. I found it very hard to get the
anchor to hold here. It took six attempts before I was happy,
It was just as well because the glass started to drop and the
B.B.C. was giving a gale warning. It was well worth the
trouble to anchor properly as a good nights sleep is worth
anything. The C.C.C. directions advise carrying an angel and
it is a very wise precaution. I carry a 56.1bs weight for this

Broken water in lhe IrmistroghulI Sound.

We left Port Salon in a S.W.F.4/5 and had a good sail to
Malin Head. The wind incresed slightly and so with a reef in
the main and a no.2 jib poled out we were flying along. Then
the Inishtrahull Sound, I will never forget it. The seas were
huge and there was a lot of broken water. Fionnula and Ross
went down below and put in washboards and closed the hatch.
I rigged the safety harness to port and starboard and held on. I
was thrilled the way the boat behaved apart from the spray, we
took no water on board, there is great buoyancy in the forward
half of the Fastnet hull. It seemed to take a lifetime to get
through the sound and I was glad when we did.
Halfway between Malin and Islay we came across an East
Bloc trawler. We tried to contact them on the V.H.F. but with
no reply. The crew lined the deck as we passed and they
moved to the other side and continued to wave until a stem
sounding voice on loudhailer called them back to work. They
were a curious sight as they did not seem to be fishing and
had many arials! The fog closed in again and we were glad to
get into the Port Ellen on Islay.
Port Ellen may not be the most beautiful part of Scotland
but we found the locals very friendly. A visit to the Islay
Hotel bar is an experience! With no swell now we had some
wonderful sailing on flat water including a spinnaker run up
to the Sound of Jura. At anchor off a clear white beach in
West Loch Tarbert with the sun setting two deer wandered
down to the waters edge to feed. We were truly happy to be in
Scotland.
Next day we headed for Oban. The wind was strong S.E.
and soon rose to near gale force. The main was fully reefed
and with a no.3 jib we reached along at 8.25 knots. It was
great sailing. On the west of Ireland in this wind would have
us running for shelter. Oban is a lovely spot and great to
stock up in before cruising to the islands and it is a good idea
to carry as much as possible. There is not a great variety of
food available on the islands and often one has to wait for the
ferry to arrive to get fresh supplies.
We had planned to go through the Caledonian Canal and
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purpose. Very few boats carry proper ground tackle and I
would certainly have lost Scilly Goose in St.Mary’s (Scilly
Isles) last summer had I not been so well equipped.
Canna is a very beautiful but remote island. The wind was
very strong in the evening with some very strong gusts
coming down from the mountains. During the night the wind
moderated and the following morning was lovely and sunny
with a S.E.F.3/4. We headed for Loch Boisdale in South
Uist. Again the scenery was breathtaking and we picked up a
mooring and went ashore for a few pints. From Uist we went
to Castlebay in Barra. The wind turned from S.E. to N. We
could not believe our luck. We had another fine sail to Tiree.
Of all the islands we visited Tiree had the best beaches
(regardless of wind direction one could find shelter). The wind
blew strong while we were ashore and I found it difficult to
row back to the boat.
All three of us were soaked to the skin and were glad to be
back onboard.
From Tiree we had yet another run to Iona. We entered the
sound having seen a magnificent sunset. The rugged beauty of
Scotland has to be seen to be believed. Its like west Cork on a
huge scale.
The following day we headed for Port Askaig on Islay.
With the wind N.W. it was another case of the main up - jib
poled out and away. We were going to stop for lunch on a
beautiful beach on Colonsay but on approaching it the wind
increased considerably so we decided against it. When we
reached Port Askaig there was a very strong tide flowing so
we did not go alongside instead we headed for Port Ellen. We
were doing 11 knots over the ground at Mc Arthur’s Head. We
had another lively night in the Islay Bar - there seems to be
no closing time there.
We had a lay day in Islay (one of the few) and then headed
for Port Patrick, we left just after dawn. Fionnuala and Ross
wre still asleep. The wind was light at the start but it picked
up again from the N.W. With genoa poled out it turned into a
beautiful day. Under autopilot we balmed out and played cards
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in the sunshine. We spent some time watching a submarine
coming down from the Clyde. We did not take much notice of
the increase in wind and sea as the autopilot was coping so
well, occasionally we would surf down off a wave at 10
knots. At one stage in a F.7 we were lifted forward on a wave,
the bow-wave moved aft to about midships and we started to
move. She quickly reached 10 knots and then hung on at 13
knots. The boat was in full control (Thank goodness for the
lead keel and shortened mast). The wake was like that of a
speed boat. I was afraid something might break (my nerves)
so I dropped the headsail. It is at times like this that we miss
an extra hand or two. I was relieved when I had the headsail
down, we were still doing 8-10 knots so I did not bother with
a smaller headsail. Later that day in Port Patrick I met a chap
with another Fastnet 34 and I told him about the 13 knots but
I don’t think he believed me. I would not have believed it
myself 24 hours previously. This was to be the end of our
good luck with the wind.
From Por tPatrick we went to Port St.Mary in the Isle of
Man. We had to engime all the way in a light head wind. We
spent a very uncomfortable night here against the breakwater
in a N.W. gale. We would have been more comfortable on a
moorings but in the restricted space we did not have room to
leave.
From Port St.Mary to Dunmore East we had a light head
wind. This was the longest leg of our trip at 160 miles. We
experienced a bit of a pasting off Hook Head so we were glad
to get into Dunmore. We spent three nights here, the weather
was fine and settled and we were made very welcome by the
local yacht club.
We left for Union hall at dawn on the August Monday.
We wanted to get to Derrynane to meet some friends. We
stopped in Cape Clear and SchuU first. It was strange to round
the Mizen westabout again on the one trip - the swell was
gone.
After a few days in Derrynane we turned for home via

Schull and Union Hall. We celebrated our fiftieth night
onboard here.
It was one of those lrips where luck was onour side everything went well. Our Navico wheel-pilot was worth its
weight in gold. Its hard to imagine how we managed without
one in previous years. Ross was great on board and really
enjoyed himself. Scotland was superb and the peolple were
very friendly. We will certainly return soon. Next time
however we would take the boat to Carrickfergus or three
abouts and begin to cruise from there. It was a long haul up
the west of Ireland and took nearly two weeks. That swell we
experienced was very tiring and uncomfortable so it ws not
practical to do long hops with just two adults.
We arrived back in Kinsale onAugust the 15th. We had
covered almost 1500 miles. One of the first people I met on
returning was the lad who was to cut the grass, "The
lawnmower would not start" he told me. We were definatl y
home.
In conclusion we found Scotland an excellent cruising
ground espeically for families or shorthanded sailing as there
was always a safe harbour available. The Clyde Cruising Club
directions are excellent and a must if cruising that area.
Regarding the wind itself the Outer Hebrides seem to block
Between Eigg and Canna.
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the swell from the Atlantic and sailing is pleasant even in a
F. 8 as the sea is always manageable.
We were surprised to come across only two Irish boats in
Scotland. "Sak/" we encountered while we were entering Oban
and "Whistling Oyster" again while we were leaving
Tobermory. We feel, having cruised the South of England and
the French coast as well as further south that many Irish boats
do not realise what wonderful cruising can be had in Scotland.
Of course getting there from the south of Ireland might seem
to take a long time, in fact one could safely leave a boat in
Carrickfergus or thereabouts prior to the actual cruise or one
long trip north in a fully crewed boat would have one in
Scotland in a few days. Long Wips can be made less boring if
a little effort is put into cooking more exciting meals (cooker
strap and safety bar absolutely essential), playiny cards etc. Its
amazing what one can think up at times.
Having a child on board even after six years is still difficult
and requires patience and planning. There are many activities
which lend themselves to children on a boat, Lego, Mechano,
Playdough. Ross had a collection of little boats and
constantly made marinas, drying docks, boatyards, slipways,
etc. This year he was interested in learning how to use the
dividers and parallel rules to plot imaginary trips. We had
trouble keeping him away fron the V.H.F. In port we made a
swing on deck up forward using the two jib halyards and we
used the spinnaker pole as a derrick to swing him overboard
and dip him in the water. I think his father was disappointed
he couldn’t use it himself.
In all Ross enjoyed this trip more than any other. He was too
young the last time we went around Ireland in 1983 in our
Westerly 22 and he missed being able to speak the language
when abroad.

Lotus Eating
Hugo du Plessis

Lotus eating aptly describes my life for the last year, most of
which has been spent in the Caribbean apart form a brief visit
home in March in the discomfort of a jumbo jet at a clienfs
expense.
The sailing can only be described as leisurely and pleasant.
The total distance covered in a year by Samharcin, my
Westerly Conway, has been about a thousand miles. I am
now a liveaboard, sailing is my way of life. One sails to get
somewhere rather than because it is a nice day for a sail or
because there is a schedule or a limited time before returning
to work. A nice day for a sail is usually a nice day to spend in
a pleasant harbour lying in a hammock reading a book, and a
rum punch, occasionally going for a swim in the warm water
to cool off, or, if energetic goggling on a nearby reef.
Sailing is a matter of moving from one nice harbour to
another when tired of it, or commuting into the City (such as
it may be, generally about the size of a modest market town)
instead of taking the bus for heavier shopping, a gas cylinder,
crate of beer, or something tedious like collecting a parcel
(always from the main G.P.O.) or just posting a letter.
Postboxes are rare.
But the principal sailing is a seasonal migration. The
livaboards migrate south in the summer to the more hurricane
free areas like Grenada and Venezuela and back north to winter
in Antigua, St.Martins or perhaps the Virgin Islands.
Last year I spent five months in Grenada, the
southernmost of the Carribean island chain, and south of the
main hurricane zone. I am back in Grenada again this year. In
between I sailed up to Antigua, under orders to be in Antigua
for Christmas when my daughter Prim and Bruce were flying
out. Two pleasant weeks of Caribbean style cruising were
spent mostly around the northern reefs and islands of Antigua,
a pleasant and less crowded cruising area as it is the
unfashionable side. A little later Sylvia joined me and we
covered much the same ground plus Barbuda, the nearest
approach to a desert island one is likely to find,
underdeveloped and unpopulated, with the biggest gogling I
have found anywhere. The reefs are a nature reserve so it is
not shot over like the popular places.
In May I joined the migration south. Except for when I
had guests aboard around Antigua, all sailing has been
singlehanded. Easy enough with a 36’ boat (small by
Caribbean standards) if arranged to be sailed singlehanded and
one is cautious, singlehanded sailing is regarded as dangerous,
yet there are few singlehanders who are not almost excessively
cautious.
It may seem an indolent life, perhaps even dull to many
people whose delight is tough competitive sailing, yet I am
far from idle. Apart from continual work necessary on a boat,
I am a writer and am quite happy to work under an awning in
the cockpit anchored off a palm fringed shore, instead of at my
desk at home, shivering over a fire. I don’t need three sweaters

out here either. Bridge and gardening, the approved
occupations for those retired or semi-retired, can wait till
later.
The sail up to Antigua and back was largely uneventful, as
I suppose good cruising should be. About all that happened
was that my well behaved ketch Samharcin, waited until right
back in Grenada before breaking the propellor-shaft. This is of
the few places where repair are possible and I meant to haul
out for painting anyway. It was the result of repairs done by
that son of a blacksmith up the Seine four years ago. He
drilled out a retaining bolt oversize and left the shaft
weakened. Unfortunately the shaft became bent during the
repair so I had to come out again a few days later and it all
ended up a bit too expensive. So goodbye to a sailing dinghy.
Sylvia has now given up her job to join me out here and
spend her time painting. (Pictures, not boats, as she
emphasises rather pointedly) so I now have a crew and further
horizons are perhaps possible even though I find it harder to
see them.
As my leisurely sailing is barely worthy of mention, I
will just jot down some aspects of sailing life in the
Caribbean for guidance, and maybe temptation of those whose
dreams are still only dreams. For it is really like a dream
come true. Nightmarish at times of course but what dreams
are not. Bizarre too but that applies to most cruising. If one
has a sense of humour and the philosophy to accept what
comes.
One of the main feature of long distance cruising is the
long periods spent in harbour. Always one seems to be
waiting for something. Usually the perpetual problem of
mail, or simply keeping in touch. Then there are spares,
repairs, crew or guests, the season and weather. Sometimes
the harbours are pleasant, sometimes they are not, mostly it
is a matter of convenience.
A disturbing feature, which takes some getting used to, is
the way so many harbours here are open anchorages, yet the
trade wind is so constant they are in fact sheltered even though
there is nothing between you and Panama a thousand miles
away. It is as well though to tie the dinghy firmly, it’s a long
way to Panama.
However it is still important to remember that these are
open anchorages and still the main port in many islands.
Occasionally the wind does come from the other direction and
then the safe course is to clear out and seek safety at sea, as
has always been the case. Cruising as I do singlehanded with a
ban on sailing at night, it seems utterly incomprehensible
that any underwriters should consider it safer to remain at
anchor on a lee shore in a rising wind rather than out of a safe
exit, open bay to open sea. Yet that is the case.
But to return to these anchorages. They are obviously no
place to be when a hurricane threatens, yet sometimes a front
can sweep down from North America right as far as South
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America and for a time the wind can be strong from southwest
to northwest. Or a low pressure system can build up over the
Caribbean. These can happen even in the safe time of winter,
maybe only once or twice a year, but never the less it does
happen. Most of these open bays are open to swell which
curls around the island as swells do and, catching the boat
broadside on and can make life uncomfortably rolly. In winter
too the northern islands can be affected by big swells arriving
suddenly form the great Atlantic storms, these swells can be
dangerous if anchored in shallow water.
There are of course all the usual cliches. Paradise,
sunshine, sea and sand. All the blurb found on the travel
brochures. Sunshine there certainly is in plenty, but one soon
discovers that shade is better, an awning is essential. Prim has
instructions that if she was to be welcome at Christmas she
must arrive with a big Guinness pub umbrella. I had to settle
in the end for Harp. All the same it is invaluable, I have even
started a fashion, especially for short stops when it is too
much trouble to rig the awning, it can even be used at sea.
Few European boats are designed to have a Bimini hood
which can be kept rigged when sailing although they are
standard on every charter yacht. People pay huge amounts for
winter sailing in the sun and then spend all their time keeping
out of it.
However the sun does not shine all the time by any
means, there is often cloud. Squally showers are frequent,
generally short and then the sun is out again. Today is heavily
overcast, dark and as drizzly as Ireland, but that happens
seldom. It was fine yesterday and will be fine again tomorrow.
Sometimes there is a really wet day and it is bathtime in the
dinghy afterwards. It is seldom realised that the rainfall in
even the drier islands is comparable to the wetter parts of
Ireland, and in the mountains it is tropical rainforest. It does
dry more quickly. On the whole the claim of summer weather
all year round is true -- but you know what summers are.
The weather in summer is dominated by the possibility of
a hurricane. (June to November but espeically August and
September). This is by no means like the ceratinty of a winter
gale at home. Some years there are none, some a dozen, but
that covers the whole western Atlantic. Half of them wander
around harmlessly at sea, harmless that is unless a ship or
boat happens to be in its path. The majority of them miss the
islands. The usual path is to swing north west and the
southern islands like Grenada get them rarely.
The wise sailor keeps a hurricane hole in mind all the
time, like musical chairs. The warning service, run by the
U.S.A., which is the prime target (Floyd is tickling up
Florida right now) is good. Anything then is suspicious is
plotted as soon as it forms, maybe off Africa and frequent
reports are given all the time until it disappears somewhere
north of the Azores en route for Ireland, weeks later.
Sometimes however warnings can be short, twelve hours
only, and overnight which, on a coast without lights, gives
little opportunity for evasive action. This happened in
Grenada last year with Danielle and this year the same
happened with Emily.
It is well worthwhile to have a SSB receiver. The most
reliable reports come from the U.S. coast station at Norfolk,
Virginia. Local stations, notably the forecasts from the airport
met office on Antigua which supplied the principal radio
station in the Carribean (Radio Antiles, "the Big RA" in
Montserrat) are often out of date. In fact it must have one of
the worst forecast services in the world.
Most sailing between the islands is reaching or closehauled, sometimes rough in winter, one reef down is usual. In
the lee of the islands which are mostly high volcanic
mountains it is calm or fluky gusty winds. The usual custom
is to motor the twenty miles or so. Beating is usually
confined to short distances along the south or north coasts,
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and as this is against the sea and current, the temptation, if
not necessity, is to motor or motorsail, there is not the same
need with windward ability. Ketches and other non-racing rigs
predominate. It must be rembered too that any proper cruising
yacht which has sailed that far, will be tons over the designed
weight. Literally tons. Every boatyard is full of boats with
owners raising waterlines. This inevitably affects sailing
performance but it is the price of long distance cruising, the
more high performance and lightweight the boat the more the
performance is reduced. Multihulls in particular are very
sensitive to extra weight. On the other hand a hefty cruiser
with a modest sailing performance will not sail appreciably
worse when carrying the essential load of stores, water,
equipment and home comforts. It will also be less inclined to
disintergrate if overloaded.
As well as the steady trade winds the predominate feature is
the west going current. This runs to a half to one knot in the
north to two knots off Grenada and four in places off South
America. In theory the tide will increse or reduce it, or even
reverse it, but this is hard to predict and generally seems to be
wrong. Even the official publications cannot agree as to
whether the flood tide sets east or west. It is always advisable
to allow for it. The islands are frequently out of view.
Visibilyt can be reduced by Sahara dust to a few miles. If the
cuurent is not allowed for one may end up ten miles down
wind and down current, or even miss the island altogether.
Occasionally however the current does reverse due to a low
pressure system established over the Caribbean but the winds
do the wrong things then. In some places eddies make the
current even more confusing, and tide rips make things more
uncomfortable.
Charts and sailing directions are apt to be unreliable,
especially near coral reefs which can come and go and move.
Most of the charts still rely on surveys done in the days of
Captain Cook & Nelson. The water however is usually clear
and navigation is by the eye, the skill is soon learnt. It is
important to have the light right, the sun high and in the
right direction and not dull or overcast when entering or
leaving a strange harbour. It is a lot more difficult to see reefs
if there is a swell and leaving a harbour is a lot more difficult
than approaching from seaward. Channels often look far too
simple on these new coloured charts. On reaching this tricky
entrance however you may well find the blue, yellows and
whites, so obvious on the chart, are all the same featureless
expanse of waves ands water. The shoreline too is a
featureless wall of green jungle mountainside. Islands,
headlands and landmarks merge into it. They show up better
on radar, which is a most useful navigational aid even in fog
free waters especially for range finding or sailing after dark.
The waters are generally clear but not always so.
Mangrove swamps can be pretty murky although fascinating
for those who like wildlife. The southern islands can also be
affected by floods in distant South American rivers such as the
Orinoco.
Yachts fall into certain well defined categories. There are
masses of bare boat charters, especiallly near the Virgin
Islands and St.Lucia, the principal bases. They are quite big
by our standards, usually over 40 ft., and are a class part,
rarely mixing, mostly incompetent but provide entertainment
if not too close, which if possible they will be. They can be
spotted at a distance as there is something peculiarly
distinctive about a charter yacht.
Then there are the crewed chartered yachts ranging from
ordinary cruising yachts trying to make ends meet (a difficult
and often unpleasant way), through large sailing yachts, the
last refuge of beautiful classic old yachts, to huge gin palaces
with everything at $20,000 a day. there are sometimes half a
dozen or more of these monsters lined up stern to Nelson’s
dockyard in English Harbour, Antigua and the smell of money

is very strong.
At Christmas comes the rat race. Those on the one year
Trans-Atlantic circuit. They have a schedule to keep, a string
of islands to visit and tend to keep on the move. There is a
similar rat race for the Western species.
Finally come the livaboards, the longterm cruising folk,
who sail out here for years on end. They are all laregely
houseboats. Yet they are never like the typical houseboat up
a creek which are the bane of local authorities. They all sail,
but in leisurely fashion, following a seasonal migration,
north in the winter , south to Grenada or Venezuela in the
summer to avoid hurricanes. They are notable for long periods
spent in harbour. Crews get to know each other, a sort of
informal club, each going their own way at their own pace,
meeting here and there. Some have been out here for years,
others just while the money lasts or can be stretched, or until
old age catches up. Some will move onto other waters, the
Pacific, Australia, the Med. Few are wealthy and tend to keep
apart. Some get jobs locally and work for a while, or fly
home to earn money to carry on. A lot of them are
surprisingly young with families.
It is a very international community. Americans and
Canadians predominate, the Caribbean is looked on as their
waters even though it is a lot harder for them to get here from
the north than the easy Transatlantic route for Europeans.
There are British, a surprising number of Irish often working
on charter boats, French, Dutch, Germans, Scandanavians and
other Europeans. Africans, usually under a flag of
conveniance, Aussies and Kiwis on their way around.
The popular impression of the Caribbean is that it is a
millionaires’ playground, and ipso facto, anyone who goes
there must be a milionaire. Taxmen and politicians in
particular seem to hold such views. I find cost of food is
comparable to Ireland and rum is only £3 a bottle. There are
substantial savings. No heating, no telephone, no electricity
and a clothes bill as minimal as one wears. It costs no more

to run the boat than to run a car, and I do not need a car as
well. On the whole I can live a lot more cheaply here than at
home. Luxury living is of course expensive, but where is it
not. I do not live in luxury at home. The essential feature is
that one is not on holiday. This is like ordinary living and
ones outlook is the same as at home. Restaurant meals are a
rarity, so are expensive excursions, loads of souvenirs and the
spending spree that usually constitiutes a holiday.
Money is always a problem for the long distance cruisers,
not just the obvious problem of having it in the first place,
but getting hold of to for everyday expenses. The common
way now a days is to use a credit card. The great advantage is
that money is only drawn as required whereas travellers
cheques have to be paid for in advance and sit idle.
Eurocheques may be cashed in the French Islands, but in
Martinique they have never heard of Ireland.
One must always have an accessable reserve such as
travellers cheques or a hidden store of cash. Repairs or routine
haulouts will mean a substantial lump sum payment which
must be met quickley or no launching, and they could run up
huge layday costs while just waiting for money to arrive, One
must always be prepared too for the emergency flight home in
the case of sudden family illness. These can be expensive as
their is no time for cheap Apex fares.
Repairs are expensive. The going rate for haulouts are
around $5 per ft. Labour costs are high even when the
workers’ wages are low. Specialist rates, such as electronics
repairs are $ 50 an hour in Antigue, and almost non-existant
elsewhere. It is cheaper to fly anything home for repair.
Spares are usually unobtainable and have to be shipped out an
expensive business and the customs procedures are generally a
jungle where a guide is essential.
There is a lot of worry about safety and security in the
Caribbean among people who have never been there. One
incident becomes a hundered. But then look at the absurd fears
about Ireland among people overseas.
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To Baltimore with one and back with
none
Cormac McHenry

Asgard H to Australia and the prospect of a berth on the
outward trip shaped my cruising programme this year. I felt
that would be a once in a life-time experience, so I kept
putting off my own plans so as to conserve leave for that
possibility. As it turned out, she is to be shipped out, but as I
write I live in hope that I will be able to sail in Sydney with
her as part of the Australian Bi-Centennial celebrations.
So at the end of July, Thursday 30th to be exact, I set off for
Baltimore where the family had a house for the ftrst half of
August. I had not been back to west Cork since I had moved
to Dublin in 1981, and the family were very anxious that
Ring Of Kerry return there as all the children have very fond
memories of cruises there almost ten years ago. It is preached
as a council of perfection that as one’s number of years
increases, so should the length of one’s boat. The alternative
strategy which I have adopted, is to reduce the number of
crew, thus achieving the same objective at least in so far as
space is concerned. John Mooney, an acedemic at U.C.D. had
started sailing with me early in the season, and had been
hooked, lined and sinkered in double quick time, so was
delighted to come along on the trip down from DunLaoghalre. I had thoughts of doing it in one hop which was
very optimistic, and apart from the weather, did not allow for
civilising influence which cruising has on me when I get
away from the pressures of Dublin and racing in Dublin Bay.
We went aboard on Wednesday evening and the R.T.E.
forecast of N.W./N. F. 3/4 occasional 5 suited fine. Cast off
was achieved within 15 minutes of the scheduled departure
time of 04.00 and with the wind almost dead astern we took
the turn of the tide through Dalkey Sound. Since my abortive
Azores cruise last year, I had serviced Brenda, the Navik wind
vane self steering and she was now performing very well.
Provided the boat is not over-canvased she maintains control
even in a dead run, though admittedly with about 10° of yaw.
So it was an ideal settling in run, but for Wicklow Head.
Ring of Kerry, with a waterline length of just under 22’,
normally makes from Dun-Laoghaire to Wicklow in one tide,
thus if we leave with the tide, we reach the Head just as the
tide is turning. We spent three hours "admiring" it in the hazy
sunshine, it really was too soon to turn on the engine and
anyway cruisingitis was getting to me.
About 22.00 we were just north of Tuskar. Cloud had been
increasing and with the wind backing round to the west I did
not fancy the inshore passage. There appeared to be banks of
fog between us and the Saltees so we ended up hard on the
wind with an increasing sea. John took the first couple of
hours from midnight and Brenda took the helm. When I took
over everything was fine, but he was really quiet. Later he
told me that he had been really scared, his first night at sea
offshore in the dark. With hindsight I should not have left
him like that but he had taken to sailing so quickly that I
completely overlooked the fact that he had so little experience.
At this stage I accepted that Baltimore in one hop was not on,
and with the wind now firmly in the west, I had no choice but
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Looking out of Horseshoe Bay outside Baltimore
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to tack onto port and head up to shore. The Coningbeg was
abeam in the early light of dawn, but somehow it seemed
impersonal now that there are no keepers on it. In the past
one had the felling of kindred spirits sharing the sea but now
it is just another big buoy.
The wind continued to increase as the Hook came over the
horizon and the sun came out to give us a splendid beat into
Dunmore East where we tied alongside at 11.50. This being
my old home port I kept my head right down and did not
show my nose above the quay until we had had a good sleep
and we were all prepared for the next leg. It was to be a
midnight departure so we started with a visit to the Sailing
Club where I was delighted to be greeted like a long lost son
and to find that most of their cruiser fleet was departing next
morning westward bound.
The forecast was for W/NW 3/5 later 6 on the South West
coast but no sooner had we put our nose around Black Knob
outside the harbour at 0130 than we were flattened. We put
back into shelter to put two reefs and to change down jibs,
and headed out again into almost flat calm! The rest of the
night was equally frustrating and with the wind now firmly in
the west progress was slow. In fact the log for later that
Saturday reads;
12.05 port tack towards Ballycotton.
14.00 starboard tack seaward.
15.00 port tack towards Power Head.
16.00 starboard tack W of the Smiths By.
We were in fact making about 2.5 miles west every hour, but
it was nice in the sun and what did matter that it was only
supposed to be a quick delivery cruise! We went into Kinsale,
alongside at 01.30, just twenty four hours from Dunmore.
The noon forecast on Sunday 2nd August was interesting for
what it didn’t tell us. It gave us W. or W.N./W. F.3 to 4
occasionally 5 visibility moderately poor and we motored out

of Kinsale at 14.00 with little or no wind. The 17.55 gave
W.F.2/4 with patches of rain, drizzle and fog and at 20.30 we
found ourselves off Galley Head, in fog, visibility 1 mile and
closing fast. In fact when we tacked out to sea we lost the
Head within minutes and I had to start navigating in earnest. I
decided to stand on because I wanted to get to Baltimore
without further delay and because I knew that if I did get lost,
I could always head south for the night.
It was a most interesting exercise. On my next inshore tack I
was fortunate to pick out High Island, and this encouraged me
to continue. I remembered from Reed’s suuplement that there
was a new cardinal mark at the Stags Rocks named the
Kowloon Bridge light buoy, and I decided that if I could pick
it up on my next leg I would comtinue, otherwise it would
run south and heaveto until the fog lifted. Every cloud has a
silver lining and the wreck of the Kowloon Bridge provided
that mark on a previously dark and dangerous stretch of coast.
Not having corrected my charts before I set sail I had first to
mark it in, on what I must confess is one of those lovely old
black and white vintage charts which still find a place in my
chart drawer. We picked the light up before we had run our
distance and soon after as the wind dropped and had gone right
ahead we dropped the jib and motored on a course for Kedge
Island just over four miles away.
Just as I was getting anxious I picked up the loom of a light
through the fog, which lifted abruptly to let us see not only
that it was the Fastnet, but to reveal the coast with the fog
bank behind us to the east. However I was not out of the
wood yet, because I could not pick up Barrack Point light on
Sherkin Island. There was a light there but I could not decide
if it was a lighthouse or not. Its characteristic bore no
resemblance to that given in Reed’s but eventually I felt
confident that I had identified the Loo Rock buoy and headed
in. I had a vague memory of having seen a Notice to Mariners

earlier in the year that the Baltimore light had been changed,
but it certainly was not in the Supplement. So, at 04.15 Ring
Of Kerry anchored off the Abbey on Sherkin after a most
satisfactory delivery cruise, made all the more so by hearing
later in the day that a number of larger boats with much
bigger crews had not made it through the fog but were forced
to spend the night off shore.
We had ten days of glorious weather in Baltimore, not
venturing far from the Sailing Club into which our I.C.C.
Vice Commodore Hugh Kennedy had introduced us as
members for the season. For an afternoon we had the
tranquility of Horeshoe Harbour all to ourselves in the
sunshine. We did compete in the Cape Clear regatta, and won
a prize ( so did everyone else!) in spite of the fact when the
starting gun went we were frimly moored by a rope which the
skipper had picked up around the propellor as we went to
leave North Harbour. Eventually, it was the skipper himself
who had to dive in and clear it. I wonder what is the use of
carrying as plethora of fore-deck gorillas when one has to do
the really essential jobs oneself?. Anyway, the crew were very
decorative and isisted that really they had enough room for sun
bathing on Ring of Kerry’s deck.
I had no readily available crew for the return journey and I
didn’t look about energetically for any, because I had it in my
mind now that Brenda was performing so well that I would trysome single handed sailing. The forecast on the evening of
Wednesday 13th August was very suitable, and when I cast
off at 04.00 on Thursday morning there was in fact no wind at
all. There was a lumpy confused sea off Baltimore and a fair
amount of fog as I motored out.
It was almost noon before there was enough wind to get the
engine off, which I was very relieved to do. Brenda does not
perform under engine, and being single handed I had been on
the tiller since I left. The wind continued to increase

Every cloud has a silver lining. The new Kowloon Bridge light buoy at the Stags Rocks in the misty light of dawn.
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Ring of Kerry at 6.6 knots with Brenda at the helm! Photo: C~P. McHenry

Buoys do wander. The Helvick ligh buoy is towed into harbour
Photo: C.P. McHenry

throughout the afternoon, and changed down from the genoa
to No.1 and then took that down and ran under main alone. I
was well offshore, but the radio was alive with wailing and
gnashing of teeth as the miles and miles of salmon nets were
encountered closer in. It was a fabulous day, sunshine and
warmth with Brenda in charge I had nothing to do but to talk
to myself out loud and discuss and debate the merits of
various courses of action.
Part of the out loud debate was whether to go into Youghal
for the night or not. Single handed sailing along the coast is I
assume very different from deep sea sailing where one can take
a chance and go below for a few hours at a time. I had an
alarm timer with me and when I did lie down I always set it
for 20 minutes just in case I did fall asleep. I was quite relaxed
and was not at all tired so I kept on for Helvick where I could
anchor, which I find a lot easier to do than coming alonside
by myself. About 22.30 I started navigating for Helvick, and
things did not seem to add up. My fix off the Helvick light
buoy seemed way out, but as I could just make out the Head
in the gloom I went in and anchored in the usual spot just
north of the harbour, it was very steady, no roll, but the
westerly breeze was still enough and I would be careful about
anchoring there in very strong westerlys.
The following morning the mystery was solved. As I stuck
my head out of the hatch at the very civilised hour of nine o’
clock, a trawler was just towing the Helvick buoy into the
Harbour and I heard on the radio that they had found it drifting
out to sea earlier that morning. I must admit that the previous
night the thought had not struck me that it might be out of
postion, now I suppose that every time my fixes do not add
up, I’ll assume that the buoy was moved!
Away with the tide at eleven and by midday the engine was
off. The log says that it is a glorious morning, very little
wind, drifting along about three knots, tapes on, fishing lines
out, this is what cruising is all about! I was off the Hook
about 16.00 and decided to that I would go across St.Patrick’s
bridge. Conditions were just right, it would be about half tide,
there was no sea and the visibility was perfect. But as I
realised the point of no return on a dead run with the genoa
goose winged and a preventor on the main, the wind rose and I
found myself heading for the bridge at six knots, wondering if
I really was in the middle, in fact sure that I was much too
close to the north Saltee Island. But all was well, I went
across with a minimum depth of 15 feet.
Again I wanted to avoid a harbour for the night and
particularly Rosslare which I have never gone into and in
which I understand the facilities for yachts to be poor. I had
not been to Came either but I decided to try it and anchored off

at 22.00 as the light faded. It was tricky enough getting in,
the sort of approach which is so much easier when one can do
the navigation while the crew does the steering. Time runs
out very quickly when one is trying to plot a fix at dusk and
Brenda is insisting on maintaining her course. However, I
have also sailed with many live crew who don’t respond to
shouts either! It is a good spot to overnight either before or
after going around the comer, but there was quite a roll and
with the outlying rocks and the rocks off the pier one would
need to be compos mentis on the approach. The run from
Helvick had taken me eleven hours.
Another civilised start from Came, time for a nice big
breakfast and to do the washing up before the departure.
Another advantage of single handing, the only cup being used
is your own! More sailing in the sun, and I decided to go up
inside the banks for the first time. By noon I was doing over
six knots and with the tide under me I went through the
Sluice like water out of a bath. Nerves started to give under
the strain and the genoa had to come down, not so easy with
only Brenda on board but she held a very steady course. It was
a hectic run, with speed up to 7 knots under main alone, the
sea was on the starboard quarter.
And then I came again to Wicklow Head. Again the tide was
turning but in contrast to the way down there was a lot of
wind and with the wind against tide the seas were getting up
and I started to surf down the front of the waves. Even then I
was not making any discernible progress against the tide, in
fact I felt I was in fact being carried sideways towards the
banks. When I recorded over 9 knots I felt things were really
out of control so I had to round up and lie ahull while I put in
two reefs. All the time I was being carried south by the tide in
spite of the strong wind and in the end it took me 4.5 hours
to get from Arklow to just the north of Wicklow Head. Next
time I will be arranging my departure times so that I don’t
just meet the turning tide at a headland.
From there it was downhill all the way. The wind kept up
until well after dark and I was able to leave Brenda on the
helm while I ate dinner in solitary state. (It was only the
remains of yesterday’s stew but it tasted great!) The lights of
Bray and the glow of the city were in the foreground with the
Wicklow mountains a beautiful backdrop behind. Through the
pier heads at 01.05 and so to my home mooring.
What I thought of before I left as rather a slog, sailing along
coasts I knew very well between familiar anchorages, turned
out to be one of the most enjoyable cruises I have made. I
was only in to one place I hadn’t been before, Came but that
even has encouraged me to explore more of the little spots so
well documented in our Sailing Directions. The navigation in
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Ring of Kerry with Brenda on the stem

(taken

at the East Coast Rally, Port Dinorwick).

Photo: R. Beirne

the fog into Baltimore gave me much pleasure while the trip
back was by far the longest single handed sail I have ever
made. At Wickow Head on the way back my heart was in my
mouth for a good two hours but in spite of that I look forward
to more such singlehanded sailing. This winter’s work will
include further modifications to make it easier and safer, so if
you do come across Ring of Kerry next season and get no
response to your wave, it will be because Brenda is well
brought up and won’t wave back to strange boats!

\
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Verve in Scotland
James Osborne and Arthur Magan

Verve is a wooden 38ft yawl. The crew for this year’s trip
consisted of Arthur Magan, Danny Watson, Julie Micheal and
James Osborne (skipper). A fifth crew member, Gerry Van
Soest, was drafted on board in Stornaway for the second week.
Danny ( otherwise known as Wattie) had accompanied James
and Arthur to the Azores in 1986, and this trip would only be
his second venture on the high seas. Danny’s great asset (apart
from his wonderful company) was his culinary skills, and his
ability to brandish a wooden spoon when all else is in chaos.
The galley became his territory, anyone attempting to
approach was beaten back with a rolling pin. His tour de force
was brown bread mix baked everyday on a bisuit-tin lid. As a
result the sole female member of the crew was redundant, amd
fulfilled a purely decorative role. The skipper invited her on
the understanding that the bikini would also get an airing regardless of climate. She and Danny were the novices and
refused to succumb to the technical jargon, so upstairs and
downstairs, left and right, parking etc were strictly adhered to.
After the normal amount of panic we managed to leave
Dun Laoghaire at 19.35 on Saturday 13th June, weighed down
with huge stews, one fruitcake the size of Rockall and another
slightly smaller, 200 cans of beer and much fun, optimism
and excitement. We motored most of the way up the Irish
Sea, as skipper wanted to get "up" as quickly as possible, and
had no intentions of trying to sail into nothing.
Sunday morning cleared up, although bitterly cold, sunny
and clear. Julie being both the youngest and surrounded by
men, was of great concern to James as regards her moral
welfare. He was most keen to get her to the relevant
institution. We anchored in the aptly named Church Bay off
Rathlin, in time for tea (and the tides). After which some
serious sailing started! The wind came round a little, the sea
wasn’t enormous, it wasn’t raining but it was extremely cold
(expletive deleted!). Julie’s watch that night was from 2-4,
with the wind dropping to a F.2 A midst the calm sea there
appeared to be breakers ahead, similar to what one would find
on a beach. There was no way of going around them, so she
glibly handed over to Wattie, with the instructions to wake
James when he got closer. James was duly called, came up for
a look as Julie went off to the heads. Quite suddenly Verve
started pitching and rolling in no ordinary manner. Julie shot
out of the heads, staying there would have meant certain
death, to find the boat in the midst of overfalls! In the middle
of the clam we had hit waves 8/10 foot high coming from all
directions. Danny valiently held on, only later did we discover
that he thought this was a normal occurence! Arthur calmy
slept through all the trauma and excitement, a true sailor!
Monday the 15th was uneventful, wind N.W. variable,
which meant the engine got plenty of use.
Monday night was a fabulous nights sailing. The clarity of
light was quite incredible. We had been blessed with clear
skys and a pale sun, but it was extremely cold - it could have
been March. The 12 to 2 watch had the red glow from the
setting sun behind the lower Hebrides, with Skye to starboard.
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Skipper came on from2-4 and watched the red glow move
across in front of him to become the dawn. Another endless
occupation was watching the gannets fishing, dropping from a
height of 30 foot they look as if their invisible strings had
been snipped.
Tuesday the 16th - wind died in the morning, engine was
on, when two porpoises came to visit and play along for half
an hour. Wonderful sun all day, various "smalls" were washed
and hung out, making the boat look like a floating tenement.
That evening was our first overnight stay, a sure cause for
celebration. We anchored amongst the Summer Isles, in a
place called Tanera tucked in behind an island, looking rather
like Donegal except that the place was crawling with fish
farms. Being so efficient we had run out of diesel. Danny,
having Scottish ancestors, was nominated to row ashore and
do some hard bargaining. This caused immense hiliarity, as he
was deposited in the dinghy, on his own, and handed the
rowlocks and oars. The confusion and utter despair on his face
was frightening, espeically when he announced the Serpentine
was his normal boating territory.
Wednesday the 17th
on to Badcall Bay within
Eddrachilliis Bay. Passed the old man of Stoar, which for
some reason everyone took great care to point out to the lone
female. We manouvered around some small islands inot a tiny
nook of a place for the night. A manse loomed in the
distance, now converted into a hotel, so we trotted along to
warm the little cockles of our hearts. A meticulous,
impersonal bar awaited us, but this didn’t inhibit us from the
lashing into the pints in weUies, manky hair ( Verve is rather
short on the hot baths), woolie jumpers and Danny’s four day
designer stubble. All the residents floated by on their way into
dinner, viewing us with certain mild curiosity, which had
changed to repungence as they made their way to bed at 21.45.
The eventual trek back to the boat was loud and noisy - trying
to maintain some semblance of the perpendicular aided by
Percy French is not advisable.
Thursday 18th - The next morning James appeared with a
damaged leg, having abused his shin against various rocks on
the way home. Arthur nursed a headache, whilst Danny and
myself were packed off on a two mile hike to the shops in
Scourie to cure any ills we might have acquired.
Around the corner from Eddrachillis Bay is a place called
Loch Cairnbawn, about three miles long. We sailed down
Loch Cairnbawn with the spinnaker up. As James uses the
lovely old Admiralty charts (slightly out of date), we came
around the corner to be faced with a huge bridge. Skipper
nearly keeled over, spinnaker came down. engine slammed on,
panic. No height was indicated, Arthur climbed the mast, we
kept on going and of course we had feet to spare. Around the
corner was ferry point and a hotel, to which we retired to help
skipper recover, but they had closed. The Scots very
obviously did not have the Irish drinking habits. Back to the
boat, up with the spinnaker and off down the very spectacular
Loch Glencoul, with mountains straight up from the water.

~Ne anchored off a large rock at the end which was covered in
seals who were not the least perturbed by our presence.
Arthur and Julie set off for a waterfall which could be seen up
the valley. James went fishing with Heather’s best flies and a
burning ambition to feed us on trout, Danny sat on a
convenient rock, his walk to Scourie being quite enough for
one day. They plodded along the shore, and into an enormous
valley which opened up ahead with with a magnificant
waterfall. It hadn’t rained for at least six weeks, Yet it made
Powerscourt seem a dribble.
They eventually staggered back, the prospect of James’s
fish looming large. Sadly his audience of friendly seals was
hardly condusive to any passing fish. Danny caused some
hilarity that evening. He ventured upstairs for a pee, and
rapidly reappeared looking rather pink about the face.
Appparently he had been busily occupied when he heard a
large belch. Knowing the rest of the crew were down below,
he looked around in embarressment and some fear the
perpretator, merely to find a seal had surfaced out of curiosity
alongside.
Friday 19th - Off back down the bay under engine, wind
N.N.W F.3 and misty, in search of Stomaway, Gerry Van
Soest and provisions. Possibly the coldest and greyest
morning to date. Julie managed to sleep for 17 of the next 24
hours, so missed the excitememnt of the mizzen staysairs
outing, another favourite toy of the Skipper’s. Found a small
spot just down from Stornaway (Loch Grimshader). The
intense cold prompted James to get the heater going, creating
flames and noise to equal a space-shuttle. The heads lived up
to any jokes one could think of, Navigator Magan was "into
them head ftrst" to quote the log, to repair the acccumulating
damage.
Saturday 20th - Into Stornaway harnour full of pretty
little trawlers and a customs man who came and wrote out
documents in bi. tri, amd quaduplicate, and then asked one of
us to come with him so he could give us a photocopy! Danny
went shopping with an enormous list. We were most
intirgued with how he was going to carry everything, but he
was quite adament about his capabilities. Presently the rest of
us left the boat and headed off towards the town, just as
Danny reappeared, trotting along with an enormous shopping
trolley full to the brim all the brawny fishermen nearly fell
off the quay!
Jerry arrived and we managed to get into the pub. From
there to a sports complex for a glorious swim and shower. We
left Stornaway mid-afternoon, James feeling relaxed, so only
went around the corner to a spot which could only be reached
by weaving through many small islands. Gerry put us all to
shame by producing an enormous pair of leggings (
admittently he is no slyph) and matching jacket in day-glo
yellah and red. He looked like a serious Yottie, and ruined
Verve’s tough macho image. We couldn’t be serious sailores
with kit like that aboard.
Sunday 21st - A finwhale played alongside as we headed
for Loch Seaforth. First Mate/navigator had now acquired the
laudatory title of Sanitary Officer Magan. Dull day, but as we
arrived the evening sun put in a brief appearence in honour of
the occasion. Spinnaker went up, mackerel line (
optimistically) went over the edge. It would have been fun to
go up in this immensely long loch, but we parked about half
way, Ardvourlie on the chart. The burgee had become
entangled round the top of the main mast, and being a
feminist boat the lone female was "volunteered" to travel in
the bosun’s chair. All went very innocously except every time
Jerry moved from one side of the boat to the other, the mast
would begin to slew back anf forth ominously. That
completed, Arthur and Julie tried fishing from the dinghy, but
the absence of takers meant Danny had to produce roast lamb
and mint sauce as a substitute.

Verve

Monday 22nd - Came out of Seaforth mid-morning. Sun
was actually getting quite hot. At the mouth we met a lobster
fisher, or so we assumed. We came alongside and we
discovered that he was hauling in pots or prawns. We traded
two huge saucepans in exchange for a couple of cans of lager
and some cigarettes. On from there James decided to man a
serious onslaught on the bikini. He turned off the engine and
we drifted in blissful hot sun for an hour gobbling prawns.
The prawn man had reliably informed us that the only
hostelry in the area was Rodel, but had long since closed, and
the nearest was now Leverburgh. By some funny coincidence
we were heading for Leverburgh. James and company headed
off, Arhtur and Julie remained to tidy the boat. Then they
followed towards the village approximately a mile away. No
hostel reared its ugly head, no smell of drink or raucous
singing assailed us. We then discovered that we did have to go
to Rodel, four miles away! Happily a lift came along, and
deposited us on the front door of the hotel, or the remains of.
Jerry’s trendy gear and the rest of the crew materialised out of
the smoke and Scotsmen, they had long since passed the beer
stage, and were gradulally working their way through various
brands of Scotch. We could have been in any tiny pub in
some backstreet in Ireland. A song was even belting out from
the far side of the room. This encouraged Jerry to display his
musical talent with the spoons, after which the Irish
contingent needed little encouragement. Magan’s tender solo
rendition of "Monto" silenced the place. Like decent Irishmen
we were the last to leave the place and made the pier clutching
a bottle of the best local sample. A quick waltzing lesson on
the pier, into the dinghy and back to the boat to demolish
saucepans of frankfurters and another little singalong, for
which we were joined by a a rather large peasant women
wearing strange head gear (this is an obscure reference to
Jerry’s fancydress)
Tuesday 23rd - From Leverburgh cut through the Sound
of Harris to the Monarch islands. These island are rather like
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large sand-dunes, although they were once inhabited. The
smallest, most westerly has a 150ft. lighthouse, built from
redbrick in the late 1800s. Now disused, we went ahore for a
prowl. Danny had voted for his local Green Party - This came
in for much flak, the rest of us being staunch right-wing ....
so we freed a sheep caught in a lobster pot a commendation
was telegraphed to his party candidate. Metal sheets for use
during storms had been put up to keep scavengers out, but
some had long since collapsed, leaving both the light itself
and the building accessible. Pigeons were nesting on the stairs
and in every corner, the place was full of birds ( happily we
were all wearing wellies). We trooped around every room,
hauling open stiff doors and peering in cupboards. Climbing
the spiral stairs to the light itself was very hazardous and
disconcerting, as all sense of space is lost in the pitch black.
Just as everyone’s tickers were about to give up we came into
a room below the light. It had a round hole about 4ft. across
forming a shaft to ground level. Julie thought it might be an
oening for a small lift so they could haul up their cups of tea,
but apparently it is for weights which turned the light. Above
that was the light itself. We amused ourselves by climbing in
and out and peering at each other, making the most horrific
faces. The outside window had a tiny ledge 8 inches wide
running around for cleaning. No wonder they can’t get any one
to man it! Definately not for the faint-hearted.
Our anchorage for the night was by the neighbouring
island. To reach it, we had to negotiate a shallow, very rocky
shoal which was the most nerve-racking part of the trip. We
managed it successfully, Skipper swearing never again,
followed by very stiff whiskies to recuperate. Enormous seals
came for a look, calling to each other with a lovely low
haunting whoo whoo. Danny was left to slave over a hot
stove, the rest of us rowed ashore for a walk. We negotiated a
bank covered with nesting fulmars, carefully keeping our
respectful distance incase any of them decided to spit their foulsmelling oil at us - fulmar comes from the Norse word "fly-
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mar" meaning vomiting bird! We negotiated some shallows
with rolled trouser legs, intending to head for the deserted
village which never got any closer. We did encounter some
wildlife - five bird watchers - to whom we we briefly chatted.
Serious knit- your - own - yogurt people, they patiently
watched us plough through the birds they had just settled in to
observe.
Back to the dinghy in twilight, to find the tide well out,
with rocks slipperyer than the Cresta run to negotiate. We
managed to man handle the dinghy down and everyone piled
in, whereupon she settled upon a rock with a satisfyling
crunch, we removed ourselves off that, and promptly sat on
another, James getting paler as he surveyed the surrounding
rock shallows. Gerry decided (having briefed us on his army
days) to be the complete hero, and stripped and into the water.
All very well, but the inevitable happened and he suddenly
subsided, up to his waist in water bellowing like a bull. Julie
ears were covered by her fellow boatmen out of modesty.
Eventually after much hilarity we came back to the boat to
find the spuds boiling, and Danny suitably sympathetic.
Wednesday 24rth - 45 miles out from the Monarch is
St.Kilda, our next and last destination before Donegal. James
and Arthur had been there briefly two years ago, the rest of us
knew nothing so a brief history was consumed by all. After a
ten hour sail we arrived at this spectacular island group, which
contains the largest sea stack in Europe, the largest gannetry
and the largest puffinry. The original inhabitants had evolved
a peculiar, indigenous existence, living on gannets, fulmars
and their eggs. The bird feathers, used for stuffing matresses
for the battle of Waterloo, were their main sources of income,
as was the fulmar oil. Eventually modem society changed all,
and their unique ways of living became corrupted. Their
parliamentary system of meeting once a week to divide the
work to be done disappeared, as did their egalitarian approach
to their neighbours - the annual bird harvest was distributed
equally amongst their neighbours. The Victorian penchant for
anything strange compounded their downfall. Steamer loads of
people Would land on the island to have their photographs
taken with these peculiar people who scaled 2000 ft. cliffs to
catch birds. The St.Kildans capitalised on the easy money,
knitting socks from the rare Stay sheep wool, and gradually
their infrastructure fell apart. Younger islanders moved off,
until only a handful were left, to be evacuated in the 1930s.
This event caught the public imagination and sparked the
most horrific media voyeurism and explotation. The resettled
St. Kildans ended up in obscure regions on the mainland,
falling prey to disease and in poorly paid jobs. All very sad,
and it gives the island a peculiar atmosphere. We had a walk
around, as the National Trust own it and have restored the
church and school, and made the museum in one of the
cottages. The Brtish Army have a tracking station here, and
we availed of their hospitality in the "Puff-Inn" (which
merited enormous heads the next day).
Thursday 25th - Wimbldon rained off, Lord’s rained out,
great sun in Scotland. Left St.Kilda in a superb N.W.F.5
gusting 6. Perfect for the home run to Mulroy Bay. Stayed
good for most of the day, but as we drew closer to Ireland,
cloud came up and the wind died. Land was sighted at
aboutl6.00 on Friday 26th. The boat’s final destination was
the head of Mulroy Bay, where James’s parents have a small
island. Contact was made with the mainland on Saturday for
baths, food and the Derby, how well-timed, a fitting end to a
wonderful two weeks!

A Funny Thing Happened on the way to
the Forties
Jack Coffey
From Dun Laoghaire South, this summer, there was a great
urge to avoid the usual exodus from the Bay through the
Dalkey Sound cataract. The rationale behind this
swashbuckling fancy was having the time available and the
thoughts of a prolonged passage ahead. I also had the desire,
for once, to get out there with the heavies off the Kish and
then, further south, not to become addled with all this stuff of
whether to go inside or outside the Banks, or favouring the
Sluice, by squeezing through the RAM and RUSK for good
measure. Admittedly, this chicanery is often a good exercise
in preparation for the French fishermen of the North of Biscay
ports that take up nightly residence on the borders of the
continental shelf. These multi-illuminated trawlermen that
hunt the Sole Banks in packs (often up to 15 vessels) require
a very special vigilance.
I boarded MEG on a beautiful sunny Saturday afternoon in
mid-August with not even the "God of the west wind",
Charlie "Zephyr" in working mood. I was suspicious of just
one feature of my iminent departure. Could it be that I had
everything packed and stowed in accordance with the family
lists ? I suppose it was possible but it didn’t seem feasible
that the only article I could clip a "negative" on helpful
Michael Power’s query, as he swung the launch for base, was
"matches". I couldn’t make myself heard to him that I had half
a dozen lighters. He is one who doesn’t lightly throw a smile,
is Micheal Power, so on his rapid return with a twelve pack
of Cara matches, I didn’d dare say that I had lighters or that I
found them the easiest, cleanest dryest sparks for lighting the
stove.
With absolutely no motion from the sea in the early
evening, I sat in the cockpit in great luxury on a special
rubber cushion I had purchased to relieve my "situpon" during
the coming months, and downed a hefty gin and tonic. I
marvelled at the compactness of the small can of quinine,
ostensibly for use in aircraft, and a must for yachties,that is if
yachties drink gin ! From my moorings I have a clear view of
two of the waterfront clubs. After racing on this pet of an
afternoon, the balconies were full to the brim with discussion,
the entire picture akin to a break between acts at the theatre
and just as difficult to collar a drink, I bet ! I felt happy to be
alone with MEG, especially as there would be no hassel about
getting oneself to gether for some social evening to come.
And, indeed, lucky that it was not blowing a howler, which
would have been decidedly uncomfortable. However, enjoy the
moment of leisure when you get it. As always when starting
out there are the "perishables", prepared with loving care,
some cooked, some extensively wrapped to prolong their life,
all strictly "best before 48 hours". I downed a pleasant bowl
of strogonoff with a glass or two of Rioja, Grand Condal
1983.
In the cockpit in these sublime conditions, having a meal
with that Italian- American, A1 Fresco, is simply seeking
honours in the art. Higher up the league might be that
stainless steel barbeque fitting for the push-pit. I saw these
used extensively in the States and the weather was not any
better than our own. The meat was certainly cheaper.
Still no wind at 05.30 next morning as we motor out for

the Kish. The ebb was on and we made some headway. Later a
S.W. favoured and we were sailing quickly, albeit not on
course. Unfortunately the gentle wind was coming right up
the Irish Sea which meant continual tacking. This working to
windward in such light airs went on for the remainder of
Sunday the 16th August with little solid progress south and
nothing remarkable, other than passing close to the Codling
Lanby. A warm sunny day followed with the wind again fitful
and eventually falling away together. We rounded the Tuskar
that evening having logged one hundred and forty miles on the
Walker Knot master. The passage down had taken 36 hours
and the Rhum line, Dun Laoghaire-Tuskar, 66 miles.
Altogether extremely hard work by oneself. Off the Raven
Point, Wexford, in the North Shear, I talked with Edgar Lucas
in Tudor Rose, on his way home after a super cruise on the
South Coast.
The leisurely pace down the East Coast came to a halt
rather abruptly as we negotiated the Tuskar in failing light.
My Locata Watchman (radar detector) was buzzing continually
as we entered the Inshore Traffic Separation Zone. The plan
on rounding the comer was to get as much westing as
possible. I headed for the Fastnet, which gave me within a
few miles of 10° west. This course is recommended in chapter
9.07.01, page 140 of "Ocean Passages for the World",
published by the Hydrographer of the Navy, Taunton,
Somerset. It goes on to say "From 10° or 12° W shape a
course to pass Madeira at any convenient distance, giving a
wide berth to Cabro Finisterre’ but above all it says to keep
clear of the bay of Biscay even standing N.W. if need be. This
was my endeavour.
It rained heavily during the early morning and I took
advantage of it by hanging one of my plastic buckets with a
homemade wire attachment to the gooseneck. In a very short
time I had filled two 5 gallon buckets with the greatest of
ease. This was an operation I had read about, an operation that
was of vital importance for a long passage. I transferred the
contents via a generous funnel to a flexible water tank made
by Plastimo. All in all a satisfacory happening. The wind
veered westerly and it became impossible to hold the 250°
bearing for the Fastnet. More windward work in rain, fog and
lumpy seas and then no wind. Eventually saw the Rock
portion only of this world famous Lighthouse, the light and
slender tower were hidden in the mist. Talked with a keeper,
rounded the Fastnet Rock and headed south. I was well into a
big "fry-up" before we finally ridded ourselves of the
symphony in four movements which sounded as if it came
through some bent or crashed trombone every 60 seconds.
They were bellows that one wouldn’t write home about but
dramatic in their bullroaring.
I had noticed that there had been about four days in a row
without sun at the appropriate time for sight taking. Had one
not had alternate means it would have been stretching the old
D.R.’s a wee bit. The wind had now backed suddenly just to
make things difficult. Beating with the noise from the wind
generator is alarming but, unfortunately, necessary. This
Ampair 100 is a wind driven alternator capable of supplying
100 watts of electrical power for a 12 volt battery. I have it
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some feet higher than head high. It has been very successful
and allows me to use the Walker Sat/Nav 560 as much as I
want. The tripod did look a little incongruous at first and I
wondered how I would put up with its appearance but then
when one pieces together the gadget’s enormous benefits, the
aesthetic considerations go for an early shower. For deep water
sailing I warmly recommend a wind generator by Ampair of
Arundel, and not available through the discount houses.

Ampair 100 generator on tripod working overtime

Photo: J. Coffey

The barometer sank 6 mb. last evening and we went tearing
away in a F.6 with rain and misery about. In fact I had to
admit that it was so uninviting, so utterly wretched outside,
that I decided, like a man steeped in good seamanship! I
wouldn’t take in any reefs tonight, I’ll chance it. It became a
near gale from the South but petered out in the early hours,
thank God ! I seemed to have lost some of my westing for a
fix later on read, 50029’ N by 08049’ W. At this point we are
moving along to a steady westerly and the logs agree that the
500 n.m mark for MEG OF MUGLINS has been completed.
Its about time we showed some movement south for we must
have been going around in circles trying to beat the
southerlies. We are now seven days out and are heading to
pass west of Madeira, some 1200 n.m south. The wind backs
to the south and our best course is 150°. It is as near as we
can get to the wind. I tried the other tack and it nearly brings
us home. Saturday 29th August I made the following
comment in my log. "Clumsy today, knocked over
everything. I seem to have spent the day on my knees
swabbing up all the mess I made ! It looked a poor evening
coming up so I took in two reefs and will be ready for the
worst. Barometer drops from 1013 to 1009 mb. Speed holds.
We have had a dreadful evening, night and early morning.
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For the last 18 hours we have been flying along in a F. 6/7.
It has been most uncomfortable. I have been glued to the
barometer and it has paid off, for a rise in noticeable, 1.5 mb,
and all round is a happier sight. Motion much easier. A fix
shows a great leap south and, which is all important, the
clawing back of some 02° westing. I feel really good about
the westing for I was on a deteriorating track for some days
past trying to evade the southerlies.
On my eighth day at sea, Sunday 23rd August, at 16.10
our position being 47° 13’ N by 11°.84’ W bearing 270°,
barometer 1017 mb and sailing at 5 knots while making a
simple tack, if a tack is ever simple when singlehanded, I got
entangled in the main sheet and took off with the gybe, like a
catapult, ending with my side against the cockpit seat
coaming.
How I got into the cockpit sole I don’t remember but lying
there I do remember having considerable pain, not unlike a
blowlamp being applied to my side over a large area,
difficulty in breathing and relief that there was no blood about
or in my mouth. I was shattered to think that this error in
timing might put in question the continuation of my voyage.
The whole business was sickening.
I don’t know how long I lay in the cockpit but I do
remember being amused at the thought of sneaking a look
skywards to see had the vultures started to gather yet. It was
evening before I had the courage to move. The yacht had to be
made safe while I rested and decided what to do. I brought both
sails amidships and tied up the wheel the best I could. I lay on
my bunk for two days. Lying down had little joy as each
movement of the boat went through my frame and produced
the blowlamp. I had an extensive first aid kit with me but I
could not put a bandage round my ribcage myself, even if I
had the cuourage to try. We were "hove-to" for three days in
which time I had appeared on deck as little as possible.
During a sunny period on one of these days I got forward and
dropped the working jib. I then put three reefs in the main and
in all MEG could now stand up to most weather. Right now
the weather is reasonable but I cannot operate on the foredeck.
I’ll just have to wait.
On the 26th August, some three days after the acccident, I
decided to call it a day and return to Dublin. I had no idea
whether there was anything seriously wrong or not, therefore I
believe it to be a prudent decision. The day turned out to be a
good sailing day but I could not still go forward to raise the
jib.
On Friday the 28th August I hoisted the jib but held the
reefs in although the barometer was well up and rising, from
1016 to 1027 mb.The course is 355° and we are moving at 6
knots. The log is reading 800 N.M. I talked to a David
Anscombe on board his ketch Lindis Sarme Castle. He
suggested coming over to me and applying the cage bandage
but I felt this was not on. The next day I spoke to my wife
through Valentia Radio. It was a soft dry summer day, not
warm but pleasant. We got a fix which read 48°.45’ N by
10049’ W on a course of 355° T. The Tuskar was on a bearing
of 041°T and 270 N.M. distance. Now that I am returning
with fresh water to spare, I have a huge steep of all soiled
clothes used to date and more important, wash myself which
reveals a massive blood bruising from under my left arm to
my bottom. The biggest black eye I have ever seen. I’m still
on pain killers.
I had a rough night and morning with the North Britanny
fishing fleet. They remind me of the Comanche Raiders. First
one appears, then another and soon they circle the horizon and
there is no way out. The 1000 N.M. went up today the 30th
August, 50°37’N by 10°.02"~V with a day’s run of 96 N.M.
Total, since departure from Dun Laoghaire, 1,022.64 N.M.
Last two days’ runs are 99 N.M. and 96 N.M. which suggests
to me that for a heavily reduced sail plan these figures are very

The weather was still lovely during the afternoon, with a
southerly F.4 we raced on a bearing of 040°-060"1‘ giving us
room to seaward of the Tuskar, if the night really gets bad.
Log reads: "I did a lot of work today and I am panned out
now. rll have a drink in the sunshine. As you can see above,
this is the 18th day - not bad for an old man ! The night
comes and goes with a lot of wind and traffic around the
Tuskar separation zone. Absolutely no sign of the reported F.
9 for sea area, Lundy. Clear the lighthouse at 03.00,
sometimes in poor visibility.
Rush up the middle of the Irish Sea with a following wind
with no speed on the clock but invigorating and pass through
the Dalkey Sound to pick up my son from a local boat who
will operate my moorings and other heavy tasks I would not
be able to attempt. Finally, 19 days out and 1316 N.M.
sailed.
Meg in Plymouth Sound before the start of the 1984 Ostar Race
Photo: C. Coffey

respectable. I cooked a Dinty Moore for dinner, putting half
away for tomorrow. This division of spoils seems to make
the meal all the more appetising. I fried onions on the
glimmer and taken all round it was a memorable dinner. My
first meal for five days.
On the afternoon of the 1st September we closed with the
Gas Rigs off Cork and it was the 17th day of the voyage. We
headed for the Conninbeg and as the weather appeared to be
deteriorating we reefed again all the way down F.6/7
throughout the darkness. Days run 118N.M. and 1200 N.M in
total. In the morning, which was quite beautiful, we prepared
for heavy weather as there was a forecast of storm F.9. I bent
on the storm jib inside the working jib, there were
three reefs already in the main, so we prepared for action. I
note from my log "a good lunch and some gin makes all the
difference. Still a single-handed ship is the only way to sail".

Jack and Meg
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Dunn’s Ditties

The Commodore Writes On
A visit to Miss Daphne French
Your Commodore, Honorary Secretary and past-Commodore
John Guinness called to see Miss Daphne French in
Greystones on the 5th May, 1987. Miss Daphne French
joined the Irish Cruising Club in 1934 and carried out some
remarkable sailing in those formative years of our Club. In
calling to see her we spent a facinating afternoon talking
about life on board the Pamir and the L’Avenir. She told us
how the members of the Waterfront Club used to peer out
through the windows in search of exctiement. On one
particular occasion Miss French sailed the Embla into the
Harbour but the topsail became jammed and they were unable
to lower it. Rather than suffer any indignation the Embla was
put about as she sailed to sea again, re-entering the Harbour
after dark when the peering Waterfront eyes could no longer
see.
The Honorary Editor’s note in the 1936 Annual records:"Her crew consisted of three ladies and an old-time
Ringsend trawler-man. There were some caustic interludes in
this singular outfit; the trawler man on one occasion lodging
a Complaint that he was walked upon and that the ladies went
through more delph than the Shelbourne Hotel. But Miss
French proved herself and excellent ship’s master and
naviagator and pulled off a long cruise to the Hebrides most
creditably. Shortly afterwards she sailed with another lady
from Dublin for Australia in the Pamir - an Ericsson Fourmasted wind jammer and arrived at Port Lincoln in the
Spencer Gulf after a passage of 77 days."
Miss French’s log in the 1938 Annual is modestly entitled
"Round the World under Four Sticks". The opening paragraph
reads:"The Commodore of a certain Club told me one of
Ericsson’s famous sailing ships was at the South Wall getting
ready for sea. I took the next bus in that direction and
accompanied by a friend Miss Elizabeth Parsons boarded the
Pamir and asked to see the Captain, who at all events, in port
seemed fairly humane. I knew that Captains should not be
judged merely by their demeanour in port. We asked to be
taken on the Ship’s books for a voyage to Australia and after a
while when the Captain had got used to the look of us he
signed us on as stewardesses at one shilling per month."
Daphne and Miss Parsons sailed to Australia: They
completed the circum-navigation of the World aboard
L’Avenir and her final paragraph of the return voyage reads as
follows;
"There were seven deaths aboard - not all on the one day
but at intervals of a forthnight or so. These were days for
rejoicing not for mouring, for who could mourn when eating
pork".
There is little doubt that the niece of Percy French
inherited quite a lot of his special brand of humour. In 1940
Daphne sailed on Embla to Stockholm completing a cruise of
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2,500 miles in 44 days. The log advises us that the crew
comprised the following:"Skipper
Daphne French
Crew
Marjorie McPhee and
Harry Evans (paid Hand)"
It is a facinating account - witness the log entry for July
19th:"Harry went shopping and returned with someone called
Mary who had apparently given him good value"
Read into that what you will, Miss French told us that
Mary never in fact came aboard. All girls were known as
Mary to Harry who never failed to get what was needed for the
boat by using sign language.
Our Club can be justly proud of the achievements of Miss
Daphne French and it is therefore with great pleasure that we
are able to advise you that Miss French has been made a
Honorary Member of the Irish Cruising Club in recognition
of her great sailing achievements.
Robert Barr writes on
The West Coast of Scotland
While most of the British Isles was experiencing a monsoon
period in the latter half of August, Joliba basked in near
tropical conditions in the West of Scotland. We did have one
gale on the passage from Campbeltown to Craighouse, Jura,
but otherwise conditions were as good as I have known
anywhere. It was a particular pleasure to return once more to
Jura and Islay. We were surprised to find a Dublin man,
George Duncan from Skerries, is the cox of the Port Askaig
lifeboat. We received a great welcome from him and he kindly
showed us over the splendid Arran class lifeboat. He told us
that the average call-out time for lifeboats throughout the
British Isles is 3 hours, but his average is 11 hours due to the
exceptionally large area which his boat must cover and the
difficult conditions often encountered.
Campbeltown gave us much pleasure. We learned that the
harbour was dredged three years ago and there is now much
more space available than before. The harbour master, Archie
Stewart, is very agreeable and helpful. The pier has external
struts which create some (alongside an on-shore wind. Mr
Stewart was kind enough to solve) difficulties when lying
alongside the problem for us by providing a large length of
timber which we made up outside our fenders. The White Hart
Hotel is worth a major detour. There is a splendid dinner
menu for £10 per head which also included a litre of white
wine and a litre of red in the price. Dublin restaurants please
copy!
The outstanding new discovery we made was Portpatrick,
which of course, is well known to our Northern members but
rarely visited by boats from the South. The entrance is narrow
and, I gather, it is very difficult to get either in or out in a
strong westerly.
However, once inside, good shelter is provided in the

Daphne French (on right), Miss Parsons and Captain Mattson on the Pamir. 1936.

small harbour. There is a transit of two lights which is very
helpful in traversing the narrow entrance to what seems to
have been at one time an outer harbour. This aid is not
reffered to in the Clyde Cruising Club pilot. We found that
Portpatrick has a gastronomic jewel of rare delight - the
Crown tavern and restaurant. It was not surprising to learn
that the people of Galloway travel 50 miles and more to eat
there. It was one of the biggest discoveries we have made for a
long time. We also visited the Radio Station and had a very
kindly welcome from Geoff Brown, the manager and his staff.
It was good to meet in the flesh the disembodied voices we
have heard and spoken to so often over the years and to have
the opportunity of saying thank you for the outstanding
service they render to yachtsmen.
John P Bourke writes on
The Admirals Cup Campaign
1986 had been the year of quiet good sense during which
"Miss Fionnuala" revisited much of North-West France and
the South-West of England. By 1987 therefore, it was again
time to bid farewell to family and friends in favour of an
Admirals Cup campaign. The vehicle was "Jameson
Whiskey", a forty foot decked-in dinghy to be campaigned by
Richard Burrows and eight other racing nuts.
There followed three months of continuous work, during
which we saw much of Scotland at its best, a good deal of
Howth, and environs, and slightly too much of the South of
England. In any event we did achieve selection in a team that
went on to gain an acceptable fourth place in the series. It was
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all very exciting, fast, and totally devoid of creature comforts
in some 1500 miles of racing. It was also quite wonderful,
and in cruising terms, entirely pointless. I have however
ascertained that it is possible to navigate from the side deck in
all conditions if the electronics stay live, and even, at times,
if they don’t. This hi-tech information may be of some
interest to the cruising man, but personally I think that I shall
return to my chart-table, and to a rudder that remains
permanently in the water.
David Butler Writes on
Cruising to Cornwall and the Isles of Scilly
On Sunday 8th June we set sail in Condor for Newlyn. It
blew very fesh from N. or N.W., but moderated gradually as
we proceeded, and with such a fair wind we were able to be off
Land’s End by midnight on Monday. Indeed, we had arrived
there so unexpectedly quickly that the tides (luckily neaps)
were exactly wrong for rounding the Head, but with a
following wind and a relatively calm sea this proved
manageable - indeed the only problem was presented by the
Longships Lt.Ho. which, listed as Isophase white and red,
nonetheless showed white only, leaving me feverishly
researching in MacMillans the sequence of every light from
Faroes to Trafalgar. About three hours more saw us from the
Longships to Newlyn - including the time we required to
attempt "Newlyn", to find when between the harbour walls
that it was Mousehole (luckily at H.W.) and retire blushing to
Newlyn.
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David Butler’s Ruffian 8.5 "Condor"
That was a good sail, but most of the rest of the cruise was
motoring, winds being either foul in direction or non-existant;
but by this means we reached Falmouth, and thence via
Tresco (Island Hotel booked out for dinner but the New Inn
very tolerable) to Arklow, and so home. The final memory
was of the great courtesy of a Naval Service vessel which,
steaming straight towards us down the Irish Sea, turned first
to starboard then seeing that did not suit us because of a west
wind which we wanted to hold, beeped twice on her siren and
then turned to port for us. Would every member but me have
known that two blasts means "I am about to turn to port ?".
Dermot Byrne writes on
"The Spanish Mediterranean Around Alicante"
In September I visited some of the harbours each side of
Alicante in a non-members 36’ Westerly Conway ketch, and
pass on my impressions, with a special eye to winter
moorings. First, some general points. In Spanish
Mediterranean waters there are three methods of parking in
harbour - marina, public wall and anchoring off. Obviously,
for wintering, one has two choices, as one cannot leave a boat
at anchor unattended. Marinas are generally safe, both weather
and security wise, with water and electricity laid on, but can
be very expensive. The public walls may not be totally safe
for every wind direction, especially as one uses one’s own
anchor(s) which often get disturbed by other boats
movements, and generally security is dependent on other boat
owners living aboard. One hires a "guardian" to keep an eye
on warps, anchors, etc, ( there is an appointed one in each
harbour) but often lives away from the harbour. Cost reflects
the difference - we paid 900/1400 ptas per night in the
marinas, the walls cost about 5000 ptas per month. The
marina rate drops for winter - one can generally negotiate with
the operator - another avantage is that one can go sailing and
return to the same berth, whereas on the public wall, the berth
is up for grabs when vacated, even though the month has been
paid for in advance. There are always others at anchor awaiting
the opportunity !
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On entering most marinas, one positions fenders each side,
noses in, and an attendant ("marifiero") will indicate a slot.
One then reverses in and on passing the first stern line to the
mariflero, he will passs a line, attached to the shore, which,
when walked up the deck, becomes the bow line to be dropped
over the mooring cleat. The other method is to hook the
indicated buoy, pull in and attach the bow line affixed thereto,
then reverse in. On public walls one drops anchor from bow
to stern and then reverses/drives into position.
Thus armed, a quick look at the harbours visited.
MAR MENOR and Puerto Deportivo Tomas Maestra.
Entrance to both through two 20’ perches and a buoyed
channel of about a 1.5 mile. As a road bridge opens about the
hour for fifteen minutes, time your entry with care - the
channel is narrow without tie-up facilities. Short of the entry
to Mar Menor - a large lake from which salt is still extracted.
The marina is to port, slipways and workshops to starboard.
Marifieros will direct and hand over bow line. It is safe in all
weathers, but the shore facilities are pretty poor, three bar
/restaurants and souvenir shops. The nearest supermarket is
4km at Veneziola. In Mar Menor itself, one anchors.
Unfortunately, we didn’t enter it but we saw many boats so
doing.
TORREVIEJA: Real Club Nautico. Visitors use anchor
and moor on outer wall of marina, where directed from shore.
Inside berths are privately owned and not always available.
The outside berths are open to the harbour mouth and the
south, which is worrying in a S.W. wind and not tenable in a
S.W. gale. Showers, bar and tapas in the large club, which
opens into the centre of the town. Public wall is to port of
the harbour entrance, beyond the commercial wharf - but a
long walk to the town. Anchorage is between there and the
marina.
ALICANTE: Real Club de Regattas. Mooring buoy type
mariaa, safe in all weathers. Showers, tapa bar, restaurant and
phones in the club, which is situated centrally to the city.
Slipways workshops are adjacent. The public wall is generally
very safe weatherwise, is closer to the centre of town but also
to sewage outfall, heavy road traffic and night time street
market. There are a few water outlet and no elecrticity. There
is no room to anchor off, each side of the club. Alicante
airport serves this entire stretch of coast.
VILLAJOYOSA: Small harbour with a small fishing fleet.
The small marina is generally almost full, there fore one
anchors off. There are three slipways, workshops and a couple
of restaurants alongside the harbour. It is a good bolthole in a
Levante (E’ly), otherwise uncomfortable.
ABFEA: Real
Club Nautico. Bow line type
marina,visitors directed to the outer wall of the marina or
alongside head of pontoons inside. Safe in all weathers - the
nasty surge from the harbour entrance and fishing boat
movements will be eliminated this winter by a harbour wall
extension. All facilities in the club plus a coin operated
laundry, restaurants, supermarket, banks along the road to
town (2km). The public wall is well protected and there is a
lift out facility along with a small anchorage area.
PUERTO DEPORTIVO LUIS CAMPOMENE: Four
miles across the bay from Altea. Very safe bowline type
marina and public wall. Go along side the fuel pumps jetty at
the entrance. There is a liftout and there are workshops. At
present, shore facilities are poor - four restaurants, a tapa bar,
boutique and a mini market. Shopping is done in Altea (8km)
or Caple (10km), by taxi or own transport.
The public wall is also the bowline mooring typeand looks
to be very safe with ample water and electrcity points. It is
administered and supervised by the marina office.
Campomenes is being developed along the lines of Puerto
Banus and is doing so quickly.

CALPE: Real Club Nautico. Medium size bow line type
marina with a good reputation for safety in all wind
directions. Full services, a large clubhouse and close to a large
but sprawling town - own transport nearly a necessity. Winter
rates can be horrific when they emntioned clun membership
(250,000 ptas) plus 30,000 ptas per month, my skipper left
the office in a hurry ! I like to think there are more favourable
rates available. I did not see the public wall.
In all cases where a marina berth is contemplated, early
application (May to early June) is necessary. The public walls
fill up for winter in late August. It has been reported, but not
officially confirmed, to me that the dreaded "Importation
Temporal" is no longer required - viva el E.E.C.!
Denis Cudmore Writes on
West Cork.
Went west with my wife Brid for two weeks aboard my
father’s boat Auretta. We left Crosshaven and headed west in
what was for us a typical Irish cruising conditions, wind on
the nose (regardless of the direction we were going), F.5, rain
and drizzle. Made Glandore that evening, and from then on, for
the next two weeks we had magnificent cruising weather.
We visited many of the old haunts and during the first week
participated in the Cape Clear Regatta. I learned how to cook,
within the limited confines of the galley and pleasantly
surprised my wife with a few culinary delights.
For the second week of our holiday, we were joined by
Brid’s sister and boy friend who was to have his first
introduction to water, boats and sailing. On joining us he
insisted that the only term he knew was "Gin and Tonic",
which he used frequently. Pat was thrown in at the deep end
with a three hour sail, in poor visiblity to the Fastnet to see
the first of the A.C.’s round the rock.
In the next few days we visited Baltimore, Bartlogue,
Castletownshend and Kinsale, and had excellent conditions
most of the time.
Another story bears mention about one crew member,
Adrienne O’Halloran who, unwilling to relinquish her home
comforts, insisted on a shower and hair wash in Barlogue and
succeeded in emptying the freshwater tank of its entire
contents. With no supplies available, breakfast the following
morning consisted of another newly discovered culinary
delight.., eggs poached in cider.
All thing considered, an excellent holiday in familiar
sailing ground of which one cannot easliy tire.
Harry Cudmore Writes:- This year Auretta headed west
on Friday 12th June and spent two weeks in the Cork/Schull
area. The weather was in no way kind and the nights were cold
and unpleasant. Perhaps we missed the comfort of Namharas
timber hull. Paddy Maher and skipper were permanent crew
numerous family and friends made short visits, which was the
reason for remaining in this convenient area. Called into
Courtmacsherry and found our usual anchorage in the Pool
had little depth.
Richard Cudmore Writes on
Setanta Too to the Isles of Scilly
On Wednesday July 22nd, Setanta Too left Crosshaven for the
Isles of Scilly. Onboard, Richard Cudmore, wife Kate and two
friends Tony and Margaret Casey as crew. Kate and Margaret
had not made a night passage before and were so looking
forward to the experience. We headed off in ideal conditions
with light north westerly winds and warm sunshine. We
arrived at St.Mary’s in just under 24 hours seeing nothing but
a whale surfacing off our starboard bow just south of the gas
rigs. Standing watch at night proved to be no hardship as it
was a fine clear night with no cold.
The next few days were spent wandering around the very

pretty village of Hugh Town where there were many quaint
and lovely shops to browse through.We enjoyed such
wonderful meals at reasonable prices in their lovely
restaurants especially "The Pilot’s Gig" and of course many a
pint went down well in the "Mermaid". We hired bicycles on
Saturday and toured the island calling to the "Hermitage" on
the way where we learnt about the islands seafaring.
We then set sail for Penzance on Sunday June 26th and
made a fast passage yet again in ideal sunny conditions.
Arriving at 18.00, just at high tide and do we were able to
enter into the calm of the basin where we fled alongside a
lovely Dutch ’Sabot’ which was leisurely cruising the South
coast of England. We spent the next 24 hours walking around
the quaint old town of Penzance and enjoyed many a nice pint
in some of the oldest pubs in Britain.
As time was against us we had to start reluctantly thinking
of returning home and so decided to leave Penzance early on
Tuesday morning at 06.00 at hight tide July 28th.
The passage home proved to be more eventful than
anticiapted. After we cleared Lands End and the sea became
quite heavy and the winds freshened to a good force 6
remaining north west. We started with a reefed main and No.
3 but at approximately 20.00 we took down the main. The
night pasasge home was certainly not as nice as the outward
passage but Kate said afterwards that she put it down to
experience! Conditions became quite squally with waves
breaking over the cockpit.
We sighted land with relief at 16.00 on Wednesday 29th
and discovered that we were a good bit east of our course and
that we were just off Hook Head. We changed course and
headed for Crosshaven in more moderate conditions and it was
with delight when we saw the familiar light of "The Roche"
at 03.00 Thursday July 30th. However, it hasn’t put the crew
off as already they are saying "where to next year ?".
Setanta Too also cruised West Cork in the early part of the
season visiting all the well known anchorages.
Bill Cuffe-Smith writes on
Cruising to West Cork
The 1987 season was to be the year that we really got down
to fully experiencing and finding out all the capabilities of our
37 foot Southerly 115. She has a lifting keel which gives her
a draft of 2’3" with it fully up or 6’8" fullly down.
Leemara’s 1987 cruise got under way on 12th August. The
steady torrent of rain all day finally cleared at 18.00 to allow
loading and stocking up at Carrickfergus Marina without
everything becoming sodden before the cruise had even started!
An early call at 05.45 next morning saw us under way for
Howth where we arrived at 19.50. there we picked up our third
crew member, Gerry Kavanagh, and his generous hospitality
savoured the culinary delights of Howth Yacht Club’s dining
facilities.
Not having time to waste, the favourable tide and
conditions induced us to make an immediate departure at
00.30 for the South reaching Dunmore East at 17.30 with the
lowest of levels in our diesel tank.
A relatively lazy start the following morning, in light
conditions which dictated the use of the engine the whole way
to Kinsale Marina, which we reached at 21.40 after some
difficult navigation in murky conditions in the latter stages. It
was on this leg that we first experienced our Decca problem
that plagued us throughout the south coast part of the cruise.
The signal appeared to be too weak and was rejected, so that
moving the aerial from the stern rail to the mast-head seems
not just desireable but necessary for next year.
Sunday the 16th dawned bright and fair and we decided that
the ship was crying out for a good scrub below the waterline.
Accordingly we beached her on the sandy beach on the west
side of the outer harbour. After two hours fall in the tide we
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were able to give her a thorough scrub.
The following day we cast off having been hestitant in the
foggy conditions. We were right to be hestitant and west of
the Old Head visibility was reduced to 500 yards. We motored
keeping a careful D.R. and hoping that it would lift. We were
duly rewarded at 15.00 beyond Galley Head when we emerged
into clearer weather. Here we made a classic error much to the
Skipper’s embarrassment, and made for Squince Harbour some
four miles away to the least of our intended destination
Castletownshend. We made use of the mistake, and dropped
our hook in the middle of this pleasant anchorage which offers
sheltter in off-shore winds, and ate a late and leisurely lunch
before resuming our journey to Castletownshend. Here we
lifted our keel and even though approaching half tide, made
our way carefully one mile up the estuary, ignoring the
friendly warnings from some cockle gatherers who were
astounded to see such a large sailing vessel so far up the
estuary and right beyond the narrows with trees on either side.
We later returned to the more normal anchorage off the pier
and moored.
We weighed anchor at 09.50 and first looked into Union
Hall mooring alongside the pier. Then we continued motoring
in light head winds towards Courtmacsherry. In day light the
approaches in Courtmacsherry are not as daunting as might
appear on the first sight of the Sailing Directions. However,
the Harbour entrance itself requires care, with long shallow
spits reaching out. With out lifting keel we had no fears even
though it was approaching low tide. Indeed we tend to leave
down about one foot of keel, as this provides the most
accurate echo sounder of all!
The Harbour itself is a little charming place with good
shelter, though a fast flowing tide. We went ashore and
deserved an excellent dinner in the Hotel. It was well worth
the three quarters of a mile walk in the steady downpour to
reach it.
An early start next day . Again in daylight we had no
difficulty in navigating around the hazards going east across
the Bay. We eventually reached Dunmore East and fled up
alongside at 19.45. We cast off at 11.00 and we were soon
thrashing along on a close reach in a South/S.E.F.4/5 and
the large swell one often finds in such conditions off this
coast, this was our first really brisk sail on the cruise. We
thoroughly enjoyed finding out how Leemara behaved under
sail in such conditions. We had found that getting maximum
performance out of her, the sail area was important. An early
reef in the main sail seemed most beneficial, followed by a
few rolls subsequently if necessary infurling the genoa, rather
than vica versa. Having 6 knots up to the Tuskar, we laid off
onto a run and kept almost on seven knots for the remainder
of the leg to Arklow which we reached at 22.05. Friday we
left at 10.00 and motored up close to the coast. We went right
under Wicklow Head to get the eddies northwards on the south
side and avoid the strongfest tide on the north side. The coast
line looked beautiful and calm and deserted in the sunshine.
We continued to hug the coast right up past Greystones and
through Dalkey Sound, the tide now starting to turn to our
advantage and we reached towards Howth at 17.00.
Next morning after refuelling we departed at 10.30 and
sailed and then motorsailed northwards in poor conditions. We
caught the tide up Strangford Narrows and anchored in
Audley’s Roads near Mazara at 20.20.
A late start on Sunday the 23rd and hours sailing saw us
alongside the jetty at Ringhaddy, and brought our 1987 cruise
to an end ! We had logged 528 miles in the twelve days from
12th to 22nd August inclusive; engine hours recorded were
73; and ports of call amounted to ten in total.
Michael d’Alton. 1986 Winner of the Wybrant Cup.Photo R. Beirne
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Michael d’Alton Writes on;
Siamsa in Home Waters
Last year we, the three part owners, mortgaged this year so
that we might manage three weeks instead of our usual two,
for the cruise up to Stornaway, so this year the cruising was
the lesser priority, hence the ten days all told dictated
something local and what better than a potter along our own
South coast, perhaps as a far as Cape Clear Island if we were
very fortunate.
In the event, the furthset point was just short of that,
Baltimore, having put into Ballycotton that most favourite
anchorage - Castletwonshend -on the way, the last one well
after dark, on the little sectored light.
The return leg was by way of Glandore, Kinsale, Youghal
and Dunmore East, all except Youghal, the inevitable calls on
this lyip - and none the worst for that, in fact each and every
one a call of pleasure, and almost all capped with a splendid
dinner or an excellent pub lunch or supper.
This cruisette was memorable for five records made during
it. The first is that we opened it with our best 24 hour run
yet, 121 miles ( our ususal average is nothing over 80 ); the
second is that we made Dun Laoghaire to Ballycotton Island
in one tack, logging 132 miles (God bless the North West
wind); the third was that we not only set that fearsome sail,
the spinnaker no less than three times, but that on each
occasion we ran in bliss, over 20 miles, all in lovely weather;
the fourth was that neither Franz Winkelmann not even I felt
ill and the fifth and greatest one of all was that the none of the
three of us (Tim Cooper had filled in for Leslie Lathom who
had been unable to come) had used our chemical closet ! There
are of course, two possible explanations of this last curious
state of affairs, the true one illustrating how freqeunt were our
calls ashore to nodes of civilisation - quite some change from
our usual pattern when cruising.
A modest little cruise, of a pleasure and a satisfaction much
greater than the length of it.

Sean Fergus and daughters.

Sean Fergus writes: For the f’n’st time in a decade this
was a season for me without a yacht. Sinead our Shipman had
been good to us since 1985 and our cruising in 1983 included
the South coast of England an the Channel Islands before
crossing the Isle de Brehat in France in dense fog. We also
visited Lezardrieux where we nearly came to grief when the
propellor became fouled with weed and Sinead was caught in a
fast-running current. We also visited Perros Guirrac before
returning home via Hugh Town.
In 1984 we had a short cruise to the Isle of Man and later
that year a cruise to Scotland. In 1985 I joined the I.C.C.
Rally in Holyhead and sailed on with the family to Milford
Haven. Having visited some of the north Cornwall ports we
rounded Lands End in heavy seas and sought shelter, first in
Newlyn and then in Penzance. We spent some time in
Falmouth and Fowey in what was poor summer weather, with
a succession of force nine’s forecasts. Our return to Dun
Laoghaire was delayed by these winds but on the way home
we did overhear, on radio, the dramatic capsize of Simon Le
Bon’s Drum.
1986 was a quiet year with a visit to Holyhead but I hope
that next season I will be able to replace Sinead with a yacht
of comparable quality.

C. Joe Fitzgerald drinks from the Faulkner Cup after the 1987
Prizegiving.
Photo R. Beirne

Castletownbere, Adrigole, Bantry. Satureday 8th left
Mandalay on good morning at reasonable cost in Glengarriffe.
2nd week visited Bere Island, great party in the "Hotel" (Bill
Hosford stole the show) on to Bunaw and Derrynane. Had to
go around Dursey Head going home with thick fog frightened by drunken fisherman offering to swop lobsters for
a bottle of brandy in very rough sea and poor visability less
than a cable off Dursey Sound. Made our casual calls
homeward bound. Managed to visit three island pubs within
20 hours. Lawrence Cove, Cape Clear, and Sherkin - maybe a
record ? Very good weather, light winds. P.S. sympathised
with Charlie Boy having had some difficulty finding Mizen
Head without hiting in thick fog. Crew Brian Jolly, Stanley
Roche, Bill Hosford, all good cooks thank God!
C. Joe Fitzgerald after the 1987 AGM, Michael Sullivan and Roderiek
Monson behind.
Photo R. Beirne

Cdoe Fitzgerald Writes on;
West Cork
Mandalay’s Easter mini cruise (Crew: Chris Gibbons, Brian
Jolly, Ian Fitzgerald. ) Thursday 16th to Kinsale (Blue Haven
restaurant very good ). Good Friday to Union Hall/Glandore,
met Vincent O’FarraU (Sandy Ways). Saturday 18th 06.30
forecast 6-8 southerly so braved the elments for breakfast in
Baltimore 09.30 so very rough with oil on deck and sails.
(Spray on Mandalay is unusual! ) Later to North Harbour via
Postman’s Passage, drink on the house for being the first
yacht of season on Paddy Bourke fine man he is. Easter
Sunday blowing F.8-9 S.W. Ferry not operating, not very
comfortable here so had a thrilling surf ride to Schull to
collect Stanley Roche. He was amazed to see us. Strange
feeling being the sole occupant of the big new quay here.
Monday 20th to Courtmac’ for usual excitement for dinner
in the hotel. Brian and Ian went back to work. Tuesday home
to Crosshaven via Kinsale ( for lunch ) Very cold but
managed to make the best of it with "hotties and pinkers" and
the odd bottle of vino.
Later in the season Mandalay was in West Cork again.
Visited outward bound Kinsale Courmac’, Glandore, Schull
via Castlehaven (pre lunch drinks and ice) and Horse Shoe
Harbour for lunch. Late start Tuesday led astray by
"Chuckawallas" crew. On to Gloeen, Crookhaven (Lunch)
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The Comodore, John Gore-Grimes steers Shardana out of Port Dinoric.
Photo: R. Beime
Anthony Gore Grimes writes: Over the last few years I
have dittied on about cruising in other members boats. A
number of these cruises were with Jim Anderson in Baily of
Howth, and as I write this note Jim’s ashes are to be scattered
in the sea off Howth.
I cruised with him this summer from Andraitx to Sardinia.
Although he knew he had only a short time to go, he was, as
always, in high good spirits and determined that everyone
onboard, including himself, should enjoy themselves to the
full.
He died in his early forties having lived life at twice the
normal rate. He gave a lot of people an experience of cruising
that they will always remember, combining fun with
standards of navigation and seamanship that were in the very
best traditions of the Irish Cruising Club.
He will be missed.
John Gore-Grimes Writes: "ABOARD SHARDANA"
After the very successful R.N.L.I. Sunflower Raft in Dun
Laoghaire we had returned to Howth Harbour and were joined
by Winkie and Georgina Nixon. Winkie drank one beer with
enthusiasm and when offered another his response was "if you
can deal with my mother-in-law’s daughter, I’d love one" !
Perry Greer Writes: This year Tarquin traversed the
Menai Straits, gong in the North end and leaving by the
South. The crew was Jim Cox, Dermot Luke and myself.
According to plan we stayed a week in Port Dinoiric where
were joined by Mary Luke and my wife Bunny. Mary brought
over a car, so we were able to see to the sights of Snowdonia
and thereabouts.
It was very enjoyable particularly as we had excellent
weather. We would recommend it especially if one had the use
of a car.
For a number of things we had to divide our cruise into
two parts and for the second part, Jim and I went to Strangford
Lough early in September and had a very nice time pottering
about the Lough, the short trip between the anchorages is
enlivened by the navigation problems, which are no problem
at all to the locals but do make a bit of interest to the
occasional visitor.
Much consultation of the chart was necessary for the two
strangers and it was whilst peering at the chart together that
we noticed Portavogie which reminds us of long times ago.
We, at the time, were returning to Helen of Howth from
Norway and as we were in the vicinity of Portavogie and had a
night to spare, we looked up the I.C.C. N & E. sailing
instructions to see whether it would be a good place to spend
a hilarious evening ashore.
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I read the details of Portavogie to the expectant crew and
quoting from memory now, it said "There are no facilities at
Portavogie, the nearest P.H. is two miles distant".
I need hardly say that this news didn’t meet with the
approval of anyone on board, so we carried on for Howth. Of
course the facilities at Portvogie may have changed now, and
if so, it seems that it can only be for the better.
Some time later I went to the chart table for some
navigational purpose, only to find a cartoon that, in his
inimical way, Bob Fannin had drawn.
Peter Guinness Writes on
Deerhound to Skye
Deerhound left Howth on the evening of Friday 22nd May
with John, Jennifer and Peter Guinness and Jack Wolfe, set
off to the northward in company with Black Pepper against a
wind which was variable, ahead and cold. Progress was
adequate and by the following night the Mull of Kintyre was
abeam. On Sunday 24th May the sun rose into a cloudless
sky and we yachted most pleasantly to Oban where Gillian
Guinness joined us and we dined ashore with luminaries of the
Clyde Cruising Club and the Captain of Black Pepper. After
provisioning, which included the purchase of haggisses, we
continued our yachting up the Sound of Mull, round
Ardnamurchan to Eigg where we anchored for the night in
company with Black Pepper.
Tuesday 26th May we motored to Elgol to visit Colonel
Lackie Robinson (Robertson?) both to give him the good
wishes of our C.C.C. friends and to get directions for Loch
Scavaig where we continued arriving in time for some to
walk, some to mountaineer and the rest to stroll in this most
dramatic place. Next day we shifted anchor round to a bay to
the eastward where an assault party was landed to climb Bla
Beinn. They accomplished this with great panache and
returned with ferocious appetities. We weighed and went west
and north to anchor off Carbost in Loch Harport near the
Talisker distillery. A run ashore to sample Old Talisker and
then on board again to eat a hige quantity of prawns we had
bought from a fisherman.
Thursday 28th May we left Loch Harport for Rhum where
we anchored for the night and dined ashore in Kinloch Castle.
From Rhum we made a short passage to Fishnish Bay in the
Sound of Mull leaving the next day, Saturday 30th May, in
driving rain for the south. As we came out into the Firth of
Lorn we met a strong wind which split a seam in the main.
We continued to the Sound of Sleat with the help of the
motor and once through had a splendid sail in bright sunlight
to Ardimnish Bay in Gigha where we picked up a mooring

and had a run ashore to sample and lay in supplies of single
malt.
The last two days of this mini-cruise were the same, the
tide served well if we left earlyish. The wind started light from
the south and veered to give a good sail in the second part of
the day. We came into Howth on Monday 1st June just in
time for a drink, a general chamfer up and dinner ashore.
Patrick Jameson and Crew Write on
The Swan Regatta
Finndabar’s main event this year was the Swan European
Regatta held at St.Peter’s Port, Guernsey.
Although the regatta itself took up a week of our holiday,
two further weeks we were required for delivery to the Channel
Islands and return to Howth. George Naim has written about
the east bound passage, myself about the racing and Jimmy
Markee about the homeward passage via the Scillies.
Friday evening 10th July and the delivery crew foregathered
in Howth Y.C. The heavy rain that fell did not dampen our
spirits as we started up at 22.10 and slipped from the marina
in S.W.F. 4 - hoisted the main and No 3/4. We sailed and
motor sailed on the wind passing close to the Codling Buoy
at 02.30 ad continuing our bumpy passage to South Bishop
and just west of Grassnolme, as the wind thankfully freed us
just in time to avoid a tack. By 08.00 Sunday we were at
Longships and a little later tied up alongside Lovely Lady in
Newlyn Harbour.
Monday 13th July Patrick and Bernie motored us out of
Newlyn at 07.15 and we stopped the engine later to eat a fryup breakfast in sunshine in the cockpit east of The Lizard. An
easy passge under engine brought us to the Helford River and
lunch in the Shipwrights Arms. By 15.25 we started up and
slipping our mooring we motored in bright sunshine to
Falmouth Marina.
Tuesday 14th Bernie left for home via Trubo Bristol and
Dublin while John and George stopped in falmouth. At 15.00
we started up and tried to leave the marina at very low water
only to ground twice - following the advice from the marina
staff we ran aground again and only got away with the aid of a
launch hauling a halliard from our mast-head we floated off at
15.33. An easy haul to Fowey by to tie up alonside
Emsworth. Water taxi ashore for an excellent meal at Drifters
(Formely Fourways ) restaurant.
Wednesday 15th A four and a half hour bumpy passage to
the Mayflower Marina in Plymouth.
Thursdayl6th A pleasant sail to moor in Salcombe
Harbour. After a late lunch aboard we water taxied ashore to
walk the town and visit the Yacht Club. Skipper John and
George had a very poor/expensive meal at the Wellington
emerging into a veritable cloud burst with rain water up to
our knees in parts of the street and water flowing right
through some of the pubs and restaurants.
The rain, thunder and lightening had all stopped by midafternoon on Friday 17th when the skipper and some of the
crew took the boat out of the harbour to sail and motor sail
in showers across the channel to tie up alongside Tristique in
St.Peter Port, Guernsey. This years event at Peter Port was
the third European Regatta which is held every two years and
took place previously in Cowes and Sardinia.
Surprisingly the Channel Islands have not yet held a regatta
week of any standing other than the well known speed boat
race week and for that reason the State of Guernsey Tourist
Board did everything possible to make us welcome.
The event consisted of four days of excellent racing. The
courses verying fron 25 to 35 miles. A lay day in the middle
of the week, but crews were provided with very good fun
competitions.
The racing was divided into two standard divisions and a

modified division, for boats who had altered the original
design to improve racing potential. This section had only
three boats out of the total fleet of forty-one. The racing was
on the Channel Handicapped system.
The tides are big and attention to navigation is all
important. We were very fortunate in obtaining the services of
a local pilot Parkinson (grandson of the author Parkinson’s
Law), and it is fair to say that if it had not been for his
services, our results would not have turned out as well as they
did: 1st and 3rd in standard division 2, 5th overall and third
overall in division 2.
The after racing entertainment was of very high standard. I
grumbled about the high costs of the entrance fee £200.00 for
our size of boat, £350.00 for the largest ones, but in fact it
turned out to be excellent value for money particularly as
there was no restriction on crew members which included
wives, girl friends, delivery crew etc. Excellent wine and
cheese party in Five Star Hotel by Ruffino, Bar-b-que at Hem
Island by Guernsey Tourist Board, lobster and champange by
Jaguar and finally Nautor regatta reception, all free.
Finndabar has participated in a great number of race weeks
and comparisons are odious but we are all unanimous that
this was the most outstanding.
It is really worth owning a Swan for this two yearly event
alone.
This year, my holiday cruise started with Patrick Jameson’s
lovely Swan 40 Finndabar, at the Swan European Regatta
week in Guernsey.
Guernsey is a very attractive place with lots of good
restaurants. The excellent "Buck Trouts" wine merchants
beside the "Old Marine" on the seafront, sells draught gin at
£3.75/litre and draught whiskey or drinkable quality at
£4.10/litre, but remember to bring your own container. Also
on the promenade try a pub lunch in "The Ship and Crown "
or a more up market dinner in ’~he Steak and Stilton", with
lobster for £11.00 a head.
By now Guernsey will have opened its new 800 berth
marina bringing the total number of berths to nearly 2,000
and these will still be crowded in August.
On our way home we were delighted to be joined by late
comers, Philip and Susan Watson.
Sunday 26th: Guernsey to Salcombe into N-N.W winds F
3-5, twelve hours of saling and motorsaling. Philip relaxed
when he realised that if he wanted to change the headsail every
half hour, he could do it himself.
Monday 27th: Early call, leave Salcombe 0700 into more
westerly winds. After five hours decide to turn into
Plymouth’s Mayflower Marina. When will racing men realise
that there is lemon and ice on cruising yachts .9
Tuesday 28th: Plymouth-Penzance, still N-N.W.F. 4-5,
ten hours.
Wednesday 29th: Penzance -Scilly Isles, permanent NN.W. 4-5. After seven hours we dropped the hook in
Porthcressa which, in the prevailing wind, was the shletered
side of Hugh Town on the island of St.Mary’s.
As we were having our tin’st drink we heard a familliar
voice.. "Finndabar, can you spare some crew to help us get
home please ?" The hail was from John and Maum Watson
from Howth aboard their Sadler 32 Maraquita. These two had
become Scillies experts while they waited nine days for wind
from anywhere except the north west. Patrick kindly agreed to
let Greg Lawless oblige the Watsons.
That night in the Mermaid bar/restuarant we met again
George Radley of the Swan 36 Cecile cruising from Guernsey
to West Cork."Lambay rules" will only allow me to say that
George was voted "the oldest swinger in town".
Friday: Finndabar moved the mile of two across to another
sheltered anchorage at St.Agnes where the men had a very
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pleasant lunch outside the islands only pub, "The Turks
Head".
All good thing have to come to an end and at 0400 we left
the Scilly Isles for Howth, arriving at the marina in 36 hours
after a fairly rugged fetch. Thank you Patrick for a most
pleasant ten days.
Malcolm Kelliher Writes As
Skipper of a Charter Yacht
Having spent the last couple of years running various private
and charter yachts in the western Mediterranean and
Caribbean, I recall recent entries from my Log:
"28th September, guests depart. 29th September, haul out
and antifoul. 3rd October, launch. 7 October, married in
Lisbon. 14th October, married in Palma (same girl). 30th
October depart for Antigua".
Darius is a 67 foot Jongert steel ketch, built in 1976, and
similar to Verna. The crew consisted of ny wife, Lotta, 3
passage crew and myself. The voyage from Palma to Antigua
via Puerto Banus, Gibralter and Porto Rico (Canaries), logged
4055 miles and took 23 days at sea. We motorsailed
frequently to keep our speed above 7 knots to meet the
deadline of the Nicholson’s Boat Show on December 6th; The
week long event introduces about 100 charter yachts and their
crew to a similar number of international charter agents.
On the passage to Antigua we landed a small tuna and a
larger white marlin, before reeling on to avoid catching a
whale which fancied our neither regions. We rolled a lot, and
spent most of our energies finding new ways of flying various
sails to dampen the movement. Our two budgies "Port and
Starboard" enjoyed the trip and showed no signs of
seasickness.
Our crossing took us to most of the Windward and Leeward
Islands. Some memorable occasions included a visit to the
waterfalls and the Carib Indian reservations on Dominica; The
sight of a baby elephant wandering among the coconut palms
at the foot of the pitons in St.Lucia; and in a secluded bay in
St.Vincent ordering fish from the locals who promptly went
out and caught what the cook required.
Our favourite islands, after our "home-port"of Antigua,
were St.Martin for shopping, Bequia for the friendly locals,
and Anguilla for its unspoilt deserted beaches and offlying
islands.
The return trip began from Dr Dolittle’s Hotel in MAriot,
St.Lucia on Easter Sunday and with a crew of four, wended
our way back to Palma. Logging 4610 miles and taking 31
sailing days, we had an excellent and mostly pleasant passage
with various stopovers. Among the islands visited were the
Virgin ISlands, to repair a broken boom; Bermuda, to change
crew, and the Azores to take fuel. We had three days in Palma
to clean up and effect minor repairs before we set off for the
next charter season around the Western Meditteranean.
Terence Kennedy writes on
Icarus in Brittany
We had hoped to revisit the La Rochelle area but met with
many problems curtailing our cruise to Noirmoutier. About
the only southerlies of the summer headed us down the Irish
sea, but from St. Mawes to Concemeau, we had a superb
spinnaker run.
Then things started to go wrong. Peter developed severe
toothache and the skipper pulled the wiring out of the
autohelm. So we went into Lorient where the dentist was
successful but the elecronics expert re-wired the autohelm
back to front! But worse was to follow. As we left the marina
clouds of smoke and screams of preotest from Decca demanded
that the engine be switched off. Sadly this was too late. The
starter motor had failed to disengage leading to the burning
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out of all the wires and important parts of the motor itself.
This had to happen at the beginning of the Quatorze Juillet
Bank holiday weekend, so we were stuck for six days.
Although the marina is central and convenient to the
shops, Lorient is not the most attractive spot in Brittany. The
sanitation leaves a lot to be desired and we found it hard to
accept the hole in the deck Ioo, a throwback to the days of
Nelson.
To counter our frustration, we sailed to Ile Griox; leaving a
marina under sail in a Moody 36 is quite a challenge.
Returning in a flat calm was even more of a problem as we
had to get Peter on a plane to fly home.
Two days later we made a second trip to Ile Groix in the
ferry which berthed next door to the marina.
Having sampled the horrors of the grossly overcrowded
harbour of St. Tudy and Le Pallais (Belle Isle) we were
interested in finding less frenetic anchorages, and can
recommend the beach at Pte. de la Croix. This is at the east
end of the island and there is an attractive restaurant on the
beach. The anchorage is excellent in settled non-easterly
weather.
We also looked, both from the shore and the sea at Loc
Maria which is not attractive and has no eating place.
However, we did find Pt St. Nicholas near the South West
comer of the island. This is a delightful snug little creek,
sheltered from all winds except the southwest. There is a
drying rock in the middle, but above this there is deep water
and it would be possible to moor with a line to the rocks on
each side of the upper creek. There are no shore facilities, but
as Adlard Cole’s North Brittany Pilot makes no mention of it,
perhaps we should keep it quiet.
After Lorient, we had rain in stair rods, particularly when
picking up David and Sheila Chamberlain in Vannes. Because
of bad weather we went right up to Auray and were astounded
by the beauty of St. Jonstan at the head of the Auray river.
Time and head winds turned us round at Ile Noirmoutier.
Our return was pleasant but unremarkable apart from a second
radar breakdown. Why have we made ourselves so dependant
on electronics?
Joe Kilkenny Writes On
Asgard H Under Scrutiny
This mini cruise from Howth Head to Carlingford in October
of last year aboard Asgard H, our national sail-training
brigantine, was a Yachtmaster (offshore) Examination
exercise. Already well qualified, both candidates volunteered
for the I.Y.A. new format examination, augmented now to
include night sailing and a specialised written section on
Safety at Sea.
Members probabely feel that the need to prove ability or
the seaworthiness of our craft may suggest professionalism.
Electronics, however, have become such an accepted prop to
sailing, that the traditonal theorist, with his respect for the
basics, has become todays amateur. There was a time when
the marine toilet was the most complex deep-sea aid
considered, or indeed available. Today the lady day-sailor can
position the ship, notwithstanding a touching respect for the
"heads".
The starting pont was Howth, from the N.W, comer of the
Harbour, with the wind obliging S.S.E.F.4-5, and her head
northwards. It is, of course, the Candidiates choice whether or
not he attempts the exercise or not, but he can gets minus
marks.
The navigation exercises are conducted under sail, having
regard to the vessels ability, in Asgard’s case, the fact that she
makes a good course about 95° from the wind. The
requirement was to proceed preferably on a single heading and
estimating time of arrival, to a predetermined spot on the edge

binnacle mounted in the cockpit but without an all-round
view, and how would you do it? How would you ceck the
type which is half embedded in the vertical bulkhead ?
3. Distinguish between fog, mist and haze.
4. The month is August in the West Indies, the wind is
E force 5. The barometer has fallen 6mb below its mean, the
swell is southerly and there is much cirrus cloud. Is a tropical
storm brewing ? and if so, how did you deduce this ? What is
the approximate bearing and distance ?
5. The lubber line on a compass bowl is 150° to the left
of compass North and the variation is 8° East. Give the
deviation and the magnetic course.
6. You have travelled today the l lth October ’86 to
Braye Harbour, Aldernay, to deliver a friend’s 11 metre sloop
to the marina in Cherbourg Harbour. You and your two
companions spend the afternoon checking the vessel, planning
to leave tomorrow. None of you have seen the boat before.
What do you reckon circumstances oblige you to do ?
7. Use your practice chart, weather synoptic chart and
compass deviation card to plot your sourse from Braye
Harbour, Aldernay, to the marina at Cherbourg having regard
to the weather forecast in question No.1. You should pick
your own time of departure on the 12th October and show on
your rough log how you would calculate your E.T.A.

Asgard IT

Photo: R. Beirne

of the Lambay Deep, chosen as being without surface
evidence. There followed exercises in handling the vessel and
the sails, with safety harnesses, lifelines, buoyancy aids, life
rafts, fire extinguishers, man overboard drill, rope work,
R.D.F., all before anchoring behind Lambay Island to test the
lunch service aboard. It also allowed the Candidates time to
plan their night time entry to Carlingford.
The examination is conducted in challenging weather
conditions. Candidates perform their exercises individually.
The vessel must be of a reasonable size and have an inboard
engine. The pass mark is 100% on safety and signals, 70%
otherwise,and there are many repeats. The writted paper,
reproduced below is taken during any periods of spare, or semispare time during the examination cruise, and there may
follow an interview for clarification of the written work. All
current certificates will shortly be subject to review in line
with the new format of the examination. Information is
available from the Irish Yachting Association, including
particualars of the Yachtmaster (ocean) certificate which
should be of particualart interest to members.
The following is the written paper which the candidates had
to complete :
Your vessel is assumed to be an 11 M./L.A.O. well equipped
cruising sloop.
You are supplied with (1) Practice Chart, (2)
Blank weather map, (3) Compass Deviation Card.
Your weather forecast will be a taped radio programme.
You may use the charts, tide tables, instruments etc., aboard,
but not the Nautical Almanacs.
1. Using the blank weather map make a synoptic chart
from the recorded weather forecast. Note you will require this
chart in question 7.
2. When would you check the yacht’s compass, which is

Whistling Oyster anchored off the Baily.
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Donai McCiement Writes: An eventful season that
started with a longer than expected trip on Bernie Cahill’s
magnificant new Oyster 53 Whistling Oyster from the
Canaries to Crosshaven via scheduled stops in Madeira and the
Azores and due to beaking the forestay an unscheduled visit to
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that lonely Spanish port of Bayona. What was origianlly
intended to be a 3 week cruise ended up as a five week break
from the office and I must say that there are very few yachts
that I would rather be stuck on. I became firmly convinced
that the Man upstairs had it in for me because some 2,200
miles out of 2,800 were spent on the wind and whilst two or
three days were bearable I must admit even in nice large
comfortable yacht life became a bit tedious after the 4rth or
5th day in force 6.
I went from the sublime to the ridiculous later on in the
season when in a fit of madness I became involved in a Royal
Cork attempt at the Round Ireland Sailing record. In fact I
should say 2 attempts and after sailing more than the total
distance we still have not achieved our objective due to a
combination of bad luck and poor weather.
My very limited multi-hull sailing experience has
convinced me that to get involved with these extremely
excting craft the first qualification must be a touch of lunacy.
However sailing at a steady 18 to 19 knots with bursts of 23
to 24 knots is mind blowing. You do not just get wet, it is
just as if two firemen ar attempting to hose you off the
surface of the ocean on a continuous basis. No doubt the
madness will continue and we will mount another attempt
next year. A brief sojurn in West Cork was crowned by my
election to the Committee of the Cape Clear Yachting
Association which I deem to be a singular honour and I am
looking forward to stamping my authority on next year’s
Cape Clear Regatta.
George Nairn Writes; Marden’s shake-down cruise was to
Port St. Mary with a crew of three leaving Dun Laoghaire
Thursday afternoon 21st May and returning Sunday 24th.
Drinks at the Yacht Club on the evening of our arrival
brought us into conversation with a friendly member who
kindly drove us around in his car until he found a place where
we could feed. Silverburn l_xxlge at Ballasalla gave us
excellent steaks at a late hour. Next day we lunched well at
the Portafino Restauraunt in Port St.Mary leaving at 21.15
for a pleasant and leisurely sail home to Dun Laoghaire
Five days later Marden left Dun Laoghaire on Friday 29th
May with a crew of four.Twelve hours later as we were saling
down the outside of the Holyhead Breakwater with
St.Columba coming up our transom when a steering cable
broke. Down sails and on engine only to find that the engine
was under power and only running on one cylinder. An
excellent and fast jury rig by the crew had us limping into
harbour under-powered, We contacted Holyhead Boatyard who
supplied a replacement cable.
On Saturday at 04.00 we keft Holyhead for Port Dinorwic
for the I.C.C. Rally. A most enjoyable evening and a long
trip home on Sunday.
In late june Marden cruised to the south coast taking in
Wicklow, Dunmore East, Crosshaven, Kinsale, Glandore,
Baltimore, Cape Clear Island, Schull, Glengarriff, Barlogue
and Lough Ine, Youghal. Other memories of the cruise
include the ever attractiveness of Cape Clear Island and a
crossing of Saint Patrick’s Bridge clearly visible and the Echo
Sounder reading eighteen feet.
Home for less than a week, then at the invitation of my
former Skipper, Patrick Jameson, I joined Finndabar at Howth
for the delivery trip to Swan Week at St.Peter Port, Guernsey.
Thursday 13th August and Marden set off, with a crew of
five for port St.Mary. We had an uneventful sail and motor
and a most educational and pleasant visit when we travelled by
steam train and bus to Douglas and Castletown and various
other places. We left at 2120 on Saturday to tie up at 16.50.
Friday 28th August, Marden set off with five onboard for
Ardglass where we arrived at 0840 Saturday and tied up
alongside Kittywake (I.C.C.). A tour of the town plus a first
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rate meal in Downs (Aldo’s) Restaurant, Ardglass brought our
short visit to an end. We cast off at 00.43 and motored out in
little wind to sail and motorsail home.
Saturday 5th. August I was invited to join boat number
three in a delivery trip to to Gibralter. This was Dermot
Barnes’ new Nauticat 40 Cu Two. After various hurried repairs
a crew of five left Dun Laoghaire at 15.00 Tueaday 8th
September. With the wind freshening from the S.W. we
hurried down the Irish Sea under sail and engine at about
seven knots. As we were being forced easwards in a very
bumpy sea it was decided that we would not attempt to reach
Spain in one leg but take a break in the Scillies. However,
with further easting Newlyn was planned and we docked there
at 02.30 Thursday 10th. The weather forecasts were giving a
lot of wind the next few days so we moved up to Penzance on
the tide that evening. As Skipper Eric Healy knew all the
dock staff there we received V.I.P. treamaent. It rained and
blew until Saturday and I wore my oilskin jacket ashore there,
the only time it was used on the voyage ! Setting off at 0930
Sunday 13th in no wind we proceeded through a Low on
course for N.W. Spain. We mananged six hours under sail
only between Monday and Tuesday otherwise with little or no
wind we motored and motorsailed through a gentle Atlantic
swell closing the Spanish coast at about 07.00 in mist/fog so
that it could only be seen on the radar. We tied up along side
the fueling berth in Bayona Marina at 05.45. We set off again
in fog and motorsailed down the Portugese coast and passing
Cap Vincente in beautiful sunny weather 09.00 Sunday 20th.
We tied up in Gibralter Northern Marina on Monday 21st
September. A visit to the rock, shopping etc occupied us for
two days and having re-fuelled we set off without the owner
and without charts at 05.00. Somehow we found Puerto
Banus where the owner met us. A leisurely couple of days
there and the crew spilt up to return by its several different
ways to home.
Stuait Nairn writes on
Flotilla cruising in Turkey
For Janet, Aisling (10), Philippa, (8) and myself, Flotilla
holidays have proved an affordable, painless way of family
cruising and we chose Island Sailing’s Marmaris Criuse in
S.W. Turkey in the first fortnight of May 1987.
Chilly mist and rain greeted us at Dalaman Airport and our
first priority on board, just like home, was to hang sodden
gear in the 1oo, situated aft, on our well equipped First 32
Manolya. Sadly, our wellies were at home in Shannon.
Based at Hotel Amos we victualled in Marmaris town
which is vastly superior to the disorder of the rapidly
developing west end where we were berthed. The following
day, having spent overnight at Kumlu Buku, we made a 35
mile hop to the Gulf of Fethiye, mooring in 40m Bay for the
Punch Party. This was thrown by the Lead Boat crew and
frequently ladling from the plastic dustbin soon had English,
Dutch, French, Irish, Scots and New Zealanders merrily
fraternising.
The personality of the Lead Yacht crew is vital to the
success of a flotilla - and ours were tops. Between them, the
Skipper, Engineer and Hostess organise the social side
(entirely optional), solve technical problems (blocked heads
are not popular ) and pilot the flotilla ( yachts do get lost).
The weather at last began to improve and our next
anchorage was bows on to Gemiler Island’s Byzantine ruins.
A boat trip to the sandy lagoon Olu Denise, nestling at the
foot of snow capped mountains met beach and swimming
requirements.
Fethiye was our next port with colourful bazaars,
restaurants, mosques, Lycian rock tombs and Turkish Baths.
The latter was a cleansing (very carbolic) and revealing
(nobody’s perfect ) experience for men, women and children.

One French girl was bold enough to appear in the inner
sanctum wearing a bikini - startled incredulity and loud
recriminations until she did the decent thing.
We motored across the Gulf to Siralibuk for the barbeque
where we provided our own hilarious entertainment varying
from a sophistocated French nightclub song to a Stanley
Holloway ditty and Scout/Guide Campfire "turns". All hands
had collected the firewood and the communal effort enhanced
the fun.
Sailing unaccompanied we visited Topburbu Bay
mosquitos, creamy yogurt and milk from the farmer’s wife.
Gocek for stores - scenic and very convenient. Tomb Bay alive with the sound of goat’ bells, Clepatra’s Bay - much
photographed and spectacular and finally Tersane Island to
rejoin the fleet.
The Gulf is a mini cruising ground, not unlike Roaring
Water Bay, surrounded by mountains and ideal for family
cruising.
The fleet now made for Ekincik, stopping at Baba Island
for lunch, where there is a good beach on the mainland
opposite. Eckincik is the base for cruises to the ancient city
of Caunus and the Sulpher baths further up the fiver Dalyan.
It is well worth the day’s excursion, lolling on the carpeted
deck of a local boat, as there is a welath of small c raft
activity on this waterway.
A race in fluky winds back to Turunk Buku just outside
Marmaris Bay, got the adrenalin surging. We spent overnight
here on our own and explored the town, particualarly the
bakery before returning to base for the Prizegiving Dinner and
final shopping spree.
With hinsight, we probabely went two weeks early as the
weather was initially poor but never unbearably hot. Winds
were frustratingly light at times and of the 164 miles covered,
at least half were underpower. The girls could however, steer
and work sails in the light conditions and enjoyed extending
their capabilities. They claim it was less exciting than the
West of Scotland (C.C.C. 75th Aniversary 1985 ) but Mum
loved it and Dad got over any disappointment at lack of
drama.
David Nicholson writes on
The North Spanish and Portuguese Coast
After refurbishment, my 12 year-old Contessa 35, Black
Shadow, with almost 30,000 sea miles under her keel, set sail
for Majorca and ultimately the eastern Mediterranean in 1988.
Dermot O’Morchoe and crew set sail southwards visiting the
various French offshore islands, including Belle Ile and Ile
D’Yeu and they continued on to La Rochelle and eventually to
San Sebastian on the north Spanish coast. After a change of
crew I joined the boat and enjoyed three weeks of superb
weather in late August in early September. We visited many
most attractive and unspoilt harbours in Spain and Portugal
and eventually tied up in the well-equipped marina in
Vilamoura in the Algarve. The trip to Majorca would have to
wait until 1988. Time ran out and it would have been a shame
to rush our trip and miss out on any of the harbours we had
called to, namely:
SAN SEBASTIAN: A very friendly welcome because we were
Irish.
SANTANDER: Large port, no berthing but good facilities in
the yacht club.
LLANES: Very pretty little town, excellent sardines and cider
but a poor anchorage - particularly with winds fron the north
or east.
RIBASELLA: Beware the breaking waves on the sand bar at
the narrow and difficult entrance from half tide to low water.
Once tied up along side the spacious quay wall, this town is
most attractive.

Oporto Centre with Black Shadow on right.
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RIBADEO: Anchored in a fast tideway overnight. Though
partly in decay, may large and ornate buildings bear witness to
the substantial wealth that once belonged to this town.
OPORTO: My favourite - Tied up across the fiver from the
world famous port wine lodges, picturesque dhows lined the
river bank laden with casks and advertising their different
brands of port. Don’t miss restaurant "Alzira" only a stone’s
throw away from the quay.
AVIERO INLET: Sandy and shoal, very unspoilt, good safe
anchorage off the little village of Sao Jacinto.
ISLA BERLENGA; An island nature reserve with a small
beach and an imposing old fort. A day stop only except in
very settled weather.
SINES: Birthplace of Vasco de Gama. Large fishing port,
beautiful beach and good anchorage. Restaurant "O" Mexilhoa
is located above the beach very close by and with the most
superb view don’t miss a visit; excellent red snapper.
NAZARI~: Attractive tourist town
popular with the
Portuguese. Tied up alongside a pier.
LAGOS AND PORTIMOA: The Algarve. Package tourists
everywhere. Prices higher but the weather warmer. Ferragudo,
in the outer part of the harbour of Portimoa is worth a visit.
"A Lanterna" a short distance away on the main road provides
superb quality, is well appointed and a very popular
restaurant. Booking is essential.
Mungo Park writes on
Black Pepper H around Ireland
The crew were Francie, Davy and Jamie McBride and we
were aiming for (can you guess ) ? Dunmore East with a view
to cruising around Ireland with the emphasis on a visit to
Little Killary Adventure Centre owned by my friends May and
Jamie Young. The plan was to have a family rendez-vous
there and then complete the circumnaviagtion of Ireland;
taking approximately one month.We reached Dunmore East
having carried the ebb to Glassgorman. The wind was F.4/5
W.N.W. and we picked up the ebb again between the Saltecs,
with a close fetch to the Hook and a short beat into Dunmore.
This was the best pasage I remember since the first I did in
Vandra (Dublin Bay 24 footer ) in 1955.
On to Kinsale with spinnaker set and another memorable
day. The usual salomon nets impeding passage off Mine Head
make it now best to keep close in shore for at least four miles
off. These men no longer bother to warn yachts and reputedly
get very angry and abusive if you tangle their nets: Thus the
modern rudder tends to do rather too efficiently. We reached
Kinsale and after a good sleep headed off after lunch to
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Glandore. Nav. note: the slip at Summer Cove is not
"nonslip".
On the fide to Glandore we arived as the Pier Hotel shut,
but they "fitted us in" and we had a free meal with all the old
world courtesy of which one sometimes despairs.
Having hugged Eve and shunned Adam Island yet again we
had once again a fine passage inside the Stags, and the
Gascanane, through the Calves and then on a rising fide round
Castle Island and into Schull. The channel between Caste
Island and Horse Island changes and I would not attempt it on
a falling tide. We took the tide up to Crookhaven under jib
only, for another glorious evening. (Nay.note: O’Sullivan
now has two pubs; "Young Yuppy" and "Old Wrinkly". I
preferred the latter). Next day Davy fished for seven hours
with the new shrimp net and caught seven shrimps ! We beat
from Crookhaven to Derrynane. Amanda had joined us and
Francie drove the car to meet us, foraging on the way. The
breeze was light north so we sailed through the Dursey and
into Derrynane, where Jamie enjoyed some good sailboarding.
From Derrynane to the Skelligs the wind backed S.E.F.5 and
visiability closed down to a half a mile; so having located
those remarkable rocks we headed for Valentia.
We anchored with a 451b C.Q.R., 3 fathoms of heavy
chain and warp; this needs plenty of scope and thus in the
morning, the wind having veered S.E. to W F.3/4 we were
aground for an hour, but caught a strong tide through the
Blasket Sound. The weather had dawned fine and we revelled
in the glorious scenery that surrounded us. The wind backed
S.E.F.4 so we set the spinnaker for Slyne Head. Again we
sailed up on our course and gybed to find the Slyne Head light
at dawn, just as visibility again closed into less than a mile.
It also blew hard (E. F. 8[9) in heavy and prolonged gusts, so
with less then half the rolling jib only we reached, with a fair
tide, compass and depth sounder past Cleggan, and Renvyle
(O’Malley’s Breaker) hoppin from rock to island, until
mercifully the mist lifted and we picked up the Killary leading
marks and into Little Killary.
Here, among the canoes, dinghies and sailing craft of the
Adventure Centre we were made wonderfully welcome, bathed
and dried. Little Killary is well described in the I.C.C. pilot,
but it is important to bed in a C.Q.R. with care.
On Tuesday morning Jamie and I were left on our own at
the dawn of a glorious day, with a light southerly breeze. We
sailed to Clare Island, to Granuaile’s Castle, where Jamie
caught a four pound pollock, then passed Achill, Blackrock
Mayo and Eagle Island into Broadhaven. We asked for milk
and we received a large Coca-Cola bottle full slraight from
herself the cow, and warm. Jamie was impressed. We had a
heavy meal of salmon kedgeree, easy to make and the best
meal after a 12 hour sail. The wind veered N.W., but we were
sheltered and we slept well.
At dawn we sailed inside the great Staggs of Broadhaven,
along a magnificent coast for many miles to Killala and
inspected Humbert’s anchorage, then on to Aughris Pool. We
called at Killybegs where we had great help from Wilkie Mc
Glicken at the H.M’s office, took in diesel and sailed on to
Teelin. This is a wonderful anchorage at the foot of Slieve
League, just east of Rathlin O’Bime and should not be missed
on any circumnavigation of Ireland; say I.
We sailed from Teelin, through Rathlin O’Birne and along
another magnificent coast to Church Pool, near Portnoo. This
is a good anchorage, but exposed from N. to E. The island is
uninhabited but has the ruins of the old church and graveyard.
We sailed from Church Pool round Aran and the Bloody
Foreland to Downings at Sheephaven, a long and interesting
sail.
From Sheephaven we sailed on past Mulroy Bay to Lenane
in Lough Swilly, having looked at the anchorage in Port
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Salon, which would be attractive in a westerly wind.
However we did not regret our persistent northerly because on
dropping anchor at Lenane, where there is a fishing pier and
little else, we were greeted by two fishermen with a box of
crabs’ "toes". They were offended by an offer of payment, but
found a bottle of stout and an inspection of Black Pepper H
adequate recompense. The fishing boats are morred very
close, needless to say in the best area, but Lenane is a good
anchorage in North through East to South winds.
We sailed on gently in N.W.F.3. with glass still falling,
past Malin Head and the Foyle to Portrush, where there is a
fine reconstructed harbour and a pontoon, which a visiting
yacht may use after 9 p.m. when the fishing craft have
finished landing their tourists. Mr Doherty, the Harbour
Master was most helpful and courteous as were the members
of the Portrush Yacht Club.
Here the northerly gale caught us, snug as a bug, and the
next day was spent visiting the Giant’s Causeway and
Bushmills and in the evening we went to the theatre !
Next day at 06.30, 2 hours before low water we headed out
into the end of the gale N.W.F.6/7 double reefed and half
rolled jib and literally "scudded" through Rathlin Sound, past
Cushendall, the Maidens and Lame into Carrickfergus Marina,
time 7.5 hours ! It was worth getting up early to get the tide
right ! We found Carrickfergus Marina pleasant and a helpful
club, thanks to an invitation from Jamie McBride’s god-father,
very hospitable. Nevertheless at dawn we dispatched Amanda
and Tudi back home and again caught the tide through
Donaghadee Sound, looked longingly into Strangford, but
beat hard on the wind to reach the Bennet Buoy off Howth and
then, alas, we motored back into the Marina at 21.00 on 28th
August; 25 days out.
A month is too short for a cruise around Ireland. Donegal
is a great cruising ground and I shall go back there, north
about, very soon to drift along that magnificant coast line and
visit Tory Island and Inishtrahull.
Ross Pilling writes: The Irish Cruising Club was
represented at Mantoloking Yacht Club on the 27th August
and the following is taken from a report by Nancy Wardell
writing in Boat and Shore News:The Louise Edgar Colie Trophy Race for Sanderlings was
held on Thursday August the 27th at Mantoloking Yacht
Club. Competitors came far and wide. The winner was George
Bradish M.Y.C. and Ross Pilling from the Irish Cruising
Club scored a second. Hatsie Barton scored a third. There were
six entries.
Pilling when questioned about the race said "I’d travel miles
to sail in this one. It’s that special". Pilling is usually a Blue
Water sailor but is always enthusiastic about the Bamegat
Bay."
David Ryan writes: The highlight of the season was a
two week cruise to the Orkneys with the odd pit stop in the
Hebrides on the way up and down. The cruise was with
Dermod Ryan and Sceolaing, he also brought along John
Maguire, to provide the polish and sophistocation and Paul
Ryan, to do the work.
It was a superb cruise which had all of those essential
ingredients, excellent company, good sailing the odd jar or
two and more than average all-round fun. It would be difficult
to imagine two better weeks sailing. Mind you, the sailing
was enlivened by various excursions ashore and some of these
were anything but uneventful. Perhaps the highlight of all
was Dermod’s impromptu demonstration of break-dancing. It
left him legless, quite literally.
It was hard to know whether the twitching was part of the
routine or was due to the excruciating pain in his wrecked

Action picture of Dermod Ryan
ankle. He was carted back to his chair, quickly had a ball of
malt stuck into his fist and had the entire female membership
of the Clyde Cruising Club doing their Florence Nightingale
routine on him. He didn’t feel the pain for long.
How did he manage for the rest of the cruise, well, the
remaining eleven days of the two weeks ? the accompanying
action picture should give you an indication.
Ivan Selig writes on
Flotilla sailing in Greece
I had not managed to cruise for a long time, but his year on
the pretext of a family holiday in Greece, I chartered an Island
34 Agamemnon (AgO for a two week cruise out of Volos to
the Northern Sporades with my wife, Jusline (seventeen) and
Eliana (fourteen) as crew.
As a fin’st Mediterranean trip a flotilla seemed not a bad
idea. It taught new habits like not anchoring, but heading
straight for the quay, dropping the kedge and hoping we
stopped in time - we generally did - and it also meant that
there were just enough others of the right ages for our
children’s evening entertainment.
In the north Sporades there seemed to be no wind in the
morning, a good breeze in the middle of the day that died away
from about 1600. The average passage required was about 20
miles but there was no fixed departure time and need to go
straight to the destination. We had to be moored by about
19.30 - not a bad idea because dusk comes down early, there
are very few navigation lights and we found the on-shore
tavernas very good. Prices varied including wine from about
£2.50 to £7.00 a head.
We visited Vathudi Bay, Palio Trikeri, Skathos, Panormos,
Skopolos, Patitiri, Stena Vala and Agonia (on Alonissos),
Pelagos, Peristera, Koukounaries (supposedly the best beach
in Greece ) various places more than once as the
requirements of hoses, showers, supplies, or discos (for the
younger members of the crew!) or favoured tavernas dictated.
The anchorages varied from towns like Skiathos and Scopolos
to bays inhabited by only by a few goats. The weather was
magnificant, the water beautifully clear for swimming or
sailboarding and the sun awning really needed.
Justin helmed Agi and kept the I.C.C. flag flying in the
Flotilla Regatta - a race from Skopolos to Panormus Bay abour fifteen miles. We started reefed (it was the only day we
did reef) but shook it out after about an hour. About two
miles from the finish we were in the lead and the wind died. In
the drifting match, when there was much shouting about
leprechauns on the R.T., after a very exciting finish, we were
beaten by less than minutes, both the lead boats being quite a
distance in front of the others. Our protest that the winnning
boat had distracted us by sailing improperly rigged (topless !)
was not upheld.

Christina leaving Aran
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James Slevin writes on
Christina to the Clyde
Crew: James Slevin, Brian O’Kelly, Neal Doherty and
Desmond Moran.
In order to carry the tide through Rathlin Sound, a noon
departure from Mullaghmore was planned for Friday May
29th., but "the best laid schemes of mice and men ....... ".
So at 1307 with a S.W.F.5 we had a lovely sail across
Donegal Bay to Rathlin O~irne.The crew settled down to the
ship’s routine as we carried the tide with us through Rathlin
Sound and with a nice breeze sailed up inside Sanda Island and
into Campbeltown to tie up along side a trawler at 16.40. We
cleared Customs and retired to the White Hart Hotel where the
food and service were excellent.
Sunday was a bright and pleasant morning so when we
cleared Island Davaar, the wind being from the south, East
Tarbet seemed the logical choice as our next port. Flat seas on
these sheltered waters made the trip a pleasant one. The
brilliant colours of the shrubs in bloom made the entrance to
this harbour most impressive. Dinner onboard was followed
by a visit to the local hostleries.
Next morning the wind was kind to us once more and we
were able to don our shorts for a beautiful spinnaker run down
the Sound of Bute, between the Cumbrae Islands and over to
Largs Marina where we were afforded a most hospitable
welcome by the Marina Manager. Having showered we walked
the half mile along the shore to Largs which must be one of
the cleanest and most attractive towns in this area. We dined
at Wham’s restaurant which caters for the gourmet. For coffee
we retired to Bardini’s on the seafront. The lively oubs were
worth the visit and when they closed at 01.00 we returned to
the bunks by taxi.
Tuesday was dull and with light winds we motorsailed to
Inverkip, which through boasting a large marina, is a small
village with little to offer so we had an early night. Next day,
with a fresh wind we had a lively sail down the coast to
Troon, a town with good shops.
Thursday, another lovely day with light winds provided a
leisurely sail across the f’uth passing close to Pladda we were
able to enjoy a light lunch of savouries and wine. We tied up
in Campbeltown once more that evening.
Next morning was both wet and windy so we decided to
avoid Sanda Sound and leave the island to starboard. The wind
was S.E. and blowing F.7/8. With a quarter of the furling
genoa and mizzen set and the tide with us we bowled along
through Rathlin Sound. Top speed of 8-10 knots was the
order of the day and when we rounded the Skerries to make the
final approach to Pora’ush, the crew were very reluctant to
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take down sails after an exhilerating 67 mile run.
On Saturday, we set out for Aranmore in a flat calm under
power, having passed through Inishtrahull Sound, the sky
became dark and the wind piped up. By the time we reached
Sheephaven, the northerly had reached a full 8 gusting 9 and
the sea had become very rough. Harnesses were put on and all
clipped to secure points. A decision was taken to shelter in
Downings.
We sat out the gale Saturday evening and all day Sunday.
Early on Monday morning we set out again to find that
though the wind had dropped a little, a nasty sea was still
running off Horn Head so we returned to Downings. We laid
out two anchors and travelled home by car.
On Tuesday night Des Moran and I were back on board. At
0430 we hauled the anchors and were soon rounding Horn
Head in the early morning sunshine. With the wind still from
the North, we had a pleasant run down to Rathlin O’Birne,
dodging the salmon nets on the way. Once in Donegal Bay
our speed increased as we came onto a broad reach across to
Mullaghmore, to pick up our mooring at 17.40 having
covered a total of 445 miles.
Andrew Somerville writes on
Emanuel in Scotland
On Saturday 4 July, Sue and I sailed Emanuel out of Dublin
Bay towards the west coast of Scotland. Fog closed in as we
approached St.George’s Channel, and during the night the
horn of the South Rock L.V. was a useful confirmation of the
position estimated by our pre-electronic navigation. Someone
once described our instrumentation as "that large gas meter
stuck on your stem".
We made our landfall on Sunday at Portpatrick. A fast sail
towards Ailsa Craig put us close to Aran by nightfall, so we
shortened sail in order to delay our arrival at Torrisdale until
first light on Monday. At 05.00 we anchored in three fathoms
off the castle, where relations of Sue’s live.
We spent most of Monday ashore with Sue’s cousins Drew
& Molly Arthur, who entertained us to lunch and showed us
around their tannery at Grogport.
On Tuesday 7th July, we left Torrisdale at dawn, bound for
the Mull of Kintyre and Gigha, via the Sound of Sanda. The
northerly wind was kind, and veered into the south as we
approached the Mull. During this passage we frequently
sighted submarines; more alarming were others that we heard
beneath us. After our return I asked a retired submariner about
this, and he estimated that we should have been able to hear
nuclear subs down to depths of perhaps 150 feet. He was
confident that they would have been tracking us on sonar.
We spent the next two weeks making short daytime
passages. After Gigha we put in at Crinan for a night, and
then headed for the islands. I.C.C. members’ logs encouraged
us to stop at Puilladobhrain. We were disappointed by the
anchorage, but not by dinner and drinks at the delightful Tigh
na Tmish.
On Friday 10th July, Tobermory was occupied by
villainous-looking paratroopers sporting designer stubble. Our
first stop was at a waterfront hotel in search of a shower, but
the paras were there before us - with their boots off, and
nursing their corns. Next door in the tourist office, the helpful
Indian in charge attempted to explain to their sergeant that a
streetmap of Tobermory was neither necessary nor available.
We spent the following day provisioning, and awarded
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ourselves dinner ashore at the Western Isles Hotel. It made a
change from pumping up the Primus stove.
On Sunday 12th July, we happily fled the crowds of
Tobermory and headed for Ardnamurchan and the Small Isles.
Canna was new to the both of us, and we spent a comfortable
night in its snug anchorage, looking forward to the gourmand
dinner that we planned to eat ashore on Rhum the following
night. After a rather lumpy sail round to Loch Scresort, we
changed into our number ones and rowed ashore. We dined
alone, in state, at Kinloch Castle at a fourteen place table that
had been built for the steam yacht of the original owner of
Kinloch. Afterwards, we listened to a recital of the William
Tell Overture on Kinloch’s orchestrion - a sort of Rolls Royce
barrel organ.
At this stage, we were having to think about our
rendezvous with Mike Harrison, scheduled for Saturday in
Loch Shuna. However, we reckoned we had time for a look at
Isleoronsay on the Sound of Sleat. This brief taste of Skye
will draw us back in other years.
On Wednesday 15th July we made our longest passage,
from Oronsay to Salen on Mull. Salen’s primary attention is
as a convenient overnight stopover on a passage through the
Sound of Mull. It makes and attractively quiet alternative to
the congestion of Tobermory. We arrived as night fell, and
made fast to one of the eight Highlands & Islands
Development Board moorings.
The following day, we drifted slowly down the Sound and
past Lismore towards Dunstaffnage. Ther we borrowed a
mooring, taking up an offer made to us in Tobermory by its
owners. However, their own plans had gone slighlty adrift,
and they turned up with another boat in company. Nothing
daunted, we all rafted up and settled down to an impromtut
party.
Our final passage, on Friday 17 July, was the familiar trek
south: past Oban and on to Fladda and the Sound of Luing.
We judeged the tides right, and berthed in the Craobh Haven
after lunch. Craobh Haven is on the mainland side of Loch
Shuna. The basin has been formed by joining the shore and
some adjacent islets by rough boulder breakwaters, and it is
very sheltered. It has about 200 berths, all on pontoons, of
which more than 100 are permanently occupied. Facilities
include a chandlery, a laundrette, showers, basic provisions
and a pub.
At this stage, we managed to summon a customs officer
from Oban. He sympathised over our tattered (and hitherto
ignored) Q-flag. He recalled clearing Deerhound and Black
Pepper in May, but had seen no tricolours since then.
On Saturday 18th July the Harrisons arrived in Sue’s car,
so we swopped boat for car and set off for the far north to
look at cruising possibilities for the future.
Jonathan Virden writes:-Twayblade was launched rather
late. We cruised near Plymouth for a few days in May. At the
end of July we sailed to Britanny. In Camaret we unexpectedly
found Bill Masser and cruised-in-company with Pintail of
Kew for four days to Benodet and Concameau. Twayblade’s
crew spent some idle days at les Iles de Glenan and returned to
Plymouth via Audieme and Camaret. During this cruise
Joseph (6) learned to handle the Avon, Jane (8) learned to like
going up the mast and we learned to sail Twayblade much
better. It was a deliciously gentle cruise for all of us, lasting
18 days.

Saoirse ’s Return
That night the breeze came away fresh from the northward, and since
my charts were very old and I knew the bouyage and the Wexford banks
themselves had changed, I stood offshore and in again at dawn, and the
wind left us off the Blackwater Lightship. What I cared about now was
getting ashore, and into communication with a tug; we were five miles
out, with no boat, and due in Wicklow, 30 miles away, next day. Before
the tide turned against us we had got within two miles of the shore, and
there we anchored; but by then it was too dark for anyone to recognise
US.

And when we weighed anchor the next morning I remembered that
the coasters say they can make 9 miles up this coast on every tide; but I
have not the local knowledged that the coasters had, and anyway,
twice nine is eighteen, not thirty. Still if we could signal Wicklow
Head all would not be lost; and an air of wind might come along. A
little before the tide turned it did, and we were able to get within 6
miles of the Head before we had to anchor again. But since, once the
evening tide had made, nothing could do us any harm, the wind made
belated amends and brought us in a very fine and showery manner right
up to Wicklow Roads and there left us very calm and peaceful for the
night; and we earned some rest after all the pulley-hauling ropes and
heaving-up of anchors of the last two days. So my other sister came off
to give me my Sailing Orders- She had been looking out for me from
Wicklow Head most of the day - and the Customs Officer to give me
pratique, for I knew I should get no formalities of that sort done next
day, and it would be ridiculous to have the population of Dublin
swarming on board with the yellow flag flying over all. As I began to
suspect the kind of thing that was going to happen the next day (no one
forsaw it in the least, and the arrangements were quite in adequate for
dealing with a crowd estimated at 30,000), I wish that I could lose
myself somewhere between Wicklow and Dunleary, but it would not
have been fair to the people who came out to see the show, nor to the
Yacht Clubs who cancelled their programmes of races in order that all
their boats might be available to escort me into the harbour.
I am not in the least sceptical about the capabilities of motorlaunches or the reliability of their engines, but it would be a stiff job
towing against the tide - and the ebb was running right up to the time
fixed for my arrival - so I started with the first of the flood, at four in
the morning, so as to try to get well up into Dublin Bay and drop back to
the harbour on the ebb. But I could not; there was little wind till the
tide turned, and then it came right ahead. I was driven back into
Killiney Bay, and there for a fourth time I anchored. I did not anchor a
fifth time, for I was towed up to Dunleary at the appointed time and on
the firing of the third maroon - the first was preparatory when I was
sighted; at the second, as I passed the pier-heads, every mast burst into
bunting - I picked up the same moorings which I had let go exactly two
years, to the second, previously.
But as for cheering the crowds, the playing of bands, the making of
speeches, the procession to Dublin headed by Neptune and Amphitrite
in an allegorical car, these things have nothing to do with the voyage,
but show an appreciation of it for which I am deeply thankful; it is
good to have sailed around the world in order to be at home again.
Conor O’Brien
June, 1925.
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Officers of the Irish Cruising Club

Commodores
1929
1942
1950
1953
1954
1958
1960
1963
1966
1969
1972
1975
1978
1981
1984
1987

H.M. Wright
A.W. Mooney
M.A. Sullivan
J.B. Hollwey
R.P. Campbell
F. Cudmore
H.W.S. Clark
P.H. Greer
R.L. Berridge
J.D. Faulkner
R.H. O’Hanlon
D.N. Doyle
J.H. Guinness
P.J. Bunting
C.J. Fitzgerald
J. Gore-Grimes

Vice-Commodores
1929
1941
1942
1947
1948
1950
1953
1954
1956
1958
1960
1963
1965
1967
1969
1971
1972
1974
1976
1977
1978
1980
1982
1984
1986
1987

H.P.F. Donegan
A.W. Mooney
H.E. Donegan
P. O’Keeffe
M.A. Sullivan
J.B. Hollwey
R.P. Campbell
B.C. Maguire
F. Cudmore
H.W.S. Clark
P.H. Greer
C. Riordan
W.H.D. Mc Cormick
J.D. Faulkner
D.N. Doyle
R.H. O’Hanlon
P.J. Bunting
G.B. Leonard
J.M. Wolfe
A.D. Macllwaine
P.J. Bunting
G. Kenefick
C.J. Fitzgerald
L. McGonagle
J. Gore-Grimes
H.P. Kennedy

Rear Commodores
1929
1930
1941
1942
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H.R. Wallace
A.W. Mooney
H.E. Donegan
D. Mellon

1947
1950
1951
1953
1954
1956
1958
1961
1963
1965
1966
1968
1970
1971
1973
1975
1976
1977
1978
1980
1981
1983
1984
1986
1987

H. Osterberg
K. McFerran
R.P. Campbell
B.C. Maguire
F. Cudmore
H.W.S. Clark
P.H. Greer
C. Riordan
W.H.D. McCormick
R.L. Berridge
J.C. McConnell
J.H. Guinness
R.H. O’Hanlon
R.J. Fielding
H. Cudmore
J.M. Wolfe
A.D. Macllwaine
J.M. Wolfe
G. Kenefick
M. McKee
J. Gore-Grimes
L. McGonagle
M. McKee
H.P. Kennedy
M.R. Sullivan + D.H.B. Fitzgerald

Honorary Treasurers
1929
1948
1964
1973
1979
1984

W. MacBride
G.B. Moore
N. Wa~on
L. Sheil
R. Shanks
D.O’Doyle

Honorary Secretaries *
1929
1933
1935
1937
1941
1944
1948
1960
1965
1977
1981

H.B. Wright
D. Keatinge
R.P. Campbell
K. McFerran
D. Keatinge
M.F. Hally
T.J. Hanan
P.D. Morck
A. Dunn
P.J.D. Mullins
B. Hegarty

*NOTE." From time to time there were acting Honorary
Secretaries; the names listed are where the incumbent has held
office for at least one year.

List of Award Winners

THE FAULKNER CUP
Winner

Yacht

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

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. McMullen
H. Osterberg
H.W.S. Clark
P. O’Keeffe
H.W.S. Clark
B.C. Maguire
C. Love
N. Falkiner
R. O’Hanlon
R.P. Campbell
P.H. Greer
ILD. Heard
N. Falkiner
ILD. Heard
T.H. Roche
R. O’Hanlon
L. McMullen
R. O’Hanlon
1LP. 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

1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

J. Gore-Grimes
J.F. Coffey
E.P.E. Byme
IL Cudmore
O. Glaser
J. Gore-Grimes
B. Bramwell
Paddy Barry

Marie
Nirvana
Foam
Nirvana
Dauntless
Aideen
Foam
Gull
Embla
Aideen
Rainbow
Mamma
Zamorin
Mavis
Cam
Minx of Malham
Galcador
Euphanzel
Harmony
Minx of Mahham
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
Vema
Shardana
Tor
Saint Patrick

1976
1977
1978
1979
1980

W. Clark
J. Guinness
J. Villiers Smart
J. Gore-Grimes
M. Villiers Stuart

1981

J’. Guinness
D3. Ryan
W.A. Smith
J. Guinness
.I. Gore-Grimes
A. Morton
P. Barry
Brian Dalton

1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

The Atlantic Trophy
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975

Yacht

R. O’Hanlon
M. Park
R. Gomes
J. Beckett
J. Guinness
G. Leonard

Clarion
Kitugani
Ainmara
Dara
Sule Skerry
Wishbone

Winner

Yacht

R. Cudmore
A. Dohetty
David Nicholson
M.H. Snell
David Nicholson
J.F. Coffey
J.F. Coffey
J.F. Coffey
Hugo du Plessis
James Cahill

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

The Round Ireland Cup
Winner
1941
1951
1954
1955
1956
1957
1961
1963
1964
1965
1967
1968
1969
1971
1973
1974
1975
1977
1978

The Strangford Cup
Winner

Wild Goose
Deerhound
Vinter
Shardana
Winifreda of
Greenisland
Deerhound
Red Velvet
Velma
Deerhonnd
Shardana
Sung Foon
St. Patrick
Boru

1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

E.J. Odium
Brendan Maguire
Wallace Clark
Dr R.N. O~anlon
R.C. Arnold
R.P. Campbell
C. O’Ceallaigh
W. & B. Smyth
N. Falkiner
L. McMullen
C.H. Green
J.D. BecketI
R. MoUard
M. Tomlinson
J. Gore-Grimes
R.P. Campbell
J.B. Law
G. Leonard
R.P. Campbell &
J.IL Osborne
J. Guinness
P. Gray
R. M. Beime
W. M. Nixon
A. Doherty
J. Guinness
T. OqKeeffe
B. Hegarty
Wallace Clark

Yacht
Minx of Malham
Cam
Ancora
Maid of York
Minx of Malham
Julia
Wynalda
Euphanzel
Rainbow
Helen
Dam
Osina
Pellegrina
Sharclana
Verve

Sai-See
Wishbone
Verve
Deerhound
Korsar
Rila
Turtle
Svegala
Deerhound
Orion
Freebird
Wild Goose
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The Fortnight Cup

1958
1960
1961
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

Winner

Yacht

L. McMullen
ILL Momson
tt.W.D. McCormick
W.M. Nixon
W.M. Nixon
W.M. Nixon
H.W.S. Clark
Miss E. Leonard
P. Dineen
ILC.A. Hall
N.St.J. Hennessy
J. Oliver
C. Green
M. Tomlin son
J. Wolfe
J. Gore-Grimes
A. Morton
R. Dixon
BJ. Law
R. Paul Campbell
S. Orr
DJ. Ryan
C.P. McHenry
B.H.C. Corbally
R. Ban"
W. M. Nixon
Dermod Ryan

Rainbow
Vanja IV
Diane
Ainmara
Ainmara
Ainmara
Wild Goose
Lamita
Huntress
Roane

Aisling
Vandara
Helen
Pellegina
Gay Gannet
Shardana
Sung Foon
Oberon
Sai-See
Verve
Den Arent
Red Velvet
Ring of Kerry
Puffin
Joliba
Turtle
Sceolaing

1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
19731197
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

D. N. Doyle
P. H. Greer
D. N. Doyle
R.L Morrison
Hugh Coveney
J.A. McKeown
J.C. Love
No Award
Chris Green
D. J. Ryan
A. McMillan
W.M. Nixon
R.M. Beime
M.M.A. D’Alton
R. Barr
B. Hegarty
M. M. A. d’Ahon
Paul Buffer

Moonduster
Helen of Howth
Moonduster
Querida
Dalcassian
Korsar
Fiormuala
Norella
Red Velvet
Goosander
Tuale
Givusa Kuddle
Siamsa
Condor
Freebird
Siamsa
Arandora

..........................

The Fingal Cup

1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

Winner

Yacht

Robert Ban"
W. Walsh
J. Gore-Grimes
R.M. Slater
P, Barry
B. CorbaUy
Frank McCarthy

Condor
Carrigdoun
Shardana
Tandara
St. Patrick
L’Exocet
Scilly Goose

The Wybrants Cup
John B. Kearney Cup
1933
1934
1935
1936
1937
1938
1939
1940
1941
1942

Winner

Yacht

J.B. Keamey
Dr L.G. Cmnn
J.B. Keamey
Leslie Chance
A.W. Mooney
Dr O.P. Chance &
R. Storey
J.B. Keamey
K. McFerran &
Dr O’Brien
D. Keating &
R. O’Hankm
J.B, Cottmll &
J.F. McMul

Mavis
Albatross
Mavis
Britannia
Aideen

1943
1944
1945
1946
1947
1948
1949
1950
1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
196O
1961
1962
1963

)

1964
1965

T.F. Doyle
S. O’Ma va
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Saphire
Mavis
HUZ~I I~
Evora

Minx

)No Award

)
J. B. Keamey
1t. Osterberg
Dr R.tI. O’tlarflon
P. O’Keeffe
A.W. Mooney
P. O’Keeffe
H. Osterberg
No Award
T. Crosby
R.P. Carnpbell
S. F. Thompson
Col W.S. Knox-Gore
D.N. Doyle
G. Kirnber
J.C. Butler
S. O’Mara
D.N. Doyle
Lt Corn T. Sheppard

1983
1984
1985
1986

Mavis
Mamma
EvoFa

John I))ry
Evova
John l)ory
Marama
if
Alata
Second Ethuricl
Arandova
Severn II
Astrophel
Happy Morning
Fenestra
Sevem H
Grey Lag of
Arklow
Elsa
()is~n

P. Campbell
J. Moore
Jennifer Guinness
Harold Cudmore Junior

Rockabill Trophy
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
t964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1977
1978
1979
I980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

Yacht
Ann Gaff
Vanja IV
Harmony
No Award
No Award
Angelique
Sharavogue
tlelen of Howth
No Award
Ilelen 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
Estrilita
No Award
Shardana
No Award
Brian Law

Winner
P.H. (}reer
R. I. Morrisdon
R. O’ttankm
J.D. Faulkner
J. H. Guinness
P. H. Greer
P.II. Greer
J.P. Jameson
R. Courtney
J.P. Bourke

J. Gore-G~nes
J. Wolfe
J.R. flyer
K. and C, Martin
J.Gore-Grimes
Sai-See

List of Members

An asterisk denotes an Honorary Member.
The year when honorary membership was confireed, is shown in brackets.

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

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

Adams, Peter J, 1970
Allen, Harry, 1971
Anderson, Gordon F, 1974
Aplin, Roger, 1972
Ashenhurst, C.G., 1980
Balmforth, M.B., 1966
Barnes, Dermot, 1955
Barr, The Hon., Mr. Justice Robert,
1969
Barr, R.G.M., 1973
Barr, Mrs., Hazel, 1971
Barrington, Desmond J., 1983
Barry, Paddy, 1984
Barton, Robert W., 1982
*Batten, W.H.(1987)
Commodore RCC
Beck, Horace P., 1963
Beckett, Dr., W.K., 1973
Beirne, Ronan M.
Hon. Editor ICC Anual, 1975
Benson, Dr., R., 1975
Black, Brian, 1981
Blalkie, James A.1969
Bourke, John P.1965
Bourke, J. Roger, 1940
Bourke, Dr., Michael Paget, 1975
Bourke, Philip, 1983
Bowring, Wing Cdr, J.H., 1973
Boyd, Kenneth M. 1987

Elm House, Marmamead Ave, Marmamead, Plymouth, Devon, Calcaria,
Shangri La, Port Oriel, Clogherhead, Co Louth,
30 The Orchard, Glenageary Wds, Glenageary, Co Dublin, (806531),
Synge Street, Dublin 8, (857248/756426),
5 Wilson Road, Mount Men-ion, Blackrock, Co Dublin, 881491, Ailsa,
Westgate, Toward, Dunoon, Argyll, PA23 7UA, Toward (0369-87-251), Sgeir Ban,
D320 Punto Romano, Marbella, Spain,

Bradley, Brendan, 1980
Brady, William, 1985
Bramwell, Dr., B.R., 1963
Branigan, Patrick M.C., 1982
Brindley, Aidan C., 1954
Broderick, K.J., 1943
Brown, Richard P., 1970
Bryce, Robert G., 1969
*Buckley, Christopher, (1986), Hon.
Sec. RCC
Bunting, Peter J., 1962
Bunting, Mrs., E.A.M., 1969
Bunting, Christopher J., 1986
Burke, J.F., 1971
Burns, Richard M., 1969
Butler, David 1987
Butler, J.C., 1959
Butler, Paul 1987
Byrne, E.Philip E., 1982
Byme, Dermot, 1977
Byrne, H.E.O’C., 1974
Cagney, Mrs., Romaine, 1978
Cahill, James, 1978
Cahill, Bemard M, 1984
*Campbell, R.P., 1934,(1969),
Can-, W. Derek, 1972

Heather Lodge, Kerrymount Ave., Foxrock, Co Dublin, (893269), Joliba,
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, (813369),
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down BT23 4TB, (813369),
37 Ballinclea Hghs., Killiney, Co. Dublin, (855732),
21 Belgrave Rd, Monkstowrt, Co Dublin, Saint Patrick,
13 Waterloo Pk. Sth., Belfast, BT 15 5 HX, Timella,
Church Farm, Ryme Intrinseca, Sherborne, Dorset, England.
Ripton Middlebury, Vermont, U.S.A., Vermont (05766), Jack lvor,
44 Green Road, Blackrock, Co Dublin, (880162),
49 The Drive, Woodbrook Glen, Bray, Co Wicklow, (8225670,
64 Bellevue Rd, Glenageary, Co Dublin, (802352), Marlou,
45 Lecale Park, Downpatrick, Co Down, Downpatrick (2835), Chancer,
Lyndhurst Cresc, Springhill Rd, Bangor, Co Down, Bangor (2209), Different Drummer,
Albert House, Victoria Rd, Dalkey, Co Dublin, (858355), Miss Fionnuala(PO),
Corbiere, Ashbourne Ave, Limerick, (061-28026.off:061-31544), Iduna,
9 Morton Terrace., London, SWIV 2NS, (01-828-3044)
104 Mt Anvil Pk, Dublin 14, (887491), Fiacra,
Mornington, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin, (853899),
Coolbeg, 23 Seafront Rd., Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down BT18 0BB(Holywood 4422)Jeremy
Fisher of Hamble
Fairview, Kindlestowrd-lill, Delgany, Co Wicklow, (874034),
81 South Mall, Cork, (Office 021-20917),
Killinchy, Co Down, (541505/Belfast 669300), Tor
Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Co Dublin, (956273), Maximizar,
25 Seabank Crt., Sandycove, Co Dublin, (809039), Glenisla,
St. Judes, 118 Merrion Ave, Blackrock, Co Dublin, (886784),
Bankmore, Portaferry, Co Down, (209),
St Benedicts, Thormanby Rd., Baily, Co Dublin, (322829),
4 Coval Lane, London SW14 7DS, (01-876-8490),
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Rd, Newtownards, Co Down, (812310), Mitigator,
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Rd., Newtownards, Co Down, (812310),
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Rd, Newtownards, Co Down, (812310),
Richmond House, Blackrock, Cork, (021-33730), Golden Shamrock,
Box 409, Osterville, Mass. 02655, U.S.A., Adele,
1 Lr. Prince Edward Tce., Blackrock, Co. Dublin (882175; Office 720622) Condor
Belgrove, Cobb, Cork, (021-811343), Tam O’Shanter,
32 Oakley Grove, Blackrock, Co. Dublin (884393) Arandora (PO)
Surmydale, 4 Nugent Road, Churchtown, Dublin 14, (981951), Beaver,
C/O Comerways, Grove Ave., Blackrock, Co Dublin,
Lismoyle, Shore Rd., Malahide, Co Dublin, (450498), Rapparee,
7 Roncalli Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323239),
Rathbawn, Castlebar, Co Mayo, (094-21364)(Off:Swinford7),
Cuan Ban, Colla Rd, Schull, Co Cork, (028-28309), Whistling Oyster,
Cuilin, Bray, Co Wicklow, (821028), Verve (PO),
Portland House, Downpatrick, Co Down, (2051), Melora III,
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
Cart, Mrs., J.E., 1972
Cassidy, Brendan, 1982
Cassidy, Liam, 1978
Cassidy, Robert, 1984
Clapham, John F., 1965
Clark, H.W.S.M.B.E.DL, 1951
Clark, Peter, 1971
Clarke, S.H.R., 1967
Clarke, Anthony A., 1985
Coad, Brian P., 1982
Coe, R., 1957
Coffey, John F., 1981
Colleran, Patrick, 1980
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
Courmey, Peter, 1982
Courmey, Ross, 1948
Cox, James F., 1970
Coyle, Michael F., 1971
Cresswell, R.S., 1949
Cronin, T.P., 198t
Crosbie, E., 1957
Cross, D., 1986
Cudmore, Fred, 1947
Cudmore, Fred Jnr., 1966
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
Currie, John D., 1985
d’Alton, M.M.A., 1956
d’Alton, Robert, 1978
Dalton, Brian, 1967
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
Devermey, E.K., 1973
Dick, J.R.William, 1971
Dickinson, L.B., 1969
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ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics
Portland House, Downpatrick, Co Down, (2051),
Dunluce, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322254), Anita,
St. Kilda, Sandycove Ave E, DunLaoghaire, Co Dublin, (806380),
Rhapsody, (PO)
Lee View, Irmiscarra, Co Cork,
Mertoun, Cliffside Rd, Torquay, Devon, TQ1 3LB, (0803-34726),
Tresillian III,
Gorteade Ctg., Upperlands, Co Derry, Maghera (747), Wild Goose of
Moyle,
Cillenamara, Ringhaddy Road, Killinchy, Co Down, (541814,)
Glevins, 38a High St., Lymington, Hants., SO 41 9AF, England
12 Westfield Park, N.C. Road, Limerick, (061-51823).(Off 06144852), Silver Breeze,
Noreville, Inistioge, Co Kilkenny, (056-29417) Raasay,
Craigie, Monastereven, Co Kildare, (045-25300),
Elsinore, Coliemore Rd., Dalkey, Co Dublin, (859206), Meg of
Muglins,
48 Tansey Crescent, Goatstown, Dublin 14, (985625)
Irmiskeel, King Edward Rd., Bray, Co Wicklow, (867619),
22 Offmgton 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), Lazy Dazy
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 Howth
14 St James’s, HoUybrook Park, Clontarf, Dublin 3,
St. Jude’s, Dunleer, Co Louth, (041-51329),
Lynton, Dalkey Avenue, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859775),
Casdebuoy, Strand Road, Baldoyle, Co. Dublin, (323423),
Woodlands, Montenotte, Cork, (021-52420), Senta,
Woodhouse, Aghamarta, Carrigaline, Co Cork, (021-831521), Sirena
29 Richmond Est., Blackrock Rd., Cork, (021-362126)(Office:24019),
Setanta Too(PO),
Ocean Approach, Myrtleville, Co. Cork,
29 Richmond Est., Blackrock Rd., Cork, (021-362126),
29 Kensington, Rochestown, Douglas, Co. Cork, (021294307)(office:24019),
6 Camden Place, Cork, (021-53726),
Airtrush, Rosebank, Cork, (office:24091), Auretta,
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork,
Flat 12, 171 Queenstown Rd., Battersea, London Sw8
5 College Green, Dublin 2, (793888), Morgana,
5 College Green, Dublin 2, (793888), Morgana,
Merlin, Maryboro Hill, Douglas, Cork, (021-293625), Anna Petrea,
30 Rockliffe Village, Blackrock, Cork
274 Seacliff Rd, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 5HS, (465066), Leemara of
Howth,
Grainblah, Palmerston Park, Dublin 6, (977002) (office:778932),
11 Sea.front 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,
368 Strawberry Hill Rd., Concord, Mass., (01742), USA(617-3699707) 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 Mestxansa, Pollensa, Majorca, Spain,
Churchbay, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, Darinda,
Inwood, South Strand, Skerries, Co. Dublin, (491326),
2 Floraville, Brookvale Rd, Donnybrook, Dublin 4, Charles
Whittan(PO),
4 Vernon Park, Bangor, Co. Down, 61410(Off:Dundonald4535), Freda,
Shango, Near Blessington, Co. Wicklow, (045-65233),
2 Victoria Tce, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 2.1B, Seaboard(PO),

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
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
Duggan, John P., 1986
Duma, Aidan, 1963
Dwyer, Kevin F., 1966
Dyke, Stanley W., 1965
Egar, Laurence, 1986
*Elliot, W. Mayne, 1932, (1982)
England, Mrs., Elizabeth M., 1967
Escott, William P., 1980
Espey, FredJ.K., 1979
Eves, Jeremy R.F., 1975,
Eves, Roland E., 1982
Eves, Alastair R W, 1984
Eves M.B.E., F. Maitland, 1967,
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
Fisher, J.D.F., 1969
FitzGerald, C.J., 1944
FitzGerald, David H.B. 1966
Rear Commodore 1CC
Fitzgerald, Jack, 1986
Fitzpatrick, Thomas J., 1985
Flanagan, Jack J., 1980
Flowers, Maurice H., 1983
Fogarty, John J., 1967
Fogerty, Walter B.C., 1983
Foley, Mrs., Clare, 1980
Fowler, Robert J., 1969
Fox-Mills, Barbara, 1981
Hon.Publications Officer ICC,
Freeman, F. David, 1986
*French, Miss, D., 1934(1987)
Fryer, Patrick J.H., 1969
Gallagher, Benignus N., 1980
Geldof, Robert, 1968
Gibson, James C., 1977
Gilmore, Dr., W.R., 1985
Glaser, Dr., Otto, 1972
Glover, Dr., W.E., 1963
Gogarty, Desmond, 1960
Gomes, H.R., 1967
Gomes, Mrs., Deirdre, 1980
Gore-Grimes, Anthony, 1978
Gore-Grimes, John, 1973
Commodore ICC,
Gore-Grimes, Mrs., J., 1975
Goulding, Tom, 1980
Gray, C.Peter, 1980
Green, Dr., Michael, 1964
Greenhalgh, David, 1978

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics
15 College Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, Seaboard(PO),
The Old Rectory, Croom, Co Limerick, (061-88245/44604),.
Drumadarragh House, 2 Drumadarragh Rd, Doagh, Ballyclare, Co Antrim, B’Clare (40480),
2 Southern Rd, Cork,(021-21327), Bali-Hai,
Carrigmore, Glounthaune, Co. Cork, (021-353137), 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 Bamstead 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,
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 Hill, Cork,
41 Victoria Ave, Newtownards, Co Down, BT23 3EB, (0247-811421),
Po Box 161, St. Lucia, West Indies, One Time (PO)
70 Thornleigh Gdns., Bangor, Co. Down, Wheesht (PO),
4 Myrtle Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (805160), Ariadne,
la Momington Mews, Annadale Ave, Belfast, BT7 3JS, (0232-644852)Takahe(PO)
Carrig-Gorm, 27 Bridge Road, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down,
The Sheiling, 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,
Rathruttent, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (3667), Onaway,
Kylemore, Richmond, Blackrock Rd, Cork, (021-292210 Off:021-20095), Mandalay,
The Quay, Kinvara, Co Galway, (091-37290), Peigfn Eile
27 Hyde Park, Dalkey, Co Dublin,
2 Baily Green, Howth, Co Dublin, (325554 Office 688644), F/fi,
Reamount House, Lusk, Co. Dublin, (437233), RockabiU,
3 Carisbrooke Tce, Upper Clifton, Bangor, Co Down BT20 5JA, Joker Of Lymington,
8 The Crescent, Midleton, Cork, Nora Sheila,
Bumley, Ennis Road, Limerick, Sarcelle,
2 Richmond House, Richmond Hill, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (806632), Vision 3,
Mont Alto House, Sorrento Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (858529).Office:801422, Spectra,
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823),
Knollycroft, Coliemore Rd, Dalkey, Co Dublin, (859439; Office 760261), Twocan,
4 Fairfield Park, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (876374),
27 Mountain View, Glencrutchery Rd, Douglas, Isle of Man, (0624-72557),
4 Carrickbrack Hill, Sutton, Dublin 13, Blue Belle,
18 Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (802818.Office:778869),
Bryansford Road, Newcastle, Co. Down, (23438)Chloe of Mourne,
9 Coastguard Lane, Groomsport, Co Down, BT19 2LR, Donaghadee (882410), Scotch
Miist,
Thalassa, Baily, Co. Dublin, (324797/688227), Tritsch-Tratsch IV,
2 Coolong Road, Vaucluse, Sydney, 2030, N.S.W.,(02-337-4342), Melite,
Lamlash, Momington, Drogheda, Co. LoutlL (041-8740/08165), Alpara,
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co. Down, (365),
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co. Down, (365),
Roxboro, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322449).(Office:748537), Gibbon,
The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670).(Office:748537), Shardana,
The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670),
12 Asgard Rd., Howth, Co. Dublin, Walrus,
45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (853911) (Office:777623), Andromeda,
3 Sycamore Close, Woddingdean, Brighton, Sussex, BN2 6S J, (33676),
15 Ashley Park, Bangor, Co. Down, Freemew,
169

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
Greer, Howard, 1966
Greer LL.D., P.H. 1951
Guinness, J.H., 1961
Guinness, Mrs., M.J., 1966
Guinness, Ian R., 1979
Guinness, Peter, 1963
Hall, Mervyn J., 1970
Halt, R.C.A., 1952
Hanan, Thomas J., 1937
Hand, Frank, 1985
Harbison, Dr., John F., 1977
Harte, Edward D., 1969
Hassett, Barry, 1975
Hawthorn, George S.N., 1985
Healy, Capt., George F., 1968
Heard, Mrs., Ruth, 1967
Heath, Lewis F.G, 1978
Hegarty, Brian, 1957 Hon. Sec.ICC
Hegarty, Dermot, 1959
Hegarty, Mrs., Betty, 1986
Hemphill, Lord, 1981
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., I972
Hunt, C.K., 1963
Hutchinson, William R., 1969
Irwin, D.M., 1973
Irwin, John, 1982
Jameson, J. Patrick, 1968
Johnson, Terence, 1960
Johnston, Denis B., 1979
Kavanagh, Gerald P., 198(/
Keane, Barry, 1975
Kelly, D.J., 1973
Kelleher, James J., 1985
Kelliher, E. Brenda, 1983
Kelliher, Malcolm E., 1982
Kelly, C.D., 1975
Kelly, John C., 1979
Kenefick, Neff G., 1985
Kennedy F.R.C.S, T. , 1973

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics
Cynara, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (323731).Office:983911, Deilginnis
Bright Eyes(PO)
22 Greenfield Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323195).(Office:771801), Tarquin,
Censure House, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323123).(Office:716944,)) Deerhound,
Censure House, Bally, Co. Dublin, (323123), Stroker(PO),
106 Bonneville Gardens, Clapham, London SW4 9LE (London 673-8679), ttera,
Chapel Farm, Great Missenden, Bucks., HP16 ORF, England, Great Missenden (2322),
Gleenhook, Ullardmore, Ardeevin Rd., Dalkey, Co. Dublin,
(858264).(Office:773167),Andante,
Lisniska, Morlkstown, Co. Cork,(021-841083), Roane(PO),
Kinsale 6 Roy Court, Mount Eliza, Victoria, (3930) Australia, Rosbeg,
22 Lynwood’ Ballinteer Road, Dundrum, Dublin 16, (951767). (Office 744795), Pamela,
Glenomera, Burrow Rd, Sutton, Dublin 13, (325212),
Mill House, Coosheen, Schull, Co. Cork, (028-28385),
7 Janeville, Ballintemple, Cork, (32793),
77 Tullynakill Rd, Ardmillan, Comber, Co Down,
Shandon, Albert Rd" Glenageary, Co Dublin,.
Stone Cottage, Killiney Hill Rd., Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852258), Harklow,
South Winds, Ulverton Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (804372), Four Seasons,
Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421), Freebird,
2 Killeen Tee., Malahide, Co. Dublin, (450603),
Cairngorm, Baily, Co Dublin, (323421),
Raford House, Kiltulla, Co. Galway, Knocknagreena,
The Hollow, Tibradden Road’ Rockbrook, Dublin 16,
The Master’s House, Rotunda Hospital, Dublin 1, Jacqueline,
Lorksdale, 743 Shore Road, Newtownabbey, Co. Antrirn, 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),
Rockcliffe, Blackrock, Cork,
Long Meadow, Ballylesson, Belfast, Drumbo (323), Taitsing,
Fortview, Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (021-72534),
24 Rugby Drive, Bangor, Co Down, BT20 3PZ, (460588),Vagram,
37 Ward Ave, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HP, Bangor (462273), Sea Otter,
23 Killinchy St., Comber, Co. Down, ,
Evora, Dttmbo Hill, Howth, Co Dublin, (322931/’741231), Findabar of Howth,
Frazerbank, Strathmore Road" Killiney, Co. Dublin, (851439.Office:523000), State
0 "ChcL,sis(PO),
Kilnbum, 33 Warren Rd, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 0PD, (883951), Vamp ofltcunble,
53 Bayside Walk, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323062/331103),
55 Wyvem, 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, Encamada 6.3.2, Palma de, Majorca, Spain, (71-450454),
Airton Hainault Road, Foxrock Dublin 18, (892558), Jeepers,
75 Dunluce Road, Clontarf, Dublin 3,,
Derryclare, Well Road, Douglas, Cork, (021-291799.Off021-292813),
Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, Killinchy (541470), h:arus Qf
Cl~an,

Kennedy, Mrs., B., 1973
Kennedy Q.C., Hugh P., 1963,
Vice Commodore ICC,
Kenset, David J., 1978
Kidney, Noel J., 1986
Kilkenny, Joseph, 1971
*King, CDR.W., Dso l)sc
Rn. Retd.(1987)
Kirby, Tom, 1971
Knatchbull, Michael W., 1986
Knight, R.D., 1971
Knott, H.B., 1964
Lane, Dr., Victor, 1983
Larkin, Frank J., 1982
Latham, Leslie D., 1984
Laurence, David T., 1975
Law, J. Brian, 1975
Lawless, Peter D., 1964
Lee, Reginald, 196l
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Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Rd., Killinchy, Co. Down, Killinchy (541470),
Edgebank, 16Dcrarnore Park Sth., Belfast, (660500), Tosca IV of Bangor,
17 Silverbirch Rd., Bangor, Co. Down, BT19 2EU, (0247-62128)Ceres,
7 Seafort Terrace, Sandymount, Dublin 4, ,
C, ray’s Lane, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323442.Office:778932),
Oranmore Castle, Oranmore, Co. Galway.
Park Road’ Cloghcen, Clonakilty, Co. Cork, (023-33553.Off.:023-33240), Yami
Yami,
Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin, (801420),
15 Wyvem, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin,
Marlay, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (853312),
Hillside, Carrickmines, Co. Dublin, (894406),
San Jose, North Circular Road" Limerick, (061-53167),
7 Richnmnd Ave, Monkstown, Co Dublin, Siamsa (PO),
31 Sutherland Ave., Jacob’s Well , Guild.ford, Surrey GU4 7QX,
Rock Cottage, Whiterock Rd, Killinchy, Co. Down, BT23 6PR, Killinchy (0238--541344),
Heydere, Westfields, N. C. Road, Limerick, (061-5167.Office:45290), Mokav H,
Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Ave., Bootertown, Co. Dublin, (889468)

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
Lennox, George A., 1969
Leonard, Alan G., 1964
Ley, John E., 1986
Ley, Mrs., Angela, 1986
Love, Mrs., T., 1963
Love, Clayton (Jun.), 1971
Love, D.B., 1963
Lovegrove, Richard V., 1981
Luke, Derek, 1959
Luke, Dermot, 1955
Lyden, Brendan P., 1968
Lynas, Mrs., Maria, 1981
Lyster, W. Bruce, 1985
MacLaverty, K.J., 1961
Macauley, W.P., 1963
Macilwraith, George H., 1970
*MacDonald, Alastair (1987)
Commodore CCC
Macken, J.J., 1949
Madden, Arthur G., 1961
Madden, Dr., J., 1971
Magan, Arthur S.C., 1981
Magennis, C., 1975
Maguire, Neville D., 1985
Maher, Patrick J., 1959
Malone, Stephen A., 1979
Mansfield, Stafford, 1981
Markey, James A, 1984
Marshall, A.H., 1963

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics
8 Norwood Gardens, Belfast, BT4 2DX, (656989), Sarita,
Graigeveagh, Skewick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0849-541579), Wishbone,
7 Ward Ave, Bangor, Co. Down, (454937), Hijack (PO),
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co Down, (454937), Hijack (PO),
E1 Caribe, Currabirmy, Co. Cork, (021-831139),
Clanricarde, Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-293977/office 021-276841), Assiduous Of Cork
El Medano, 75 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852837),
Corrig, Convent Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859782), Little Egypt,
Windward, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322507), Gunfleet II,
15 Asgard Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324181.Office771801),
Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (021-882303),
29 Bridge Road, Helens Bay, Co. Down,,
Huckleberry, 37 Blackhills, Esher Surrey, England, KT10 8QS,
Ballynally Lane, Moville, Co. Donegal, (077-82239), Eoin Rua,
Ballyward House, Manor Kilbride, Blessington, Co Wicklow, (582101), Heather Bell,
Delgany, Newenham Drive, Douglas, Cork, (893577.Office:962222), Windhover,

5 Regents Gate, Bothwell,, Glasgow, G71 8QV.
White House, Dalkey Avenue, Co. Dublin, (859585), Aileen,
Hazeldene, Marina, Blackrock, Co. Cork, (021-31348)
Derrylea, Menlove Gardens, Blackrock, Co. Cork, (021-33439), Pidun,
Cloghreen, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322408)
Landfall, 43 Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, 2237, Snow Goose of Moygannon,
2 Sarto Rd, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323229). Demelza,
Ballinglanna, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-293966.Office:25252),
57 Sydney Parade Ave, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (696100.Office:682781), Symphonie,
4 Barnstead Drive, Blackrock, Co Cork, (021-294197), Luv Is,
Stagg Rock, Nashville Park, Howth, Co Dublin,
Surmyside, 16 Killoughey Rd, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 OBL, (0247-883553),
Mandarin,
Martin, Clive C., 1978
Erinagh, Kerrymount Ave., Foxrock, Dublin, (893565), Estrellita (PO),
Martin, F.D., 1954
Woodley, Eaton Brae, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (824457), Lovely Lady,
Martin, J. Kenneth, 1982
Tres Fleur, Westminister Rd., Foxrock, Dublin 18 (893981), EstreUita (PO),
Masser, Bill., 1966
114 High Street, Eton, Windsor, Berks., England (Windsor 867285), Pimail of Kew,
Massey, Nicholas W., 1980
2 Thormanby Lawns, Howth, Co. Dublin, (325058)
Maxwell, Cdr., J.D., R.N.Retd., 1982 Old Court, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, Virago of Strangford,
McAnaney, E., 1975
88 Sandford Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, (971421),
McAuley, Daniel J., 1979
33 Stewardstown Rd., Belfast, BT1 19SZ, (613712), Capella of Kent,
McAuley, F.D., MCh.D.O.M.S., 19611
45 Upper Leeson St., Dublin 4., (604580),
McBride, Denis, 1972
25 Thormanby Road, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (322126),
McBride, Edward D., 1970
Iona, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323335),
McBride, Francis M, 1987
Iona, Bailey, Co. Dublin, (323335)
McCann, George, 1968
21 Riverside Rd., Bangor, Co. Down, Bangor (62035),
McCarthy, Francis, 1985
Kedges, Forthill, Summercove, Kinsale, Co Cork, Office (505338), Scilly Goose
McClement, Donald J., 1983
2 Cedar Grove, Glasheen Road, Cork, ,
McConnell, J.C., 1958
McConnell House, Charlemont Place, Dublin 2, (858451.Office:781544), Marula,
McConnell, John H., 1965
120 Balinclea Hgts., Killiney, Co. Dublin, (Office:781544), Bloodhound,
McConnell, Mrs., M.T., 1959
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, Kala,
McConnell, Stafford C., 1971
Derryverogue, Donadea, Naas, Co Kildare,
McCormick, W.H.D., 1956
Brooklyn, Greencastle, Lifford, Co Donegal, (077-81005/Derry65014), Manaan
Maclir;Vinga H,
McDowell, J.R., 1963
la Meadow Way, Crawfordsburn, Co. Down, BT19 1JJ,
*McFerran, K., 1931 (1982)
Dangan, Carrickmines, Co. Dublin, (893153),
McFerran, N., 1965
Dept.of Biochemista2, Queen’s University, 9 Lisburn Rd, Belfast, BT9 7BL, (6667208)
McGonagle, Liam, 1959
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823.0ffice:761818)Ounavara of Howth; Meander 1I,
((eo)
McGuire, John F., 1975
The Garden Flat, 22 Hyde Park Gardens, London, W2 2LY, (01-262-1363),
McHenry, Cormac P., 1980
8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14, (884733)., Ring of Kerry,
McIlwaine, A.D., 1960
Glebe Cottage, 7 Church Hill, Killinchy, Co. Down, Sheenan,
McKean, William W., 1986
27 Fotheringay Rd, Glasgow, G41 4NL, (041-423-6370), Siolta (PO),
McKee, Michael, 1962
52 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HL, Bangor (2692),
McKenna, David C., 1964
C/O OTBIFL, 12A floor, OTB building, 160 Gloucester Rd., Hong Kong
McKinley, Fergus, 1953
Beechfield, Sydney Ave., Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (888376),
McKinney, John H., 1975
3 Balally Drive, Dundrum, Dublin 14, (982514.Office:978490), Aracaty II (PO),
McLaverty, C.P., 1961
30 Deramore Drive, Belfast 9,,
McMahon, James
The Hon., Mr Justice, 1973
18 Palmerstown Grove, Milltown Rd., Dublin 6, (698471)
Treberth, Con" Bridge, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324042), Brent Goose,
McMillan, Alistair, 1968
Strangford, Downpatfick, Co. Down, Anolis,
McMordie, H.M., 1972
McMullan, F. Gerard, 1986
39 Victoria Rd, Bangor, Co Down, (472826),
McMullen, L., 1940
11 Almoners’ Ave., Cambridge, CB1 4NZ, (247020),
Cuilin, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (821018), Kilderkin,
McMullen, Colin P., 1975
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
Meagher, Niall, 1975
Mellon, D.E., M.D. 1947
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
Morrissy, Donal, 1982
Morrison,R. Ian,1957
Morton,Admiral Sir,Anthony,1970,
G.B.E. K.C.B.,
Mosse,W.P.,1964,
Mullen,T.J.,1975
Mulhem, James, 1958
Mullins,John, 1972
Mullins,Peter J.D.,1971
Murphy,W.J.,1963
Naim, George E., 1980
Naim, W. Smart, 1987
Nicholson, David, 1980
Nixon, Georgina A. 1987
Nixon, James, 1971
Nixon, W.M., 1963
O’Tiemey, Dr., Donal, 1986
O’Boyle, Donal, 1974
Hon Treasurer ICC
O’Brien, Daniel D., 1978
O’Brien, John J., 1971
O’Ceallaigh, C., 1959
O’Connor, Daniel, 1971
O’Connor, Gilbert J. 1987
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
Orr, Arthur S.P.VRD., 1970
Orr, S.A., 1973
Osborne, James R., 1974
Osterberg, Paul, 1949
Park, Dr., David S., 1969
Park, Jonathon S. 1987
Park, Mungo, 1955
Patton, Henry A., 1969
*Paul, Alan H. O.B.E., (1958)
Payne, J. Somers, 1969
Pearson, Alan J., 1983
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ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics
Gleann na Greine, Naas, Co. Kildare, (045-7728)
The Old Barn, Ballahalla, Ballasalla, 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, (09603-68818)
Ballylug, Rathdrum, Co. Wicklow, (0404-5164), Samantha,
23 Albany Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, ,
Leeward, Marina, Blackrock, Cork, (293297.Office:502381),
Clonmore House, Piltown, Co. Kilkermy,,
Clonmore House, Piltown, Co. Kilkenny, (051-95105),
Clarenbridge House, Clarenbridge, Co. Galway (091-86225)
Weatherly, Claremont, Howth, Co. Dublin (322068),Safari oftlowth,
Flat 6; Amhurst,90 St Cross Road, Winchester, Hants,SO23 9PX, (0962-56393),L amorna IH,
Dunedin,Bennets Bridge,Co. Kilkenny,(056-27125),
59 Sefton,Rochestown Ave,DunLaoghaire,Co. Dublin, (855026),Tiger,
Stman Hill, Delgany, Co. Wicklow (01-874785) State O’Chasis
38 Avenue Morley,Fort George,St Peter Prt, Guemsey,(0481)26991),Maid of Kileen,
38 Ave Morley,Fort George,St Peter Prt, Guemsey,C.I., (0481-26991),Chrismi of Sark,
15 Cleve Hill,Blackrock Rd.,Cork’,
3 St Helen’s North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin (808765) Marden
23 Tullyvarraga Hill, Shannon, Co. Clare (061-61464:office 061-61655)
Diamond Lodge, Monkstown, Co. Cork (842160) Black Shadow
14 Evora Park, Howth, Co. Dublin (323929)
Farmhill, Farmhill Road, Marino, Holywood, Co. Down (Holywood 2196) The Demonstrator
14 Evora Park, Howth, Co. Dublin (323929) Turtle (PO)
41 Seaview, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co Down, BT34 3NJ (73388)
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)
The Pines, Westminister Rd, Foxrock" Dublin 18 (858012.Office:764661) Leprechaun
Penny Lane, 58 Rhanbuoy Park, Craigavad, Co. Down BT18 0DU (Holywood 4603; office
Belfast 246220)
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
Corrydorrigan, Schull, Co. Cork (028-28253.Office:021-276945) Sandy Ways
Le Fainel, St Martin’s, Guernsey, C.I. (0481-37650) Cuilaun
12 Cypress Lawn, Templeogue, Dublin (905800.Office:689690) Triona
Balrath, Co. Meath
Craigholm, Brighton Rd., Foxrock, Dublin 18 (896284)
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 (066-36185) Orion
Ardgarry, Gorey, Co. Wexford (055-21803)
59 Warren Rd., Donaghadee, Co. Down Miss Molly of Hamble
38 Domden Pk., Black’rock" 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
Evergreen, Old Holywood Rd., Belfast (63601 .Office:452428) Maimoune (PO)
Chapel Cottage, Burray, Orkney, KWl7 2SZ (0856-73-350)
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 024774625)
The Croft, 144 Portaferry Rd., Newtownards, Co. Down, BT22 2AH
Carrig Breach Cottge, Bally, Howth, Co. Dublin (322210) Black Pepper
Four The Trees, Donaghadee, Co. Down, BT21 ODU (882517 Off:0232-663166) Nisha,
Broadlands Cottage, Britwell Salome Nr., Watlington, Oxon, England
4 Camden Tce., Crosshaven, Co. Cork (021-831128) Melody
7A Wynnsward Park, Clonskeagh, Dublin 14 (693516)

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
Pearson, J.D., 1950
Perkins, R.Forbes, 1980
Petch, John A. 1987
Pilling, Jnr. J. Ross 1987
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
*Rothschild, Walter N. (1987)
Commodore CCA
Russell, John F., 1965
Ryan, David F., 1973
Ryan, Den’nod 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.L, 1972
Sharp, Ronald, 1974
Sheil, Leonard, 1968
Shell, 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 A 1987
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-Larg, 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
Rear Commodore ICC
*Taggart, A.G., 1970 (1987)
Hon. Sec. C.C.C.,

ADDRESS, PHONE NO. in brackets. NAME OF YACHT in italics
Craigview, Claremont Road, Howth, Co. Dublin (322276)
Owl’s Nest, Box 398, Manchester, MA 01944, U.S.A. (617-526-1492) Goldeneye
Seaview Farm, Kilbrittain, Co. Cork
305 Downer Ave., Mantoloking, New Jersey, 08738, U.S.A.
The Coach House, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down (852237.Office::853634 Hayrider (PO)
The Coach House, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down (852237) Hayrider (PO)
The Brake, Cobh, Co. Cork (021-811394) Cecille
Whinstone, 39 Warren Rd, Donaghadee, Co Down (882330) Syrena
11 Willow Ave., Green Park, Clondalkin, Dublin 22
20 Offington Court, Sutton, Dublin 13 (393186) Comanche Raider
11 Burrow Rd., Sutton, Dublin 13 (325544.Office:765801)
Greylands, Knocknacree Rd, Dalkey, Co Dublin (859081.Office 760631)
Stratford, Silchester Rd., Glenageary, Co. Dublin (805328.Office:808305)
The Residence, Kllboroney, Rostrevor, Co. Down (470) Petrel
Rosciar, Killincarrig Rd, Greystones, Co Wicklow (874572)
Lough Ryrm, 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)
RD Box 1258,Laurel Hollow, Syosset’ New York, 11791, U.S.A.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 III (PO)
Elstow, Knapton Rd., Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (807151)
Ashdale, Castle Close, Sandycove, Co Dublin
Homefield, Lr Kilmacud Road, StiUorgan, Co Dublin (882012) Sak/
3 Seafzont Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co Down (02317-3975) Ocean Dove
49 Offmgton Ave, Sutton, Dublin 13 (322909) Moody Blue
Bree House, Craigavad, Co. Down BT18 ODE (Hollywood 4361)
7 Edith Tce., Londow, SW.10 (352-7367) Thalassa
Sonas, Windgate Rd, Baily, Co Dublin
10 Massey Ave., Belfast’ BT4 ZIS (63809.Office:084-245454) Maimoune (PO)
Ardbeg, Craigrnillar Ave., Milngavie, Glasgow, G62 8AV (41-956-1984) Siolta PO)
Portlet’ Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin (801878) Gay Gannet
Cloonbane, Doneraile, Co Cork (022-24148.Office:021-968935) Peggy West
Derrybawn, Military Rd., Ballybrack, Co. Dublin (853371) Greylag of Arklow
The Bearings, Lough Atalia Rd., Galway (091-63920)
Kingston, Taylor’s Hill, Galway (Office 091-51706)
80 Ward Ave., Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5HW (473563) Blue Bandit
Clonmore, Glebe House, Co. Carlow
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
13 Chapel Lane, Riverside, Ct. 06878, U.S.A.
33 Leeson Park, Dublin 6 (806729.Office:605011)
Seaview, Corrig Ave., Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (807296;0ffice:888847
Woodbrook Side Lodge, Bray, Co.Wicklow (821454)
14 Mount Boone Way, Dartmouth, S. Devon, TQ6 9PL, (Dartmouth 080-43-4159) Tara
14 Mount Boone Way, Dartmouth, S. Devon, TQ6 9PL Globe Star
7 Dufferin Villas, Bangor, Co Down (60081) M’Lady of Down,
Ardkeen, Castleroy, Co. Limerick
BallagiUey Cottage, Maughold, Isle of Man (0624-813586) 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, Halle; Egremont, Cumbria, CA22 2ND, England
Elsinore, Baily, Co Dublin (322937)
3 Thomastown Rd, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin (852084.Office 772941) L’Exocet (PO)
9 Avondale Rd., Killiney, Co. Dublin (854744)
Eglantine, Crab Lane, Blackrock Rd, Cork (292734.Office:25331)
Highlaws, 3 Camstradden Dr Wst, Bearsden, Glasgow, G61 4AJ (041-942-0615)
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
Taggart, John [., 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
*Vii&s, Carl H, (1987)
Hon. Sec. C.C.A.,
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
Whitehead, David, 1972
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
Wood, Trevor R.C. 1987
Woode, Wolfe C.F.W., 1958
Wylie, Ian E., 1971
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Cuan Cottage, Skettrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down (Killinchy 531232) Sula of Arne
Deva, 70 Coliemore Rd, Dalkey, Co Dublin (859393)
Aisling, Knapton Rd., Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin (804391.Office:767998) State O’Chassis
(PO)
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, Isl Anglesey, Gwynedd, LL61 6EZ, (0248-714-430)
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, Isl.Anglesey, Gwynedd, LL61 6EZ, (0248-714-430)
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) Meander 111 (PO)
St. Ann’s, Fort Street, Cork (021-313236)
Inver Dea, Ferrybank, Arklow, Co Wicklow (0402-2452:Yard 2403)
Hillside, Glenageary Hill, Glenageary, Co. Dublin (805853)
P.O. Box 2398, Short Beach, Conn. 06405-1498 U.S.A.
Ballynaparka, Aglish, nr.Cappoquin, Co, Waterford (024-6144) Arctic Tern
Doonan Cottage, 160 Ballymena Rd., Camlough, Co. Antrim BT44 OLD (Carnlough 309))
Winefreda of Geenisland
The Court Lodge, Yalding, Kent, ME18 6HX Twayblade
Ringveagh, 10 Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Co. Down (Killinchy 541264) Heather of
Mourne
The Cottage, Linlewick 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, Crosshaverq Co. Cork (021-831483.Office:502358) Carrigdoun
Son&s, Countess Rd, Killarney, Co Kerry (33239) Charlotte Rose
13 Craigdarragh Park, Seahill Craigavad, Holywood, Co Down, BT18 OEA (Holywood
3763.Office 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 H1 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 (82122)7 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)
9 Little Meadow, Pottery Rd., Dun Laoghaire Glenmumbles (PO)
Boardman Ave., Manchester, Massachusett, MA 01944, U.S.A.Witchery
Dillington Int Metals, Dr vanZeeland Strt 1, 2265DD,Leidschendam, Netherland Shemite
3 Butler St., Astwood Bank, Redditch, Worcestershire, England, B96 6BS Astwood Bank
2828 Kontila’,
The Whins, 25 Ballykeigle Rd., Comber, Co. Down, BT23 5SD (Ballygowan 528360)
Reiver (PO)
4 Prospect Park, Ballygowart, Co. Down, BT23 6LW(Ballygowan 528832) Reiver (PO)
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)
Rostynan, 1 Haddington Lawn, Glenageary, Co. Dublin
Bridge House, Skibbereen, Co. Cork
22 Marmont Park, Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2GR (760158.Office:320202) (PO)

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. Durra
M.J. Hall
C. P. Gray
B. Cassidy
R.B. Cudmore
H.M.McMordie
F. Ryan J. McKirmey
P. Butler
J. Villiers-Stuart
F. Espey
C. Love Jnr
H. Cudmore Snr
A. Doherty
R. Courtney
E.P.E.Byme
M. Park
D. Nicholson
J.H. McCormeU
R. d’Alton
R.J.A. Simms
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
N. Reilly
D. Butler
M. O’Farrell
M. O’Flaherty
J.H. Guinness
H. Greet
N. D. Maguire
J.A. Blaikie
R. A. Sommerville
K.L MacLaverty

Yacht

T.M.

Adele
28
Ailsa
4
Aisling na Mara
10
Alpara
14
Anasu H
17
Andante
13
Andromeda
4
Anita
0
Anna Petrea
6
Anolis
15
Aracaty III
11
Arandora
10
Arctic Tern
11
Ariadne
0
Assiduous Of Cork
22
Auretta
9
Bali Hai
6
Bandersnatch of Howth
13
Beaver
3
Black Pepper
22
Black Shadow
10
Bloodhound
5
Bloody Mary
9
Blue Bandit
12
Blue Belle
9
Boru
15
Brent Goose
7
Bright Eyes
9
Cabaret
10.10
Calcaria
10
Calloo
4
Cappella of Kent
16
Caranja
15.5
Carrigdoun
22
Cecille
12
Ceres
4
Chancer
10
Charlina
30
Charlotte Rose
10.5
Chloe of Mourne
-48
Chrismi of Sark
Christina
14.5
Comanche Raider ....
Condor
8
Cuchulain
11
Cuilaun
28
Deerhound
28
Deilginis
0
Demelza
10
Different Drummer
5
Emanuel
7
Eoin Rua
5

Rig

Built

Designer

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

1969
1959
1978
-1968
1982
1962
-1976
1900
1955
1948
1982
1938
1983
-1962
1970
1975
1984
1976
1977
1973
1978
1977
1979
1982
1980
1979
1977
1959
1964
1981
1981
1970
-1979
1976
1980
--1978
1978

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
C.A. Nicholson Int.8m.
Dublin Bay 24
Nicholson 32
-Frers S & S Swan 46
Yamaha 30
-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
Nieholson 35
David Sadler Contessa 32
V. Aamipalo Finrnar 36
Olle Enderlein Shipman 28
D. Sadler Contessa 32
Van de Stadt. Jupiter 1/2 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 Taos 34
Moody 52
Hakon Soedergren; Condor 32
M. Griffiths
Joubert
Giles; Westerly Solway

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

1980
1971
1970
1970
1907
1979
1974
1962
1964

W.P. Brown; Ruffian 8.5
P. Brett Rival 32
G.T. McGruer
Hood 50
Howth 17
R. Holland Club Shamrock
W.P.Brown Ruffian 23
Raymond Wall
Tord Sunden Folkboat
175

Owner

Yacht

C.E. Ronaldson
K.J. & C.C. Martin
O. F. Whelan
A. O’Donovan
P. Bourke
TJ. Fitzpatrick
J.P. Jameson
L.F.G. Heath
E.K. Devenny
B. Hegarty
D.H.T. Greenhalgh
L. Sheil
A. Gore-Grimes
W.A. Smyth
J.N. White
M.H. Snell
J.F. Burke
R.F. Perkins
T. Sheppard
D. Luke
R. Cassidy
F. Rogerson
Mrs Ruth Heard
Mr & Mrs M. Prichard
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
K.M. Boyd
M.H. Flowers
R. Barr
C. O’Ceallalgh
M.T. McConnell
C.P. McMullen
T.N. Taggart
K. A. Wilby
R. Mollard
K.L. Cooke
J.J. Kelleher
A. S. Morton
P. Cooper
J. D. Cuttle
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
15
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.J. O’Connor

Erlin Mor
Estrellita
Evolution
Felicity Friend
Fiacra
Fifi
Findabar Of Howth

176

TM.

9
16
10
6
6
9
16
Four Seasons
21
Freda
6
Freebird
8
F r e ernew
10
7
Gay Gannet
5
Gibbon
Globe Star
14
4
G lenmumb les
16
Golden Harvest
Golden Shamrock
9
12
Goldeneye
Greylag of Arklow
12
10
Gunfleet of Howth
Gyn Trapp
8
Happy Return
5
Harklow
12
Hayrider
12
Heather of Mourne
10
Heatherbell
52
Hera
0
8
Hijack
15
Icarus of Cuan
Iduna
4
Jack Ivor
20
Jane
4
5
Jeepers
Jeremy Fisher Of Hamble 9
Joker Of Lymington
11
Joliba
12
Julia
5
Kala
4
Kilderkin
5
5
Kirmew
Kontiki
7
10
Kor sar
Kumaree
6
16
Lady Panther
Lamorna III
7
Lazy Dazy
Leanda
6
Leemara of Howth
12
Leigh Mary
12
4
Leprechaun
L’Exocet
Little Egypt
Live Wire
Loe Vean
Sloop F.
Lola
Lovely Lady
Luv Is
M’Lady of Down
Maid of Killeen
Maid of Skye
Maimoune
Mandalay
Mandarin
Manutara

14
8
10
5.
1978
11
16
11
10
20
9
2.5
14
7.5
15

Rig

Built

Designer

1979
1982
1972
1979
1980
1970
1978
1911
1976
1961
1963
1978
1982
1950
1974
1976
1960
1961
1969
1977
1965
1963
1976
1973
1932
1899
1977
1980
1939
-1959
1978
1973
1984
1979
1947
1974
1969
1947
1978
1969
1970
1984
--

J. Cisiers. Noray 38
Jean Berret First 30E
O’Brien Kenedy; Kerry Mark H
Westerly Centaur
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
Sparksman & Stephens 40’
Heath 40’
-C.J. Butler Achilles 9 metre
Nicholson Jolina
C.R. HoIman Sterling
Folkboat
Ted Brewer, Goderich 35
A. Mylne Glen O.D.
Giles Bowman 40’
Ron Holland
Concordia 40’ Yawl
Laurent Giles
S. & S. Swan 36
Cuthbert & Cassian
Holman-Stella
J. Tyrrell
R. Holland
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
Gordon Wyatt; Fisher 30
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
Holland N.I.C. 345
M. Giles. W. Channel O.D.
Derek Stukins. Downcraft 21
Guy Thompson T. 24
Robert Clark
C & C Trapper 400
Sparkman & Stephens 34
Dufour
German Freres First 42
Holman Twister

1950
1984
1981
1962

Warrington Smith Falmouth Pilot
R. Carter. Southerly 115
J.A. Bennet CoNic Victor 34
Peterson Thuesen Dragon O.D.

Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.

1971
1975
1976

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

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

1979
1982
1981
1979
1976
1955

A.Primrose; Moody 30
German Frers. First 42
Van de Stadt DB1 3/4 Ton
John Perryrnan; Rathlin
Camper & Nicholson 44
D. Hilliard

Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Junk
Sloop F.

1902
1979
1981
1983

L. Hope Fairy
A. Primrose Moody 33
A.H. Marshall
Ohlsen 38

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

Owner

Yacht

G. E. Naim
R. Benson
J. C. McConnell
M. J. Whelan
P.M.C. Branigan
R. G. Monson
L. McGonagle & D. Turvey
J.F. Coffey
L. R. Waters
W.D. Carr
Dr M. O’Keefe
J.P. Bourke
J.R. O’Neill
T.R.C. Wood
P. J. Bunting
P.D. Lawless
D.G. Scott
M. J. Webb
D.N. Doyle
R. Cudmore
D.J Faulkner
F.D. Tughan
P. Wilson
T.H. Roche
H. A. Patton
J.J. Fogarty
F. A. Sadlier
J.D.R. Fisher
F.J.W. England &
E.M Leonard
P. Courmey
L.D. McGonagle
F. Hand
D. J. Shell
D.H.B. Fitzgerald
Bill Masser
S.H.R. Clarke
B.P. Coad
H.E.O’C. Byme
Dr. M. O’Rahilly
W.P. & J.D. Williams
L. Cassidy & W. Riordan
C.P. McHertry
R.C.A. Hall
J.J. Flanagan
H.R. Hicks
T.L Hanan
R.I. Morrison
Paddy Barry
1. A. Ryan
P. Morck
Hugo duPlessis
V. O’Farrell
Reginald T. Walsh
W. B. C. Fogarty
G.A. Lennox
D. Ryan
F.McCarthy
W. R. Gilmore
D. M. Irwin
L.B.Dickinson
T. E. Crosbie
F. Cudmore
M. Balmforth
J. Gore-Grimes
A.D.MacIllwaine
D. Whitehead

Marden
Marlou
Marula
Maunie
Maximizar
Mazara
Meander III
Meg of Muglins
Melandy
Melora llI
Miss Demena
Miss Fionnuala
Miss Molly of Hamble
Misty
Mitigator
Mokav H
Moody Blue
Moondrifter
Moonduster
Morgana
Moss Rose
Myth of Mourne
Nan of Gare
Neon Tetra
Nisha
Nora Sheila
Ocean Dove
Onaway
One Timee
Oona
Ounavara of Howth
Pamela
Peggy West
PeigEn Eile
Pintail of Kew
Quiver VII
Raasay of Melfort
Rapparee
Red Velvet
Reiver
Rhapsody
Ring of Kerry
R oane
Rockabill
Roe
Rosbeg
Safari of Howth
Saint Patrick
Saki
Samantha
Samharcin an lar
Sandy Ways
Sapphire
Sarcelle
Sarita
Sceolaing
Scilly Goose
Scotch Mist
Sea Otter
Seaboard
Senta
Setanta Too
Sgeir Ban
Shardana
Sheenan
Shemite

Rig

Built

Designer

9
9
15
14
9
8
11
12
10
27
9
9
9
12
9
5
14
10
20
10
77
15
13
20
8
5
9
6

Sloop W
Motor
S.S.D.M.Y. S
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Ketch
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Cutter W.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Ketch W.
Sloop W.

1963
1934
1982
1976
1978
1957
1978
1972
1965
1959
1965
1974

D. Hilliard
Musler 35’
Bekebered; PEDRO 1000
A. Primrose Moody 33
Pelle Peterson Maxi 95
McGruer
McGruer Grampian 34’
Nicholson 35
Nicholson 32 MKiv
A. Mylne & Co.
J. Alden. Mistral 36
Albinson Comfort 30
Sadler 32
First 345
D. Sadler; Contessa 32
Ron Holland Eygthene 24
A.Primrose,Moody 33
J. Roy; Macwester Seaforth
German Frers 52’ A.C.
Holman & Pye Bowman 36
Herd & Mackenzie
A. Gurney Rancher 41
Sparkman & Stephens 8 C/R
D. Hilliard
A. V. Bumard Fairey Fisherman
L. Giles Vertue
M. Griffiths
R. Warrington-Smith

11.
0
21
6
10
11
7
24
11
10
12
12.5
10
6
14
10
4
2
17
15
10
5
16
12
7
6
12
16
11
9
7
10
11
10
9
10
15
7

Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
G. Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop s.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Lug W.
Ketch F.
G. Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Gaff Cutter
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop. F.
Sloop F.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.

1980

T.M.

1985

1978
1978
1981
1970
1973
1970
1965
1954
1965
1955
1959
1961

1974
1890
1976
1980
1973
1972
1972
1979
1971
1988
1978
1973
1969
1982
1921
1973
1982
1909
1979
1978
1977
1978
1965
1951
1910
1969
1979
1977
1985
1938
1983
1977
1980
1977
1937
1973

Peter Boyce; O-Day 37
Howth 17 O.D.
Laurent Giles Moody 46
O’Casey Meenish Is. Galway Hooker
Westerly Berwick
Dubois, Westerly Fulmar
H.T. Rossiter, Pintall"
Camper & Nicholson
Peter Brett. Rival 34.
R. Holland Club Shamrock
Hustler 35 Holman & Pye
A. Mylne
Holland Club Shamrock
Kerry 27’ O’Brien Kennedy
D. Hilliard
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 & Nich 43
Group Finot, Fasmet 34
D. Sadler Contessa 32
Westerly Griffon
Robert Clark
Van de Stadt; DBI 3/4 Ton
Holland Club Shamrock
Ruffian 8.5 W.P. Brown
Camper & Nicholson 31
A.M.Dickie & Sons
SHE 27
177

Owner
M.M.D’Alton/F.C.Winklelmann/L. D. Latham
Tony Clarke
S. Fergus
W.W. McKean & R. Sharp
D. Cross
C. Magennis
R.J. Fowler
R. Fielding
Dixon
T.Johnston & J.Tiemey
W. R. Watson
Mrs. M.J. Guirmess
E.M. Booth
J.I. Taggart
S. Davis
S.A. Malone
G. D. Ralston
N.C. Hughes
F.M. & J.R.J. Eves
J.C. Buffer
R. Slater
B.T. Smyth
P. H. Greer
R. Sewell
J. Nixon
M. O’Connor
T.J. Mullen
R.W. Barton
H.P. Kennedy
Mr. & Mrs. Clapham
M. O’GaUagher
Dr. O. Glaser
W.M. Nixon/H. Whelehan
J. Virden
F. D. Freeman
D.B. Johnston
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

178

Yacht

S iamsa
Silver Breeze
S inead
Siolta
Sir ena
Snow Goose of
M o y g annon
Spectra
Spellbound of Skellig
State o’Chassis
Strathspey
Stroker
Sula
Sula of Arne
Suvretta
Symphonie
Syrena
Taitsing
Takahe
Tam o’Shanter
Tandara
Tara
Tarquin
Thalassa
The Demonstrator
The Lady Beatrice
Tiger
Timella
Tosca IV of Bangor
TresiUian III
Triona
Tritsch-Tratsch IV
Turtle
Twayblade
Twocan
Vamp of Hamble
Verve
Vinter
Virago of Strangford
Vision
Walrus
Wheesht
Whistling Oyster
White Rooster
Wild Goose of Moyle
Wind Rose
Windhover
Winifreda of Greenisland
Wishbone
Witchery
Yami-Yami

T.M.

5
11
7
11
5
6
9
20.5
12
18
5
6
11
5
9.5
12
10
15
12
16
5
10
16
7
8
10
9
15
4
20
7
9
7
14
10
10
11
44
6
12
30
14
10
6
6
13
9
12
6

Rig

Sloop
Sloop
Sloop
Sloop
Sloop

Built Designer

F.
F.
F.
F.
F.

1983
1975
1966
1973

Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.

1978

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

1979

1981

1981
1979

1979
1965
1961
1972
1977
1987
1906

1977
1968
1960
1971
1962
1981
1970
1973
1966
1963
1978
1962
1963
1978
1974
1986
1980
1936
1969
1980
1965
1978

W.P. Brown Ruffian 23
Jean Berret First 32
Olle Enderlein. Shipman 28
Van de Stadt; Excalibur
Frank Buffer; Corondo 25
Maxi 84
Walsh Wakefield Ltd. Mirage 28
Moody 42AC Mark II Primrose
Holland NIC 345
Pearson 40
Johnson J. 24
Walsh Wakefield
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
West Solent O.D.
Briand Symphonie
Langer & Michalski; Vega 40
A. Buchanan
Westerly Conway 36
B. Chance; Chance 37
Camper & Nicholson 39
D.Thomas, Minstrel 23
Fisher 30
C. Sibbick
Squib
Olle Enderlein Shipman 28
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
A.C. Robb. Princess
Westerly Berwick
Nicholson 36
5.5 Meter
Super Seal 26’ Ron Holland
Nicholson 35
Holman & Pye. Oyster 53
S. Jones Hustler 36
M. Griffiths
Camper & Nicholson
S adler 25
The Admiralty
Holman North Sea 24
Sparkman & Stephens 35’
Sadler 25

&

R.N.L.I. Sunflower raft, l~n Laoghai~.
Sunday 14th June 1987.
Many ICC boats participated
(air corps photo)
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Covers feature
original paintings of
War Baby in the Antarctic
by Senan O’Brien

Blackrock College Rugby Football Club

Friday, 1st May,. 1987
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President: Andy Butler

Menu
Fresh Salmon Mayonnaise
Wholemeal Bread

--O--

Fresh Cream of Asparagus Soup

--O--

Fillet of Beef Wellington

--O--

Selection of Fresh Vegetables
and Potatoes

--O--

Fresh Fruit Salad with Kirsh

--O--

Irish Coffee
After Dinner Mints

Toasts
Ireland
Andy Butler
President
Blackrock College R.F.C.

Fr. Aidan Lehane CSSp
Principal ~/ C~,St. Mtchaels College

Eddie Thornton
University College
Dublin R.F. C

Brian McLoughlin
Blackrock College R.F.C.

Sir Ewart Bell KCB

LR.F.U.

Blackrock College R.F.C.

Our Guests

Mark Keogh
Captain
Blackrock College R.F.C.

Eric Pembrey
President
Referees Association
Leinster Branch

Patron:
Very Rev. B. Hally, C.S.S.p.
(President of Blackrock College)

President Elect:
C. Kevany

Club Captain:
Mark Keogh

Hon Secretary:
Gerry Power

Hon Treasurer:
Paul Waldron

Immediate Past President."
/Vial/Brophy

Executive Committee."
Dave AIIman, Eddie Slater, Pat Cranfield,
Harry Kenny, Sean Buggy.

