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Honorary Secretary’s Report for 1990

I am very pleased to open my first report with the news that at
the first meeting of your new Committee, the Commodore
Hugh P Kennedy proposed that John Gore-Grimes be elected
an Honorary Member for life in recognition of his
achievements in and services to yachting, not only in Ireland
but throughout the many lands and across all the oceans on
which he has carried our Irish Cruising Club burgee. Our
Club has over the years had as members most distinguished
and courageous yachtsmen, I would suggest that amongst
them John is "primus inter pares".
Annual Dinner
Our Annual Dinner, held on the 3rd March at the Slieve
Donard Hotel, Newcastle, Co Down was an excellent evening
with over 230 members and guests attending. The
accommodation in the hotel was taxed to the full. Among
guests at the top table was Mary Barton, wife of the late
Humphrey Barton, a founder member of the Ocean Cruising
Club, an organisation sharing many features in common with
ourselves. The address "The Irish Cruising Club" by Mr Ted
Crosbie was received with acclamation. Brian Hegarty had
organised the function in his own quietly efficient manner,
setting as high a standard as ever he has.
Annual General Meeting
Following the pattern of recent years the Annual General
Meeting was held in the Royal St George Yacht Club, Dun
Laoghaire on Friday 23rd March. A total of 88 members
attended (with a further 25 apologies), and as is customary, all
stood in silence to remember eight of our members who died
since the last AGM. They included Michael R Sullivan of the
Cork Area Committee. Michael, though far from well, had
skippered a boat during the committee visit to Cork in
October 1989. I was fortunate to be with him on that
exhilarating trip to East Ferry.
The Honorary Secretary’s Report for 1989 having been
published in the Annual for that year was taken as read. The
Honorary Treasurer circulated a detailed report on the state of
the Club finances. Subscription income was up due to the
increase in subscription level. Further, the "encouragement"
to allow members to pay by the credit card system not only
improved cash flow, but eased the administrative burden.
Profit from the sale of books was down due to the delay to the
new edition of the South & West Sailing Directions, it is
expected that this will balance out next year. The Honorary
Treasurer summed up with the welcome news that our
finances are in good order.
No candidates having been proposed as Officers or
Committee members as provided for in Rules II (ii) and 13
(iii), i.e. from the general body of members, the Commodore
put forward his own, and on the proposal of Reginald Revill,
seconded by Seamus Lantry all were deemed elected.
Thus this 1990 election marked major changes in your
Committee. Brian Hegarty retired after nine years as

Honorary Secretary, nine years in which he quietly and
thoroughly brought the administration of the Club under
control. Cajoled, hammersed and extracted details of names
addresses and yachts from sometimes reluctant members.
Organised at least 36 Committee Meetings and saw to it that
they and the AGM’s for which he was responsible got through
the business they had to complete with the minimum of fuss
and formality. He served three Commodores, travelled to all
parts of the country and got to know virtually all our
members. His period in office was a period of consolidation,
the result of many long hours of hard work. Later, a
presentation was made to Brian by John Gore Grimes to mark
the appreciation by the Commodores, Committees and
members of his service, a presentation marked by sustained
applause from all present.
Another change was that of our Honorary Auditor. Berney
Gallagher who has been our Auditor for six years has retired
and Clayton Love Minor was elected to succeed him. No
doubt the expenditure of the Southern Area will be subjected
to especial scrutiny in the year to come with Chinese Walls
firmly in place.
In accord with the tighter administration policies of the
Club, the Hon Treasurer has been requested to deal without
prevarication with subscription defaulters. The Committee
feel very strongly that those who have a continued interest in
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Commodores Avery Seaman (C.C.A.)and Hugh Kennedy at
Glandore.
Photo Donal O’Boyle
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Outgoing Commodore John Gore-Grimes received the Supreme
Trophy in the 1990 Lucozade Watersports Awards for the continuing
international standard of his voyaging in high latitudes. Our photo
shows (lefl to right) Government Minister Vincent Brady TD, John
Gore-Grimes and John Cosligan, MD of Beecham Ireland at the
presentation ceremony in April.
Photo W.M. Niton
being members of the Club will take care to pay their
subscriptions on time without the necessity of reminders.
Thus, non payment is taken by the Committee to be, in
general, an indication of a waning interest in the Club and its
objectives, and on this basis the names of four individuals
were read out.
Under any other business reference was made to the East
Coast Rally to the Menai Straits and Port Dinorwic planned
for the Whit weekend, and to the ICC/CCA Cruise in
Company 1990 on the South Coast. Clayton Love Jnr. gave an
introduction to the programme for this event. The
Commodore in thanking him for the organisation which he
and Southern area members were putting into the event, said
it was becoming a much bigger Rally than had originally been
expected.
The new edition, the seventh, of the South and West
Sailing Directions has now been published and the thanks of
all members are due to Arthur S. R Orr. Those present marked
his achievement with well deserved applause. A new edition
of the North and East will be required for 1991, Arthur Orr
appealed for help with colour photographs for it.
The outgoing Commodore then gave his address,
beginning by welcoming the 37 new members of the Club
who were elected last January. The larger than usual number
was intended to boost the membership of the Southern area

which had it was felt fallen out of proportion to the distinction
of that area in terms of its members cruising interests. He
commented on the cruising achievements of some members
over the past year, Tony Morton who had sailed around
Ireland in Lamorna HI, Colin Chapman who had sailed back
from Biscay with only one mast, Dermod Ryan who in
Sceolaing had represented the ICC at the RCC Rally in the
Azores, and the incoming Hon Secretary who had while the
outgoing Hon Secretary’s back was turned, sneaked off to the
Azores on his own. (The Commodore, typically, failed to
make any reference to his own epic voyage from which the
Club has drawn so much distinction).
The 1989 edition of the Annual produced by the Honorary
Editor Ronan M Beirne, was commented on most favourably
by the Commodore, who expressed his satisfaction that it had
been produced within budget.
In thanking the outgoing Hon Secretary Brian Hegarty for
his support over his years in office, the Commodore referred
to the outstanding success of the Droner in the Slieve Donard
Hotel. It had been a wonderful weekend as many hangovers
testified to.
The award by the Flag Officers of the John B Kearney Cup
to the NCB Ireland project marked a most meritorious
performance which had not received the full recognition it
deserved from the media. The Cup is awarded to someone, or
some body, not necessarily an ICC member who has made a
significant contribution to Irish Sailing. On that basis the
award was fully deserved.
The Library project which had been brought to fruition by
Andrew Somerville was a splendid addition to the resources
of the Club, he deserves our thanks.
Finally, the Commodore thanked his Committee for their
support and singled out for special mention Brian Hegarty. In
handing over to the incoming Commodore, John Gore-Grimes
referred to him as a dedicated sailor with addresses in both
Belfast and Baltimore and promised him and the incoming
Committee every support.
Hugh Kennedy then took the chair saying that he will
succeed John but not try to follow him. He paid tribute to
John as a sailor whose exploits had added lustre to this Club
over the Western seaboard of Europe and the United States.
He had been a wonderful Commodore to serve under, he
always acted with great dignity and decorum and treated all
with great politeness, but never let undue liberalism get in the
way of action. He and his wile Jan had in a most assiduous
way taken upon themselves the task of meeting all members
during their time in office.
The incoming Commodore thanked all for conferring the
honour upon him, and alter Maimie and John McConnell, the
joint adjudicators had presented the Cups and Trophies for
1989, most present adjourned for dinner in the Club.
East Coast Whit Rally
The East Coast Area Whit Rally to Port Dinorwic was
arranged by Rear Commodore Dermod Ryan. It was weekend
of the start of Sceolaing’s cruise to Spain, with among others
three of the Ryan family on board, wife Sheila, daughter
Yvonne and son Paul, but taking his duties seriously, the Rear
Commodore felt it incumbent on him to keep a fatherly eye
on his fleet.
The weather was excellent and a total of fifteen boats were
recorded;

All big wheels together ... at the Mitsubishi Motors/Irish
Independent ’Club of the Year’ presentation to the hish Cruising
Club in the Royal Irish YC were (left to right) Dermod Ryan (Rear
Commodore), Paddy Murphy (Mitsubishi Motors). Cormac
McHenry (Hon. Secretary I.C.C.) and Brian Hegarty.
Photo Dec~an Ca~till
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SHazzy (soon to be re-named ,labberwok by Ross
Courtney), Evolution, Bonanza. Lola, Eblana, Ring of Kero,.
Misty. Marie Clare, Lindos, Sceolaing, Maximiser.
Symt~lumie, L’ Evocet. Growltige#; Andante.

board various vessels and at Daft Eddies restaurant where
mine host Barry Bramwell was to be found encouraging
members to boost his profits!
We were most grateful to the Officers and Council of
Down Cruising Club for allowing us to use their unique
premises aboard the former lightship Petrel, we hope their
turnover reflected our visit suitably!
Boats attending were;
Alys, Big Boots, Blue Bandit, Hayrider, Hijack. Icarus of
Cuan, Insouciance, Jaxon, Jermy Fishel, Juff)’a, Leemara,
Mazara, Moody Blue, Nisha, Reivel, Stack Polly, Wheesht.

Commodore Hugh Kennedy and Hon. Compiler - Sailing
Directions, Arthur Orr.
Photo Peter Ronaldson ’
Some had difficulty in finding the entrance to the lock into
Port Dinorwic, none however for long enough for their
deviations to be recorded, and a vast throng assailed the Trade
Winds Restaurant in expectation of fine eating on the
Saturday night. All were well satisfied, eventually, and for
those who had to wait some time a splendid floor show was
put on by Mlle. Rogerine d’Apline (member 1972). Lindos set
off early on the Sunday morning for a rather rough trip home
while most of the rest of the fleet waited until later. Even so,
the crossing of the Caernarvon Bar showed just how
treacherous that stretch of water could be in anything above
force 3.
Northern Area Rally
Peter Ronaldson was kind enough to provide me with the
following notes on what was a most successful Rally over the
weekend of 15/16 September. It was held at the Down
Cruising Club on Strangford Lough. A total of 17 boats
attended and the Commodore hosted a drinks party on board
Blue Bandit and neighbouring vessels. After the party crews
were invited to take part in a simple nautical quiz for a prize
of a bottle of ’bubbly", Peter expressed the hope that the
failure of many crews to answer many (or any!) questions was
due to the success of the Commodore’s party rather than to
the ignorance of the competitors! However after an enjoyable
and light hearted bit of fun the prize was eventually won by
John & Angela Ley (Hijack) after a close struggle. They were
aided and abetted by Dan and Maura MacAuley of Capella
of Kent who were guesting aboard Hijack.
There were many enjoyable and hilarious dinner parties on

The ICC/RIYC Library
Andrew Somerville tells me that the library continues to
receive extremely generous donations of books and charts
from members of both Clubs. Because of shortage of space,
not all of our collection of charts is accessible in the library,
but additional storage space is planned for 1990-1991. The
programme of rebinding is almost complete; among the
outstanding items are first editions of the ICC Sailing
Directions.
Brian Dalton is continuing to update and amend the index
to the ICC annuals. A copy of the index is bound with the
1985 - 1988 volume of the annual, and members who wish to
consult the revised version should contact the Hon Librarian.
The John B. Kearney Cup
Ursula Maguire retired last year after many years of service
with the Irish Yachting Association. In fact, many will feel
that Ursula was the IYA for a very long time and that she was
instrumental in bringing the Association safely through many
storms in its early years. The Commodore and Flag Officers
have no hesitation in awarding this Cup to Ursula in
recognition of her commitment to sailing in Ireland.
Cormac P McHenry
HONORARY SECRETARY

\
\
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Dickie Gomes at the wheel of Woodhester Challenger winner of the
Donegan Memorial Cup for the best placed ICC yacht in the Round
Ireland Race.
Photo W.M. Nixon

North Coast Rally at the Down Cruising Club’s L.V. Petrel.
Photo Peter Ronaldson
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1990 Flag Officers and Committee
Commodore
Hugh P. Kennedy
Vice Comnaodore

D.H.B. FitzGerald

Rear Commodores

Clayton Love Jnr. and
Dermod J. Ryan

Hon Treasurer

Donal O’ Boyle

Hon Secretary

Cormac P. McHenry

Commitee - Northern Area Arthur S.P. Orr
Michael O’Farrell
T. Robert, J. Shanks and
C.E. (Peter) Ronaldson
East Coast

Ronan M. Beirne,
John Gore-Grimes,
Jennifer Guinness. Brian Hegarty
and Terence C. Johnson

Cork Area

C.J. FitzGerald Barry Hassett,
Donald J McClement and
David Nicholson

Western Area

Frank J. Larkin,
Frank W. Sheridan

\

\

New Members 1990
Michael J Ahern, Cork: Arthur R Baker, Cork;
Henry Bamwell, Dublin: Ivy Barnwell, Dublin; Fred Barry,
Dublin: William A Bohane, Cork: Brenda Branigan, Dublin;
Donal P Brazil, Waterford; J Chris Bruen, Cork:
Daniel Cahill, Cork: Marilyn Creighlon, Cork; Peter Culleton,
Dublin; John E Daly, Cork; Nicholas Duffin, Bangor;
T Austin Dunphy, Dublin: John B Forde, Cork:
Natascha Gore-Grimes, Dublin: Susan D Gray, Dublin;
Andrew M Hegarty, Dublin: Nell Hegarty, Cork:
Thomas C Hutcheson, Larne; Seamus Lantry, Cork;
Clayton Love Minor, Cork: John R Magee, Rhode Island,
USA: Anne Malone, Dublin; Sean McCormack, Dublin:
Gary E McGuire, Dublin: John A McWilliam, Whiterock:
Brendan O’Callaghan, Bandon: Philip O’Farrell, London:
Dominic O’Flynn, Cork: Arthur O’Leary, Cork:
Nell J Prenderville, Cork: Adrian Stokes, Cork:
Myra Ann Thallon, Bangor; Enda Walsh, Cork:
Joe Woodward, Cork.
Deceased Members
Aidan C Brindley,
David Butler,
William P Macauley,
John ARyan,

Kevin J Broderick,
R Paul Campbell,
George H Macilwraith,
Michael R Sullivan

Jimmy Butler ready to raft
up for the Cork October
Rally on Joe Filzgeralds
Eclipse 33, with Jim
Collins and crew amving
in the background.
Plum) Kevin Dwver

The Branigans on
Ma.vimiser (left). Philip
Byrne and Cecil
Richardson on
Growltiger outside Port
Dinorwic. (East Coast
Whir Rally)
Photo Cormac McHenrv

Rear Commodore Delmod Ryan in Port Dinorwic
Photo Cormac McHemw

Clayton Love
"Beamishing" over
with good advice for
members arriving at
the end of season
rally with Denis
Doyle watching over
his shoulder.
Photo Kevin Dwyer
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Honorary Editor’s Note

This year’s Annual contains many new cruising grounds and
as many new authors. Some members who participated in the
Cruise-in-Company took the opportunity of sailing around
Ireland, resulting in an unprecedented number of Round
Ireland submissions which could fill an entire volume of
accounts. Regretfully, not all of these excellent accounts are
published in full.
While most submissions were received by October 15th, it
would not be possible to produce the Annual without the
assistance of many other members.
I thank Ronnie Barr for his contribution of so many trackcharts. Skilfully drawn at short notice and with style, they
greatly enhance this journal.
The excellent cover photographs, with Derrynane in typical
Cruise-in-Company weather and of the Belem were taken by
Kevin Dwyer who also provided the colour separations. A
colour cover would not have been possible without Kevin’s
generosity of these expensive items.
Donal O’Boyle recorded the Cruise-in-Company and while
Donal and Liz were involved with the organisation of the
meet they also found time to take many photographs.
W.M. (Winkie) Nixon records the great achievements of
Paddy Barry’s, recent C.C.A. Blue Water Medal and also
provided the photograph of the Fastnet on the title page which
he took from the deck of Woodc’hester Challenger while on
the Round Ireland Race.
Many members have provided guidance, advice and
assistance, in particular I thank Robert Barr, John GoreGrimes, Brian Hegarty and Cormac McHenry who has been
kept very busy with proof-reading the list of members and
yachts. As usual any alteration to these lists should be sent to
Cormac.
Eileen Fagan and her busy team at D.O.T.S. have worked hard
and enthusiastically on the typesetting and page makeup with
good humour despite the Editor’s frequent alterations.
Many members will receive the Annual without a postage
stamp and this saving is only possible by the work of our
volunteer postmen.
Finally, the fifty or so members who have recorded their
cruising provide excellent reading and important planning
material for the entire membership.
Ronan Beirne
November
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1990 Cruise-In-Company Report
Donal O’Boyle

Crosshaven started getting ready for Cork Week on the week
commencing Monday, July 9th. During the same week the
participants fl~r the Cruise in Company started arriving from
the Cruising Club of America, from the Clyde Cruising Club
on their feeder race, the Blue Water Trophy and drifting in
from parts of Ireland and the U.K. The weather was benign.
The party really started on Saturday with a reception in the
main lmmarquee which went on for an hour and a half and
continued infl)rmally for a considerably longer period. The
participants were we[coined by Commodore Hugh Kennedy
and the party began. Presentations were made to the Admiral of
the Royal Cork by the Cruising Club of America, Commodore
Avery Seaman and Christopher Buckley, the Secretary of the
Royal Cruising Club representing the Commodore and Flag
Officers of that club. Commodore Ronnie Sharpe of the Clyde
Cruising Club had previously presented the Royal Cork with a
token of their esteem at the prize giving for the Blue Water
Trophy. Dancing and late night revelry were the order of the
day, and night, and Sunday dawned.

i!7 :

Cruise-in-Company aclivities. Kinsale.

Pholo Donal 0’13o vie

steer partners around the course.
Sunday night was fairly restrained on most of the boats,
though some roaring and shouting was heard into the early
morning on one or two boats.
Monday rose without a cloud in the sky, sun shining and
people wondering why they had spent so much money putting
their boats in the Mediterranean. The fleet dozed it’s way off
westwards towards Glandore and Castletownshend in
windless conditions.

Liz and Donal ()’Boyle, Bill Riordan.

Photo JimnTV Marker

Most of time yachts left Crosshaven between 9 am and 10
am, eager to get away from the dock. As we left Crosshaven
the rain started and for /he next four hours as the fleet
motored in poor visibility, the ram came down in buckets and
killed off any wind there had been. However, as the fleet
started to assemble in Kinsale, the rain stopped and the
weather began to clear up. Kinsale Yacht Club bad laid on a
reception at 6 pm that evening which included an exhibition
of hish Set Dancing. The Americans, were caioled into taking
part. The RCC were represented by Tom Leys and his son,
Christopher. Whereas the I.C.C. were ably represented by Reg
Reville, Jimmy Markey, Jackie Reville, and in a burst of wild
enthusiasm Dr. Barry Branwell gave an exhibition of dancing
with one ot’ our American visitors which confirmed his ability
to steer boats with a more sensitive feel than his ability to

ICC Rally, Kinsale - July ’90.

Photo Sue Somerville

Glandore and Castletownshend are both anchorages and in
Glandore the first assault was made on the "Whiskey Barrel"
which had been presented to the I.C.C. by the C.C.A. in 1969.
It had been filled with Irish Whiskey and was on board
Valhalla, lime Swan which had been chartered by Rear

Commodore Clayton Love and on which Commodore Hugh
Kennedy was shipping. Avery Seaman and his crew came
aboard to ensure fair play.
There were no formal functions on Monday and so people
again tended to look after themselves. Tuesday morning saw
some substantial passages from Glandore to Castletownshend~
all of eight miles. Castletownshend was at it’s best as, among
others, Footloose with Bob Foote on board his magnificent
Camper Nicholson ketch anchored in windless conditions. To
date, the only difficulty had been a lack of wind for sailing
and this was to continue throughout the majority of the cruise.
On Wednesday, the fleet assembled in Schull for dinner.
The dinner was held in the School House which had been
kindly made available to us, there were nearly 250 people at
the dinner. Hugh Kennedy welcomed all the visitors on behalf
of the Irish Cruising Club and made particular reference to the
close association that had developed between the Cruising
Club of America and the Irish Cruising Club.

Cas Smullen in the Schull gym.

Photo Donal O’Bovle

Avery Seaman responded in a witty and far ranging speech
which disclosed, among other things, that three boats that day
had lost their dingys while sailing towards Schull. The
identity of all three is now know and will appear elsewhere in
the Annual.
Ronnie Sharp, on behalf of the Clyde Cruising Club placed
his already large frame on top of a table and spoke from the
heart for all of two minutes.
Christopher Buckley on behalf of the Royal Cruising Club
also spoke and made a presentation to the Irish Cruising Club.
A ferry service had been laid on by Schull and so people
got back to their boats safely after a night in which some wine
and other drink had been consurned.

Commodores toast, Glengarriff.

Photo Liz O’Boyle

Deck watch.

Photo Liz O’Boyle

The following day saw the fleet disperse in various
directions, some went to Adrigole, some to Crookhaven, some
to North Harbour in Cape Clear and others just remained in
Schull for a day or two. Ross Courtney in Jabberwok of
Howth anchored perfectly in North Harbour, stem to the wall.
Unfortunately, he had chosen the one spot on which there was
a rock and his boat took the ground in spectacular fashion.
However, no damage was done and on the rising tide she
floated.
We had now come to Friday and we were all heading for
Glengariffe in fog. The C.C.A. had promised a raft-up and
Ruthie Bums on Adele, Pam Kellett and Jean Seaman, along
with the other American ladies, had been busily organising
food. The raft-up took place in beautiful conditions in
Glengariffe with Big Easy and Valhalla being the only nonC.C.A. boats in the raft-up. All the American boats took part
and as activities got under way, not as promptly as one would
have anticipated. A 17:30 start in Ireland does not necessarily
mean 17:30 but by 18:30 the majority of the fleet had arrived.
Rum punch was being dispensed from watering cans out of
a plastic trash can, and it took little time for the full party
spirit to become evident. A somewhat motley choir was
assembled to give a rendition of a ballad written by Bergie
Foote with some input from other members of the cruise.
Suffice to say that libel laws will not allow it’s publication.
Unfortunately, Big Easv’s anchor started to drag and the
raft had to break up. The party continued in various locations
and on various different boats.

Part of the Cruise-in-Company fleet in Barloge, with the narrows
through to Lough Hyne in the background. In foreground is CCA
Commodore Avery Seaman’s Conquest.
Pholo W.M. Nixon

xi

The following few days were free and people chose their
own destinations and locations. Quite a number headed
towards Crookhaven on the south west tip just east of Mizen
Head. An impromptu party was held there by the R.C.C.
members. Given the difficulties with dragging anchors, and
Crookhaven’s reputation for bad holding ground, it was
decided to have the party ashore. O’Sullivans pub were
pressed into service and tables, chairs and drink were
transported onto the dockside. An excellent party was had,
organised principally by Christopher Bunting and his
associates. Again, the weather was so balmy that it seemed
difficuh to believe that we were in South West Ireland were
the rain is ever present.

Cruise-in-Company - Howth seciion.

South West of England for those who were going there and a
sale journey home for those who were returning directly to
their home ports. Commodore Seaman responded with his
thanks for everything including the weather and Christopher
Buckley, who’s job it was to organise the Royal Cruising Club
Cruise in Company in three days, thanked everybody and said
that he was leaving quite early to try to organise matters

Photo Donal O’Bovle

The fleet generally drifted back towards Baltimore for the
Wednesday wrap-up party. The weather in Baltimore was at
it’s best and the party was held in the local hotel and the
grounds, it was just as well that the weather did hold up
because nurnbers were such that we could not have fitted into
the accommodation given. Food was provided by a ladies
committee of the Cruising Club, and drink flowed yet again.
The Pride of Baltimore, the sail training ship was in Baltimore
at the time and it’s crew were invited to the party. As a result
of this, a considerable dent was put in our whiskey stocks.
At conclusion, Hugh Kennedy thanked everybody for
coming and wished them all a safe and pleasant passa,,e, e to the
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across the water. The party broke up and went their own
separate ways.
The Thursday morning broke with wind and rain to declare
the cruise absolutely and totally over. 80 boats had taken part
at some time, with a core total of 65.
All in all, it was most enjoyable and a memorable cruise in
which many friendships were made.
(For additional notes on the Cruise-in-Company, see Bob
Cassidys Port Representatives note under Dunns Ditties).

Clayton Love and Aoifie Kennedy. (note whiskey barrel under the patent log).
Photo Donal O’Bovle
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Paddy Barry awarded the C.C.A. Blue
Water Medal
W.M. Nixon

The 1990 award of the Blue Water Medal of the Cruising Club
of America goes to our member, Paddy Barry, whose voyaging
in the North Atlantic, both to America and the Arctic, has been
compared by the adjudicating committee with the legendary
achievements of St. Brendan the Navigator.
First instituted in 1923, in its 66 years of existence the Blue
Water Medal for outstanding offshore voyaging has gradually
developed to its present pre-eminence as the world’s supreme
award for offshore sailing.
By winning it, Paddy Barry thus finds himself ranked with
such sailors as Francis Chichester, Eric Tabarly, Bernard
Moitessier, Bill Tilman, Rod Stephens, Vito Dumas, Eric
Hiscock, Alec Rose, Carleton Mitchell, Hal Roth and many
other figures from deep sea sailing’s Hall of Fame.
In 1986, Paddy became the first man to skipper a Galway
hooker across the Atlantic, but his award is also based on his
1990 achievement of a voyage in High Latitudes with his 89
year old St Patrick (see log 90.04 of this Annual). However, it
is his continuing achievement of distinguished voyaging with
a vessel of this ancient type over an entire decade which
finally resulted in the announcement of his success being
made public in new York on Thursday November 15th 1990.
He thus doubles the number of time that an Irish skipper has
become a Blue Water Medallist, as the only previous winner
was our own John Gore-Grimes in 1983, although there is an
additional link through the fact that our honorary member,
Commander Bill King, was the Medallist in 1975 for his
extraordinary lone voyage in Galway Blazer II.

Sweet music of success. Paddy Barry (right) and Colm Dubh O Mealoid
celebrate St Patrick’s arrival in Boston during a cruise of eaxtem
America after completing the Transatlantic voyage to New York.

Paddy Barry’s 1911-vintage Galway hooker St Patrick returns to Dun Laoghaire after conquering the Atlantic in 1986.
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Challenge Cup Awards 1990
Michael McKee

Every year the range of the members" cruises extends and
extends and extends. From the Gulf of Mexico to Murmansk,
from Spitzbergen to Madeira, from Tory to Helsinki and this
year we have five cruises around Ireland.
Our honorary Wordsmith has coined the word "Islomania"
and it is obviously a word well known to the members as
more than one hundred islands are mentioned in the various
logs.
Possibly the most striking thing is the lack of entries for
the Fortnight Cup. Despite the recession we must be a more
affluent society or perhaps we have become better organisers
of our time.
As usual there are no bad logs, but every year the logs and
the cruises become better and better and the job of the judge
becomes harder and harder. To members preparing for a
cruise to strange water and strange lands previous Journals are
necessary bed-time reading all through the long winter nights.
They are full of just the kind of information so essential when
venturing to unfamiliar lands and unknown harbours.
This year there were twenty four logs submitted for the
Challenge Cup awards and despite the difficulty of trying to
rate one log against another ill a fair and reasonable manner it
has given me a wonderful fortnight of sustained and
concentrated reading about places I know and have been to
and places l would dearly love to cruise to and visit.
I would like to thank the Flag Officers for giving me
another chance to adjudicate oil the logs for the Challenge Cup
Awards and I would like to apologise to those who on this
occasion have submitted logs and have been unsuccessful.
"’You will never enjoy the world aright, till the sea itself
floweth in your veins, till you are clothed with the
heavens, and crowned with the stars."
As true today as it was in the seventeenth century.
I award The Faulkner Cup to Paddy Barry in the
St. Patrick. This was a magnificent cruise, meticulously

planned, highly organised but above all a wonderful read. You
could be there!
I award The Strangford Cup to Tommy O’Keeffe in Tir-naOg. An adventurous cruise in someone else’s boat, yet carried
out with both prudence and elan.
1 award The Fortnight Cup to Seamus Lantry in William
Tell of Uri. There are really three fortnight logs in this account
but I enjoyed the delivery trip to Portugal particularly.
1 award The Wybrant Cup to Roddy Monson in Mazara
although I really think that Valerie deserves the Cup for
taking three children, Roddy, Ross and Sue round an almost
circumnavigation of Scotland.
I award The Round Ireland Navigation Cup to Bernard
Corbally in L’Exocet. With five possible contestants this was
one of the most difficult decisions to arrive at but
remembering the title of the award I eventually decided that
L’Exocet was a worthy winner.
1 award The Atlantic Trophy to Lir built, owned and sailed
by Jarlath Cunnane. A very impressive cruise very well
written up. Interestingly we also experienced a very
frightening electrical storm a few days before reaching the
Azores and by the dates it was probably the same storm.
I award The Fingal Trophy to Michael d’Alton in Siamsa.
While this account of a more or less gentle cruise in a lovely
area made me very envious, I am also a little worried that
Michael might ask me to come with him next year.
I award The Rockabill Trophy to Colin Chapman in
Deerhound. Colin has done what we all talk about doing,
indeed, what we all dread of doing and he did it well, not
always with panache and style but with confidence and
competence.
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Round Ireland in L’Exocet
Bernard Corbally

Having cruised abroad every summer since we purchased
L’Exocet almost six years ago, we were finally convinced, by
our sailing friends, that there are some magnificent cruising
grounds to be explored on the south, west and north coasts of
Ireland. So, never before having ventured further west than
Kinsale, we planned to sail round Ireland for our summer
1990 cruise.
We departed from Dun Laoghaire at 17:40 on Thursday
27th July. Agnes and David Pritty from Scotland, and John
Miller from Dublin, made up the crew. the wind was
negligible and on the nose. We motorsailed, on a favourable
tide, to get to Wicklow, where we tied up alongside MerryWidows from Peel, Isle of Man.
We left Wicklow at 05:30 on Friday in order to take
advantage of the favourable tide. As we reached south, at
about 6.5 k. in a S F4, the sun provided a fabulous panorama
of red and orange colours, as it appeared over the horizon into
an almost cloudless sky. It was a beautiful start to a very long
day. However, by 09:00 the weather had changed dramatically
for the worse, visibility was right down to about 1/2 mile and
we were being subjected to frequent heavy showers of rain
with drizzle in between. These unpleasant conditions
persisted, except for a couple of brief intervals of sunshine, as
we passed inside the Arklow Banks, and then close to the
Blackwater Buoys, before making a very lumpy passage
inside the Tuskar Rock. These were far from ideal conditions
to introduce the crew to the motion of a strange boat, and
’Mal de Mer" somewhat mitigated their enjoyment.
The weather improved considerably as we were
approaching the Saltee Islands, which helped to make the
remainder of the passage a much more pleasurable
experience. We motorsailed through the sound, and also round
Hook Head, in order to arrive at Dunmore East in time to
book dinner ashore. We tied up alongside some fishing boats
at 20:00.
On Saturday after a leisurely sunshine breakfast, we got
away at 10:48 in a gentle SSW F2 breeze. We motorsailed for
just over an hour, until the wind freshened and we were able
to cut the engine. We then enjoyed several hours of idyllic
sailing conditions with good views of the coastline. The
gloriously relaxed atmosphere on board was suddenly
interrupted when the skipper spotted the floats of a salmon net
very close just ahead of us. Immediate action by the
helmsman avoided contact. We had to follow the net out for
several minutes before we were able to see the small flagged
buoy that marked the end of it.
At 17:55, we were tied up alongside a fishing boat in
Ballycotton Harbour. After cooking us a fine dinner, Agnes
opted for an early night, while the rest of us headed up to
O’Sullivan’s Bar, the Anchor Drop, where Donnie and Elsie
made us very welcome. They are both stalwarts of the local
RNLI. Their son Tom played the mandolin, while daughter
Noreen sang a tremendous range of songs. Several talented
patrons of the bar were also prevailed upon to sing. It was a

great night’s enjoyment.
The forecast on Sunday threatened S to SW gales on all
Irish coastal waters It was raining with frequent vicious
squalls and the wind was screaming through the rigging.
Outside the harbour, the seas were huge and breaking
dramatically against the sea wall and over the Islands. We felt
very snug in the harbour as we delved into the boat’s library.
By 16:00, the weather had lightened considerably and,
although it was still rather blustery, we could see evidence of
a sun through the patchy grey sky. We ventured up town and
squeezed into the beautiful old St. Colman’s Church for an
ecumerical service dedicated to the lifeboat. We called into
O’Sullivan’s on the way back and enjoyed another great
evening. There was a most opportune ’Fish & Chips’ van
parked on our route as we were making our way back to the
boat sometime after midnight. It was owned by an
enterprising local fisherman. The fish was really fresh and
absolutely delicious.
Monday was a bleak, oilskins type day, with big seas and
negligible wind. Although nobody found these conditions
very enticing, we got under way at 10:02. Except for a short
spell attempting to sail during lunch, we motored all the way
to Courtmacsherry. We passed close to the Barrel Rocks about
an hour before low water, in order to enjoy the spectacle of
the waves breaking over them. There was a lot of sandbank
visible in the estuary, as we carefully followed the instructions
for entry. Our depthsounder was reading 18ft when we
grounded off Ferry Point. Needless to say, we had no further
faith in that instrument! Having ascertained the location of the
deep water channel from a local fishing boat, we laid out the
anchor with the dinghy, and then went ashore to book a table
for dinner at the Courtmacsherry Hotel. L’Exocet was afloat
on our return. Some local information on transits got us safely
to the quay. After an excellent meal at the hotel, we spent the
evening in their very congenial bar.
Our plan was to get away before 09:00 on Tuesday. But,
the combination of sunshine, the peaceful beauty of our
surroundings, and the company of a pair of swans swimming
about us on mirror like water, was so beguiling as we
breakfasted in the cockpit, that it was after 09:30 when we
finally cast off. We motored into the wind for about an hour in
order to clear The Seven Heads before setting sail in what had
become a S F4 wind. It was a fabulous blue skies sail all the
way to Barloge Harbour, where we anchored at 15:00. We had
just missed the tide in the channel up to Lough Hyne.
However, our faithful old 15hp Johnson outboard engine was
up to the occasion and took us up through the rapids in
dramatic style. We spent about 3/4 hr exploring this very
beautiful wild life sanctuary before returning to L’Exocet for
lunch.
From Barloge, we motored into the wind to clear Kedge
Island and then sailed the rest of the way to the North
Harbour on Cape Clear Island, via the east channel in the
Gascane Sound. We tied up alongside Caranja and another

L’Ex(~cet in North Harbour, Cape Clear
yacht, tit the end of the outer pier, at 19:05.
After an energetic, and very scenic, walk along the hilly
road leading east fiom the harbour, we departed for Skull tit
13.23 on Wednesday. It was another super summer day with
hardly a cloud in the sky, and .just sufficient wind to sail tit
about 3 k. We could not have had more ideal conditions to
enjoy the beauty of Long Island Bay, with its many islands,
and mountain background that stretches way back into the
distance. We left West Calf and Castle Island to starboard and
sailed right tip io the head of Schull Bay, where we lk)und a
vacant fishing boat mooring. The skipper went ashore to
replenish stores and gel some water. We slipped the mooring
tit 17:15 and sailed slowly west on a favourable tide. We
passed through the lovely Long Island Sound and the Man Of
War Sound to anchor in Crookhaven at 18:5 I.
We enjoyed an excellent dinner in Mathew’s Restaurant,
alter which the Prittys and John departed and Robin Clapham
replaced them to crew as far as Dingle. The retiring crew had
only had two good days. But, lhose days had been really
fantastic, both for weather and scenery.
On Thursday 2nd August we were delighted to remember
that salmon fishing had officially ended on 1st August. We
weighed a very muddy anchor at 10:06 and set sail for
Castletown Bearhaven. We missed the tide round Mizen
Head, where we encountered a very confused sea and
impressive rollers. Since we were making negligible progress,
we motored to clear Three Castle Head. The excellent weather
was still with us, and visibility was good, which allowed us to
enjoy the coastline scenery. We saw lots of birds, especially
aucks and shags, which added to our enjoyment.
Since we had plenty of time to indulge ourselves, we made
for Adrigole Bay and anchored north of Orthon Island at
15:15. Afternoon tea, in the sunshine, in this beautiful
anchorage is a memory that we will treasure. At 16.44, we
sailed peacefully out of the bay+ the entrance of which is only
about two cables wide. Within less than an hour, the sky was
completely clouded over, and the wind was becoming quite
squally. We motored through the Bear Haven Sound, staying
well clear of the fish cages along the Bear Haven coast, and
keeping a sharp lookout for lobster pot buoys, some of which
were submerged. We anchored in the north east part of the
harbour, close to the local boats, at 19:03.
Castletown library was open and proved to be an excellent
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source of information oll restaurants. It was it good walk to
the "Old Cottage Restaurant’ (Tel. 027-70430), which had a
rnenu that could easily have tempted us back for a succession
of meals.
On Friday we replenished our diesel and water containers
at the main quay. The procedure is to pay for the diesel at the
port office and then to bring the docket to the fuel depot. It
was 09:47 before we managed to get away+ which left us
barely two hours to catch the tide through the Dursey Sound.
As we approached the narrows, keeping close to the Dursey
island shore, we observed several small boats which appeared
to be moored in almost mid stream. At the last moment+ we
realised that they had running lines to the shore! There was a
cable car and a telephone cable across the sound, which
looked extremely low as we approached them. It was a
decidedly interesting and impressive place to visit. The tide
had turned in the sound earlier than we expected, and we had
to motor quite hard to get through. As soon as we were clear,
we set sail +’or Derrynane.
As we approached Derrynane, we passed between
Moylaun Island and Two Head Island. We were soon able to
see the white tombstone like beacons that indicated the safe
approach through the submerged rock lined entrance. We
anchored in 14ft east of Lamb Island and very close to the
shallows, getting a very firm grip at the second attempt. There
were several yachts in the bay, as well as windsurfers and
dinghys. There were also quite a lot of people on the beaches.
It was great to find ourselves in such a delightful place.
We had an invitation to dinner from a local resident. Dodo
Dwyer, who gave us a great welcome and provided us with
baths. Her party that evening was a tremendously enjoyable,
happy family event, and a major highlight of the cruise. Shane
O’Connor joined us on board after dinner to make the passage
to Dingle.
On Saturday 4th August we were treated to a fabulous red
sky sunrise as we weighed anchor to sail out to the Skelligs.
The mountain view behind us was also beautiful. It was
obviously too rough to land at Blind Man’s Cove on Skellig
Mlchael. So, we sailed across to look at the multitude of
gannets on Little Skellig. Every possible perch seemed to be
occupied. There were also seals on the rocks below. We
drifted about for twenty minutes, enjoying the whole scene,
before heading off towards Bray Head.

We were half way across Dingle Bay when the wind
dropped completely, ending our sailing for the day. The sun
was shining, and we were ahead of schedule for our
rendezvous at Dingle. So, we motored to Trabeg Bay for a
lunch stop. We had no sooner dropped our anchor under the
cliffs on the west side of the bay, when Robin spotted a friend,
Richard Morris, walking his dog on the beach. A local
fisherman very kindly ferried him out to us for a noggin and
natter.
We left Trabeg Bay at 14:07 and motored round Beenbane
Point to Dingle. We encountered the tripper fleet, speeding in
all directions, at the entrance to Dingle Bay. But, we caught
no glimpse of the dolphin! As we followed the buoyed
channel to the recently developed harbour, we saw our
replacement crew waving from Shane’s house on the hillside.
Robin had prebooked dinner for us all at Doyle’s Seafood
Restaurant (Tel. 066-51174). It was a great party, and the food
was delicious.
We left Dingle at 06:02 on Sunday in a heavy mist and no
wind. Two of the crew got a brief sighting of the dolphin as
we passed its cave. We motored through the Blasket Sound
against the tide, battling our way through a very confused sea
while we were being hit by a succession of heavy rain squalls.
With the mainland and islands shrouded in cloud, it was an
extremely bleak place to be. It certainly gave the crew,
Terence Moran, Brendan Bradley, Wallace Beatty and Ruth
Corbally, a pretty miserable start to their cruise. By the time
we had cleared Clogher Head, the wind had picked up to
about F4. We were able to sail the rest of the way to
Inishmore.
At 18:00, we were approaching the Aran Islands at about
7k. The wind strength had increased to F5 and the Atlantic
rollers had begun to look like multi-storey buildings bearing
down upon us. It was difficult to distinguish the islands from
the mountain background until we got close enough to be able
to identify the high cliffs of Inishmore and Inishmaan. The
wind died on us as we were passing through the Gregory
Sound. However, the sun had come out and we were
thoroughly enjoying our environment.
We had to start the engine to enter Killeany Bay. The reefs
off Straw Island, easily identified by its white lighthouse,
looked very menacing as we gave them a wide berth, before
turning in towards Kilronan Harbour. We failed to find the
transit into the bay. However, the tide was high and the Bar of
Allan has 3.5m., so it was not important. We tied up alongside
a fishing boat on the inner side of the pier.
The following day we anchored L’Exocet south of the
quay, and hired bicycles to visit Dunaengus Fort. We stopped
off at Dirran’s for a pub lunch on the way back. The sun had
struggled out through an overcast sky as we set sail for Cashla
Bay at 16:45. Our route was clearly indicated by ferry traffic!
We anchored out from the quay on the west side and walked
the Irish mile to Carraroe for a pint of Guinness.
Tuesday brought a glorious sunny morning with a
scattering of light clouds, as we motored out of Cashla Bay
and headed round the Narien Spit and Keeraun Point into
Greatman’s Bay. It was almost low tide, springs, which gave
us a good view of the Rin Rocks and showed very disturbed
water over the Chapel Rocks. The transit of the old light
house on Inishmore in line with Trabaan Point took us into
the bay through some pretty lively swirling water and rows of
lobster pots. One needed to have faith in the instructions! We
anchored for coffee just south of Natawny Quay. We then
headed for Golan Head, leaving the English Rock to port and
Loughcarrick Island and both the Griffin and Dawsy Rocks to
Starboard. Having rounded the head, we left Eagle Rock well
to port and carefully checked off the islands before passing
through the Dinish Shoals on our way to Ardnore Bay. Here

Ruth takes the helm.
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we picked up a mooring and the crew enjoyed a swim before
lunch.
From Ardmore Bay, we left Birmore Island to starboard
and took the Inner Passage round Macdara’s Island and up the
Big Sound to Roundstone. It had been a fantastic inshore trip
all the way from Cashla Bay, with fabulous views of rocks
and islands and, for the latter part, mountains in the
background. We noted some superb beaches on Finnish and
Mason’s Is.
As we approached Roundstone Bay, there was a large fish
farm to starboard, marked with yellow buoys (with lights).
The white box type light house on Inishnee Point confirmed
our entrance to the bay. We anchored in 16ft. south of the
harbour. Terence Moran’s mother met us and drove us to her
holiday house for refreshments and showers. We dined in
style that evening at the ’Beola’ seafood restaurant, where the
food was excellent.
At 08:18 on Wednesday 8th August, we motored round
into Bertraghboy Bay and anchored east of Salt Point for
breakfast. It also got us out past the Roundstone Bar in plenty
of time. The bay was serenely peaceful at that hour, with
hardly a ripple on the water. However, the weather closed
right in on us, with visibility a matter of yards. There was no
question of venturing out into the Big Sound under these
conditions. We eased ourselves over to the anchorage on the
south side of the bay which looked a better place to wait for
the situation to improve. The mist lifted as we were
approaching the old pier. So, we continued on out of the bay,
past Inishtreh Island to port and Inishlacken to starboard. The
sandy beach in Gorteen Bay looked beautiful. But, nobody
suggested a swim!
Breaking surf on the Gaulty Rock made it easy to pick out.
We rounded it before setting sail for Slyne Head. Just as we
were leaving the Mullauncarrickscoltia Rocks to port, a
fishing boat, which appeared to be trawling, motored straight
across our bow. We called it on Ch. 16 and were told to hold
our course. It was low lying country along here. But there
were plenty of reefs and islands to provide interest and keep
the navigator occupied as we followed the coastline.
We rounded Slyne Head at 13:30 in a very lumpy sea. The
wind had picked up to F4 and visibility had become quite
good. But, the twelve pins were still hidden in cloud. The
scenery here, and all the way along the coast to Erris Head,
when we could see it, was magnificent. The conspicuous
beacon on the Seal Rocks and the beacon on Fishing Point
made it easy to navigate past the Crowneen Rock into the
anchorage east of Knock Hill, in Mannin Bay. We anchored
close in, in 10ft., for the crew to have a swim while the
skipper enjoyed a late siesta.

It took us an hour to motor from Knock Hill, between
Doolick and Illaunrush off Errislannin Point, to the Cliften
Boat Club, where we anchored at 18:10. The walk up to
Cliften sharpened our appetite for the superb dinner that we
enjoyed in O’Grady’s Seafood Restaurant. Despite it having
been a damp, cloudy, sort of day, we had still enjoyed some
impressive views, and there had been plenty of exciting
navigation close to rocks, reefs and islands.
On Thursday we brought Ruth up to Cliften by dinghy to
catch the 08:0(I bus to Galway. Fortunately, it was high tide!
We filled our water containers at the club. Visibility was good
when we left at 12:40. So, we plotted an interesting course
between Carricklahan Rock and Turbot Island, taking care to
leave the Middle Shoals to port as we passed south of the
island. It was almost low tide, which made it a pretty shallow
passage. We had plenty of wind and the seas were big, as we
headed for Ram’s Point. We left the Cruagh Rock and
Doolickcruagh to starboard as we made for the High Island
Sound. A reef of exposed rocks, south of Friar Island, made
an impressive sight. The mainland was shrouded in mist,
which gave this whole area of reefs and islands a rather
menacing aspect.
We arrived at the impressive entrance to Boffin Harbour,
on Inishboffin Island, at 14:20. We kept so close to the Gun
Rock, as we sailed in, that we could have fended ourselves off
with a long oar. Fortunately, the white transit towers were
very conspicuous. We nudged a rocky bottom just before the
new pier under construction, as we made to pass north of
moored fishing boats. We went to the south side of the
harbour and anchored, in 14ft., north east of Port Island.
After refreshments in Day’s bar, we replenished our stores
at the shop. We then enjoyed a blustery, oil skin walk to the
Dunmore Hotel. On the way back, we stopped off at Ann
Day’s cottage to buy homemade brown bread and scones. We
also enquired about lobsters, and were sold tour small cooked
ones together with four large crab claws for starters.
Wallace had previously ensured that we had lots of good
wine on board. Brendan prepared the lobsters. It was stormy
and raining outside, as we sat down to a memorable meal in
this great location.
The following morning after a leisurely breakfast, we
explored the ruins of Bosco’s Castle before attempting to
weigh anchor at 11:00. Our new windlass was put to use, on
manual, to bring in our chain a few links at a time, which
finally allowed us to spring loose from the massive chain that
we had hooked. There was a NW F5 blowing, which
encouraged us to put a couple of reefs in the main before
venturing out into a rough sea. The Connemara Mountains
looked great in the distance as we made for Inishturk. We left
the Carrickmahoy Buoy well to starboard as we rounded
Inishlyou. The sun shining an the white water breaking over
the Lecky Rocks made a beautiful sight, as we made for the
west side of Davillaun. It was superb sailing with fantastic
views of the islands, all the way to Garranty Harbour on the
east side of lnishturk. As we approached to anchor, we
narrowly missed fouling a huge, unbuoyed, floating mooring
warp. The crew rowed ashore to the tiny sandy beach, south
of the harbour, for a very spartan swim.
The weather closed in on us as we were having lunch and
we were subjected to a series of unpleasant squally rain
showers. By 17:00 it had lightened up quite a bit, and we set
forth for Little Killary. We had just passed Inishdalla to
starboard, when it really began to blow hard, and we were
soon crashing along, still under reefs, at over 7k. Within a few
minutes, visibility was right down and we had lost sight of the
mainland. Fortunately, we had already identified Freehill
Island, which reappeared intermittently between rain squalls.
We used this reference to keep clear of the Blood Slate Rocks.

We then passed quite close to Breaker Rock south of Freehill
Island. At this stage there seemed to be an awful lot of
breaking water all around us, giving us an exciting taste of
west coast challenge. Heaven help anybody in these waters
who did not know precisely where they were. We were wary
of the Trany beg Nadrusk Rock, as we made for Inishdegil
More, which was still unseen somewhere ahead. Visibility, at
this stage, was about 0.5 M. So, we furled the genoa to slow
dawn. The Carrickgaddy Rocks looked extremely menacing
as we passed them. Soon after passing Inishdegil More, we
sighted the Doonee Beacon and, a few minutes later,
Carricklea. Leaving Carricklea to port, we made for the north
side of the Little Killary entrance and followed the coast right
up into the very sheltered inner bay.
Mary and Janie Young made us very welcome at the
Killary Adventure Centre. After providing us with hot
showers, Mary drove us to Killary Lodge, on the south side of
Killary Harbour, for an absolutely delicious meal in this most
tastefully renovated old building. (tel. O95-43411). Later,
after night caps Chez Young, we were extremely glad that we
had left our masthead light on to guide us back to L’Exocet on
this pitch black night.
Saturday brought one of those damp overcast sort of days
when nobody, except Wallace, wants to get out of bed. We
motored out of the bay at 10:40 and set sail for Clare Island.
Leaving Carricklea, the Donee Beacon and the Black Rocks
to starboard. We then followed the coast leaving Carricknamo
Govern Island and Freehill Island well to port. Despite the
dull weather, the Island and mountain scenery was fantastic,
and yet, we had not seen another yacht at sea since we saw
one in the distance, as we were crossing Galway Bay. We
proceeded towards Clare Island, leaving Carrickmurder,
Carrickmalagh, Carrickcarnaboher and the Meemore Rock to
starboard. We anchored just off the pier of Kinnahooey
Harbour, which is on the east side of the island.
Clare Island was a delightful place to be. The O’Malley
Castle, on an elevated location on the south side of the
harbour, is also reputed to have been used by Granuaile.
Renovation over the years, and roughcast exterior plastering,
have rather spoiled the old ruin.
We reached the An Fulacht Fiadh restaurant (Tel. 09825048) just before some really heavy rain. Dermot Ryan, with
a crew from Sceolaing, had very recently, established an
appropriate ICC rapport with the owner, Ciara Cullen, which
ensured our great welcome. After an excellent lunch, we set
out to look for the local shop which we finally found at the
other, end of the island, eighteen minutes after it had closed!
However, it had been an invigorating walk in wind and rain.
Dulcibella (I.C.C.) was anchored in the bay on our return.
It was still pretty blustery as we weighed anchor at 17:17
and, with reefed sails, made for Blacksod Bay. It was great
sailing through big seas as we headed for Achill Head. With
the north facing cliffs of Clare Island behind us and the
Knockmore and Minane cloud shrouded mountains to
starboard, we really felt ourselves to be in a dramatic part of
the coast. Big seas were crashing along our decks and
frequent rain showers lashed us mercilessly as we made a
steady 6k. Fortunately, we had a hardy crew who enjoyed this
type of sailing. As we approached and rounded Achill Head,
inside Carrickakin Island, visibility was greatly reduced but
adequate to see the awesome cliffs through lulls in the rain.
They were formidable and spectacular as huge spouts of spray
covered the rocks and islets beneath them. Desolate was too
mild a word to describe the whole scene. Round the head. we
encountered a very confused sea which gave us a good
tossing to add to the excitement. A couple of miles further NE
of the head, the waves took on a more uniform pattern and we
found ourselves surfing along on a series of huge rollers. The

cliffs on the north side of Achill
were even more spectacular with
their tops in the clouds. We were
clocking 7 to 8k most of the time as
we passed Saddle Head and headed
for Blacksod Point. We caught
occasional glimpses of the Black
Rock Light, which was useful to
check our navigation. It was very
dark as we rounded Blacksod Point.
We gave it a 1/2 M offing before
turning in to anchor under the Light
House at 22:15. We were soon
sitting down to a piping hot meal, a
la Terence, complemented with the
last two bottles of Wallace’s wine.
On Sunday we awoke at about
08:00 to find ourselves in a quiet
sleepy bay with only a few
scattered houses within sight. There
were several local boats lying on
moorings just inside us. Hardly a
ripple disturbed the mirror like
surface of the water. The panorama
all around us was magical. Achill
Island, 5 miles south of us, still
looked spectacular with its
mountain tops shrouded in cloud.
We certainly appreciated the L’Exocet in Port Doon, Tory Island.
Photo Bernard Corbally
remoteness of our location.
The sun made a brief appearance as we weighed anchor at
bit, about one and a half hours later. By ll:00, the sun was
shining. But, an hour later, as we were passing Rathlin
10:16. We motored, in negligible wind, through the Duvlllaun
Sound and headed north inside the Inishkea Islands. In good
O’Birne, we were being subjected to heavy showers. It was
visibility, we easily identified the transit beacons on Inishkea
that sort of day. The tide was wrong for us to take the
South. The sun was now shining, and we also had some wind.
southern approach to Aran Road. The weather had improved
It was a lovely sail up the protected sound under these ideal
considerably by the time we were passing Black Rock and
conditions. The tranquility of the scene was suddenly
Rinrawros Points. Soon afterwards we rounded Torneady
shattered when Terence caught a pollock just betore we left
Point and headed for the North Sound. Once again, we were
the Pluddany Rocks to port.
enjoying a beautiful panorama in sunshine, although there
The prominent, dark black, Carricknaronty Rock was a
were some very ominous dark clouds approaching. It was
useful point of reference, as we navigated up the middle of
easy to see the prominent Ballagh Rocks Beacon. We gave the
the narrow sound inside Carricknaronty, Inishglora and
Blind Rocks a good offing, before heading straight into Aran
Leacarrick. When we saw the foam all the way across the
Road to anchor off the quay by the obelisk. On the way back
entrance to Frenchport, we rechecked our navigation before
from Andrews Pier Bar, we met Noel Kidney and his crew
heading in through the 1.5 cable wide entrance just before low
from Dulcibella. Despite the variable weather, it had been a
water. It seemed a pity to disturb the tranquility of this
most enjoyable day.
peaceful place, as we started the engine in order to explore the
Tuesday 14th August the sun was shining in a clear blue
anchorage. We dropped the hook, close inshore+ west of the
sky as we set sail for Owey Sound at 10:15. The scenery was
pier. As we were finishing lunch, the replacement crew, Ann
fantastic as we sailed across the bay. Not only were there lots
Woulfe Flanagan, Aidan Maguire and Tom Condon arrived
of lovely islands, but there were also plenty of super looking
within sight on the pier.
deserted sandy beaches. It was real holiday countryside. The
The low state of the tide made the transfer an awkward
passage through the sound was easy once we had identified
operation, because it left a slippery rocky terrain between,
Toratrave Island, because we had had difficulty finding the
where we had to leave the dinghy and the little slipway up to
lower transit beacon against its rocky background.
the road level. The ladder on the pier itself had deteriorated
From Owey Sound, we headed for the Gola South Sound
beyond use.
leaving Inishfree to starboard and the Breaker Rock to port.
In order to reduce the length of the passage that would
We then found ourselves sailing through the most beautiful
have to be made on Monday, we left Frenchport at 16:13 and
scenery of the whole trip, as we briskly crossed the calm
enjoyed a nice gentle sail to Belderg Bay. We rounded
protected waters of Gweedore Bay to pass east of Inishmeade
Doonamo Point passing inside Eagle Island and Carrickhesk.
and through Inishsirrer Sound. There were very few houses
We then stayed outside the tidal races round Erris Head before
on the islands, which were a beautiful shade of green. There
sailing NE to pass inside the Stags and then on for Belderg
were also lots of sandy beaches on both sides of us. There are
Bay. We anchored in 14ft. close to the rocky cliffs, opposite
plenty of anchorages in this area, and we were sorely
some offiying rocks, on the west side of the bay. The passage
tempted! Never-the-less, we sailed on to Portdoon on the east
had taken us past some interesting cliff scenery. But, it was
side of Tory Island.
nothing like as dramatic as that on Achill Island.
Initially, we tied up at the small quay. But, the swell was
There was not much wind on Monday as we weighed
too severe and we moved to a vacant mooring. The pub just
anchor at 17:12. So, we motored until the wind picked up a
up the way turned out to be located at the far end of the

Fanny’s Bay - Muhoy Bay.

Photo Ann Wou!fe Flanagan

island, and was closed when we eventually got to it! It was an
interesting waIk, with the added bonus of meeting up with the
Tory Primitive Painter, Patsy Dan Rogers. Dulcibella was at
anchor in the bay when we got back.
We motored away from Tory Island at 16:45, heading for
Mulroy Bay, which we had planned to enter on the flood tide.
The weather forecast, at 19:05, warned about gales on all Irish
coastal waters for Wednesday. We could not have been
heading for a more protected anchorage. Breaking surf on the
Low and High Rocks in Mulroy Bay made them easy to
locate. Passing close to them we motored up the lough in the
beautiful light of the evening sun. It was a memorable
experience! We anchored in the north side of Fanny Bay at
Summary of voyage
rassage
Date
Thurs 26 July
Fri 27 July
Sat 28 July
Sun 29 July
Mon 30 July
Tues 31 July
Wed 1 Aug
Thurs 2 Aug
Fri 3 Aug
Sat 4 Aug
Sun 5 Aug
Mon 6 Aug
Tues 7 Aug
Wed 8 Aug
Thurs 9 Aug
Fri 10 Aug
Sat I1 Aug
Sun i2 Aug
Mon 13 Aug
Tues 14 Aug
Wed 15/Thur
Fri 17 Aug
Sat 18 Aug
Sun 19 Aug
TOTALS

Dun Laoghaire - Wicklow
Wicklow - Dunmore Easl
Dunmore East - Ballycotton
Storm Bound in Ballycotton
Ballycotton - Courtmacsherry
Courtmacsherry - Lough Barloge
Barloge to N. Hr. Cape Clear 1.
Cape Clear Is. - Schull
Schull - Crookhaven
Crookhaven - Arigole
Arigole - Castletown Bere
Castletown Bere - Derrynane
Derrynane - Trabeg Bay
Trabeg Bay - Dingle Hbr.
Dingle - Kilronsn,
Insihmore, Aran Is.
Inishmore - Cashla Bay
Cashla - Greatmans Bay
Greatmans Bay -Ardmore Bay
Ardmore Bay - Roundstone
Roundstone - Salt Pt. Bay
Salt Pt. - Mannin Bay (Knock Hill)
Mannin Bay - Clitlon
Clifton - Insihboffin
Inishboffin - lnishturk
Inishturk - Little Killary
Little Killary - Clare Island
Clare Island - Blacksod Bay
Blacksod Bay - Frenchport
Frenchport to Belderg Bay
Belderg - Aran Road, Aran ls.
Aran Is. - Port Doon. Tory I
Tory Is. - Fanny+s Bay. Mulroy Bay
16 Aug Stoma Bound in Mulroy Bay
Mulroy Bay - Red Bay
Red Bay - Ballywalter Bay
Ballywalter Bay - Ardglass
Ardglass - Dun Laoghaire

20:35. The small stone pillar beacons, indicating the safe
passage into the bay, were difficult to identity, as we entered
the anchorage.
On Wednesday gales were still being forecast. The wind
increased very rapidly at about midday, causing us to drag our
mooring. We grabbed a vacant fishing boat mooring as we
dragged past it while trying to start a reluctant engine. We
walked across to Downings Bar. Thursday was a similar sort
of day, although the weather did clear up in the afternoon.
We left Fanny Bay on Friday at 06:40 with two reefs in the
main. It was blowing about F7 and the sea was pretty rough
outside Mulroy Bay, as we headed for Malin Head. It was
early for the favourable tide through Inishtrahull Sound. So,
we passed north of lnishtrahull before making for Rathlin
Sound. After a blustery and unpleasant morning, the sun came
out at 15:30. The wind dropped soon afterwards and we had
to motor to catch the last of the tide through the sound and
round Tort Head to Red Bay. It was dark when we arrived at
21:48. We anchored, in 15ft., SW of Glenariff Pier. We had
been treated to a magnificent sunset, and excellent visibility
which allowed us a good view of the Mull of Kintyre, Sanda
Island and the Rhins.
We left early, at 05:50, to catch most of the south going
tide. The sunrise was a most dramatic panorama of a
multitude of shades of red, as we motored out of the bay. It
was one of those perfectly still mornings, and we enjoyed it to
the full. By mid rnorning we were still motoring as we passed
through the Copeland Sound against the tide. We anchored in
Ballywalter Bay for lunch. However this crew were not so
keen on swimming, despite the sunshine!
We tied up alongside some fishing boats in Ardglass at

Motoring
Sailing
Time
Dist.
Time
Dist.
Hrs. Mins K.Miles Hrs. Mins K. Miles
3 25
17.5
10 59
64.1
3 31
15.9
4 34
26.3
2 33
14.7
1
3
1
1
0
1
0
I
5

Total
Time
Dist. ,
Hrs. Mins K.Miles
3 25
17.5
14 30
80.0
7 07
41.0

(t2
38
02
15
29
35
52
52
29

6.2
22.9
6.4
4.0
2.2
7.0
1.7
9.(1
30.2

6
2
I
(1
1
4
1
2
1
0

36
10
03
22
07
00
27
51
32
38

28.3
8.3
4.0
1.5
6.1
19.1
7.7
16.9
8.4
3.2

7
5
2
1
1
5
2
4
7
0

38
48
(15
37
36
35
19
43
01
38

34.5
31.2
10.4
5.5
8.3
26.1
9.4
25.9
38.6
3.2

9 08
1 29
0 19
1 54
1 07

23.9
9.8
1.4
I 1.9
5.4

2

35

15.2

!
l
1
1
4
2
I
8
3

23
35
36
24
51
33
02
49
17

7.9
9.4
9.4
8.8
30. l
9.6
4.0
47.7
17.3

4
0
1
0
I
0
2.0
1
0
0
0
0
0
0
3
2
0
3

45
08
06
11
35
44
i0
05
45
45
24
49
07
51
02
05
47
50

38.0
0.4
6.4
0.8
9.0
3.5
10.3
5.6
4.2
0.9
1.1
4.2
0.2
4.2
17.2
10.8
3.0
19.7

13
l
1
2
2
0
4
1
2
2
2
2
4
3
4
10
4
3

53
37
25
05
42
44
45
05
08
20
00
13
58
24
04
54
04
50

61.9
1(1.2
7.8
12.7
14.4
3.5
23.5
5.6
12.1
10.3
10.5
13.0
30.3
13.8
21.2
58.5
20.3
19.7

9
"~
3
3

03
15
46
l0

51.6
9.3
10.8
22.7

6
5
2
6

05
30
(11
43

34.4
30.9
1(/.2
36.6

15
7
5
9

08
45
47
53

86.0
40.2
21.0
59.3

03

486.2

76

403.2

170

46

889.4

94

43

/
/
/
l
/
(
/
/
[

19:22. Ann rushed ashore to book dinner in The Waters Edge
Restaurant and secured a table for the late sitting. We were
ravenous by the time that we eventually got fed at 23:05.
Dulcibella had tied up alongside us for the night. They joined
us on board for a few drinks.
Sunday 19th August we left at 09:18 to benefit from
favourable tides on our passage to Dun Laoghaire. It was a
dull, misty, day with negligible wind. At 15:00, the heavens
really opened and visibility became very poor. We heard
Rockabill but did not see it. We got some wind as we were
approaching Lambay Island, and soon afterwards, the sun
came out. We enjoyed a fantastic sail for the rest of the way to
our mooring in Dun Laoghaire, which we picked up at 19:08.

We had made it in time to avail of the launch service back to
the clubhouse.
Our cruise round Ireland was a wonderful experience.
Despite a few days of somewhat inclement weather, and three
days lost due to gales, we enjoyed every minute of it. The
navigation was as challenging as one wished to make it and
tremendous, particularly inshore amongst islands and reefs.
The scenery was at times, fantastically beautiful, and at other
times, awesome and threatening. It was always entertaining.
Although we visited thirty four places during our cruise,
including seven islands, there were many many more
locations that we would very much have liked to explore. We
will definitely have to go round Ireland again!

Teal on the Gulf Coast of Alabama and Florida
Bob Gilmore

Our son, Stephen is a family practitioner in Chattanooga,
Tennessee, and keeps Teal in a marina near Mobile, Alabama.
The yacht is a Bristol 32 long keel ketch - LOA 32", LWL
22", beam 9"5", draught 3"9", or with the keel down, 7". We
may complain about not having our boat near at hand - 22
miles to Ringhaddy, but how about 425 miles! And, Stephen
manages quite frequent weekend sails! It does mean that most
of the maintenance has lo be delegated to the boatyard, which
seems to do the work reasonably competently.
We first saw Teal last September, shortly after she was
delivered, when we did a short weekend cruise to Petit Bois,
one of the barrier islands just to the west of the mouth of
Mobile Bay, and were invited back to assist in the first
substantial cruise in April.
The crew was composed of Stephen, Connie (my wife) and
myself, and Debbie Edwards (now Stephen’s wife). We
intended to sail 400 miles to Tarpon Springs, outside Tampa
Bay, in Florida, and be back in Chattanooga (for sure!) 15
days later, a too ambitious plan, which was in the end
drastically chopped, due to time running out, and to the
prevailing SE’Iy wind. We would make use of the lntracoastal
Waterway ("ICW") where appropriate, but of necessity,
passing into the Gulf of Mexico at Carabelle to cross what is
known locally as the "’Big Bend", where the south coast of
Northern Florida (the "Panhandle") curves into ihe west coast
of the Florida Peninsula. Here is one of the few stretches
between Maine and Texas where there is no ICW.
We left Chattanooga by car at about 18:00. After a very
fast run, helped by the recently raised speed limit in the States
(now 65mph), and gaining an hour at the Alabarna border
(new time zone) a few miles outside the city, we arrived at the
Dog River Marina off the west side of Mobile Bay before
midnight. We loaded up and turned in, after noticing that the
varnish-work was still tacky and a few bits of trim and fittings
were missing.
Saturday 21st April
Early in the morning, the joiner from the yard appeared,
apologetic that due to heavy rain during the past ten days or
so he hadn’t been able to do much varnishing till a couple of
days before we arrived. However, in the hot sun, the varnish
was now nearly dry and he re-fixed the remaining fittings and
did some more work, like taking off the door of the heads for
refitting. A new Plastimo autopilot, and a Loran-C set had
been fitted during the past week. The weather seemed to have
taken a turn for the better, and we were in high spirits, and
"’raring to go."
At 1 l:55, we motored out of the marina, the road bridge
opened satisfyingly without a signal from us, and we entered
the shallow waters of Mobile Bay, turning south. There was a
light south-easterly. The waters around this part of the US
coast are interesting in that hundreds of square miles are
extremely shallow. Mobile Bay itself varies between 4" and
10’ over most of its area - the Dog River channel is not much
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Entering lntracoastal Waterway from Mobile Bay.
Photo Bob Gilmore
more than 4", our draught with keel up being about 3’9"! The
main ship channel is, of course, dredged to about 25"’, but is
quite narrow in a very wide bay. Mobile is an important port,
and the largest ships and enormous barge-trains ply the 20
miles or so of the Bay.
14:00 found us leaving the edge of the buoyed channel to
take a short cut in shallow water to the south-east comer of
the Bay, where there was another buoyed channel leading into
the first bit of the Intracoastal Waterway, towards the east.
The light wind veered a little, and we were at least able to
motor-sail.
The lntracoastal Waterway is an extraordinary sheltered
waterway about 3000 miles long reaching from Maine in the
north-east to Texas in the south-west, and is distinguished by
the unusual feature of the US coastline - hundreds of long,
narrow offshore barrier islands, sheltering lagoons, from a
few hundred yards to several miles wide. These, together with
other natural channels, rivers, lakes and estuaries have been
connected up by canals. The result is that it is now possible to
complete most coastal passages without entering the open sea.
There are a few gaps, such as that on our intended route from
Carabelle to Tampa, a distance of about 120 miles. It is much
used commercially by barge traffic. There is an excellent
series of double-sided strip charts, half a dozen covering the
area of the cruise.
Having left the main ship channel, we were now motoring
in brilliant sunshine, south-eastwards in a light SE’ly breeze,
in water between 6 and 10’ deep, until we reached the rnarked
channel leading eastwards into the ICW. After half an hour.
the breeze backed a little, and we were able to motorsail, but

as we approached the ICW, the wind left us and we furled the
genoa. At 17:50, we entered the marked channel, and soon
came into a canalized portion of the waterway.
A mile further on, the canal opened up into a round lagoon
about a mile in diameter, extremely shallow (2 - 3’), but with
a dredged and marked channel 10 - 15’ deep. The buoyage is
"red right returning, from Maine to Texas," so that going
eastwards, we kept the green pillar marks to starboard. For the
next two hours we made steady progress, once again
motorsailing, until we reached a beautiful spot where a small
river entered the waterway - called Ingrams Bay, where at
20:00 we were able to anchor in 8’, out of the way of passing
barge traffic. This was a really peaceful place, completely
sheltered. It was here, sitting on the deck on that balmy, dark
starry evening, that we first heard the eerie call of the
American Nightjar, so aptly named the Whippoorwill, which
describes accurately its cry.
Sunday 22nd April
Having weighed anchor, and in the absence of wind, we
motored out into the channel. Our destination, 60 miles away,
was Destin, Florida, in which state we now were. For 15
miles we passed along lagoons of varying width, between the
barrier islands and the mainland, lined with houses and
numerous marinas, and at about 11:30, we entered Pensacola
Bay. Until we got used to it, the buoyage here was confusing
at the junction of the ICW system with the IALA System B
arrangement, whereby "red" is to starboard entering a port.
We turned to starboard, entering the Gulf by the pass between
Perdido Key and Santa Rosa Island, and at 11:44, at no. 2
buoy, again steered eastwards, parallel to Santa Rosa, about 2
miles off. There was now a pleasant breeze of F3 - 4 from the
south, so we hoisted all sail. The sun was shining from a blue
sky, but shortly after noon, a few clouds began to appear and
rapidly increased, so we turned on the local weather channel
on VHF which continuously updates forecasts in each area in
the States (both land and sea). this was issuing a severe
thunderstorm warning for the immediate vicinity, including
possibility of a tornado! By now the wind was rising, so we
took off all canvas and motored on. In half an hour, the storm
arrived in force, with winds of F6 - 7 from all directions, very
heavy black clouds and the rain came down in stair-rods. The
ladies retreated below, as there was no need for everyone to
get wet.
By 16:00 it was all over, the wind was WNS F3 - 4 and
once more we were sailing, this time a broad reach on the port
tack. The depth all the way to Destin was no more than 11 ", at
2 miles from the shore. At 20:00 we were at the entrance to
Choctawhatchee Bay. There is a shallow bar at the entrance to
the pass, with a sharp turn to port. half a mile farther is a 50’

Teal in Destina Marina.

Photo Bob Gilmore

clearance bridge beyond which is the Bay and the entrance to
Destin harbour is immediately before the bridge - an acute
turn to starboard. This channel was very hard to spot on a first
acquaintance in the rapidly gathering darkness. After several
approaches, we went in, and, as is often the case, it was easier
than expected, although the dredged entry was very narrow,
with sandbanks on either side. At 20:30, we finally moored in
Destin marina in the dark. We relaxed over a delicious
seafood meal in Captain Joe Davis’ restaurant nearby.
Monday 23rd April
The day broke warm and sunny as usual, with a forecast of
scattered thunderstorms - this part of the Gulf is notorious for
them - and wind N, veering E 10 - 12 knots. We walked along
the main road, did some shopping for food and ice. The
seafood shop was particularly good and we bought a few
pounds of enormous shrimps for our dinner. We browsed in
the Armchair Sailor, one of a small but widespread chain
selling only nautical books and navigational instruments.
At 10:45 we left our pontoon, and once again motored out
into the Gulf, heading towards Panama City (no relation to the
Isthmus of the same name!), 45 miles along the coast. It was a
beautiful and uneventful sail all day, with a steady southerly
F4. The afternoon was livened up by a large school of
dolphins, which remained with us for an hour or so, diving in
their inimitable way backwards and forwards across our
bows. For the last 8 miles the wind fell away, and we
motorsailed the rest of the way. At 19:00, we went through
the pass between the barrier islands of Panama City Beach
and Shell Island into St. Andrew Bay, turned hard to port and
anchored in Grand Lagoon, just off St. Andrews State Park,
another beautiful, quiet anchorage. We had a wonderful meal
of shrimps, washed down with some California white wine.
Tuesday 24th April
This was a day "at leisure". The morning was spent walking
through the woods and along the brilliantly white sandy beach
of the State Park. On this lively beach, we saw a variety of
seabirds we had never come across - or heard of - before.
Rows of striking black and white birds on the beach looked
like a bizarre species of tern, with very long red beaks, the
lower jaw much longer than the upper. Back on board, we
identified them from the book as Skimmers, quite common
here on the Gulf Coast.
After lunch on board, we motored westwards a couple of
miles along Grand Lagoon, to water at a marina, then east
along the inside of Shell Island to anchor for the night. This
took some careful pilotage to avoid numerous sandbanks.

Among the swamp cypresses.
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Wednesday 25th April
08:45, reluctantly weighed anchor, heading for the pass and
the outer channel buoys, to enter the Gulf again at 10:00. But
now the wind was strong ESE, making Port St. Joe, our day’s
destination dead ~’on the nose". The sea was very rough, and it
would be a very unpleasant day’s sail, so discretion being the
better part of valour, we turned back into St. Andrew Bay, and
once again took the eastbound lntracoastal Waterway. We
motorsailed, close-hauled, 16 rniles along East Bay, and then
the last few miles of the enclosed bay turned northwards tbr a
close reach until we left it by the canal at its north-eastern
extremity.
The next part of the cruise was through unusually wild and
beautiful country, being a canal dug through cypress swamps.
There were numerous herons and egrets, and best of all, many
opsrays, whose nests we could see at the tops of trees, and
occasionally, one would fly off the water with a fish in its
talons. We kept an eye out for alligators, but didn’t see one till
much later. At 17:30, we anchored in seven feet at a place
called Wetappo Creek, a couple of hundred yards off the main
canal in the rniddle of the cypress swamps, and enjoyed a
lovely evening in this delightful place. After dark, which
came quite suddenly about 19:45, we were entranced by the
sounds of the bullfrogs and the whippoorwills. We were only
disturbed by the occasional passage along the canal at the end
of the anchorage, of one of the enormous barge trains, maybe
300" long, pushed along by a pusher "’tug" of immense power.
It must be a very tricky task to steer this lot from behind by
daylight, let alone by starlight and the help of powerful
searchlights on the pusher.
Thursday 26th April
09:00, left Wetappo Creek for Appalachicola, motoring. Yet
another sort of bridge opened for us at White City. this was a
swing bridge rotating around a central pillar.
Most of the road bridges over the intracoastal waterway are
high arched fixed bridges, with a vertical clearance of a
standard fifty feet between the central arches. At the bottom
of the pillar to starboard is a scale showing the actual
clearance at the time - perhaps down to forty-six’. Not
knowing our exact mast height, we went under the first of
these very gingerly, and from below, the clearance looks like
nil! Connie couldn’t bear to look and dived below, but alter a
while we gained confidence and if no vessel was coming the
other way, we would sail straight through without bothering to
start the engine.
Another type of bridge was vertically opening, ramps
rising to each side. Yet another type had the centre section of
road rising to the required height in one block like an elevator.

Appalachicola Municipal Marina and bridge over river mouth.
Photo Bob Gilmore
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Hope they’lI lift this one high enough!

Photo Bob Gilmore

l must say that in most cases, we didn’t have to sound our
foghorn, the bridge opening as we approached.
A few miles on, still through cypress swamps, the canal
merged into Lake Wimico, seven miles long and with depths
of 1 - 2" on one side of the channel, with a "spoil area" of
unspecified depths on the other. From Lake Wimico, we
sailed into the Jackson river, quite large and bounded by
forests with swamp cypresses on the edge with their "feet"
under water. Two miles on, this river was joined by the
Appalachicola River, half a mile wide. From here it was five
miles to the sea and the town of Appalachicola.
All the marinas at this end of the river were full, due to an
influx of power boats from Atlanta attending a rally. This
disconcerted us until we were told about a municipal marina
in the small harbour round the corner. So we passed under the
long road bridge, with the usual three or tour foot clearance
over our mast, turned hard a-starboard round the mark and
found a spare berth in the marina at the head of the inlet. It
was quite satisfactory, bows to the shore, with water hose and
garbage bins close at hand. An added advantage was that
there was no charge!
Marinas in this part of the country are not quite as we
understand them - they are much more basic. In the first
place, tidal rise and fall is never more then 18", and usually
much less, so that floating pontoons are not needed. In this
harbour, there were not even fingers, but only hefty wooden
posts, two at six feet or so from the shore, and two more other
eight or ten feet back, so that each berth had four posts for
attaching lines, adjacent berths sharing posts. In addition of
course, there are cleats on shore for bow or stern lines.
We had dinner at the Rainbow Marina, one of those where
we had sought a berth. Its restaurant is nicely situated on
stilts, overlooking the river.
During the night the wind rose to twenty knots from the
south-east.
Friday 27th April
It was still blowing hard in the morning - "on the nose", if we
were to start out across the Big Bend. It was very rough out in
the bay, with a short chop over the shallow water. It was now
quite obvious that we were certainly not going to be across
the bend by the halfway time. between Carabelle, 20 miles to
the east and Tarpon Springs, across the point from Tampa
Bay, we would have had 150 miles in the open Gulf. Debra’s
return ticked (she had only a week’s holiday) was changed to
start from Panama City, and the pressure was off.
Appalachicola is an attractive little sleepy town, and we
spent the rest of the day exploring it. The weather was hot by
our standards, but not nearly as hot as it would be in two or
three month’s time. We looked longingly over a vacant house

on stilts, beautifully placed overlooking the harbour and a
marsh, and in the sea beyond, sandbanks on which were
perched hundreds of seabirds, including the ubiquitous
pelican. However, discretion won! It’s a long way off, and
hurricanes are quite a hazard.
In the late afternoon, Stephen and Debra went off by
themselves to the Frog Level Oyster bar, consuming dozens
of fresh oysters (not to our taste). We dined on board.
Saturday 28th April
The morning was spent in shopping for presents for home,
and at 12:00, we left the harbour, having decided to go for the
night to anchor in the lee of St. Vincent Island, five miles to
the SW of Appalachicola, separating the bay from the open
sea. The wind was SW F4 - 5. Just after casting off, the
engine faltered so we cleared the separator (looked fairly
clean) and started again along the entrance fairway. Just as we
reached the end of the marked channel, the engine failed. We
quickly anchored just outside the channel in 10’, and very
uncomfortably in the lumpy, sea, changed both diesel fuel
filters, and tried to bleed the system, but found that the lift
pump was not working, so we had to sail back under genoa
and mizzen, to berth again in the harbour. Of course, as we
approached, the wind came round to head us. We came
alongside the harbour wall on the starboard side, and from
there, with long lines, warped ourselves into our original berth
ahead. It would have been difficult to sail between the poles,
with no means of stopping, apart from bow on to harbour
wall! We contacted the marina, but it was too late by now on a
Saturday to get a diesel mechanic, so there was nothing for it
but to wait for Monday morning.
The bonus was that we had a first-class seatbod dinner in
the Gibson Inn, an elegant old southern style wooden house
now a hotel.
Sunday 29th April
The morning was spent pottering about the boat and the local
area, before Debra had to get her taxi to Panama City. This
had been her first cruise, and we were delighted to see how
well she fitted in and was a great help on board. On Monday
the diesel mechanic arrived, and quickly confirmed our
diagnosis, went back to his house, returning with a new, and
much better made pump. It was quite a fiddle to fit, but
worked well and his charge was very reasonable (about £15 in
all).
I 1:00. Once again, we motored out into the channel, and at
the southern end turned to port, heading under full sail in a
moderate southerly for Pilot harbour on St. George Island, 18
miles to the east. Pilot "Harbour" turned out to be a tricky
anchorage, having an unmarked approach, surrounded by
sandbanks, Instead we made for a north-facing bay near the
east end of the island, and having anchored in 5’, swam
ashore and went for a long walk along the island. We were
fascinated by the numerous soft-shelled crabs, and various
wading birds, such as sanderlings, knots, sandpipers and
herons.
St. George Island is typical of the barrier islands around the
US coast, which make the Intracoastal Waterway possible. It
is 25 miles long and averages about half a mile wide nowhere wider than one mile. It is partly wooded with a State
Park and the usual lovely white sandy beaches. There is a
small town in the middle, reached from the mainland by a
fixed bridge.
16:00. A short sail (four miles) took us to Shipping Bay on
the next island, Dog Island, where we dropped the hook in six
feet, near the edge of a shelf, and close to the shore. This was
a very pretty place. Near us were typical oyster boats of the
region, with their long, characteristic outriggers, and, like us,

anchored for the night. There was a very light offshore breeze.
At 04:00, we were awakened by a gentle bumping on the
sand. The breeze had changed to an equally light northerly,
and, as well, it was low tide. We motored out 100’ and reset
the anchor in 12".
Tuesday 1st May
After a walk on the beach and a swim, we left at 14:00, now
heading back towards Mobile. We hoped to reach Saul Creek,
five miles up the Appalachicola River, but at 18:00 we felt it
was time to come to a stop, and found ourselves back in the
municipal marina by 18:15! Before having dinner on board,
we visited the Frog Level for appetizers of snow crabs, mahimahi fish and oysters. While having these delicacies on the
verandah, we were delighted to watch an otter playing around
on the shore, and on the boats just below us.
We were aiming to be back in the Dog River on Sunday
evening, so we arose early on Wednesday to get well on the
way, but were frustrated. Visibility was down to fifty yards,
making it highly dangerous to attempt to enter the river. By
10:00 (Eastern Time) the fog had cleared and we set off up
the Appalachicola River in no wind at all. At 11:30 we put our
watches back to Central time, and soon were crossing Lake
Wimico again, and passing Wetappo Creek. Lots of
interesting wildlife was seen on the way - an alligator, a water
snake, a dozen turtles sunning themselves on a sand spit,
pelicans galore, black vultures, a red-headed woodpecker and
many ospreys. It was now blisteringly hot, and Connie
organised a makeshift awning from a sheet pegged to the
mizzen rigging - a great boon. We had a lovely ten mile sail
through East Bay to St. Andrew Bay, in a F3 south-easterly
breeze and finally at 17:30, anchored for the night in a place
called Smack Bayou, a beautiful and very sheltered inlet with
wooded shores at the western end of East Bay, in 8’. It was a
really lovely evening. The skipper got out the barbecue,

Apartments in Pensacola Bay’?

Photo Bob Gilmore
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clipped it to the pushpit, and served up
huge juicy sleaks, which we enjoyed under
the stars, looking across the bay at the
twinkling lights of Panama City.
Thursday 3rd May
The forecast was for a SE airflow of 10 - 15
knots for today and tomorrow. The
persistent high pressure over northern
Florida continues. So we started off
motorsailing with a N’ly FI, which soon
settled into the south-east. It was cloudy
and cool.
08:55. Clearing the outer channel
markers into the Gull:, we steered onto a
course of 285 and boomed the genoa to
windward.
By 10:00 it was now hot and sunny and
from 11:00 till just off the entrance to
Choctawhatchee Bay, at 17:00, the wind
Photo Bob Gilmore
was absolutely steady almost astern to port, A wider section of the lCW.
and we had a magnificent sail all day.
At 17:30 we again entered Destin harbour and finding all to the echo-sounder. We made it and anchored in 12’, 20’ fiom
the listed marinas full, we finally found a place in a hotel the shore, in sand at 18:30. This was a popular spot for the
locals from Pensacola and there were already four boats, run
marina. The price of the berth included a motel-type room.
right up on the beach, which was deep close in. There were a
They stated that the room had to be occupied, so Connie and I
couple of parties going, which lasted till late, although all but
swallowed our pride and slept in the hotel, while Stephen
one boat had left by morning. After dinner, we went ashore for
preferred to stay on board to look after the yacht.
That evening we again patronized Captain Joe Davis and a walk and to explore Fort McRee, the remains of a Civil War
fortress, which had also been used in the last war.
were not disappointed.
Friday 4th May
Left Destin marina for Pensacola Bay at 10:00. The wind was
a southerly F4 - 5, ideal tk)r our due westerly course, but we
hadn’t reckoned on any difficulty in leaving! We motored
south along the exit passage from Choctawhatchee Bay
towards the bar, when the appearance became more and more
frightening.. Now with the onshore wind, the sea over the bar
was churned up into a continuous line of breakers. We hoped
to see a gap as we approached, but there wasn’t any. A sharp
turn to starboard would be involved, and there would be a real
danger, if" not of burnping the bottom in the troughs, of
loosing directional control as we turned beam-on to the wind
and ending up on the rocks. So we turned tail and ten minutes
later we were passing the harbour entrance to enter
Choctawhatchee Bay under the fixed bridge, with a clearance
today of only 46 feet. The Bay was in effect a large salt water
lake, in which we had to follow a rather sparsely marked
channel carefully, northwards for a mile, then taking a long
wide semicircular sweep towards the west, we sailed parallel
to and now inside, Santa Rose Island. We passed under a
fixed bridge at Fort Walton and into a canal leading through
cypress swamps and large inland lagoons, separated from the
sea only by the island - over forty miles long by only half to
one mile wide! After the swamps, we began to see increasing
numbers of attractive houses by the shore, each of course,
with its moored boat. We came to quite large stretches of open
water and finally crossed Pensacola bay and over the channel
leading to the open sea from Pensacola.
It had been a wonderful sail, a steady broad reach all day.
We had stopped the engine at I1:00, only starting it at 18:00
for the approach to the anchorage.
We anchored for the night in a little gut on the western side
of this passage and very close to the open sea. It was very well
sheltered but had a tricky entry. Stephen steered, while 1 conned
for sandbanks from the bow and Connie sat with her eyes glued
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Salurday 5th May
Having a long run to Mobile Bay, we weighed anchor at 07:00
sharp. We left the gut to the east and entered the main
Pensacola Bay entrance channel, turned to port for three
cables, around the outer range markers (as the Americans call
the leading marks), and another turn to port, completing a Uturn into the west-bound intracoastal waterway. These range
marker towers were interesting in that they provide a
spectacular "apartment block" for tier upon tier of herons"
nests.
Just as we were in the middle of our U-turn, we saw ahead
of us, about to enter the ICW, a massive barge train, consisting
of four barges in two rows, side by side, and a pusher vessel.
This got in before us, so that we had it them for most of the day,
until we entered Mobile Bay. The only tricky bit came as the
barge in front slowed down on the approach to a bridge in a
narrow part of the canal. Connie, who was steering at the time,
came out to pass. when halfway along, she spotted a similar
barge coming from the opposite direction. This contreternps
was resolved by allowing our fi’iends to get ahead again, and
coming in behind them. The canal was ,just wide enough to
allow two barges to pass one another.
We continued to retrace our course without incident,
through varied scenery, reaching the southeast corner of
Mobile Bay at about 14:00. There was a good F4 from the
south and we had an exhilarating broad reach back to the Dog
River Marina, tying up at 18:30.
The skipper treated us to dinner at a nearby restaurant, and
we spent the night on board, ready to clean up the boat and
leave it in good order before our long drive back to
Chattanooga.
We enjoyed this cruise immensely. It was really relaxing
and was something totally different from our usual West of
Scotland jaunts. We can’t wait to return - and perhaps actually
make Tampa Bay.

Summary to Teals 1990 Cruise
from Dog River, Mobile (Alabama)
April

Destination

Distance
(n. m.)

Sat. 21st
Sun. 22nd
Mon. 23rd
Tues. 24th
Wed. 25th
Thurs. 26th
Sat. 28th
Mon. 30th

Ingram’s Bay
49
60
Destin
Grand Lagoon (St. Andrew Bay) 45
Shell Is.
7
Wetappo Creek
40
33
Appalachicola
Around the bay
6
St George Is. & Dog Is.
22

May
Tues. 1st
Wed. 2nd
Thurs. 3rd
Fri. 4th
Sat. 5th

Appalachicola
Smack Bayou (St. Andrew Bay)
Destin
Pensacola Bay
Dog River Marina

22
50
45
45
65

Time
hrs.

mins.

8
9
8
2
8
6
2
7

5
45
15

4
6
9
8
11

15
30

30
30
30

30
30
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Virulent Islomania
W. M. Nixon

Islomania is the condition whereby the sufferers "’are drawn
irresistibly to islands, and once on each little world
surrounded by sea, they find themselves filled with an
indescribable intoxication". In 1990, Turtle provided the
means of pandering to our affliction with this delightful
disease, as she carried us to Cape Clear, the Isles of Scilly,
Ushant, tile lie de Sein, the Glenans islands, and Lundy as
well.
In between the bouts of islomania, there were periods of
remission when we’d mainland cruising in West Cork,
Brittany, Cornwall and southwest Wales, a glorious
cornucopia of coastal variety in which, if anything, there was
an excess of sun.
It was a case of the sum being greater than the total of its
parts, not that the parts were anything to sniff at, as they
included the Cruise-in-Company in West Cork, family
holidays in France and Cornwall, reunions in the Isles of
Scilly, and a Classic Boat regatta in Falmouth. But as so often
has been the case with recent cruises, it all got under way with
the arrival of Aidan Tyrrell Esq. in the township of Howth, in
this case on the evening of Wednesday July I lth.
He wasn’t at all well, having been incubating an
increasingly severe chest infection tk~r at least a week. But we
hoped that a sea voyage would provide a cure, popped the
stores aboard, and at 0100 Thursday July 12th departed
southward from Howth marina on a calm, clear night with
glorious phosphorescence. There was a spot of excitement in
the small hours. Having fitted an electric bilge pump (plus
several other conveniences) during the winter, 1 whiled away
rny watch by pouring cleaner into the bilges and then adding
water, watching with satisfaction as the new gizmo pumped it
all effortlessly out.
But then a little later, smugly looking below at the
moonlight reflected on the cabin sole, 1 suddenly realised said
cabin sole was shimmering just a little too actively. The water
was over the floorboards. It took some little time to work out
that when motoring in calm water, the quarter wave caused a
syphon on the electric pump outlet. By the time we’d worked
that out, Mr Tyrre[l had got his feet wet.
Apart from fog as we picked our way past the rocks
eastward of Rosslare, the rest of the passage to Dunmore East
was uneventful, and with some help from easterlies, we
bowled along in strong sunshine to cover the distance in a
very satisfactory 16 hours. But Mr Tyrrell was if anything
worse, sunstroke in no way improving his condition.
Fortunately Mr. O’Neill came into Dunmore East a couple of
hours after us in Miss Molh’ took one look at his old shipmate
Mr Tyrrell, and promptly arranged a consultation with Dr
Park who was also in port aboard Alys, and in jig time Turtle
had become a hospital ship with Mr Tyrrell on antibiotics in
the forecabin. Soon after, Mr O’Neill himself needed
medication for a violent attack of hiccups.
The morning (Friday July 13th) brought good news despite
its inauspicious date. There were signs of increased life on

14

Medical consultation in ’Tent City’ at Crosshaven before the Cruisein-Company with (left to right) Mr Tyrrell (Patient), Mr O’Neill
(Health Visitor) and Dr ’Perky’ Park, (Physician and Surgeon).
Photo W.M. Ni.wm
Planet Tyrrell.
So all yachts headed seaward to bowl along in a grand
sunny easterly towards the Cruise-in-Company rendezvous in
Crosshaven. Dr Park put up his cruising chute. Mr O’Neill
saw his own spinnaker drop over the front. And we boomed
out the genoa and gaily ran on over salmon nets and other
nautical plethora with never a bother. At noon there was a
medical consultation over the VHF. Was Mr Tyrrell’s
medication compatible with the midday intake of a clear broth
made up of water, Rose’s Lime Juice, and Cork Dry Gin?
"No problem" replied Dr Park. So in the best of humour, with
Mr Tyrrell looking better by the minute, we trundled on into
Cork harbour, were shown to our berth, and found ourselves
in a party trekking overland for an excellent teed at Finder’s
up in the hills.
The history of the most excellent Cruise-in-Company will
be well known. In our small part of it, Mr Tyrrell moved over
to join Mr O’Neill aboard the Miss Molly, and Georgina
joined me aboard Turtle. The Saturday was getting to know
you time for everyone in Crosshaven, then on Sunday
morning we motored in calm and astonishingly wet drizzle to
Kinsale. Our new Eberspacher heater soon cleared the damp
and then the sun came out to do its bit, and stayed with us for
day after day.
Westward the fleet motored on Monday morning (July
16th) but by mid-afternoon a nice sou’wester gave idyllic
sunny sailing across a smooth sea, and by early evening we
were running up Castlehaven, where Georgina on the helm
made a perfect job of rounding up under sail to drop the hook
at the choice spot just off the quay. Later, Gerry Kavanagh
anchored nearby in Sharda#la and we’d himself and Ann and
Tim Magennis over for gimlets before supper aboard,

Summer comes to stay in Kinsale - in foreground are overnight
transport vehicle, Siolta and Sceolaing.
Photo W.M. Nixon
followed by the usual session in Mary Ann’s followed by
gatherings on State O’Chassis and Snowgoose.
Gently through the morning with an interesting visit to the
little church followed by cooling pints with Micky d’Alton
and the crew of Siamsa before going round to Barloge where
Dermod Ryan kindly lent us his outboard dinghy for a spot of
rapid-shooting into Lough Hyne where an enormously
impressive great white billygoat sunned himself on the island
under the ruins of Sir Finian O’Driscoll’s last castle.
Doubtless the visit of a nanny goat or two would have
wakened him up. Back down to the anchorage in style, then
round the island under oars, with cave exploration before
motoring to Baltimore for the night where, after various
culinary adventures, we ate aboard.
A bit of life to the sou’easter in the morning, though sun
still strong, so out through the North Entrance and a glorious
sail past Carbery’s Hundred Isles, reaching to North Harbour,
where that fine old ship Solway Maid lay in the outer
anchorage sensibly moored fore and aft. We’d a grand walk
across an island vibrant with nature until, on the hillside
beyond South Harbour we met up with an American
renovating a cottage - it might well have been the most
southerly house in all Ireland.
Wandering back, eventually the troops met up in Paddy
Burke’s, where the lunchtime pints on a summer’s day have to
be one of cruising’s great experiences. It surprised me how
many ICC members present had never been there before.
There was a brief deterioration of the weather that evening,
and we ran across to Schull for the ICC Dinner in fog, but
found a handy berth just off the pier, and then off to the party,
starting and finishing in Newman’s which is quite its old self
again.
Unfortunately time now intervened - we’d to be back in
Dublin on Saturday, and I’d a vague arrangement for a
meeting on the Thursday night in Kinsale with Mike Hall,
with whom I’d been making a video in May and June about
cruising in West Cork, Mike having brought over his 46ft
cutter Tristan da Cunha to be his base for getting extra
material.
A sou’easter in Schull next morning (Thursday July 19th)
didn’t look too hopeful for a quick passage, but we left the
fleet early, and after splashing through Gascanane Sound,
found that we could just lay the course. As the day wore on,
not only did the wind free, but as well the sun shone warmly
into the cockpit and the shelter of the spray hood - it was
better than the Med. any day.
Kinsale was charmingly uncrowded. We berthed on the
same pontoon as Tristan at the Trident, has a most useful

meeting, and then Georgina and I wandered up the town. It
was the first time we’d ever been in an uncrowded Kinsale. It
was bliss. You could browse through the menus outside the
restaurants at your leisure, and meanwhile savour the
idiosyncratic street life of the little town. Supper at The
Bistro was great fun, just the job before heading on next day
to catch the spirit of the final evening of Ford Week which in
its way was fun as well - the Royal Cork ran this tremendous
regatta with fantastic flair.
Turtle rested for a week in the RCYC marina, and then
Harry and I rejoined her on the afternoon of Saturday July
28th for the main part of the season’s cruise south to Brittany.
The omens weren’t immediately good, with a brassy sky and
a classic Atlantic low, of 984 millibars and falling, moving
remorselessly towards Ireland But there were jobs to do
around the boat with a non-return valve to be fitted on the
electric pump outlet, and an improved inlet wipe to be fitted
for our new Briden toilet (quite the best ship’s toilet I’ve ever
sailed with).
That done, we dined at The Web, made the scene in
Cronin’s, and then joined the party in the RCYC bar, the
whole clubhouse complex at Crosshaven having undergone a
miraculous transformation from tented village (Tent City is
more accurate) back to its own self. Meanwhile the weather
had utterly gone to pot, Sunday was even worse with driving
rain and southerly gales, but we’d an entertaining day with
Joe Fitz and Didi aboard Mandalay, needing the radar to get
through the gale -driven midday murk for the traditional visit
across the harbour to East Ferry, then finding that the
evening’s slow improvement in the weather gave ideal
conditions for a boat test on this excellent Moody Eclipse 33
so the day was doubly useful.
The improvement continued, and the morning found us
breezing out past Roche’s Point in a glorious sunny westerly,
tramping along on course for Tresco with a slab in the main
and rolls in the genoa. All through that Monday (July 30th)
progress was good, but the further south we got, the less wind
there was and as we closed in, towards the Isles of Scilly next
morning we’d been under power for some time.
The hook went down west of the little pier at New
Grimsby harbour, and the middle part of the day was spent
ashore on Tresco, visiting Valhalla and then swimming off the
beach on the eastern side of the island before lunching well at
the hotel, following which, what with the heat and lunch, a
siesta back aboard made sense.
Emerging again in the cool of the evening, we found
George Ellisoin’s Tern from Falmouth was anchored nearby.

The cruising dream. A fair wind and sunshine for Turtle on passage
from Crosshaven towards the Isles of Scilly.
Photo W.M. Nixon
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Brian and Harry with the Northolm and the inter-island Sea Truck
alongside in St. Mary’s Roads in the Isles of Scilly
Photo H/.M. Ni.wm
Not only is Tern is only surviving Belfast Lough Number One
of 1897 vintage (and therefore all that remains of the world’s
first offshore one design class) but as well she was one of the
five boats which took part in the ICC’s foundation cruise to
Glengarriff back in 1929. So there were celebratory drinks
aboard her, and then after supper on Tm’tle, it was up to the
New Inn to put the world to rights before returning aboard in
the velvet darkness with a very satisfactory feeling of the
cruise being well and truly underway.
Next day ill the morning sunshine I was topping up the
diesel when a Rotork Sea-Truck swept alongside, and my son
Brian (aged 16) came on board from it. Having spent the first
part of his school holidays crewing aboard Asgard for her
overall win in the Plymouth-Coruna race, he was now signed
up with Georgina’s brother Andrew and his Fair Island
Trading Company, which was carrying cargoes from
Falmouth to the Isles of Scilly with the 1600 ton coaster
Northholm, and then distributing the freight through the
islands with the Sea-Truck, an inspired enterprise.
Brian had the day off, so he went among the islands with
us, going first to Hughtown to clear customs and top up on
some stores and then across to St Agnes for Turtle’s first visit
(we were too late for the world-famous Cornish pasties in the
Turk’s Head pub). But after a gentle day of sunshine
swimming and island wandering we finally found pasties in
the Atlantic Inn in Hughtown (alas, the Mermaid just isn’t its
old self at all) and then in the evening we waved goodbye to
Brian on the pier head and made our way through the sound
and off across the Channel towards Ushant around a hundred
miles away.
The high pressure system was maintaining itself over
southern England so we were able to sail at times in the east
to southeast breeze on a clear night. Nearing the shipping
lanes in the morning, the haze was slightly thicker, but it
never became fog, and by Ushant standards visibility was
good when the island appeared ahead at 11 o’clock.
Heading round the western point, there was some
confusion - there were tour big lighthouses sticking up out of
the sea where we should have been seeing two. It emerged
that inshore of Nividic, the lighthouse you leave to port
entering Lampaul from the north, there are a couple of
massive concrete pylons which in days past used to convey
the keepers out to the light in a sort of ski-lift cage. These
days, the keepers go by chopper, but the big pylons are still in
place, giving you three "lighthouses" for the price of one. As
they’re unmarked on the charts, and unmentioned in the
"’North Brittany Pilot", it could be confusing for anyone
coming in from the north.
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We made our way in past La Corce rock and found that
high summer had come to Lampaul. For the first time in five
years, all the visitors moorings were taken--or they were
once we’d picked up the last one. Lunch was leisurely, a
snooze followed for it was mighty hot, and then in midafternoon after a swim we bestirred ourselves to go ashore.
All the evidence was of little rain and much heat - Ushant
was not at all its reputed rugged self. But the little houses
snuggled round the tiny harbour in a way which spoke of grim
winters. The stone walls were low and compact through the
salty grass of fields which fed the famous Ushant sheep. In
the village, we gravitated towards L’Ocean bar, and booked
for dinner in the restaurant there, and asked after Johnny
Moran, of Mayo and sometimes of Howth, who lives on the
island where he works as a teacher (he actually teaches
Spanish to Breton children, which surely makes him the
ultimate European).
"He’ll probably be in this evening" we were told, "’there’s a
singer coming across from France, and he’ll be down for the
gig". But at that moment Johnny walked past the bar window,
and the evening took off, with things moving along to dinner
with Johnny and his girl-friend Isabelle, where we’d a full and
frank discussion on the merits of French as against Irish
bread. I thought French bread came nowhere. "I would better
understand your objections to French bread" said Isabelle
icily, "if your mouth were not so full of it as you speak... "
Touch6"" sez I, ever the cosmopolitan.
Afterwards in the bar next door, Mona the chanteuse from
le continent was the genuine article, and the party grew
greatly with the addition of a group of lady archaeologists
who didn’t look at all like what you’d expect of their dusty
profession, lslomania broke out in its most rabid form. We
awoke to a cahn morning, the calmest of the entire cruise, so
much so that we motored southward towards the lie de Sein
across a usually restless bit of water which was so utterly
calm that in the gentle haze it was difficult to say where sea
ended and sky began.
Around lunchtime a mighty lighthouse, or so it seemed,
thrust above the haze close on the starboard bow, its base and
the island which carried it still lost in the mist. But soon lie de
Sein loomed through, we picked up the Cornoc an Arbraden
buoy, and made our way into the little anchorage off Men
Brial. The channels through the many rocks are well marked,
but because the tides tend to sweep across them, you have to
keep a close eye on courses and transits.
lie de Sein is just a compact village on a rock with a tiny
pattern of fields - like a miniature Aran - on the western point

"Three lighthouses for the price of one", Approaching Lampaul from
the north, it is possible to be confused by the two large concrete
pylons inshore of Nividec Lighthouse
Photo W.M. Nixon

A very plucky little place. Turtle at anchor off Men Brial lighthouse
in the rock-sheltered harbour at Ile de Sein.
Photo W.M. Nixon
towards the main lighthouse. A tough and independentminded people - when de Gaulle was assembling his Free
French forces in London in 1940, so many volunteers turned
out to be from this one tiny place that he remarked it seemed
to be half of all France. There were poignant memories of this
outstanding heroism in the little museum in the Abri du Marin
beside the harbour.
Compact and full of character, these days the Ile de Sein is
host to visitors during the day, and island base to the Audierne
fishermen by night. We neatly managed our visit between the
two groups, and found the little place in an easygoing frame
of mind, which - after the islomania of Ushant - just suited
our slightly delicate condition perfectly. Along the inner
harbour, they were having a gentle game of boules outside
Chez Bruno, which we’d guess is the spot that the islanders
choose for their drinking. Cool beers in the shade, and a walk
around, and we headed on, out by the eastern channel and
across the Raz de Sein and a stop in open water for a
refreshing plunge in the sea.
We’d been thinking towards a quiet night (Friday 3rd
August) anchored inside the breakwater at St Evette, but
various calculations showed there might be just enough water
to get up-river for a first visit to Audierne and its new if small
marina. The tide was ebbing, and it was a nervous business as
the channel is unmarked, but its windings are fairly
predictable, which is another way of saying that we didn’t
touch, or even nudge anything, and found ourselves
conveniently berthed right in the heart of a rather fine town.

Is this what it’s like in winter’? Turtle seen through the wreck on the
beach at Penfret, whose presence suggests that conditions can be
very different in February.
Photo W.M. Nixon
Audierne we liked a lot. It’s prosperous yet unassuming,
the aroma of new-mown hay drifting along the waterfront
reminding you of its role as a market-town. Because the little
municipal marina is new, they make you welcome. And along
the quayside are sensible bars and a handful of reasonable
restaurants - we shared a table in La Goelette with a pleasant
young couple, he being a salesman for factory-made Breton
pfitd whose qualities he propounded with missionary fervour
giving us his card for an introduction at the pfit6 factory up
the road.
We resisted the temptation in the morning to visit the p~,t6
¯ factory, but we did a lot of business with Breton pfitd, albeit
of the custom-made variety. In Audierne early, before
heading on for the Glenans islands, Harry nipped ashore as
the little shops opened with the aroma of coffee, and returned
with a fine mixture of pfit6 , cheese, bread and wine and the
makings of salad, a move which he was to repeat at each port
thereafter. So each day’s sailing was punctuated with alfresco
lunches created around this splendid mixture. The trouble was
it was irresistible. I always ate far too much, and thus if we
found ourselves going into port in mid-afternoon, would
invariably be in an irritable frame of mind, for after such a
high intake of protein, the only sensible thing is to sleep
through the afternoon heat.
Happily on the first day of the Great Pfit6 Regime, we got
to Penfret in the Glenans in early afternoon, time for lunch at
anchor and the zizz and then a swim ashore to see the training

in

Home from home. A very handy berth in the heart of Audierne,
which was one of our favourite mainland ports
Photo W.M. Nixon

Sunday morning in the anchorage at le Chambre, the most popular
overnight spot in the Iles des Glenans. Not everyone manages to
right spot...
Photo W.M. Nixon
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school base and the coral beach, supposedly unique in
Europe. Both of us knew of at least two coral strands on the
west of Ireland, but we weren’t in the mood to argue with the
locals, and indeed were decidedly thoughtful, as that west
beach on Penfret is dominated by the agonised wreck of a
fishing boat, cast high in some winter’s gale a whole world
away from that sublime summer’s day.
While it may not have exclusive rights to Europe’s coral
strands, nevertheless by any standards the Glenans plateau is
a remarkable place, with low islands, rocks and brilliant sand,
thrusting through a sparkling sea which seems every shade of
green and blue. They say you should try to avoid it at
weekends, but there we were, plumb in the middle of
Saturday August 5th, and we enjoyed it hugely, for not only
were we very handily placed for meeting up with Aidan
Tyrrell as arranged next day in Concarneau, but as well there
was something so utterly "’regatta" about that first August
Saturday in Glenans that you’d have to be very far gone in
years and attitude not to enjoy it.
In late afternoon all the tripper boats head back to the
mainland, and the yachts take over for Saturday night. They
seemed wall-to-wall in the best anchorage, Le Chambre
between Ile de St Nicolas and lie de Drenec, but thanks to
Turtle’s small draught we were able to put the hook down in a
handy spot near the landing slip and soon Jack and Marie
Chambrion, Parisians who had seen us in the Isle of Scilly
dropped by in their dinghy to invite us for drinks on their 30footer in the midst of the throng, and with one thing and
another it became a busy little evening, party with the
Chambrions, supper ashore in the cafe in the old lifeboat
house, and all around us an atmosphere not unlike a really
good Irish post-regatta party, so afterwards when we met up
with the Chambrions again, it was back to Turtle for some
Irish concoctions which brought on rampant islomania, while
all around as the tide ebbed there was ample evidence that not
everyone had managed to find the anchoring places with
adequate depth.
Sensibly we’d booked Sunday lunch at the better restaurant
with its own fish tanks, and next day that meal was one of the
highlights of the cruise, one of the highlights indeed of the
Turtle partnership. It just seemed to be the very apotheosis of
cruising to be feasting off seafood pleasantly shaded from the
sunshine, and out in the anchorage a little breeze turning our
craft to best advantage before our besotted gaze.
A little breeze? At last, a little breeze! So we ambled out,
got under way under sail, and as it was only a dozen miles to
Concarneau, it didn’t matter that the wind was all over the
place, it cooled us, the boat sailed well, and we came into the
Concarneau marina directed by Mr Tyrrell, who had arrived
there precisely ten minutes in advance of us, a meeting of
divine portents.
Which was just as well, as life was beginning to become
complicated with sundry family reunions looming on the
horizon. Harry was on line to become a total Francophile, as
he’d to met his family in Roscoff in six days time to begin a
camping holiday. Meanwhile the only fixed point in my
programme was 18:00 on Friday August 10th in the
Shipwrights Arms at Helford - Georgina had disappeared off
into Cornwall for a sort of wandering holiday with three
different generations, and in response to her enquiry in July as
to when we’d meet up (for everyone would be more or less
out of communication) all I could think of saying was
"’Shipwrights Arms, 18:00, Friday 10th August."
So in the midst of all this clamouring logistics, Aidan’s
calm presence was soothing, and though initial impressions of
Concarneau weren’t entirely good, once we found our way to
the Ville Close the charms of the old town won us over for all
that it’s inevitably a tourist trap. And next day (Monday
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August 6th) brought yet more sunshine but also a nice
northerly breeze, so we headed out well-lunched for a short
sail past myriad yachts to Benodet.
An odd sort of place, sort of classy suburbia-on-sea, but in
what passed for the "old village" Harry and Aidan got
themselves kitted out very satisfactorily with the real McCoy
Breton trousers, and we ate well in the very French Hotel
l’Ancre de Met. But next time we’d be inclined to go to Ste
Marine on the western side of the river, because apart from
the fact that it looks more of a piece than Benodet, tides were
springs, and the way the ebb sluices across the visitors berths
on the east side makes getting out very hairy indeed.
Once clear of the crowded river, peace descended as we
motored gently towards Penmarch, where a brisk sea breeze
gave us a beat along the coast. Aidan professes to have long
since eschewed yacht racing and all its works, but at the helm
he revelled in the good sailing, and saw several larger yachts
oft" while he was at it, so in the evening as a reward we took
him to Audierne, up to that most amiable town where the
familiar berth beside all facilities was like being home.
Not wishing to spoil the Audierne memories by going
aground, we were away early in the calm morning
(Wednesday August 8th) trundling along towards the Raz de
Seth, and on the way having a chat with Doug Grierson and
his wife on the venerable sloop Scorer - seems I raced against
him in the universities series on the Clyde some 28 years ago.
We were far too early for slack water at the Raz, but
ambled down to have a look. It was an utterly calm morning,
but the ebb was going full blast, giving a certain tension to the
sunny scene. We were toying with the idea of going through
the little inner gap known as the Passe de Trouiziard, and
thought a recce wouldn’t go amiss. The water was visibly
pouring downhill, but we were able to nose in towards the
Trouiziard rock itself by taking advantage of the eddies
boiling downstream of it, the only hazard being a weedcovered lobster pot marker just south of the rock which
looked like a permanent feature.
They say the tides in the Passe du Trouiziard run every bit
as strongly as those in the Raz itself. Certainly with the full
Spring ebb, it was as though a dam had burst. But if you can
get through against the stream, you have the full strength of
the tide only for a matter of yards, whereas in the Raz itself
it’s wall-to-wall foul tide, and for several miles upstream as
well.
It was irresistible. And clearly being very much a case of
going over the sticks we’d Harry in his best Ormond Hunt
mode on the helm, making a perfect job of positioning her for

The drop fence ... Spring Tide sluicing visibly downhill over the
ledge on the west side of Trouiziard rock as Turtle inches upwards
through the Passe du Trouiziard, the inner passage at the Raz de
Sein.
Photo W.M. Nixon

the upwards leap. We’d noticed that just along a ledge on the
But in the morning we found our speed falling. Happily a
couple of short sharp bursts of astern brought two plastic bags
west side of the Trouiziard rock, there was a knife edge of
stream that looked a tiny bit weaker, and if we could keep in
out from the prop. With magnificent Gallic style, Aidan
that, there was just a chance of getting through. I hasten to say
shrugged his shoulders: "’Helas, la Mer elle est une poubelle.
that it wasn’t foolhardy provided the engine stayed in action
n’ est pas ?’"
as a helmsman/rider of Harry’s skill could keep the boat
Poubelle or not, we got safely across, comforted by having
safely in deep water even if we were being carried backwards.
two different radar reflectors for the not very busy shipping
So we put her at it. Usually our high-speed diesel cruises at
lanes, and by early afternoon were gliding into the Helford
2,800 rev’s, but I’d been assured it could happily take more
river in a local southerly, nicely on time for that significant
for short bursts, so we gave her 3,300 and perhaps a little
meeting at 18:00 in the Shipwrights Arms. We anchored as
more, and she went through like a thoroughbred, and soon
near as possible, and after a snooze and a bath, walked along
found slacker water beyond.
the familiar leafy path to the pub, and arrived there precisely
It was a fantastic experience, completed with a sense of
at 18:00 as the door was being unlocked.
Needless to say, her nibs didn’t turn up. Apparently after
total elation. Looking back at the submerged ledge along the
west side of the Trouiziard rock, Harry remarked that, had the
our day’s delay in Cork, I’d mentioned during a brief phone
engine failed and we been swept back over it, then it would
call from the Scillies that we were running late. Unbeknownst
have been a classic drop fence. "And how d’you go over a
to me, the assumption then became that our meeting in
drop fence?" we asked ’You sit well back, close your eyes,
Helford would be a day late. There I was, all bright eyed and
and hang onto your balls...." said the man from the Ormond.
bushy tailed, and no Cinderella. It took a couple of hours to
Having saved at least two hours, we ambled on across a
find out what had happened. By that time we were decidedly
summer sea towards Camaret, sailing in the sea breeze which
into the rhythm of the pub. Indeed, we stayed part of the
arrived in late morning. We anchored off in the bay for a
rhythm of the Shipwrights Arms from 18:00 hrs on Friday
leisurely swim and lunch, then snoozed before going into that
until well into Saturday, rounding it out with a session with
noted local seafaring man John Bolitho, who was as utterly
most convenient harbour where the Griersons from Scoter
were aboard later for drinks, and we’d the convenience of
Cornish as they come.
showers in the washrooms ever so tastefully hidden away in
The morning saw us creakily away, up to Falmouth to find
the moat of the Vauban tower. And then a celebratory dinner
it en fete for the classic boat regatta that day (Saturday August
in Hotel de France - a phone call home by Harry revealed that
1 l th). Family reunions were eventually effected, and while
the Whelehans’ various dogs and ponies had been winning
the boys went off with their uncle for some high speed gafferprizes all over Ireland, putting everyone in a grand frame of
chasing afloat, we brought Georgina aboard and ambled
mind for their French holiday in a couple of days time.
round in the midst of a grand fleet of more than 200 gorgeous
Gently away next morning for the Chenal du Four. First
crafts including not only Tern back from the Scillies, but also
the old Belfast Lough Island class Fiara. However, as always
time through there back in 1968, there had been fog like a
grey wall. Subsequent passages hadn’t been so bad, but still
around Falmouth harbour, it was the hugely canvassed
the memory lingered, particularly as it had been hazy during
workboats, the sailing oyster dredgers, which stole the scene
as they swept around with style, and afterwards at the party in
our time out at Ushant. But this time it was clear as a bell the sun shone, the haze was gone, and Ushant was clearly in
the sunshine at the Greenbanks Hotel, their crews set a pace
which could favourably withstand comparison with any Irish
sight as we motored through and then found a faint northerly
to aid progress in the sunshine towards L’Aberwrach, our
regatta.
final French port. Logistics were
intervening as Aidan and I had to head
on that night for next day’s appointment
(Friday August 10th at Helford) but
Harry needed shoreside accommodation
prior to his meeting. The little village at
the pontoon simply hadn’t a room
available, but fortunately Andrew and
Veryan Pool, old friends from Falmouth,
were there with their Hustler 35 and
offered our stray a bed for the night as
they were planning a daylight passage.
So as usual it all worked out, we’d
perhaps the best meal of the entire cruise
at L’Escale, and then in the last shreds of
daylight we made our farewells and
headed seaward. It was decidedly
spooky, as we’d entered at low water and .....
L’aberwrach’s myriad rocks had been ~ :, : .~ _- ~_-~:i
L "~ "
very visible. But now leaving at high
water, only the occasional peak was
showing it seemed like a vast open space
heading out.
A calm and moonlit night motoring
across channel. In Brittany our catchphrase had been the government slogan Double value in history. Seen at the Classic Boat Regatta in Falmouth, George Ellison’s Locallyto keep ports tidy: "La met" n’est pas une based Tern is not only the sole survivor of the 1897-vintage Belfast Lough Number One class (the
poubelle" - it has a certain swing to it, world’s first ofl~hore one design) but as well she was one of the five boats which took part in the
Photo W.M. Nixon
especially with a good Clouseau accent. ICC’s Founding Cruise to Glengarriff in 1929.
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benign in the afternoon sunshine that we
went inside everything and streaked
northwards with the new tide. Out came
the big chart, and some rough
measuring came up with the into that a
brief stop at Lundy would add only ten
miles or so to the total passage to
Milford Haven. So it was Lundy-bound
through the night, and at the very
faintest hint of first light next morning,
we dropped the hook in the anchorage
there, a neat passage of 126 miles or so
from Falmouth in less than 19 hours
thanks to the roller-coaster tides.
Last time we were on Lundy in 1984,
it had been total summer, but this time
round found us finally getting far
enough north to be leaving the huge
high over northern France which had
dominated our cruising for the fortnight
since we’d headed south from
Handy berth at the 600-year-old Pandora Inn at Restronguet in the inner reaches of Falmouth
Crosshaven. Approaching Lundy in the
Harbour, where we retreated for dinner after the Classic Boat Regatta.
last of the dark, there’d been fitful damp
Photo W.M. Nixon puffs from the southwest, and ashore that
Somehow or other we all got gathered back aboard to
morning on the steep island (Aidan refused to believe
motor up the estuary to the jetty at the Pandora Inn at
beforehand that he could contemplate the climb up the
Restronguet for dinner. Georgina’s brother Andrew brought
cliffside path to the 40Oft plateau) it was clear the weather
along Frank Cock, who had helmed the winning workboat
was becoming restless, indeed clouds were forming at plateau
that day, and was now debating if he’d accept an invitation
height, and there was precipitation all too evidently in sight to
from a man with a Merc to be conveyed to Helford regatta in
windward.
the morning to helm one of the Falmouth Sunbeams there. ’l
But at least it meant that at last there was a prospect of a
just don’t just go at it the way I used to" said Frank cheerfully
wind with more life to it than the sea breeze. So after
to explain his thinking about whether or not he should race
savouring the place on what was an increasingly grey Monday
two day in a row. Frank, you see, is 85, and a lovely man.
morning, we headed on at lunchtime across towards Welsh
Somehow in the dark with the help of Nigel the voluntary
Wales. The tide was now weather-going, and the Bristol
Pier-master at the Pandora, we found our way to a mooring in
Channel - so gentle on our previous visit - lived up to its
Restronguet pool with the wandering Nixons aboard (five in
reputation, giving decidedly lumpy conditions in the race to
all) and somehow berths were found and a good night’s sleep
the northwest of Lundy. But thereafter it was a glorious sail,
brought us through to a perfect August morning, the mist
in a fresh sou’wester, with flashes of sunshine through an
lifting from the hills and cottages around one of the sweetest
extraordinary variety of clouds, while astern Lundy
anchorages on theplanet. But time was crowding. Georgina
disappeared into its own private downpour. We swept into
and the boys were flying home next day, and I had only until
Milford Haven in early evening, and made the long trek
Wednesday evening to be back at the
desk, so after breakfast we linked them
|
up with family transport back in
Falmouth, and headed out into a calm
sea where the fleet was heading towards
Helford Regatta.
But we’d had enough of parties for a
while, and gladly motored away towards
the Lizard, intent on a visit to southwest
Wales before the final hop to Howth.
Nearing the Lizard with the breeze
gradually filling in from the southwest,
we came up slowly on a handsome dark
blue cutter similarly motoring. It was
Billy Smyth’s Globe Sta~, home at last
from America, and heading for Ireland
after a visit to his brother Brian at
Dartmouth. We passed the time of day,
and headed on with the hope that if there
were time, we might even meet up at
Arklow.
It was as we were rounding Land’s
End that islomania began to manifest Lull in Arklow basin with (left to right) Alan Leonard’s Wishbone. a French yacht and Billy
itself again. For the first time ever, we Smyth’s Globe Stat: In 1988 the Blue Water medal was awarded to Marvin Creamer for a
carried the tide to perfection, and though voyage around the world made entirely without navigational instruments aboard this fine 35’
Photo W.M. Nixon
still under power, Land’s End was so Brewer designed steel cutter.
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inland to the deep peace of the marina at Neyland, where the
lack of a wild nightlife was just what we needed - what we
needed was a shower and an undemanding meal and a long
night’s sleep, and we got it all.
With time running out for the morning was Tuesday
August 14th, the deterioration in the weather was a matter of
concern. Not that you’d have thought the weather was going
to pot as we motored in calm and strong sunshine out of the
Haven and northward through Jack Sound before shaping our
course towards Arklow past the South Bishop. But the
forecast had talked of a deepening Atlantic low and a
secondary heading in, and though the sea was windless, it was
restless, and in the blue sky to the westward the increasing
presence of nasty grey matter told its own story of the weather
to come.
However, we were halfway across (it’s about 89 miles from
Neyland to Arklow) before the breeze came in t¥om the south,
and the Irish coast was well in sight before the first tell-tale
spots of rain arrived, with the Arklow Lanby starting to flash
on the starboard bow. Romping along under plain sail we
made great speed with the wind rising south to southeast, but
it was touch and go - the rain came ever thicker, and
surprisingly it was the green light on Arklow’s inner pier
which we first picked out t¥om the confusion of waterfront
illumination.
Rounding into the rivermouth was a sharp shock - it was
blowing smoke. But soon the main was down, and at 23:15
we entered a rainswept basin, and found a handy berth outside
some fishing boats just beside the lifeboat. The feeling of
being in out of it was marvellous. Too late tbr the pub, we
thought, but a phone call was indicated, so we trudged up
through wet streets in our oilies as the wind howled round the
corners, and found that in that splendid establishment, the
Harbour Bar, 25 minutes past eleven lasts for about an hour
and a half...
So there were pints and phone calls and then we gathered
up the bedraggled crew of a little French Ecume de Met
(homeward bound to Brittany from the Orkneys) and brought
them aboard Turtle where the cabin heater and hot whiskey
worked miracles.
The morning brought the lull after the rain and the
sou’easter, and before the sou’wester which was forecast by
all stations to have bursts of F9. The basin was a crossroads
of the ocean, the fleet including Alan Leonard’s Wishbone
like ourselves homeward bound from France, and Billy
Smyth’s Globe Star which gave an extra symmetry to things,
for once upon a time Billy owned the West Solent class sloop
Suvretta~ and included in Alan’s crew was Sam Davis who ten
years ago completed the Atlantic circuit in the same little
Suvretta.
It could have been a time for yarning, but I was restless.
An extra day had been scraped from the schedule - work
wouldn’t start until next morning, Thursday, yet I felt Aidan
was being rushed back to Howth in too much of a hurry. So
why not make the final stage a bit more of a cruise...?
So we’d a scampering sail with the new sou’wester up to
Wicklow Head, and there as it all too evidently was blowing
great guns out of the bay, we snapped down the sails right
under the Head in a bit of a lee, and motored close under the
cliffs to Wicklow Harbour where the fishing boats weren’t
putting to sea, so we berthed outside them and went up to
Leonard’s pub on the comer to arrange a spot of diversion.
It was something I’ve long had a little dream about. We
took a taxi and went to that characterful old inn, Hunter’s
Hotel snug in the countryside, for a leisurely lunch, while the
worst of the wind and rain swept through from the sou’west.
And then with the sunshine it was back to the harbour in the
same taxi (we’d told him he’d be paid when we were
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delivered back to the boat) and everything was going
according to plan except there was now a small white yacht
berthed outside Turtle.
Of all people, Ed Wheeler with Kilderkin had sailed into
port having been singlehandedly bashing south in scoops of
wind while we lolled about at the inn. Being at the start of his
cruise, and having done enough for the day that was in it, he
was all for a party. It was a tempting thought but we’d already
missed much of our tide; we missed a little more for a spot of
banter with the great man, but then slipped away to find a bit
of a lull before the inevitable nor’wester arrived. Smooth
sailing on a fast reach - it was maybe the best sail of the
cruise, though in looking back once Howth was reached, we
tbund that there were at least ten passages on the cruise which
comfortably qualified as ’good sails’ so the feeling of much
motoring wasn’t strictly accurate.
In all, we’d covered 1,207 miles, and of the 28 places
visited, 11 were completely new to us. As for the illnesses
we’d started with, that nasty chest infection which had
brought him low in Dunmore East was now a forgotten
memory for the sun-tanned Mr Tyrrell, while our own
islomania was thriving, thank goodness, managing to be both
well assuaged and feeding on itself at the same time in
anticipation of a ready cure, for in the final analysis, a good
cruising boat is the best island of all.

TURTLE 1990
Distance

Time

Speed
knots

Howth/Dunmore East

112

16.5 hrs

6.79

Dunmore East/Crosshaven
Crosshaven/Kinsale
Kinsale/Castlehaven
Castlehaven/Barloge/
Baltimore/Cape Clear/
Schull
Schull/Kinsale
Kinsale/Crosshaven
Crosshaven/Tresco
Tresco/Hughtown/
St Agnes/Hughtown
Hughtown/Lampaul
Lampaul/Ile de Sein
Ile de Sein/Audieme
Audieme/Glenans
Glenans/Penfret/
St Nicolas/Concarneau
Concameau/Benodet
Benodet/Audieme
Audieme/Camaret
Camaret/L’Aberwrach
L’ Aberwrach/Helford

55
17
34

11
2.75
6

5.00
6.18
5.2

24
50
17
140

5
8
5
24

4.8
6.25
3.4
5.8

12
102
29
15
35

3
17
5.25
3.5
6.5

4.0
6.0
5.5
4.3
5.4

15
10
36
27
35
100

4.5
2
7
5.5
5.25
18.25

3.3
5.0
5.4
4.9
6.7
5.5

25
126
45
89
39

6
18.75
7.5
14
7

4.2
6.7
6.0
6.4
5.2

1207

209.75

Helford/Falmouth/
Restronguet/Falmouth
Falmouth/Lundy
Lundy/Neyland
Neyland/Arklow
Arklow/Wicklow/
Howth
TOTALS

5.75
(Average)

Arctic Voyage 1990
Paddy Barry

A hurried fortnight to the Faeroe Islands in 1987 had given a
tantalising glimpse of the northern world, as seen from its
lower edge.
I thought no more about it as I undertook to have a full
rebuild of the old Hooker carried out. This was done in
Connemara, within sight of Mweenish Island, where she had
first been launched in 1911. After a lifetime of work under
sail and some more recent wanderings for ’pleasure’ she
needed the restoration.
The work progressed through the Summer of 1988. I saw
the massive oak slabs being shaped into frames of strength
and beauty. Increasingly I felt that such a boat as was
emerging deserved a substantial outing.
She emerged two foot longer, at forty two feet, and was
sailed during the 1989 season as a traditional open Hooker.
Over the Winter of 89/90, back in Dublin she was decked and
her engine and fittings re-installed. In deference to our
intended meanderings she was fitted with weather-fax, Sat Nav and an all band radio transceiver.
I wanted a crew of six. However not many of my
acquaintances have their circumstances so arranged that they
can take three months away. A certain single mindedness and
style is required. Domestic support is needed, and of course
ability and an agreeable disposition. The cornerstones of our
crew were to be Gear6id O’Riain and my old pal from school,
Johnny Rooney.
Johnny and I had seen that a full crew of our own age
would not be available, so we conceded that a younger
generation would be introduced to the ship. Neither would we
get six to go all the way, so some intricate crew changing was
called for.
My early plan had been to go to Novaya Zemlya, away to
the North East of Murmansk. The intention was to spend three
or four weeks there, ashore camping and the like. However as
departure time approached the U.S.S.R. Authorities showed
no enthusiasm. Somewhat reluctantly we changed our focus
towards Spitsbergen in the Norwegian Arctic. However the
Soviets did grant us visas for Murmansk, to take part in a first
ever ’Arctic Regatta’.
The writings that follow ,were done at various intervals
during the voyage. These are write-ups of the log into what
might loosely be called ’Journal’ format. Some are in diary
form, some are in narrative. Grammatical tenses are mixed,
past and present being intertwined. I have left them stand.
June 1st - 15th Dublin - Seydisfjordur, Iceland.
Crew: Paddy, Johnny, Gear6id Mick Brogan - Kinvarra, Joe
May - Skerries, Neil Rooney - Ranelagh.
Friday June 1st
Departed Dun Laoghaire, 17:00, to an enthusiastic send off
from friends and families.
After the many weeks and months of preparation,
combined with family and job arrangements, and assurances

Departing Dun Laocmaire June 1st. Johnny, Gear6id, Mick & Paddy.
to bank managers that we would indeed return in September,
it was a relief to be on our way.
Blessed we were, with an easy sailing breeze which carried
us gently up the Irish Sea as gear was stowed below.
Johnny announced that both his money and sleeping bag
were not to be found a cool and unhappy prospect indeed.
Happily both items emerged, as things found their proper
place.
Saturday June 2nd
A hard wind blew up last night south of Ardglass, Co. Down.
Sail was much reduced. By evening the wind was gone to the
north. We saw no joy in beating into it, and so put into the
pleasant village of Carnlough, Co. Antrim.
Sunday June 3rd
06:00 start, to catch the north going tide. However the
northerly wind had strengthened. We felt that we might at
least get to Rathlin Island. However off Fair Head, the
weather closed in altogether. The wind was now F.7, so
backwards we turned. We could hardly go into Carnlough
again so we anchored off Cushendun. Our outboard engine for
the inflatable dinghy refused to start (last year’s petrol) but
new friends, and some old ones, from the shore collected us
for some modest revelry, in the hotel - what sort of Arctic
Voyage was this!
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Saint Patricks Arctic Crew.
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Monday 4th - Wednesday 6th
In moderating northerly wind we got gohlg, at last, past
Rathlim flying with the tide and then off lslay sat stationary
against the tide.
Northwards, outside of Tiree and Coil, making liberal use
of engine. At Skye the wind went westerly and we lay across
to the north west for the Isle of Harris, putting in past Scalpay
in glorious evening sun to the village of East Loch Tarbert.
We anchored and made it to the one pub in time for
closing. No extensions or music in this very "Free Church of
Scotland’ place.
Thursday 7th
Beat out, 07:00 under all reefs. Wind F.6. northerly. Spoke on
V.H.F. Radio with a big well rigged sailor going southward.
She turned out to be Asgard 11. We had missed a good night in
Stornaway. They recommended several radio frequencies and the ’Star" bar. Alongside by afternoon in this fine and
busy town of 5,000 souls, mostly in the fishing and oil
business but also a proportion of civil servants, teachers, bank
people.
Strangely not a tourist in sight but the locals were very
interested in our Galway Hooker, and friendly too. We set up
headquarters in the "Christian Mission to Seamen" across the
quay.

pass the Faeroe Islands and make directly tbr Iceland in order
to make our planned crew change in time.
The Butt of Lewis disappeared into the haze astern by mid
morning, with Sula Sgeir, that wild rock, just visible off to the
east.
Our sea going routine now became settled. Watches were 4
hours on, taken in pairs. This, theoretically gave 8 hours off.
In practice, as four are needed for sail changing, 4 hours off is
the norm before being called out again.
Cooking is by rota, each watch pair taking every third day.
The weather was still moderately against us which made for
unenthusiastic eating but we did make a point of having one
proper hot meal each day.
The clays grew longer. You could now read the compass all
night long without light - and the air grew cooler. I had
resolved not to take out any of the thermal clothing this side
of Iceland. A few good waves over my head put paid to that.
Balaclawl and gloves - hello to you my friends.
On our third day out we got a good sailing wind at last and
were able to knock off the engine. Blessed relief - the silence
and the easier movement of the boat. Now she rode at one
with wind and sea, part of natures universe - as she lay her
shoulder easily into the swell, driving, cavorting, dancing to
the tune played by sails, with rigging set and humming aloft,
creak of blocks, harden that halyard, ease that sheet this was
what we came fl)r - as the miles clocked off. Five hundred
miles from Stornaway to the north east of Iceland, now with
only a hundred and fifty miles to go.
But then the wind fell, and a couple of hours later blasted
out of the south west, completely unannounced by barometer
or our onboard weather fax. Small consolation to us that this
could be short term only. All up for full reefs, in cold water.
Slow work as the safely harnesses we each wore made for
awkward moving.
Buttoned down, we once again drove on, beam - reaching
to a F7, occasionally rising to maybe F 8. Its hard to tell the
difference, only by the sound of the wind can you know.
However we were well short of that situation in 1986, in a
north easterly off Bermuda, when you had to shout in the
cabin to be heard.
On Wednesday afternoon, 1 took a sun shot with the sextant
- to be sure, to be sure. It’s not that I don’t trust the Sat - Nay!
Later the snow capped mountains off the East coast of
Iceland grew out of the horizon on our port bow. We closed
the coast, met by fulmar and arctic tern. The seas eased, we
cleaned ship, identified Akurfell Mountain from among the
many - rounded Dalatangi lighthouse and dropped sail as we
motored up the eight mile cleft in the mountains they call

Friday 8th, Saturday 9th
Gale from the north. Weatherbound. With no possibility of
moving, we concentrated on optimising our position. Mick
Brogan, on his fiddle with some help from myself on guitar,
and an occasional beat of the bodhran, established evening
entertainment in the bar of the County Hotel. We met Irish Ben a town planner, and Tom, an explosives man. We met a
Scottish sail training vessel for the blind, Chris, a helicopter
pilot from the oil rigs, the cox of the lifeboat, and barmaids,
Irene and one Bessie Logan. We gave them good music and
learned a few songs ourselves.
We also cleaned the boat, overhauled all gear and Johnny,
Mick and myself walked some hills.
Sunday June 10 - Thursday June 14th
01:00 lines away and to sea. It seems like we’ve been tied up
an awful long time. However we are going to have to bye-
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Northward - Gerry Mc Mahon on St. Patrick
Photo Paddy Barry

Paddy and Johnny at work below.

Photo Neil Rooney

Thursday 03:00 tied alongside. So far, so good. Happy
men!
Monday June 18th; Seydis tjordur
A large crowd had gathered near the cannon gun, large that is
by the standards of this remote village of 900 souls in the
north-east of Iceland. The Icelandic flag blew straight out
from the flag pole outside the town hall. We loosed our sails
as Saint Patrick heeled to yet another squall blowing down
the fiord. Smoke rose from the gun and then the sound
boomed through the valley.
The sharper sound of a shot from our 375 rifle made
answering salute.
Yesterday was Independence Day in Iceland, and by happy
coincidence we were privileged to share with the villagers
their celebration of breaking from Denmark in 1944.
We had arrived in this fiord in the early hours of Thursday
morning. We had walked the mountains, stepped through the
snow, wondered at the constant sound of waterfalls cascading
to the sea. We had approached the people as we would in any
unfamiliar place in the West of Ireland, with warmth,
curiosity, deference, and were well rewarded.
These people, with a reputation for being dour and unwelcoming, we found to be open, friendly and generous, and
we responded. Mick Brogan rosined up his bow, the guitar
was tuned in and like an Aladdins lamp, the music opened the
doors for us.
By Sunday we had played every reel and slide we could
and sung songs we had forgotten we knew. At the concert on
Sunday afternoon in the hall the "Saint Patrick Ceili Band"
did their first on-stage gig - and probably their last.
We had been joined by Gary McMahon of Limerick and
Cathal O’Mealoid from Rathcairn to replace Joe and Neil
whose time was up. The next 1,000 mile stage of our voyage
to the north would be a sharp initiation for the two lads. We
were now 100 miles short of the Arctic Circle and we would
be within it for the next two months.
In this happy looking place all was not quite as well with
us as it may have seemed. Our radio set up was not properly
effective. We stayed an extra day here to get it checked out.
Some improvement in the antenna was effected. After the
fairly thorough preparations in Dublin it is somewhat
annoying and disappointing that this item is under
performing.
However the main thing is that the vessel and her crew are
in good shape. We have had no significant problem, and, apart
from being a couple of days behind are well set to sail for the
high places. If weather is normal we should make our landfall
in Spitsbergen in about 10 sailing days.
In the meantime we can have a last look around. Tonight

there will be no ’magic bag’,that wonderful repository of
duty-free that sustains us against the cold and the high price
of beer in this country. A bottle of beer in the 15 room hotel
bar costs £4. There is, unfortunately, a dark side to this clean,
hardworking prosperous place. In the last six months there
have been four suicides in the area.
The fishing fleet is a mixture of big trawlers that go out for
months at a time, and small boats fishing the local waters.
Iceland is very regulated. Nothing moves without a licence.
Rescue, whether on snowbound roads or on offshore waters is
a constant theme. These people have carved out for
themselves a good life by dint of systematic arrangement and
care, and despite this they still keep the local touch we
recognise so easily - cars parked with the keys in them and
the like.
Tonight we’ll collect our clothes, washed by a woman who
put them in her machine. We’ll have a wash and swim in the
village pool - wish we had one like it in Monkstown. We’ll tie
down everything moveable below and double lash everything
on deck.
At six tomorrow we leave. In 3 or 4 days we will be
passing close to the Island of Jan Mayen. No harbour
there,only a Norwegian weather station. If the weather is
reasonable we’ll anchor and go ashore. If not we’ll pass them
a radio message and keep on our way.
Sunday June 24th
Walrus Bay, Jan Mayen. 71 ° N. 8°W. We are lying to 2 anchors
in a small bay on the northside of this Island. Outside the
thermometer shows 4 degrees. The sea is whipped by gusts off
the mountains. Overhead the clouds and fog fly by - E7 now,
the Oslo Met. Office said on the radio - a lot more we think.
About four hundred yards away,where the protection of the
mountain ends, the sea is whipped into white.
We are torn between wanting to be on our way to
Spitsbergen, 600 miles to the North east, and caution. Caution
wins, hands down. I had in fact 3 hours ago written in the log:
"The weather prospect is bleak. There is no improvement in
sight. The so-called F.7 hopefully is local only to this
mountainy desolate place. Warm memories of Jan Mayen will
now pale as the reality of wet-quarters, cold watches and slow
progress in rough seas becomes our world.
In coming here we knew what was in store. It will last only
a short time in the overall scheme of things.
Jan Mayen radio give a forecast increasing to F.9 on the
Beaufort Scale. That certainly put paid to leaving.
We sit around the cabin, reasonably well rested. Coal burns
red in the stove. Johnny and Mick are picking out the next 5day food supply. Cathal and Gary wash up after dinner,
Gear6id lies in his bunk. I write and ponder the freewheeling
sense of adventure which brought us to this wild place.
When we planned this we knew that there would be the bad
days - all we asked for was that there would be a reasonable
ratio between the good and the bad. There has not been. All
the sea time, virtually, has been bad. Since leaving Dublin we
have not had a single 24 hours of favourable sailing wind.
Northerly winds virtually all the way, first to Stornaway, then
to Iceland and then for 4 days from Iceland to Jan Mayen.
Our Perkins 70 h.p. engine has stood up manfully, sails up
sometimes but mostly serving to steady our boat more than to
provide any driving force. Visibility has been poor.
Thankfully also the Satellite Navigator has never faltered.
Across the bay stands a lone cross commemorating seven
unfortunate Dutchmen left to winter here in 1633 to mind the
Dutch whale fishery. They died that winter of scurvy.
Many more crosses and plaques exist here. There is one for
the Norwegian weatherman who lost his way back to his hut
after taking his observations in 1950. There is one for five
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Walrus Bay, Jan Mayen. A lone cross commemorating seven
unforiunale Dutchmen - 1963.
Photo Mick Brogan
young British scientists drowned in 1961. A sixth survived,
enduring an epic climb up and round glaciered Mount
Beerenberg, to reach safety in the Norwegian camp.
But the good side? We have been lucky ashore.
On Friday we approached this island intending to anchor
on the side protected from the, then, northerly wind. At about
5 miles off we first saw the snowy mountains of South Jan
and then the fog and cloud lifted and Beerenberg, 8,000 feet
straight up from the sea, showed herself in all her majesty.
The splendid magnificence of thai mountain made the
privation of the passage from Iceland worthwhile - almost.
Jan Mayen radio spoke to us - a woman! The bad news was
that the wind was forecast easterly. We eased sail and ran off
10 miles round the south cape to find the more sheltered north
west coast. The weather closed in with visibility down to a
quarter mile. By dead reckoning we felt our way round to this
place, shown on our Norwegian chart as Kvallros Buckta
(Walrus Bay).
We found flat water and laid out one anchor, and then
another, satisfied and tired.
On the shore, near a hut,was a Land Rover and two people.
We prepared our inflatable dingy. Mick and I went ashore. It
was about midnight - broad daylight of course.
Dressed in army fatigues, a man and woman introduced
themselves. Eden and Torarnfinn, from the Norwegian station,
had heard us on the radio and came to meet us. It was
arranged that they would collect us at seven next morning. We
got about 5 hours sleep and one memorable day began.
There are 25 people on the Island manning the Norwegian
Station. They run the Loran ’C’ navigation station, Jan Mayen
radio - and the Metereological Observation Station.
They were glad to see us. Visitors are rare. There is a
supply ship every 3 months, next due on July 10th. A monthly
air-drop had been missed for the last two months running. The
plane had come all right, but in the fog could not find the
runway to drop their cargo. And today was St. Johns Day, the
day the Norwegians celebrate Mid-Summer. There would be a
barbeque that evening. Of course we should come. Twenty
men and five women. A nurse, four in the kitchen, tour on the
Met, eight on Loran/radio, the others running the machinery,
the generators, the workshops, the well equipped regulated
world out on the edge. The Commander made us very
welcome, stamped our passports and gave his blessing to the
warmth of the hospitality now being shown in practical ways.
We showered, had clothes washed, ate in the canteen, saw the
workshops and radio station. In the afternoon we might see
some of the Island.
My letter of some months ago to the Commander had been
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posted on the notice board - no wonder they knew we were
due. They were somewhat relieved that we were not pursuing
the possibility of climbing Beerenberg. Andreas Hanssen, the
Commander, would undoubtedly have had to refuse
permission, had we asked, as he has no rescue arrangements
available.
In the afternoon we marvelled at the trappers huts, still
intact in the cold, where men had endured in search of the
skin of the fox and the polar bear, or the ice bear as the
Norwegians more descriptively call that mighty animal.
The Norwegians carry a gun at all times, while outdoors.
There is bear on the Island, not seen since May, but
undoubtedly getting aggressively hungry by now. We serviced
our engine, checked sails and rigging, dieseled up and made
our little ship ready for sea.
During the afternoon word came by radio that the supply
plane was coming. I was away over the north side at the boat
and missed it, but Mike Brogan described the scene.
Bulldozers, lorries, four wheel drives and JCB’s doing
forty rose clouds of gravel as they converged on the landing
strip. (sill machines have V.H.E radio). A speck appeared in
the sky, to the East, a Norwegian Air Force Transporter. It
grew, circled the landing st.’ip once, twice, and on the third
time about 30 feet up dropped a bundle, and a forth and fifth
circle dropping two more bundles. It flew back eastwards.
Half sin hour later the post had been distributed. There was
hardly a soul in sight. All had retired to their rooms with the
long awaited post from home.
As if the day was not already sufficiently full word came
that two fishing boats would be coming in to allow crew, a
month out from Norway, a break for Saint John’s Day.
Later the camp dory, a 32 foot steel boat,was launched by
bulldozer. 1 went out in it clad in survival suit,like the others.
We brought out the outgoing post, including our own freshly
scripted postcards, and brought in twenty men - a wild but
competent looking bunch, and thirsty, as we soon saw.
There is no scarcity of bonfire material. The shore is
covered with driftwood logs, swept dawn, they said, from
Siberian rivers in the spring thaw - and through ice drifts and
sea find their way on to the beaches of Novaya Zemlya,
Svalbard, Jan Mayen. This driftwood has provided unending
supply of building, material and firing over the centuries,
possibly serving even Irish Monks. The ’Norsk Polarinstitutt"
publication on ’Historical remains on Jan Mayen" refer to
visits by Irish Monks in the 6th century.
That evening the mountains looked down on almost double
the usual population, gathered round the fire on that rare fine
evening. Mick Brogan played fiddle, I guitarred along. Later
back in the bar I listened to men who spend months at a time
at sea fishing. They enquired about the rate of pay on our
ship, shaking their heads with incredulity that we should be
here for "fun’! I spoke to a man, hardly over 35,who had been
6 years on the West Greenland whale fishery, 3 years in
Antarctica and 4 years in Spitsbergen - and we amateurs think
we know about the sea! These men are the very direct sons
and grandsons of those who travelled the Poles with Nanssen
and Amundsen. Our own Tom Crean from Annascaul and
Ernest Shackleton from Ballitore could take it too, as part of
the British Polar Expeditions, but they weren’t bred to it like
these hardy sons of Northern Norway.
We gathered to go. Two four-wheel drives were used now,
because there were a few coming to see us off. Ten kilometres
over the high road we seemed to know for so long, then down
in the bay below our boat seemed so small.
The sea had roughened. We made the dingy trip out, life
jacketted in small numbers. Last on the beach of our group, I
assured Andreas, the chief, that we would not be leaving ’till
morning - the Norwegians were not the only ones who had

sun caught the whiteness of that vast mountainous land, here
and there lighting a sparking river of glacier ice.
We rounded into Adventfjord, on which the settlement of
Longyearbayen is built. 600 miles in 4 days out of Jan Mayen.
That compensated for a lot.
We tied up, to meet our climbers, David Walsh and Donal
O’Murchu. They had flown out a couple of days earlier and
were camped by the airport. They were glad to come aboard
and settle in to the warmer if somewhat manky cabin of Saint
Patrick.

Jan Mayen - The shore is littered with driftwood logs swept down
from the Siberian rivers.
Photo Mick Brogan
been celebrating.
Two green Land Rovers pulled slowly up the inclined road.
We were alone in Walrus Bay with that lonely cross.
My anchor watch now ends. It is one a half hours since
midnight, Greenwich time. Gear6id will see to our anchors
now. Please may they not drag.
Post Script 24 hours later
The anchors are holding. We now have a third one out, our
901b fisherman. The wind rose, whipping spume off the sea.
Snow fell. Our hands suffered as we adjusted twisted anchor
chain and rope and moved into better shelter. Within, a warm
fire bums, but heats only the immediate area. The rest of the
cabin is cold, but dry. The radio operator from the other side
of the Island says its now blowing mean 50 knots at the airstrip.
June 25th - July 4th
For 3 full days we lay to storm anchors in Walrus Bay, glad
not to be at sea,and my stomach in a tight knot lest the wind
back that mere ten or twenty degrees which would put us in
the surf. We kept full sea watches. During the more violent
squalls we ran the engine to relieve tension on the ground
tackle. Two 601b CQR, each with 25 fathom of 7/16 chain,
and the big fisherman on 50 fathom of 3 inch nylon, were
well tested.
On Thursday June 28th, five days after Jan Mayen landfall,
the log records 00:30 wind eased to F.5 northerly. Away and it
backed further to North-Westerly and we flew to the North
east under sail, sometimes reefed, sometimes not. With the
wind on our beam we drove hard, covering 25 miles, watch
after watch. After all the motoring this was great stuff. The
wind blew cold, as it was coming off the Greenland ice,
which we could see on our weather fax ice charts not too
distant.
Unfortunately we could also see that the polar pack-ice lay
well down on the north coast of Spitsbergen.
On the third day out a masthead shackle, securing the peak
halyard, came undone, dropping the mainsail in a heap on
deck. Luckily no injuries or damage. A very cold half hour on
the swaying mast was spent getting the 4 part halyard back
into place again. Gloves were out of the question. The pain in
my hands as they warmed again was something I don’t want
repeated.
But we were sailing again, and flying. The white peaks of
Nordenskiold land appeared ahead. Round Kap Linne we
passed close, not a sinner in sight at the Met. station.
Eastward up Isfjorden we raced, the high glaciered mountains
of its south side close to starboard, while off to the north the

Wednesday July 4th
Mick Brogan had left for home, replaced by Jimmy
O’Conlfin. Departed Longyearbayen for the North. Ice reports
make it clear that a circumnavigation of Spitsbergen is out of
the question, in many ways this is good. Instead of rushing
around trying to cover mileage and steal a few mountains we
will be able to take our time, select our mountains and dally if
we choose.
Passing out of Isfjorden we turned north up Prins Karl
Forlandsundet, leaving the 40 mile long island of Prins Karl
Foreland outside us. We noted the remarks in the Admiralty
Pilot that a supercargo had broken his neck while climbing
here in the 1600’s. Encouraged, we passed the shallow gap of
Forelandsrevet and on Thursday morning made into the
settlement of Ny Alesund.
Thursday July 5th
This is the most northerly village in the world, populated now
by 20 souls, researching weather and the like. Formerly it
boasted a busy population of 300 coal miners and their
families, defunct since 1963.
Earlier Amundsen had set off from here on his transpolar
flight to Nome, Alaska, in an airship. A memorial, identical to
one erected in Nome, commemorates the achievement. The
mooring mast for the airship still remains. Reindeer, almost
tame, graze around it. Arctic tern would take the head off you
with their pecking if you didn’t wave a stick over your head.
That Thursday we set off to climb-and were defeated.
Slogging up the ’arete’ in fog, on rock with the consistency of
loose sugar, we could have gone on, but as David says "when
in doubt, count your children". We did and decided to retreat.
Roped together, downward, pitch by pitch, and then the long
walk back to the village across snowy icy moraine.
We were glad to be back to the cosy cabin of Saint
Patrick. Overnight the whaler Globe. now converted for
carrying tourists, came in. Her master told me that he had
shipped aboard in 1946. Between the Antarctic and Arctic
oceans she had killed over 6,000 whales, of which Capt. Einar
Abrahamson had fired the harpoon on 4,000. In this situation,
you pass no remarks - you certainly don’t sport Greenpeace
tee shirts, whatever you might think. Whaling was a living for
these people, when there was little else.
We threw off our lines, pointed our bowsprit to the north
and rounded the headland of Kap Mitra, altogether too close
to the offshore rocks.
About 2 miles off the glaciered shore,we sailed all day. A
fog closed in. We measured our distance off by depth sounder,
where it could find bottom.
That evening we laid our hook in a comer of Magdelena
Fjord, formerly favoured by whalers. A graveyard is the sole
reminder of these men who died in the fighting between the
various nationalities. Incredibly there were 300 boats counted
there one busy year in the sixteen hundreds and they had no
diesel engines to push them along when the wind fell.
North of Longyear we found our steering compass
increasingly lazy and slow to react, north of Prince Karl
Foreland positively useless. We had two compasses and the
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Saint Patrick in Magdalena Fjord, Spitzbergen.
other was no better.
Curiously the little Silva compasses we used on the
mountains were quite o.k.
Saturday July 7th
Across the bay were the tents of an Austrian skiing/climbing
expedition. We spoke to them. They were amazed that we
should travel the mountains without skis - they were right too.
That night, about midnight, as we slogged knee-deep in snow,
down from our ’mountain of the day we envied their mobility.
Sunday July 8th
The following morning we were surprised to see 4 sea-kayaks
paddle silently in to our anchorage. They were 8 French who
had been dropped off in the north and were taking a month
kayaking/camping southwards.
Naturally we invited them aboard for coffee - of the Irish
kind. Pleasantly the day passed.
Monday July 9th
Good bye friends - to the north we go. Today we are bound
for the magic eighty degree line and maybe the polar pack ice.
Outside Amsterdoya and Danskoya and onwards in
thickening fog again. The Sat. Navigator may not be as
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Photo Cathal 0 Meal6id
picturesque as the Sextant, but it does do a great job,without
all the hassle.
We counted down the seconds of latitude and cheered as
80° flashed on the screen. For a few miles we kept going. The
ice had to be soon. The sky showed ’ice blink’ ahead. The
fog, at 2 degrees on the thermometer, was clammy. We could
certainly operate in tog, could probably operate in a certain
amount of ice - but not both together - "four children". We
turned south.
That night our anchor lay in Raudfjorden on the north coast
of Spitsbergen. True isolation and majesty surrounded us.
David and myself, in the outboard dingy, spent a couple of
hours after midnight doing a reconnoitre of the various
climbing prospects.
Tuesday July 10th
David had selected an inland peak, being more likely than a
coastal one not to have been previously climbed. The price
was a daunting walk-in.
At 11 a.m. we started and thirteen hours later we finished and were all in - but were we happy? David Walsh, Donal
O’Murchu, lead climbers, Gary McMahon, John Rooney and
myself had climbed a mountain where no foot had ever stood
before. The top, reached after eight hours of cold struggle

over crevassed glaciers, unstable snow slopes, gaunt rock
ridges and finally 100 metres of corniced terror, was sweet
indeed. No cairn adorned it. We were first up.
Roped, cramponed and ice axes in heavily gloved hands,
our downward travel compared with Caesars triumphant
return to Rome.
July llth - 12th. Early morning. Up anchor. Time presses
now. Got to get south. All day, first through the islands of the
north west, under engine. Then winch up and sail up we drove
hard the 100 miles to that "neck breaking" shore of Prins
Carls Foreland. At 04:00 we discharged three insomniacs to
the mountains for an 8 hour sortie.
And now it is midnight on Thursday as we approach
Longyearbayen. Tomorrow David and Donal leave us, by air.
Nostalgia reigns in the cabin tonight.
Tomorrow we set sail for Murmansk, 700 miles to the
south east. For Jimmy fresh from his final engineering exams,
it must be apprehensive. For Gearrid and the rest of us, it
seems like just another week at sea; I hope we’re right.
Svolvaar, Lofoten Islands. North West Norway.
The west coast of Spitsbergen to the south of Isfjord is deeply
indented by bays and fjiords for the eighty odd miles south to
Sorkap. But little of it we saw as fog reduced visibility to a
half mile or so. A freshening wind from the south-east forced
us to put on engine power to help the sails make useful
headway into the rising sea. A thoroughly miserable 20 hours
or so - for the tidal stream, which had helped us make much
good time from Jan Mayen,was now against us.
The wind direction forced us out from land, so that was
one problem less, but we were reluctant to stray far off the
rhumb line course as we had only a week to sail the 700 odd
miles south-east past the north of Norway and into Soviet
Waters. We were bound for Murmansk to take part in a first
ever Arctic Regatta.
Sorkap was left astern by the afternoon of Saturday July
14th. The wind backed from south east to easterly, still from
ahead but it allowed us to sail our course more or less, which
was just as well, because the engine had been misfiring and
now ceased to work at all. We carried on unperturbed. We had
fixed various engine problems before, mostly to do with fuel
supply. But this one we failed to remedy. We bled the system,
changed the filters, the fuel pump, the fuel lines, even the fuel
tank to no avail. We were now truly a sailing vessel, a long

way from anywhere.
Close hauled still,we spoke on the radio to the Bear Island
radio operators, sixty miles to our south. It would have been
nice to call in there; we pressed on into the Barents Sea.
Sometimes we could lay our course for Murmansk, but too
often we were being set south. We kept at it hoping that a
wind shift would favour us. If we had to tack back to the
north our chances of being on time would be slim indeed.
Johnny sailed like a man on a mission. There was no way we
were going to miss this regatta even if we had to swim and
tow the old Hooker.
Sad to say our enthusiasm was not enough. By Wednesday
night we still had over 200 miles to go. We had hammered,
reefed, and driven with everything we had since leaving
Longyear the 5 days earlier. Now the wind fell away. The
coast of Norway was clearly visible. Dejected we altered
towards land.
Hammerfest, we read in the sailing directions, had
shipyards with all facilities. Maybe we could get the engine
fixed there and still get to Russia in time. We got into
Hammerfest early on Thursday.
I would like to say that we got a crew to work all night to
get the engine going, or that the wind blew and we sailed a
record passage. No, that did not happen.
But what did,was that Johnny ’sussed’ up a local plane
which took us, on Thursday evening, to the Norwegian border
town of Kirkenes. We bivvied out and next morning got a
ferry across the Soviet sea-border, round Kap Nemetski and
up the mighty Murmansk Fjord - home of the Northern fleet.
Now we could see why our visas were so hard to get. Right
and left rode the grey vessels of the mightiest collection of
naval power in the world. Floating docks and floating
workshops lay on both sides of the fairway. In the midst of
this high-tech hardware lay derelict hulls along the shore in
various stages of decay - an amazing contrast.
We were shortly to discover this running through all of
what the Russians call ’the system’.
Let me describe the Arctic Hotel - finest in town. A show
piece of 17 stories, 700 rooms built only 6 years ago in the
city’s prime location. The main door is approached by
magnificent steps. On closer inspection the door itself appears
to have been cobbled together from scrapyard metalwork and definitely by a drinking man. He also must have left the
job in a hurry - and the painters never turned up.
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clusters of houses but where were the people? Hardly a
person in sight.
The reason, we found, is that the fishing has been
devastated. Ships and boats are tied up, factories lie empty and there is nothing else no other work. The people have gone
to Narvic and Harstad, to Bergen and Oslo. A major problem.
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This extraordinary door is typical of tile maintenance
standards that we saw. But the system does seem to grind
along, just about.
In the midst of this are the people - and they are truly
wonderful. Warm, fun loving and generous. I could write
about the crew from the White Sea who had sailed 4(10 miles
to be in Murmansk - in tracksuits. They seemed not to have
any oilskins. They ted us for 3 days despite our protests and
wined us - or should I say "vodkad" us, daily to oblivion. "Nas
Darovia’" was the cry every 5 minutes of the day, and night it
seemed, as the toasts were drunk.
For the big race, about 20 boats lined up. The organisation
of the Regatta and associated events had been distinctly
ragged, but the enthusiasm of the organisers, the Murmansk
Shipping Company, compensated. The Norwegian boats,
heavily built cruisers, had no chance against the "stripped out"
Russian boats - because the Russians had little to put in them.
The crew of the Saint Patrick were spread through the fleet,
so we couldn’t lose!
At the farewell dinner on behalf of the "people of Ireland" I
thanked the Russian people and Norwegian sailors, with all
the warmth and enthusiasm of rescued shipwrecked mariners.
Saint Patrick was lovingly described so that they really did
believe that she could ’split the wind!
Five days in this ’other world"came to an end as exhausted,
we retraced our way to HammerfesI by July 26th. In
Murmansk, Gary left ’ship" to be replaced by Adrian Spence.
The engine needed parts from Oslo. In Norway things are
not cheap. Where a beer costs £3.50, I will spare you details
of the cost of a fuel injection pump, flown up and fitted. From
Hammerfest south we passed through fjords broad and
narrow. Magnificent mountain backdrops, deep water and the
nights darkening. A welcome trend, as we had never quite got
the hang of sleeping with the sun still in the northern sky.
The stone and rock gave way to a greener hue as grass and
stunted birch grew on the slopes. Isolated houses gave way to
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Tuesday July 31st
Close reaching in a F.4 past Lyngenfjord with the dingy towing
astern. Fogbanks about. At 14:20 it was noticed that the dinghy
was gone. Consternation, and immediately we put about on a
reciprocal course. A few minutes considering the likely drift
and we altered 10 degrees to leeward. It took a few minutes
further and some sums for us to get the proper reciprocal
bearing, to take account of compass deviation. We were sure
that at the 14:00 watch change the dinghy was in tow. We
sailed back for 30 minutes - no sign. Between fog and the white
wave tops 1 gave nothing for the dinghy’s chances.
At 15:10 we turned and now, a further 10 degrees off, we
were beam reaching. Incredibly at 3:30 Geartid (wearing his
Rayban Polaroids!) spotted the grey dinghy about 200 yards
on our upwind beam. It fact it was the white top of the
outboard that caught his eye. A salutary tale indeed.
Later that same day in heavy fog while groping along the
shore of Reinoy we came too close by far to a 1 metre rock at
the northern entrance to Grotsund. Now thoroughly
chastened, we anchored that evening off the eastern side of
Nipoy Islands still in 50-yard fog. Definitely not one of out
better days.
Tromso I had described to the prospective crew, as "Paris
of the North’. It is not. But the lads were not unhappy. We tied
up at a new pontoon near the town centre and met some fine
people. One of these, Tore Mayer, invited us to his village in
Gratangen Fjord, and we were the lucky people to take him
up on this invitation.
Gratangen had the third largest fishing fleet in Northern
Norway and now it has nothing - but the spirit of a small
group who have refused to emigrate and are fighting to bring
life and work back into their community - success will surely
be theirs. They have spirit, talent and a love of life. They have
built a nautical museum, and restaurant to form the nucleus of
a tourist industry. Go there if you can! If you are treated as we
were in the two days we were there. You will not regret it.
The sea road to the south beckoned. Through Tjelsund to
Lodingen and out into the swell at the head of Lofoten we
went. The roll of the Hooker gave notice that we would
shortly be in deep water again.
But first we threaded our way through rocks and stony
islands to the town of Svolvaer, built on islands now joined by
bridges and causeways.
There today we have prepared the Hooker for sea once
again. Our last long passage, the 700 miles to the Shetlands
begins tomorrow. Ship and crew were never better work
hardened and prepared, but we hope, dear God, that this time
you will give us an easy passage.
August 9th - September 1st
Lofoten Southwards. Friday, Saturday and Sunday saw us
moving south south-westward sometimes sailing, sometimes
engining as the wind came and went. The engine was again
giving trouble and soon we were, once again/truly a sailing ship’
However a strengthening wind from 220 degrees,exactly
the course we were trying to make, forced on us the option of
making in towards the Norwegian shore or tacking out for
sea-room. All Monday the best we could achieve in the lumpy
sea was west-north-west, and that slowly. We tacked to the
south-east and made better progress.
Geartid and Cathal set up a jury diesel feed to the engine,

combined the 3 batteries (which were going flat), watched Ior
smoke, and got the engine into action again. Progress, and
spirits improved.
A couple of days later we were about a hundred miles from
Muckle Flugga, the north end of the Shetlands,again without
engine. We sailed on with the BBC threatening a north
easterly F 8 going north west F 9. Which side of the Shetlands
would we go for?
Apprehensively we chose the east side. The weather didn’t
lift beyond a Force 7. We didn’t push our luck, going for
Lerwick, but sailed into the shelter of Mid-Yell,there to have
the first reasonably priced pint in a long time. We showered at
the local swimming pool, and got the batteries recharged.
Fresh, we had a great sail down to Lerwick next day in a
strong north westerly - yes it did blow up, but what a
difference it makes being in flat water and rested.
Lerwick was good to us. Music and ’craic’ to a background
of ’Klondykers’ as the many Fish Factory ships are called.
We left to catch slack water off Sumburg Head on Shetlands

south side. In fact we left
twice, returning the first time
to get some further electrical
work done on the engine. So
on Monday night we rounded
Sumburg, standing well over
towards Fair Isle, and still got
a pasting for a couple of
hours. The two hundred miles
to Stornaway gave us good
beam wind sailing as far as
Cape Wrath then engining
across the Minch just in time
for a closing time pint in the
’County’.
David Walsh (it’s that
man again) flew out to join
us. We sailed to Loch
Erisort, then over to the
south side of Skye to climb
the Cuillin Hills. Bad
visibility restricted our
climb. From Loch Scavaig
we went to Tobermory, Oban
and through the Crinan
Canal, for the fun of it. We
anchored off Brodick, in
Arran, to climb Goat Fell,
visited Lamlash and sailed
for Dublin to pass the
Poolbeg Light on Saturday
evening, September 1st.
Glad to be home. We
travelled over 5,000 miles in
3 months. We had more head
winds than expected from
seasonal averages,with
consequent more engine use
than we would have wished,
over 60%. We geared both
ourselves and the ship to a
high standard. Nothing less
will suffice. For shore going
and reconnaisance we had
two inflatable dinghys with
outboard engines. North of 70
degrees no one went ashore
without hand held V.H.E and
overnight gear.
We sailed defensively. North of 60 degrees safety harness
was standard, in all weather, as well as bad. We had eloquent
demonstration of the effect of cold when the propeller shaft
came away from the gearbox due to shrinkage of a metal
coupling. That happened near Magdalenaijord. We combined
the *climbing successfully, as an added interest, with sailing
but that would only work for limited periods. The non-climbing
sailors would get tired of being ’ferrymen’, and rightly so.
The Galway Hooker still is not an ideal ocean sailing craft.
But for this type of venture it has a lot going for her. She can
carry plenty of stores, her rig is low-tech and thus easily
repairable. The vessel is strong and robust and doesn’t mind
being bruised or scratched. In her own way she has real class.
And we had great ’craic’. Thank you, lads, We must do
something again sometime!
* A detailed account of the climbing in North Spitsbergen is
published in the Journal of the irish Mountaineering Club by Donal O’Murchu.
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Away from the Crowd
Hugo du Plessis

The Caribbean nowadays might seem the last place in the
world to escape from the crowd. Harbours, it is well known,
are packed with charter yachts, and crews apparently selected
for their incompetence and bad manners.
Yet if you look for them there are still plenty of places,
generally much more pleasant, which have few or even no
other yachts, more like the cruising we know at home but
with a climate rather warmer in winter. Gunkholing (horrible
American word) is not dead.
One tip is to make friends with the crew of one of those
despised charter yachts and ask to see their charts. Most of the
Caribbean is marked as no-go areas, and with good reason.
Make a note of these - and go there. All it needs is slightly
bolder navigation and good light. One soon gets adept at reef
navigation. As Eric Hiscock said of Ireland "You only hit
what you see."
The not unwelcome excuse to delay my return yet another
year was to help revise a guide for the RCC Pilotage
Foundation. This gave Samharcin, my 36ft Conway, some
gentle exercise from February to July without undue bruising
of the bottom and I anchored in, or investigated about 75
harbours and there are plenty still left for next time. 1 cannot
report on the attractions ashore. The major attraction was that
there were no attractions ashore. At least not in the usual
gastronomical or inbiblical sense favoured by some members.
(We explored those last year). If you want to avoid the crowds
in the Caribbean the golden rule is to avoid anywhere with a
hotel, restaurant or bar.
i omit details of the sailing. It is always summer, the sun
hot, the water warm, the wind invariably NE to SE, weather
fine or showery with torrential gale force squalls. Rather
boring really. Anyway I only sail when it is fine, the privilege
of age. Or sense, well nearly always. Single-handers are
cautious. On this cruise I did not sail on a single bad day. Not
me. I stay in harbour.
Grenada, the southernmost of the string of Caribbean
islands which are such a magnet tk)r northern yachtsmen, has
some of the nicest harbours in the whole Caribbean along its
south coast, where are enough popular ones, like Prickly Bay
with its hotels and bars, to draw yachts away from the quiet
harbours, and navigation difficult enough to frighten the
owners of charter fleets but not a sailor.
Hog Island is wild and uninhabited apart from the
ubiquitous goats, a good place for birds and butterflies. The
anchorage is sheltered and large. At Woburn, a good mile row
away, is a small store with limited stock but an owner who
will ply you with the the most dangerous rum in the
Caribbean while you write comments in his visitors’ book. In
the hurricane season used to attract a small select group of
about a dozen liveaboard cruising yachts, the sort who cannot
afford to seek out the fleshpots. At this season yachts stay
around long enough to make friends. On Sundays there is an
informal barbecue and get together on the beach.
At other times I have had the place entirely to myself. But
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that has changed, not because of the usual reason, an intrusive
hotel, [tog Island is as wild as ever, but because of some
buoys to mark the passage through the reef (and take the fun
out) laid by Moorings Ltd, the big charter company who have
opened a base nearby. It attracts few of their own boats but
hordes of others, mostly Americans, who have fled from the
islands further north after the trouble in 1989 with a hurricane
which I do wish had been named something else (Hugo).
Actually many of them might be called the survivors from
harbours - here 80% of boats were destroyed - and that is no
exaggeration. As navigators they seem remarkably lacking in
nerve and skill despite the array of electronics expected on an
American yacht. They hardly dare enter a harbour unless a
buddy’s there, then buddy attracts buddy until the harbour is
packed and the VHF jammed with gossip.
Yet just through a narrow but navigable cut is Clarkes
Court Bay, a long narrow inlet, quite easily reached from the
sea, with half a dozen anchorages, generally quite deserted, l
am in one, a bare cable from the overcrowded Hog Island
anchorage (fifty at last count), close enough to enjoy social
life with old friends from tbrmer years, yet quite by myself.
Further east, a mile or so apart, lie Egmont and Calavigny
harbours, both landlocked and beautiful, both almost empty
despite being perfect hurricane holes and this being
September, the worst month, on the west coast of Grenada the
Lagoon at St Georges, the capital, is a place one goes to for
business and escapes from as soon as possible It is the
noisiest, dirtiest, stuffiest harbour in the Caribbean and must
have the worst and muddiest holding. Outside however where
it is cooler, breezier and open is Grande Anse Bay, hailed as
one of Grenada’s major attractions with as much Blarney as
any Irish brochure. It has a long sandy beach in the
appropriate shade of gold, backed by low hotels, (nothing
higher than a palm tree), for those with enough of another
shade of gold. Unfortunately yachts have now been banned
from anchoring here. There were seldom half a dozen but, as
is so often the case, they were blamed for all the litter and
pollution. No one dare say a word against hotels. They are
sacred. Hotels mean money. Yachts can be blamed with
impunity. Needless to say the bay still stinks of sewage.
Now yachts which want to escape from the crowded
Lagoon to seek breathing space and water fit for swimming,
anchor off the harbour entrance on Ross Point Shoal. Being
within dinghy reach of the town this is really more convenient
anyway, and the hotel visitors and locals can bathe in their
own .......

Going north there are only two anchorages. You can be
sure beautiful, sheltered Halifax Bay will be empty. It has
been turned into the island rubbish dump. Smoke from
burning rubbish and a plague of flies and worse now greet any
yacht anchoring there.
Still unspoilt is Dragon Bay a few miles north of St.
Georges. A small cove with a palm fringed beach and no
other yachts. But the main yacht route passes by and someone

will soon think you want company.
North of Grenada lies its sister island Carriacou, one of the
pleasantest, least spoilt and friendliest. For various reason,
seldom, the price of drink is less than other islands, notable
Grenada itself. The main anchorage is Tyrell Bay, large
enough to be uncrowded if yachts anchored courteously, but
we have now entered charter yacht country with all that
means.
If beset too closely there is an inlet on the north side, the
Careenage. The outer part has adequate depth but very few
boats anchor there unless there is a storm warning. A yacht
drawing less than 3 ft or so can get over a bar into the inner
part, a perfectly sheltered, half mile long mangrove creek.
There is reputed to be a very narrow, 6fl passage across the
bar but despite several soundings in the dinghy, I have never
found it. You can be certain to have this place to yourself with
only birds, herons galore (there are six species), pelicans,
terns, mocking birds, grackles. Fish leap all around. I do wish
I could find that gap.
Just south of Carriacou is uninhabited Saline Island, part
hilly, part flat with salt ponds. A beautiful beach with a lone
gravestone. It is a local custom to be buried on your own land,
and what a beautiful place to lie. Most of the bay is shallow,
3-5 ft but there is room for a few yachts to anchor on the edge
just clear of the strong current which runs through the islands.
There was one other yacht. Then a wolfpack of French yachts
arrived and there was one too many. Me.
So I went just across the channel to Manchineel Bay on the
south side of Carriacou, a long curving lagoon behind a wide
reef. Here one can see that it is the width of a reef which cuts
the swell, not height. There is another sandy beach with not a
soul in sight, but watch the manchineel trees for which the
bay is named, The little green apples, like crab apples, are
very poisonous and are often seen floating in harbours. Even
drips from the leaves can cause a rash. It is very common
along beaches.
Most yachts call at Clifton harbour on Union Island. The
only sensible reason is to clear in or out of St Vincent and the

Grenadines before going on to pleasanter places.
It is inconveniently deep and the best berths are occupied
by boats on moorings. Ashore few people seem to smile or
laugh, so unlike the happy-go-lucky people on other islands. I
am always glad to get away from Clifton.
Two miles downwind is Frigatte Island, a high rock
connected to a low sandy spit sheltering a wide expanse of
water, mostly too shallow for a yacht of normal draft but there
is good anchorage in 2 fathoms in lee of the rock. There might
be one other yacht here with room for dozens. A shallow draft
yacht could go a mile further to the village of Ashton, and one
of normal draft could probably feel its way a lot further
between the sand bars and coral heads, plainly visible in very
clear water. 1 visited the only other yacht, an elderly wooden
British boat with a family on board, but could not find
Samharcin in the dark. It was a moonless night, the boat was
lost against the backdrop of mountains and there was none of
the usual glare of street lights. The thing which did show and
guided me was the patch of sand among the weed where I
knew I had anchored, visible even in the dark.
Moral: leave a light on. (In this case I had not intended to
stay for supper). A cabin light will suffice and gives the
impression that the boat is occupied. If you use a masthead
tricolour as a beacon do not be surprised if you are treated
with contempt as an ignorant crowd on a charter yacht. It also
gives away that the boat is unoccupied.
Round the corner at the west end of Union Island is
Chatham Bay. From the name, position and easy access it was
probably a frequent naval anchorage in the days of sail. It is a
wide sheltered bay and to me the most beautiful in the
Caribbean, surrounded by green jungle-clad hills more like
the popular view of Polynesia than the Caribbean. It is cut off
from the rest of the island by mountains with only a rough
footpath. Although not deserted, half a dozen yachts perhaps,
it is not crowded.
Unfortunately there are plans for a hotel complex.
Nowhere seems safe from the hotel developer. So many are
soon bankrupt and derelict, but the damage has been done.
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This one, it is said, will welcome yachtsmen by which they
mean gin palaces and the crews of bigger charter yachts on a
free spending holiday. If they are "yachtsmen" what are most
of us’? Sailors’?
Saline Bay on Mayreau the next island has a long beach
which would not be crowded if the entire population of the
island gathered there, all hundred of them. There is a concrete
path up the hill to the village but no roads and no cars.
however on cruise ship days the quiet beach is transformed
into a "typical desert island beach’ with barbecue, white
coated waiters as sun chairs as thick as anywhere on the Costa
del Whatnot. By evening the ship has gone and it might never
have been except for the natives carting away bucketfuls of
leftovers to see them through the week.
If all this is too much tk)r you, just round the point is Trois
Anse Bay which is just as good but nobody goes there. Or
across the peninsula forming Saline Bay is Windward Bay,
with a mile long beach which seldom sees the footprint of
man even on cruise ship days tbr their beach is well fenced in.
It is sheltered by wide reefs, part of the Tobago Cays. There
might be one yacht here yet in the distance can be seen the
hundreds of masts of yachts clustered close together in the
herd anchorages of that famed tourist spot.
The windward side of Ganouan, the next island, has a long
lagoon, sheltered by a reef, a no-go area for more than charter
yachts, tricky but not difficult when the sun is right. The
southern part has 2 fathoms but a yachts drawing less than
about 4ft 6" can go right up to a deeper pool at the top where
nobody ever goes, few enough dare the southern anchorage.
This side of the island is wild and uninhabited with sandy
beaches most of the way and again not a soul to be seen. If
you cannot get there in the yacht, take the dinghy, or if your
nerves are not up to it walk over from the main anchorage at
Charleston on the other side. This too is a wide bay and large
enough to be uncrowded.
One of my guide books say they found Admiralty Bay,
Bequia crowded with twenty yachts, the most they had seen
anywhere. That was only twelve years ago. How quickly
times change. Now there are usually two hundred and at
popular times like Christmas and the Easter Regatta, twice
that.
Yet just over the hill is Friendship Bay which will seldom
have half a dozen. It is still within walking distance of the
fleshpots around Admiralty Bay (or taxi if you need to be
carried back) and even has a few of its own. It is better
sheltered too and there are no fast, wash-making water taxis
to cause annoyance and catastrophic rolling.
Close by is the little island of Petit Nevis, site of the old
whaling station. The whale is the symbol of Bequia and used
to be a main industry. They still hunted them with open
rowing boats and hand harpoons. The few they caught, all for
local consumption, were towed to Petit Nevis to be cut up, no
doubt chosen because it is uninhabited. The last whale was
caught in 1986. I passed four miles to leeward and nobody
needed to tell me. Now the last harpooner has retired and the
whale boats have become racing boats. One cannot imagine
the modern Bequia fishermen, with their high powered
outboard motors, rowing after a whale. The installations are
still there, now mere museum pieces. With electricity on
Bequia there is no use for whale oil and who wants whale
meat when they can buy anything they like from the
supermarket freezer.
Petit Nevis is described as a daytime anchorage. That is a
good clue to look for. It means a few charter yachts and
tourist boats come out for a while during the day and at night
you will have the place entirely to yourself. Most are safe
enough anchorages, easy to clear out if need be, and many
popular harbours are no more sheltered.
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Mustique on the other hand is, for those who like peace, a
day anchorage. It is interesting to walk ashore and see the
well landscaped houses of the very, very rich, like pop stars
and princesses. At night the charter yachts flock in and those
with sense flock out.
In complete contrast, four miles north are the twin islands
of Battowia and Balliceaux. Battowia in high and steep with
no safe anchorage. There is a light on top but, like most lights
in St Vincent waters, it no longer works. Canadian
government aid provided lights and buoys but nobody has
maintained them. So few lights are still working and most
buoys have sunk or sailed away.
Balliceaux has a fair anchorage, sheltered although reputed
to be affected by swell, as are so many Caribbean harbours.
Ashore there are a few fishermens’ shelters used in season but
when I was there the anchorage was deserted and the only
inhabitant was a ginger cat. If you want a drink ashore bring
your own.
Wallilabu is the usual anchorage on the west coast of St.
Vincent and consequently it has now attracted a hotel and lost
what little wild charm remained. Yet a few miles further on is
Cumberland Bay, yachts shunned it after a yachtsman was
murdered here ten years ago and the boat boys had a
reputation for hostility. I found them the most charming and
helpful ! have found anywhere and the small sheltered cove
one of the most beautiful; black sand beach with coconut
palms, green mountains all around, a thatched shelter on the
shore, cicadas and whistling treefrogs and strange bird noises
at night instead of blaring discos, pink pigs rooting on the
beach, noses black with sand. More than two or three yachts
moored stem to the palms would be unusual. It is one of the
last unspoilt places.
There are other anchorages along this coast, mostly open
bays where few yachts ever anchor, the usual beaches with
few inhabitants. But in seeking to escape from the crowd of
yachts one may stumble into a crowd of a different kind.
Chateaubelair is a recognised harbour but is now reputed to
be a drugs centre and yachts have been arrested here on
suspicion. Drug dealers are a nasty crowd, but the authorities
can be a lot worse. By and large it is towns and villages which
can be dangerous, not deserted harbours and bays. One can
find out places to avoid on the yachtie grapevine.
If Cumberland bay is one of the last unspoilt places, that
sadly cannot be said of the Pitons on St Lucia. When I was
there two years ago it was getting a bit crowded by day, yet
still acceptable in view of the dramatic setting, the two very
steep pinnacles like fangs rising sheer to over 2,000 ft each
side of the bay, more steep mountains behind with no way
down, being deep you have to drop anchor a few yards t¥om
the shore and a helper took a rope to a palm tree, where one
might find an elephant had its foot on it when you wanted to
cast off, a tricky problem not generally mentioned in the
seamanship manuals.
That has changed. There has been what some like to think
is progress. The massive Pitons are still there. Even faith
could not move those. But a road has been built down the
mountainside followed by a hotel complex on the shore. The
elephant and most of the palm trees have gone. Even St.
Lucians think the government was mad to allow it. No doubt
the hotel will attract more yachts plus that magic money and
employment. But it will not attract me again.
Yet a few miles along the coast is Arise Cochon, a small
sheltered bay, uninhabited with a stream and the usual sandy
beach and palm trees which everyone must now be getting
bored with. There is some unusual goggling among grotesque
rocks which is a change from the interminable coral reefs. It
is a day stop for some of the charter yachts but quiet at night
and one of the few places on St Lucia you can be sure there is

no disco, the curse of the Caribbean.
Rodney Bay Lagoon has the best marina in the islands and
there is also room to anchor in the 70 acre lagoon - if you can
get an anchor to hold. No one could say the water is pleasant.
(Holding tanks will soon be obligatory, just in time to catch
the ARC when it finishes there!). If you would prefer to be
near the facilities yet still have space and water fit to swim in,
there is Rodney Bay outside, large enough to anchor a battle
fleet. Admiral Rodney used it as his base from which he could
keep an eye on the French in Martinique. But every time he
captured it (St Lucia was French in those days although it
changed hands nineteen times) the politicians gave it back and
he had to capture it again in the next war.
Martinique has more anchorages than any other island as
well as more yachts. Fortunately the herd instinct draws them
to the fleshpots, of which there are also more than elsewhere.
French fleshpots too. Civilisation. Sophistication unknown in
the former outposts of the British Empire. But be warned. It is
a dangerous place. After months in the wilds one goes on a
shopping spree. Food, food and more food. Wine too. The
most dedicated seeker after solitude will be tempted for a few
days if only to stock up with all these goodies.
The capital Fort de France stands on a big bay, 3 miles
wide by 6 miles long. The anchorage off the city itself is
unattractive, noisy, crowded and deep. most yachts anchor on
the opposite side at Anse Mitane, with its fashionable
Mediterranean style resort of Pointe du Bout, from where they
can commute by yacht or ferry the 3 miles across to the city.
This is one of the crossroads of the cruising world with
several hundred yachts. However the next bay to the west, the
smaller Anse a l’Ane (bay of the donkey) has only half a
dozen or so, yet is as easy to commute by yacht and has a
ferry too.
The large area towards the east end of Fort
de France Bay is shallow and full of shoals,
most now unmarked, but with the large scale
French chart it is not too difficult to explore.
The small bourg of Trois Ilets (where the
Empress Josephine came from) is a pleasant
country town, very different from the touristy
Pointe du Bout with its big hotels and
boutiques, barely 2km away. It has a small
harbour, and a deeper, more accessible
anchorage outside.
Few yachts come here and it is quiet, but
more in the sense that the good people of the
town go early to bed. Poets who talk about
cocks crowing at dawn have never spent a night
in Trois Ilets.
There are two islands in Fort de France Bay
among the shoals. Gros Ilet and Petit Ilet. Both
are uninhabited although used as picnic sites.
These really are quiet with no cocks and seldom
another yacht even at weekends. Beyond are
lots of mangrove creeks but they need to be
explored in a dinghy first.
At the southern entrance to Fort de France
Bay are two tiny bays, Anse Noir and Anse
Dufour. Neither would be crowded with one
yachts but would be with two. Further round is
Grande Anse d’Arlets with plenty of room but a
lot of yachts too, mostly French yachts on
moorings. Petit Anse d’Arlets, which is larger,
has few yachts especially in the southern part.
Sadly at this point I had to abandon my
exploration. I had intended to go to the east
coast of Martinique, the windward side, which
is full of little harbours sheltered by a line of

offshore reefs. Tricky it is said yet a delightful cruising
ground in itself. But it was not to be. My anchor windless
broke, (I thought I was the one feeling the strain of so much
anchoring) and I did not feel I could manage the repeated
anchoring involved without risk of injury. Getting up the
anchor in a breeze is one of the hardest tasks when
singlehanded.
So reluctantly I returned to Rodney Bay where
communications were easier to await spares. In any case it
was now June, the start of the hurricane season and it would
soon be time to head south for safer waters, (just in time it so
happened to catch the only tropical storm which has hit the
islands this year!)
I am an inveterate seeker of quiet, wild places where I can
find nature not other yachts, cicadas and treefrogs at night not
discos with a ten mile range, birds and fishes not tourists.
How Ireland spoils us for the rest of the world. I explored
many places I had not dared go into before and passed by
more for which conditions were not suitable at the time, either
it was too rough or the sun was wrong, an important feature in
reef navigation by eye.
Caribbean waters have become much more crowded in just
the few years I have been here. Yet thank goodness this herd
instinct funnels yachts into certain well frequented popular
harbours well supplied with hotels and restaurants ashore,
helped by the extensive no-go areas imposed by the wiser
charter companies, although not, regrettably, French
companies.
I could almost as well have listed the few popular harbours
and said go anywhere else, for despite the rapid development
there are still far more quiet, even deserted anchorages, than
crowded fleshpots.
It is still possible to get away from the crowd if you try.
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Rebel Cruise
George Radley

George Jnr. having bought Rebel Cotmty in Lauderdale
decided to sail her down through the Bahamas, around
Jamaica and back again to Florida. It was a knockdown cruise
before eventually sailing her across the Atlantic to Ireland.
Foolishly I agreed to go along, foolish from the view that an
old man joining nine wild youngsters needs to have his head
examined.
Rebel was in good condition despite being hauled out at
Direktor Gunnell’s yard for quite a while and after antifouling her bottom and reeving through the halyards, she was
ready for launching.
Afloat the engine did not take long to splutter when away
we went on a pub crawl on Rehel through the waterways of
Lauderdale. Nobody looked at a chart to see what direction
we were going and we boozed along from one quayside bar to
another. Towards evening we eventually ran out of bars and
waterways and found ourselves on a broad sea which to dull
minds suggested it might be the Gulf Stream. It was, but we
were too befuddled to turn back and organise food and other
things for the trip across to the Bahamas. So on we went
heading for Freeport on Grand Bahama Island and running
into a nasty F7 on the way.
Without the aid of Loran the first leg showed us that it
could be tricky in bad weather threading our way through the
Islands.
Navigating on dead reckoning was easy once you confined
your sailing to daytime. Islands were very easily identified so
there was no problem. At night however, off the main routes it
was a different matter as the islands were in total darkness
and one seldom saw shorelights.
At Freeport we got our first taste of the expensive
Bahamas. Customs officers charged us heavily for the ’taxi"
which was their own car. If you were a tourist you were
ripped off. As for the Duty Free shops one wondered what
was free.
We found the place disappointing. The yacht marina was
situated quite remote from the town and with the bar,
restaurant and other facilities closed in the off season we had
enough and decided next day to make for Nassau.
It was an easy sail down the Northwest Providence
Channel skirting on the right the stirrup-shaped chain of cays
and islets called the Berry Islands and straight on to Nassau
situated at the eastern end of New Providence Island. It was a
day and night trip and quite enjoyable except for the distance
we had to keep off the land and our inability to visit nice
anchorages.
The disadvantage of our seven foot six inch draught was to
hit us all the way through the islands and it bore out the
Yachtsman Guide’s view that boats in excess of six foot
should avoid cruising in the Bahamas.
We had no problem entering Nassau Harbour and were
able to motor up to the marinas on the other side of Potter’s
Cay Bridge. Getting under the bridge was a worry as we were
not sure the mast would clear but with the help of some girls
36

Lauderdale pub crawl.
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from above and a slow approach we got through and tied up
at the Bayshore Marina.
The young crew were not long in getting into the swing of
things at Nassau, sleeping all day, getting up at six in the
evening, and out again until dawn next morning. It created a
problem for me to have breakfast with dead bodies strewn all
over the place. Eating fresh fruit on deck might solve the
problem so ashore 1 go to buy a large melon.
On my way back to the slumbering vessel with the melon
in my arms I unknowningly stepped on an oily patch opposite
a houseboat which had been disgorging its contents. On
reaching Rebel and stepping onto the retrousse stem 1 did a
massive back somersault, hitting my head on the fender
before ending in the water. It must have been quite a splash
because it awakened Duckie who was sleeping near the bow
pulpit. I had slight concussion so I was lucky he had not been
below deck like the others. With blood all over the place and a
towel wrapped around my head I was bundled into a taxi and
away to hospital.
As if I was not in enough trouble, the taxi at one of
Nassau’s major street intersections ran into another car. The
policeman with white gloves and helmet who had been
directing traffic came across and started arguing with the two
drivers. A crowd of people gathered and it was becoming like
a comic opera until I stepped out of the taxi and showed the
policeman my bloodied head. He was impressed and allowed
the taxi driver to drive me to hospital.
Arriving there I was confronted with a long queue of
people waiting for treatment and again l had to display my
wound in order to get priority. Eventually a House Surgeon
put fourteen stitches in my forehead - he had qualified at
Trinity College Dublin.
With forehead heavily bandaged I arrived back on Rebel to
find the crew worried I would be causing a long stay at
Nassau. I said I was fine and we could leave next morning.

Lou navigating on Yellow Bank.
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Despite our deep draft we decided to thread our way by
motor across the Yellow Bank and reach Allans Cay, one of
many that made up the Exuma Group. It was a distance of
thirty four miles, very shallow, and suitable according to the
guide for boats of six foot draft or less. With Lou sitting on
top of the spreader to point out the shallow spots we reckoned
we could make it. Shortly after leaving Hanover Sound,
however we were boarded and searched by the Bahaman
Navy. It was not the tourist season so we were prime drug
smuggling suspects, they were very polite.
After that encounter we had a nice run in lovely sunshine
and reached the Cays without touching bottom. The little
group of beautiful islands around the Allans were a bit tricky
but we managed to reach the deep waters of the Exuma
Sound. Once again we were able to appreciate the
magnificence of the islands for cruising, but alas however, for
smaller boats. The young crew kept pushing us on and sadly
we never got a glimpse of the iguanas on the Allan Cays.
Later, when moving along the sound the boat suddenly
slowed to a stop with the engine running. The prop had fallen
off. There was nothing we could do but haul up the sails and
make the best of it in the light wind.
Time was running out for three of the crew so we decided
to make for Staniel Cay which had a marina and an airstrip.
Only six feet of water was available so we anchored outside
the creek leading in to the marina. As expected all facilities
were closed down but Bill, Brian and Duckie were able to
take a small plane to Fort Lauderdale.
On returning to the yacht we were horrified to find that she
was aground and rolling heavily in the swell. Obviously the
tide was dropping and as things could only get worse we had
no choice but to haul up the main and try to drive her off. We
had to use the headsail to get the proper lie and when it was
right she slowly started to drag herself off. We were lucky.
Our next problem was to find an anchorage for the night
and looking at the chart for a sheltered spot we discovered a
gem of a little island called Little San Salvador. It was not far
away and when we got there we found it was a typical
’Mutiny on the Bounty’ island paradise. We anchored in a
lovely sheltered bay with palm trees and a magnificent beach.
It did not take long for us to decide to pump up the dinghy,
load up with food and booze and away ashore to light a fire
and have a barbecue.
On landing two of the lads went up to the high water line
to collect driftwood but in seconds they came screaming
down to the dinghy with millions of mosquitos chasing after
them. In no time the whole lot of us were enveloped in an

amazing mass of biting mosquitos. The dinghy was frantically
launched and we paddled furiously out to Rebel and even on
board we still had them nibbling at us. We were still suffering
trying to sleep that night. It has been said that beautiful
tropical palm tree islands we see in movies are not always as
nice as they look.
Next day with a strong north/easterly wind we fetched
along in the general direction of great Inagua Island. We were
in a bit of a dilemma what to do about a new crew member
who was to join us. We were behind schedule and he was
arriving at Kingston Jamaica next day. A telephone and an
airstrip were badly needed. Cat Island seemed the only
answer so we headed that way and finally beat into a bay
called New Bight - it had a Commissioner, telephone and
airstrip.
The chart of New Bight in the ’Guide Bahamas 1986’ book
suggested that to the left of the stone pier there was twelve
feet of water close inshore. The wind at the time was blowing
strongly off the land so this was the place to go. With the
mainsail down we inched in with the headsail and were about
to drop anchor when we noticed quite a lot of people standing
on the pier beckoning us frantically to go to the other side.
This was not in the book, but who were we to disagree with
the locals’? So about we went and over to where they were
pointing and when dropping the anchor, one of the lads
noticed that they were pointing over our heads and out to sea.
Looking out we saw a small thing quite a long distance away
and realised they they were urgently directing us to go out to
it.
We had to haul up the mainsail to get there and on reaching
it found it was an old foam plaything with a naked black boy
of about six years clinging desperately on top. Coming
alongside George tried to take the boy on board but he would
not let go - he was terrified. In the end we had to put George
with him and give him a rope so that we could tow them back
to the shore.
We beat back in to the Bight but this time anchored where
we had originally intended. George was given a paddle to get
across to the pier with the boy. Meanwhile we pumped up the
rubber dinghy for the rest of us to get ashore.
When we landed we found George a hero in the midst of
the happy parents, sisters, brothers, cousins and aunts of the
boy. Also in the group was the Commissioner of the Island,
the Chief of Police, the Island’s doctor and his nurse.
We were led across to the village square which was just in
from the pier where they all formed up in a circle and the
Commissioner addressed the gathering. He made a nice
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George Jnr. paddling young boy ashore at Cat Island.
Photo G. Radley
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speech welcoming the Irish boat to Cat Island and thanking us
most gratefully on behalf of the parents and the islanders for
rescuing one of their children. He offered us the hospitality of
the Island and any help we required. We were of course very
impressed.
The young boy seemingly was playing on the toy near the
pier when he was blown out from the shore by the strong
wind. Nobody noticed it happening until it was too late. Cat
Island is forty eight miles long and very narrow, one to four
miles, and the extraordinary thing was that there were no
boats in the area. The police had phoned for a boat but were
afraid the boy would let go before it arrived. We came along
at the right time.
We were the kings of the Island and we had a wonderful
time, everybody could not do enough for us. The Doctor, a
Philippino, invited us to stay at his house and as he though the
boat was exposed in New Bight he suggested that we sail
around to Fernandez bay which was a couple of miles up the
coast and near his house. This we did and found it a
delightful spot.
The Doc had a lovely bungalow down on the beach and
here he cooked meals and did all sorts of things to make us
comfortable. He drove us all over the Island, showed us the
things of interest and explained the strange attitude of the
natives to Voodoo. The Island had a large number of
abandoned houses and huts and these according to the Doc
came about because nobody would live in a house where the
sole occupant had died.
The Doctors predecessor had died alone in the large home
provided by the Department of Health and while it was being
refurbished he had been put up temporarily in the beach
bungalow at Fernandez Bay. The Doc loved the place and
would like to stay there. I suggested he should inform his
superiors in Nassau that he believed in voodooism and no
way could he live in his predecessor’s home.
Just along the bay there was a tough guy who had a plane
and a very fast speedboat. One of the local police told us that
the same gentleman was heavily involved in smuggling drugs.
This seemed to be borne out when a few days later he told my
son that the yacht would have to move out of Fernandez bay.
We were obviously anchored in the area of his operations. I
went along however and told him that there was not enough
water in the sheltered cove nearby and as Fernandez was our
only safe spot we were going to stay there. He made no reply.
We thought we might later hear high speed engines at night
but no, nothing happened.
To our delight Michael arrived. He had got our message
from a friend in Kingston, flew to Nassau and took the plane
to Cat Island.
Before boarding at Nassau a policeman asked him if he
was joining the Irish yacht. Michael, somewhat puzzled,
asked how he knew about the boat.
’Oh,’ said the policeman, ’they saved a young boy from the
island a few days ago."
We went along and climbed to the top of Comer Hill where
that extraordinary priest Father Jerome, in his sixties, built the
miniature chapel and bell tower with his own hands.
Lou had to leave us and after seeing him off at the airstrip
we set sail for Great Inagua a distance of about two hundred
and sixty miles. The wind started to blow a bit from the northeast as we neared Acklins Island and in such conditions, not
wishing to stick our nose out into the unsheltered waters after
Castle Island, we decided to hole up for the night in the
shelter of one of the bays. This part of Acklins Island was
very low and to get some sort of protection from the wind we
had to anchor inches in to the shoreline.
We were now in an area with lots of small cays and reefs. It
must have been a nightmare for skippers before the arrival of

38

radar and other modem navigational equipment. Ships on the
way up from South America used the passage frequently to
save mileage and navigating with the sextant must have been
worrying because of the poor definition on the horizon. I had
tried the sextant a couple of times on the way down and found
it impossible to get an accurate fix due to the tropical haze on
the horizon.
l was hoping to get a picture of the Irish Spruce which was
wrecked due to a navigational error on one of the reefs around
here but we did not get a glimpse of her. Later I discovered
that she went aground somewhere in the Mona Passage off
Puerto Rico. A friend of mine remembers being in these
waters as mate on the lrish Fir when the skipper was horrified
at the wide variations of the fixes. He did an extraordinary,
perhaps wise, thing, he ordered the ship to be stopped and
hove-to until daylight.
The wind was more moderate next morning when we set
off for Great Inagua, the last island at the southern end of the
Bahama Islands. It was a pleasant sail and later as darkness
fell we could see away in the distance the reflection in the sky
of the bright dockside lights of the Island.
We arrived before dawn and on examining the approach to
Matthew Town on the south-east corner we found that we
could skirt close inshore. As it was pretty dark however we
decided to keep well off and to beat in when opposite the
town. It was the right thing to do because in the morning
halflight we saw a few large boats anchored with no lights
which could have been a problem.
The anchorage at the town was an open roadstead and not
very nice in the fresh wind that was blowing. Even in the
sheltered water close inshore there was a rotten ground swell.
It sure as hell would be a dangerous spot in bad weather.
We were tired so we made a quick job of anchoring and
went straight to bed. Who could have imagined in the incident
later to follow that the worn out waterworks of an old man
could contribute to the boat’s safety. I had only been asleep
for two hours or less when the urge caused me to go on deck.
Bleary-eyed, leaning between the rigging relieving myself, I
turned around to look at Matthew Town and found it was
gone. Rebel under bare pole was streaming out to sea all on
her own in the strong wind.
All hands were called, the sails hoisted and we beat back to
the Island. Hauling up the anchor we found the CQR had
fouled an old iron bedstead and this was why we had dragged.
It was the second lesson to tell us that we should have had an
anchor watch. The Matthew roadstead with the heavy ground
swell was highly dangerous and not a place to be. On shore
later that evening we saw a lovely cruising yacht very badly
damaged - she had dragged her moorings.
Great Inagua is perhaps the least attractive of the Bahamas
Islands. It has extensive salt pans and exports one million tons
yearly. There was full employment with the industry and no
need for tourism.
Our next leg of the cruise was down between Cuba and
Haiti and on to Jamaica. It was dreary and uneventful mainly
because we wanted to avoid getting too near to Cuba. The
wind was not helpful, it was easy going for a while, but after
we passed Cuba the wind got very light and it came from all
directions. In desperation we hauled up a beautiful extra light
spinnaker, it had never been used before, in an effort to make
headway. Frequent chafing on the pulpit and forestay however
started tearing the cloth so we had to take it down.
Navigation was difficult without Loran but by using the
mode for traverse sailing with the Tamaya computer and the
odd airport beacon, I achieved a good result. Having made at
least a dozen tacks over long periods we hit the lighthouse at
Morant Point on the south-east comer of Jamaica.
At one stage of the trip it was so hot that when the wind
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Rebel County. Holland 46’ (formerly Sih’er Apple ofthe Moon).
got up the lads laid a rope astern and had the boat dragging
them along in the cool water. They were ideal bait in shark
infested waters. No amount of persuasion on my part would
convince them of the danger. Several days later I was able to
show them a Kingston newspaper cutting reporting an
incident in the same area when some ttaitians were attacked
by sharks.
The run along the Jamaican coast to Kingston Harbour was
especially enjoyable in beautiful weather. It reminded me of
two years previously when George and myself were coming
along the same coast on the yacht ,lean M leading the race
from Montego Bay.
It was around midday when we reached Kingston and tied
up with a little difficulty having no engine at the lovely yacht
marina of Morgan’s harbour. It was nice to be back again in
beautiful Jamaica.
The first few days were spent in renewing contacts with
old friends in Kingston before setting about the task of getting
Rebel engined up again. We had a spare racing propeller and
shaft and the problem was how to get it on without involving
ourselves in expensive hauling out charges. There was some
machining work to be done on the coupling.
George had his diving gear so we were able to devise a
plan where we took off the coupling and with a timber plug
sealed the stern tube from inside as the old shaft was pulled
out. After the coupling was remachined in Kingston, with the
help of ropes we were able to thread the new shaft through the
stern tube. Inside the boat the timber plug was removed as the
shaft ernerged. It was then a simple matter of mounting the
coupling. It worked beautifully and RebeI’s Machinery was
once more back in operation.
The young lads seemed to miss the pretty girls of Kingston
who at the time were away at college. So after a week it was up
sails and away to Negril. It was late the following evening
when we arrived and we anchored at the western side of the
magnificent bay. It was the slum part of the area and I agreed to
stay on board while the lads went ashore on a binge. It was silly
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because it takes more than one
person to protect a boat from what
goes on in some parts of Jamaica.
Nothing happened however,
maybe the boat was not noticed in
the dark.
Next day we took Rebel over
to the other end of the bay and
booked ourselves in for an
evening in The Hedonism.
According to the dictionary,
hedonism is the doctrine that
pursuit of pleasure is the most
important thing in life. It was a
modern holiday complex with
extensive grounds where there
seem to be no inhibitions. Guests
were divided in to two groups,
prudes and nudes. The place
would hardly receive the
approval of Bishop Lucey.
We paid something like
twenty pounds each and for this
we could eat and drink whatever
we liked free from five in the
evening to midnight. I had my
Photo G. Radlev doubts and thought there was a
catch somewhere, but no, I drank
nearly a bottle of genuine Black Johnie Walker and later sat
down to a full dinner with a bottle of wine. I was unable to
last the pace however and went back to the boat before my
time was up. The lads bribed two of the security guards and
were able to stay the whole night.
Conor O’Brian’s Saoirse was wrecked on the reef across
frorn The Hedonism two years previously. I met the owner
some days later in Montego Bay and he told me that he was
away in England at the time. He left a fellow in charge of the
boat but he was not on board when the gale blew up. She
could have been saved. It was a sad ending to a famous boat.
When the lads tired of Negril we sailed around to Montego
Bay and tied up at the yacht club marina. The place was quiet
and not a bit like the occasion when George and I were last
there two years ago at Montego Race Week.
1 finally left the boat at Montego and flew back home.
George and the other three sailed on around the west coast of
Cuba and back up to Lauderdale. On the way they were
stopped and boarded by the American coastguards. The boat
was searched for drugs and divers were actually used to
inspect the bottom of the boat.
Summary of voyage
Distance Time
(Miles) (Hrs)
Fort Lauderdale - Freeport
Freeport - Nassau
Nassau - Little San Salvador
Little San Salvador - Cat Island
Cat Island - Ackling Island
Ackling Island - Great Inagua
Great Inagua - Kingston
Kingston - Negil
Negril - Montego

94
123
157
28
156
98
210
115
35

23
31
28
7
23
16
32
29
8

Totals

1016

197

Engine
(Hrs)
1
15
-
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To Spain, Portugal, Madeira and Porto Santo
Seamus Lantry

The yacht, William Tell of Uri, was based in Guernsey, so it
was planned to cruise from Guernsey to Vilamoura in
Portugal for a fortnight in May, then to cruise from Vilamoura
to Madeira Grande and back to Vilamoura for another
fortnight in June, and finally from Vilamoura back to
Guernsey for a third fortnight in July, and in between we’d
notch up a bit of work back at home to pay for it all.
Accordingly, on Saturday 5th May, 1990 at 13:50~ William
Tell, cleared outwards from Beaucette Marina, Guernsey,
bound for Cameret-Sur-Mer in Brittany en route for the
Algarve. The wind speed was 2.4 knots so we used the iron
topsail at first.
The Crew were: Tony O’Connor, Tony O’Neill, Eugene
O’Malley our Navigator; and Ray Cullinane, our Cordon Bleu
Chef with whom we did a deal - he would do all the cooking
and washing up and we would do all the night watches. It was
a triple pleasure for the rest of us because his cooking was
great, his washing up was not too bad and the night watches
are marvellous at sea.
We motored onward for the afternoon across the
nameless(?) Bay towards Ouessant and into the starry night.
The weather was fine and clear but during the night visibility
reduced to about one mile and at dawn it was quite foggy,
later improving to haze.
In the Sunday morning haze it was diplomatically
conveyed to the Skipper that, we had all been to France
previously and, Portugal and Spain might be very interesting,
and to make a long story short, could we press on across the
Bay of Biscay to Spain. The logic of this course was
reinforced by the Navigator who revealed that we were
several hours ahead of the southbound tide necessary to go
through Chenal du Four and so we should go outside
Ouessant, and so, yielding to the pressure, it was decided to
stay at sea and head for La Coruna.

Muros harbour.
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The wind being almost non-existent we motored on and the
gourmet meals were the main points of expectation. At 10:00
on Monday, the wind rose to 6 knots and so we switched off
the engine and put up the yankee and staysail with the main
already up. The Skipper made brown bread at lunch time
because we had not anticipated being away from the shops for
so long and we bowled along at 6 knots in a N.E. wind which
got up gradually as we went southwards. It was up to twenty
knots on Tuesday at 17:00 when we sighted land on the port
bow, which turned out to be Cape Prior and at 20:45 we took
a mooring buoy in La Coruna Harbour.
We eagerly went ashore to sample the delights of the town
which at that hour were but starting up. We had a good meal
ashore at one of the restaurants in the town, and after a brisk
walk around we came back to William Tell for a good nights
sleep. Bright and early in the morning at about 10:30 we
surfaced and sought out the Yacht Club. It turned out that to
avail of the facilities of Real Club Nautico La Coruna we
should be on the Marina. The mooring buoys were attached
(administratively, that is) to the "other" Yacht Club and many
are private, but no one seemed to mind very much. We took a
berth on the marina for ease of fuelling and re-victualling.
Senor Roberto at the Yacht Club very efficiently dealt with
the formalities.
La Coruna is a charming city. We hired a car at the Yacht
Club - Senor Roberto arranged it for us, and Tony O’Connor
drove us inland to Santiago de la Compostella, and beyond to
Noya and Muros on the sea coast. Muros reminded us of
Castletownbere with its’ trawlers and fishmarket and quiet
pubs. It had two yachts tied up at the inner comer of the large
pier and they looked very snug. The outer berths in the pier
were empty during the day but in the evening they were all
occupied by returning trawlers. Huge unlit mussel rafts are a
feature on Ria de Muros.
After two nights in La Coruna, I sought out the Port
Captain’s Offices to buy some Spanish charts of the coast and
a very complete stock was available to choose from. At 14:00
we motored out and set sail westwards to round Cabo Villano
and Finisterre and in winds varying from 18 to 14 knots we
headed south towards Baiona where we tied up at the marina
of Monte Real Clube de Yates at noon on llth May. La
Coruna was good but this was better. The marina is very well
managed, there is a travel lift for hauling out and we found
that French yachts came there to be hauled, scrubbed and relaunched at a very reasonable rate. The yacht club building
itself is one of the best designed we had ever seen, with
reception offices and social rooms above, fronted by old
world lawns, and showers, machine rooms, customs clearance
and maintenance on a floor below having access to the quay
and marina. The berthing master controlled everything with
good humoured efficiency.
The town of Baiona (or Bayonna on Admirality Charts) is
very pleasant. It is a holiday town for Spaniards on the Ria de
Vigo.
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William Tell departing from La Coruna - Tony O’Connor at the helm.
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We found an excellent restaurant, the Mosquito, which apart
from a most reasonably-priced telephone, had excellent food,
wine and beer. It was recommended to us by Peter and Margo
Taylor whom we met in the Club. They were returning to
Jersey from Madeira where they had wintered and they were
old friends from the Cork - Jersey races in previous years.
However, we pressed on and encouraged by a weather fax
from Peter’s machine, we set sail again on Saturday 12th May
at 20:50, and with the wind 14 knots we rounded Cabo Sileiro
and turned southwards with the wind following and at 12:30
the next day we tied up at Leixoes in the inner harbour,
opposite the yacht club.
We had poked our nose in looking for a buoy when a
kindly man on the quay urged us in English, to tie up at a spot
he indicated.
It turned out he was Juan Andrade whose own yacht, Red
Falcon, was moored to a buoy nearby. Juan invited us ashore
to the yacht club where we had a very civilised drink and
lunch. It was almost like being back at Crosshaven. The room
was full of family groups having Sunday lunch and the
younger boys and girls were running in and out to report on
their dinghy exploits outside. Dinghies were very actively
sailed by the three yacht clubs around the inner harbour and
we found that there were three large warehouses nearby to
store the dinghies and masts out of the weather when they
were not in use. After lunch we invited Juan on board for a
chat. He asked us to convey his good wishes to Harold
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Cudmore and to Des and John McWilliam. Juan is a native of
Madeira and he was able to give us some helpful advice for
our proiected cruise there later on.
On Monday 14th May we went early into Porto by bus. it
is a beautiful City, on hills like Cork or Derry, but with wide
streets and parks like Dublin. It took well over half an hour in
the bank to change money and it made up my mind to bring
plenty in future - it can always be changed back again later because time is too precious to spend it queueing in a foreign
bank.
At 17:15 we cast off from Leixoes having "’made our
entry" in Portuguese waters and obtained our Livrette de
Transito. Wind was from the south and so we motored
southwards with just the main up and on Tuesday at 05:30 we
had Cabo Mondego abeam of us as we motored directly
upwind. All the books and the weather charts tell us to expect
a northerly wind off the Portuguese Coast, but it was blowing
a gentle 5 to 6 knots in our laces. The weather was clear and
sunny. Everyone except the watchkeeper balmed out on the
foredeck in the sun. At 11:30 we sighted two islands ahead
which were Berlenga and Farilhao. I liked the look of
Berlenga because from the distance from the north it looked
just like Capel Island looks from the shore of Youghal Bay.
Berlenga is very much bigger. It is 92 metres high and lies
about five and a half miles off the coast of Cabo Carvoeiro on
the mainland. The lighthouse on top is 27 metres high, so the
light is shown 119 metres up. To the west of Berlenga lie As
Estalos and further west, Farilhao Grande which is 96 metres
high with a lighthouse on top.
Tony O’Neill said he had read somewhere that Berlenga
had been used as a prison up to recently and was now
converted to a Wild Life Sanctuary. We had decided to go in
and have a look.
After landing ashore we climbed up easy but very steep
paths past luxuriant flowers and multicoloured vegetation to
the summit of the island. Nesting sea birds, mostly a species
of very large gull were within reach everywhere in the bright
sunshine. It was an idyllic scene.
We looked down and William Tell was like a tiny toy far
below. Our return was without incident and we weighed
anchor again at 15:30, and to our surprise and pleasure, the
wind had veered to the N.W. and we put up our yankee and
staysail with a reef in the main as the wind got up to 17 knots
and we bowled along at 6.5 knots down the coast, ticking off
the headlands near Lisboa as evening passed into a beautiful
starlit night.
At 21:35 we were five and a half miles west of Cabo de
Roca which is the westernmost point of Portugal and of the
continent of Europe. The Cape is 168 metres high with a
lighthouse 22 metres high on top. We estimated the S-going
current here to be about three quarters of a knot.
The tide at Lisboa must have been falling because even
seven or eight miles offshore we could feel the effects of the
River Tejo pushing us westwards.
At 22:00 we had Cabo Raso abeam. The traffic was quite
heavy due to ships to and from Lisboa just to the east of us.
At about 01:45 we had Espichel Light abeam and then we
were out of depth sounder range - the chart showed a depth of
over 1,000 metres here.
The wind dropped to 5 knots soon after 03:00 on
Wednesday 16th and we had to start the engine and lower the
yankee and staysail and we motored along at 5 knots towards
Cabo Sines which, due to the clarity of the night, we could
see for thirty two miles. Towards dawn we got a touch of fog,
just enough to make us more careful of our bearings but it
began to burn away as the sun came up, and at 08:00 we
approached Sines. The charts were a bit confusing, possibly
because a huge breakwater, a really massive feat of
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engineering, had recently been put out to sea from the N. edge
of Sines Harbour, and also there were extensive civil
engineering works in progress on the southern edge of the
Bay, where the charts indicated a yacht harbour, and in
between was an idyllic looking golden beach about a mile
long. We nosed in to what we supposed may be a yacht
harbour and indeed there was what called itself a yacht club in
a little building ashore, but the tiny harbour was chock-ablock with construction barges and cranes and no sign of a
yacht at all. So we edged out again, and we went over to the
golden beach and threw out the anchor in five metres about a
hundred metres from the waters edge straight under the
Church, at 08:40.
What a place! It was fantastic. The morning sun was warm
on our backs as we inflated the dinghy - or rather Ray did the
work and we looked on.
Over us was the Church next to a very Portuguese-looking
castle and a multitude of palm trees waved in the breeze.
About 100 metres to the north of us along the beach was
anchored an old traditional wooden yacht waving a British
ensign and about 300 metres beyond that a large fleet of
fishing boats, big and small, was tied up in what the chart
described as the fishing harbour.
Before we got much further, a Guardia Fiscal came out in a
dinghy and with our permission, boarded us to examine our
papers. He had a joking pleasant manner, using English that I
suspect was somewhat better than he let on. We had two EC
passports and three Irish passports, and as it happened he
looked at the EC ones first and then I handed him the first
Irish one and he said ’Ah Diplomatique!, pointing to the harp,
and I said no and he said "Ah Guinness, I like Guinness. I
have Guinness at home". Tony O’Neill who was our best
linguist - mostly in sign language, lifts of the eyebrows and
wiggles of the moustache, conveyed to our new friend that the
harp was the Irish National Emblem and he seemed
disappointed.
In case there had been any hint made, I offered a drink, but
no, he explained he had many boats to go to each day and if
he started in the morning he would be, well, so so by the
middle of the day. The ’so so’ was accompanied by rolling of
the eyes and looseness of the jaw so we got his message. In
spite of, or perhaps because of, all the jocularity he insisted on
looking down below and he but came to the steps glanced
around, asked how much drink we had on board, to which we
replied as truthfully as we dared and then he was up again.
Four of us went ashore. I stayed on board and William Tell
seemed strangely quiet with no one else aboard. I put up our

awning for the first time this year and then balmed out on the
sails in the sun. I was roused by Ray and Tony shouting at me
from the shore. I had rowed them in so I had the dinghy. I
went in and went ashore and they returned to the yacht.
Up at the Church I found a huge statue of Vasco De Gama,
the Portuguese explorer, who became Viceroy of India and
who had been born in Sines and had set sail from the beach in
1498.
I wandered about taking pictures and eventually I came to
a cliff-top cafe where I thought I could get a beer and I found
Eugene writing his postcards. After I had done the same we
felt we owed ourselves a good lunch so we went inside and
found an excellent restaurant with the fish swimming in tanks.
Among the starters was a dish called barnackles and
Eugene remarked ’I’ve spent enough time getting them off the
bottom of boats, so we’ll try eating them for a change’, so we
started with them. They resembled small crabs claws and after
we had wrestled unsuccessfully with them for a few minutes,
the Maitre d’ showed us how it should be done and we
became instant experts. The wine helped too, of course. We
proceeded on in a leisurely way, totally oblivious of the time,
into brill and scabbord fish, more wine and dessert, and
coffee, and a little more wine just before we go, and the
shadows were lengthening a little as we got up, paid a
surprisingly modest bill and headed fairly steadily towards the
beach at which, we could remember, our yacht was anchored.
It was a great lunch. Very memorable, and I’d go back again
to get that fresh taste of fish just caught. Delicious.
Anyway, we got back to the beach and we hollered for the
dinghy. There was not much talk. It was apparent we may
have given cause for mild concern by our long absence and
when I went to put up the yankee, I was advised not to. I got a
distinct impression that a rest in the bunk would be more
appropriate, However, we got the main and staysail up and we
headed off doing 5 knots in 12 knots of wind from just off the
starboard beam.
At 21:05 we passed abeam Cabo Sardao and shortly after
midnight we saw Cabo de Sao Vicente light dipping in the
distance. This is the most south westerly point of Portugal.
We were nine miles off it at 02:25 when the wind dropped to
3 knots and we lowered the staysail and put on the engine. As
we rounded Cabo de Sao Vincente, we could hear waves
thundering but we were five miles off as we went around.
Apparently the noise is caused by the caves, with which the
cliff is riddled.
We passed Sagres at 05:00 and then we saw the lights of
Lagos and as dawn was breaking we passed Portimao,
Armacao de Pera and Albufeira and the whole coast of the
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Algarve seemed to be laid out before us in the morning
sunshine. We gazed and gazed as it passed before us all, the
morning, as the sun rose up to its’ zenith and roasted us in a
way we were not at all averse to at this early stage of the
summer. A heady perfume blew on the gentle breeze off the
shore. We never found out what it came from but it was
reminiscent of the smell of heather one sometimes gets on a
very warm day off the coast of Derrynane Bay.
We were heading now for Vilamoura. We could see the
massive blocks of the new Hotels in Quarteira and as we got
nearer, we saw the heads of the Vilamoura moles - one green
and one red and we were excited to be near the end of our
passage. There was no problem identifying the entrance to the
Marina and at noon, we tied up at the receptions dock, having
covered 970 nautical miles. Formalities are well organised.
First there is a call to the Marina Harbourmaster’s Office,
where full particulars of Yacht and Crew are taken and a berth
is allocated - there seemed to be no pressure on berths either
then or later in the season in July. A computer-printed sheet is
issued in triplicate which the Skipper then takes to the
Guardia Fiscal and to the Immigration and to the Customs in
turn. All were polite and efficient but it did take the best part
of an hour and at 12:30, everything closed for lunch and we
had to go and have ours and come back to complete
formalities at 14:00, after a delicious repast prepared by our
Chef, Ray Cullinane.
This was Thursday 17th May, so we had a couple of days
in hand before catching our flight home, and so the inimitable
Tony O’Neill and Diplomat Tony O’Connor arranged to hire a
car and we visited on land all the places westwards on the
Algarve which we had passed by sea shortly before. On
Friday we went to Albufeira where we all went swimming
and we went to Portimao and Lagos. We looked for a marina
reported to be in Portimao but we could not find it. There is a
good anchorage up the channel in Lagos, ,just opposite the
town.
All good things come to an end and on Saturday 19th May,
we returned from Faro to Cork by plane having completed the
first leg of the season’s voyages.
The second phase of William Tell’s voyages for 1990
began on Friday 8th June when we flew out from Cork to
Faro. Faro International Airport is about 20 kilometres from
Vilamoura Marina where William Tell of Uri has been
stationed since we arrived there on Thursday 17th May. By
the way, in case you are wondering, Uri is a town in
Switzerland where their national hero, William Tell, was born
and as there were already other William Tell’s on the Register
whose names implied that he came from other ports which he
would probably have been very surprised to know if he were
still alive, and well, anyway, we like Rossini’s Opera, William
Tell and especially the overture, so there it is.
The Crew for this voyage consisted of: Vera Herlihy, Anne
Marie O’Regan and Margaret Lantry, our cook. The next day
we were joined by David Lantry from London. The forecast
on Saturday 9th was not too promising so we waited until
Sunday 10th and we cleared outwards from Vilamoura
Harbourmaster’s Office at 15:00.
The wind at sea was 26 knots and the seas, although about
one metre, were a very nasty, stopping, chop.
Seasickness broke out after about an hour of this and by
16:30 several of us were in the bunk with it. We had the
yankee and the reefed main up and we were going too fast so
we reduced to the staysail and reefed main and settled down
at about 4.5 knots. Harry, our Aries self-steering gear, did
most of the work and I arranged the watches so that the fittest
of us did two hours on and the less fit did an hour on. It
seemed to work fairly well. Even though I had my sea legs the
chop got to me and I was aware of my insides and, for some
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peculiar reason, I took to a diet of Mars Bars and water, l
can’t make out how this diet kept seasickness at bay, but it
did. Chocolate is a soporific, so perhaps the Mars quietened
things down a bit.
I had arranged to do this passage in the full moon so the
moon beamed cheerily down on our collective misfortunes as
we sailed along. We were making our course towards the
Ampere Sea Mount which has a depth of 56 metres over it
and appears to be a plateau about 25 square miles and I hoped
to pick it up on our depth sounder. However, by 12:80 on
Monday the wind had backed and we were making for a point
about 40 N.M. south of Ampere so I decided to head direct
for Porto Santo.
We were making more leeway than usual because, apart
from the Portuguese Current carrying us southward at about
half a knot, we also had the choppy seas from the north which
were now on our beam and the wind was also on our
starboard side, so with all three factors our leeway was 10° or
more and the motion was not too pleasant going across the
seas.
On Wednesday evening at 23:00 Vera saw the Ilheu de
Cima (Porto Santo) light on the starboard bow. I calculated it
to be 23 miles away. This was a great satisfaction after over
three days at sea. We had originally planned to make our entry
at Porto Santo which is an official port of entry but due to our
delay on setting out, we decided to make for Funchal and to
call to Porto Santo if we had time on the way home. So we
headed for Sao Lourenco light on Madeira Grande, and at
04:45 on Thursday morning we sighted the Sao Lourenco
light.
As dawn broke we saw Sao Lourenco, a low straggling sort
of headland on the starboard bow and Ilheu Chao and Ilha
Deserte Grande on the port bow. The two of them reminded
me of the Blasket Islands but no greenery at all was visible.
They just went up straight t¥om the sea. Ilheu Chao is like a
massive block of stone, flat on top and precipitous on all sides
and it is 111 metres high. Both Islands are black and
forbidding looking because they are simply huge lumps of
lava and volcanic detritus.
They did not hold our gaze lbr long because there on the
other side of us Madeira Grande was stretched out and up in
the morning sunshine. We had never seen anything so steep
up from the sea.
The cliffs were about 200 metres and on top of the cliffs
the land still rose up and up and up until it vanished into the
clouds. These clouds were a feature of Madeira while we
were there and were always present, either higher or lower,
depending on the weather. To look up at the steep valleys
vanishing into the clouds gave a feeling of majesty and
mystery to this Island which apart from the black cliffs, was
covered in lush green vegetation as far up as the eye could
see. Above Funchal the land rises to 1,860 metres.
Unbelievably, as we got closer, we saw large towns and
villages built on shells of rock near the foot of the cliffs. How
the people got in or out of these villages except by boat,
seemed a puzzle until we saw zig zag paths cut up through the
almost vertical cliffs.
Later we found that the roadways were literally carved into
the rocks along the sides of Madeira to connect these villages.
The rock is fairly soft but, even so, the work involved must
have been daunting and exceedingly costly.
At 08:10 we came in sight of Funchal, the principal city, or
perhaps the only city in the Madeira archipelago. It was an
amazing sight to us as it seemed to stretch, house upon house
almost vertically up the mountain behind it. One could hardly
imagine taking up the building materials, so steep did it look.
Whereas your normal sea coast town recedes into the
distance, Funchal was all up there in front of us like a giant
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mural with the farthest of houses and churches looking as
near as those on the sea-front. Funchal is bordered on the east
and west by two headlands and on the west a large
commercial pier stretches out and curves eastwards. We
dropped our sails and motored in past the end of this pier and
then the entrance to the marina became visible on our port
bow.
Directly ahead of us was a beach and two yachts were
anchored off it. We headed in for the marina which is quite
small. The entrance is very similar to the marina at Horta,
Azores, but the layout inside is a little different. As far as we
could see the actual marina berths are kept for local craft,
most small yachts and motorboats and the visiting yachts raft
up, four, five or six deep against the quay along the inside of
the protective mile.
Having settled in, we made our number with the Guardia
Fiscal and the Harbourmaster which were in adjacent offices
and were very obliging people. There is a very well-stocked
supermarket and six restaurants along the marina front and the
marina is right in the town centre, so the facilities are very
near. They had water and diesel piped onto the legs of the
marina and to outlets every twenty metres or so along the
quayside so that all the attendant had to do was to move his
hose, which had a flow metre attached, to the outlet required
and the yacht did not need to be moved to take on fuel. Very
convenient. Water was so freely available that the locals just
left the hoses running all the time and the quality of the water
was very good. We found the city market behind the
Cathderal and it was a complex of halls for fresh vegetables,
fruit and fish all very well presented and a very wide selection
of everything. Some of the stallholders were in native dress
and the whole effect was quite picturesque and very foreign to
our eyes.
Prices in the restaurants were very reasonable - about half
of the Irish equivalent. One evening we decided to do the big
thing and I booked dinner at the Savoy Hotel.
We enjoyed our stay in Madeira. There is only one beach
on the Island and it is not used for swimming, but many of the
hotel pools are open to the public and the bus from just
outside the marina took us to the Lido where there are several
pools, restaurants and sun decks, and also an area of the sea
protected by shark nets where the swimming was marvellous.
After three days of this we had to be off again because we
wanted to visit Islas Desertas and Porto Santo. So at 14:35 on
Sunday 17th June we cast off from Funcbal Marina and
headed out for Islas Desertas on 121° magnetic. We could
plainly see the three islands of this group from Funchal, even

though they were 20 miles off. They were so high that they
seemed to reach up to the clouds. We were under staysail and
main in 15 knots of wind. At first the day was very warm and
sunny and we bowled along at 5.5. knots heading for a place
called Carga de Lapa in the middle of the west coast of the
middle island Isla Deserta Grande. The Island was so steep it
was really just a mountain standing in the water and
somehow, I felt that the charts may not be accurate so we held
about a mile off and studied the shore through binoculars. The
enormous scale of the place and the different colours of burnt
volcanic rock made it hard to realise that we were a mile off it seemed to be only a couple of hundred metres away. But
through the glasses we saw a trawler anchored in a little cave
among the fallen rocks and on the shore near it a new wooden
building with a very high radio mast next to it. It all looked
very forbidding and brought to mind stories we had read of
piracy and such things. It must have been a very expensive
and difficult enterprise to transport and erect the building and
the radio mast in such a desolated and inaccessible place.
While we were having dinner, we cruised offshore and
during dinner a yacht of perhaps forty or fifty feet passed us
at some distance off and went in between the rocks and
anchored near the trawler. The whole scene was so impressive
and yet so desolate, dark and lonely that we all became silent,
looking at it as we cruised up and down, having dinner in the
shelter of the Island, because the wind had got up to 18 knots
from N.E. We cruised from Porto de Pedregal south to Ponta
de Tobaquiero and then north again to have our meal in peace
with the evening sun setting majestically in the west and the
lights of Madeira coming on to the North West of us twenty
miles away clearly visible. After dinner we cruised south at
2.5 knots and through the Boquerlo Sul, between Isla Deserta
Grande and Bugio, just to see the easterly sides of the islands.
It was exactly the same as the west except very dark because
the last rays of the setting sun were completely blocked off by
the sheer height of the islands. As far as we could see, there is
no flat area on top of these islands. The sides just rise up from
the sea to a peak on top and nowhere did we see any place to
land, except at Carga de Lapa where the radio mast was and
even there it looked impossible to climb up higher than sea
level, because the whole side of the island above it seemed to
consist of avalanche material, so much so that I would not
have felt safe living there. We wondered had the island ever
been climbed? If ever I saw a dangerous, difficult climb, this
island is it.
The wind in the Boquerio Sul was up to 22 knots, so we
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turned and sailed back behind the shelter of llha Deserta
Grande so as to proceed northwards in more peaceful seas.
We headed for Sao Lourenco light on the most easterly
point of Madeira Grande, so as to pass N. of llheu Chao
which is just N. of lsla Deserta Grande and is like an
enormous block of black stone, I 11 metres high and standing
sheer-sided and fiat-topped in the sea.
The night was clear and as we approached Madeira again,
the lights on shore were like jewelry spread out on the sea to
the N.W. of us and as we got closer still and the lights rose up
above us on the mountains, it was like being close up to a
huge constellation of stars. As we passed around N. of llheu
Chao, easy to identify with its" light on top, and we turned off
to the N.E. on 0330 magnetic towards Porto Santo, the lights
of Madeira were with us well into the night.
At 23:00 we could see the lighthouses on Ponta de Sao
Jorge and Ilheu de Cima (30 N.M. apart) and Sao Lourenco
and Ilheu Chao all at once quite clearly.
At 03:15 on Monday lgth June, the false dawn became
visible. It was still a beautiful starry night and we saw the
Corona Australis, which we had never seen before, very low
on the horizon. About 03:30 we saw the lights of Porto Santo
ahead on the port bow. I did not have full confidence in the
chart because 1 had read somewhere that extensive harbour
works were carried out in the previous few years and these
were not on the chart, so we slowed down to enter in the
daylight. The breeze was offshore and we could smell freshly
baking bread five miles off.
The day dawned with very little twilight, as it does in that
latitude, and we dropped the anchor at 0640 in 4 metres depth,
just off the old pier. The sun was already warm on our backs
and the smell of baking bread was now permeating the breeze.
Seven or eight men were standing leaning up against a
building on shore, looking for all the world as if they were
having their midday break. Perhaps they were the bakers? No
one was visible later when we surfaced from our bunks at
10:00.
We were the only yacht in sight and the golden shimmering
sands stretched away for miles out of sight to the S.W. and for
about a mile to the N.E. Away to the N.E. we could see a
newly constructed harbour, which we found out later
contained the beginnings of a marina. The chart proved to be
substantially correct even to the four large buoys in the
middle of the bay of which only one was lit, but they were all
shown on the chart.
After breakfast we went ashore to explore the Town and I
took the ships papers to report to the Guardia Civil and to the
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customs. The regulations were that one should report, but the
very pleasant chaps in the Guardia in the centre of the Town
seemed surprised at my rectitude in doing so. I was requested
to report next to the Customs who I would find in the new
harbour. I should have taken a taxi, which probably would
have been quite cheap, but I fancied the walk after being at
sea and it can be pleasant to ramble along. The road from Vila
de Porto Santo to the new harbour is a long mile and it was
too warm to be walking. Laden taxis passed every now and
then and vanished into the shimmering distance tantalisingly.
I kept thinking the old proverb ’It’s a long road that has no
turning’, and eventually I arrived, tired and hot, at the new
harbour. A marina is under construction inside and there is
also a passenger ferry berth. Near the Customs Office
construction workers were completing a building containing
showers, laundry and fast food restaurant. Another section
looked like it is intended to be a shop. I headed straight for a
cold beer and a large ice cream. Then to a very courteous and
correct Customs Officer. I don’t suppose he was overworked,
in fact he looked surprised to see a customer arriving from
landwards, bearing passports in a plastic carrier bag, but he
had a little American and I had a little Portuguese by now, so
we got along like a house on fire. But it took time, and it had
occurred to me by now that the best part of my day in Porto
Santo was to be taken up examining the insides of offices,
which was too much like being back at work.
At 22:55 we weighed the anchor and taking a course to
avoid the harbour buoys, we rounded Ilheu de Cima light and
headed on 66° magnetic to Vilamoura, 471 miles away.
Without further incident we reached Vilamoura on Friday
22nd June at 09:15 after a sunny passage on which the winds
had varied from I1 knots to 20 knots and at dawn to 3 knots
early on Friday moming, so that we had to finish the passage
under engine for the final few hours. It had been a marvellous
voyage. One conclusion we came to was that it would be best,
if time permits, to sail to or from Madeira in a N.E.S.W.
direction from a northerly port, rather than the E.W. direction
we sailed from Vilamoura.
The E.W. trip is across the prevailing seas and did not
make a pleasing motion, although it was much more
comfortable on port tack coming back than it had been on
starboard tack going out.
However, we were constrained by having to accomplished
it within a fortnight.
On Saturday 23rd June we flew back to Cork from Faro
Airport, having successfully completed the second phase of
our sailing plans.
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Funchal marina.
On Saturday 30th June we flew to Vilamoura for the third
and final phase.
The Crew this time included: Grace O’Malley, Jerry Henchy
and Andrew Lantry as cook. In earlier planning discussions
we had offered Andrew the option of not standing night
watches so that he could concentrate fully on cooking and he
had said if he could not stand night watches he would not go
at all. He loves the night watches with the stars and the moon.
! usually plan passages to take advantage of the moonlight. It
is so much more cheery than a stygian black night.
Before we sailed, we services the engine and in doing so
one of the bleeder screws shed its’ thread and there we were
without an engine unless, in an emergency you put a finger on
the outlet, bleed the pipes and then start up when it would run
but with a certain loss of fuel. Not to be recommended after
the engine heats up! So to all practical purposes we had no
engine. We got a tow out of the marina to the reception dock
where we made our exit entries and then set sail out of the
harbour at 15:50 on Monday 2nd July.
We had decided to go in one hop to Baiona in N. Spain and
there to get the engine attended to. There is a reputable
Perkins Agency in Baiona.
We had roast chicken for dinner in the evening off Lagos
as we tacked in and out to keep out of the shipping lanes and
the wind was dead ahead at 24 knots. During the night the
wind veered and backed slightly and we rounded Pte de
Sagres and Cabo Sao Vicente early on Tuesday morning to
find the wind veering 90° so that it was NNW and still on our
bow at 18 knots.
During Friday morning the wind got up to 28 knots and
just before dawn we heard a mighty rush of water and a great
wave struck us on the starboard bow and rushed across the
foredeck and down the side decks, spurting through openings
in the sprayhood and over the cockpit. We had filled the
cockpit with a well-lashed down sail so as to prevent the
cockpit filling with water. We found that our genoa, which I
had stopped off carefully along the safety line in approved
fashion, got carried overboard by a huge wave, bending a
stanchion as it went. Even though I had often seen
experienced sailors stopping off a sail like this so that it is
ready to hoist again, and even though I have seen photographs
of famous cruising sailors doing it, I feel now that to carry a
sail like this in other than the very lightest of weather, is not a
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seaworthy thing to do.
The sail was shackled on at the tack so we were able to
recover it with great difficulty, by heaving-to and using a
winch to haul it up sufficiently to get a good grip on it. The
sail was damaged, possibly by chafing against the propeller as
we moved through the water. We strengthened the safety line
with a polypropolyene rope, tightened with a spanish
windlass.
On Friday evening the wind rose to 32 knots. The seas
were very big now and very confused. Huge seas over 100
metres apart had smaller waves in wild confusion all over
them. We were tending to sail at 4 to 5 knots into the seas
with the result that our bow was occasionally coming down
hard into a trough. This happened particularly where we
surmounted a large wave and sailed fast down the windward
back of it, to be brought up by a smaller breaking wave on the
face of the next huge monster. We had no problem with the
large waves themselves, it was exhiliarating sailing, if only
the smaller (by comparision) waves did not break so nastily.
Down below in the cabin it was quite cozy with Andrew
cooking the meals on schedule as if we were on a millpond,
except he had to keep his knees away from the cooker as it
tilted obscenely in its’ gimbals.
We had the leecloths rigged and everybody was getting
their quota of sleep and food.
The wind was gusting up to 40 knots and up in the cockpit
the noise was terrific. During the day on Saturday the wind
moderated down to 20 knots but towards evening, it rose
again up to 33 knots at midnight. The wind was N. at night
and it veered N.N.W. by day so we went onto port tack at
night and starboard tack by day to take advantage of the
shifts. To keep the speed down we were under triple reefed
main and staysail and at this we were doing 3 knots. This
slow speed, combined with the wind on the nose, gave us a lot
of leeway.
Our morale was assisted by the sunshine by day and the
moon at night. The skies were perfectly clear all the time and
the sun was splitting the stones, so as to speak. It was great
weather except for the wind.
All day Sunday the wind remained at 25 to 30 knots fairly
steady. We were trying to pick up a forecast and on Monday at
00:33 we got the B.B.C. forecast for the first time at 40 42’ N.
latitude. It was not hopeful. It gave a gale warning for our
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area, which incidentally is not shown in either Reed’s or
MacMillan’s Almanac radio forecast maps. The French Bloc
Marina Almanac gave the best map for B.B.C. forecasts.
By 09:00 Monday the wind was up to 33 knots and it blew
hard all day, rising to a steady 38 knots by 18:00, but it
dropped to 30 knots by 22:00 alter we had a good dinner of
boiled bacon and potatoes.
On Tuesday morning I put up the storm jib with the wind at
32 knots and enormous seas. Up in the bow working on the
jib it was like being a pancake in a frying pan. I was being
tossed bodily up in the air, sometimes several feet and then
dropping on all fours, which was hard on the knees! It was
dangerous work but I had secured myself by two lines one to
each side so that I couldn’t wander too far, and the inner
staysail was a great help in clinging on and staying in the
middle of the deck!
It was while doing this job that I got an attack of reality. I
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said, "in the name of goodness, what the devil am I doing out
here in this hell when I could be anchored in South Harbour,
having a pint in Paddy Bourke’s in such glorious sunshine"!
Even though the sun was beating down, I was wet up to the
elbows and up to the knees, because of the spray coming over
the bow, but I must say the Musto Ocean Jackets and Trousers
were marvellously dry and warm when properly tied up. We
never got wet beyond the elbows or knees and the hood was
excellent for keeping out water, provided it was correctly
tightened.
Putting up the storm jib had the effect on the wind that
carrying an umbrella can have on the rain in Ireland. It died
away, and by 1930 it was down to a comfortable 16 knots and
Wednesday morning at 02:30 when we sighted Cabo Sileiro
light the wind was 12.5 knots and the seas were moderating.
By dawn we were 14 miles off Cabo Sileiro and the wind
was down to 9 knots variable. This was ironic after all the

wind we had up to now. We were stopped and the sea had
gone as flat as glass. To be in sight of our destination no
windt I got Andrew to take the wheel as he is very good as a
light-wind helmsman, and we gradually picked up speed to
half a knot, then one knot, and we went on like this all day in
brilliant sunshine. The problem was the Portuguese current at
half a knot carried us southwards. Then the tide must have
changed for we drifted northwards, all the time closing the
coast at one knot. This could get awkward because there is
quite a lot of shipping in and out of Ria de Vigo and by the
late afternoon we were fight in the mouth of the Ria with the
wind dying again. I took the helm so that Andrew could get
dinner and it was as much as I could do to keep the bow
facing the Ria. The sea was flat calm and it was a beautiful
peaceful evening with Cabo Sileiro over to our right and Islas
Cies to our left.
Looking casually over the side I saw a one inch
polypropylene rope floating next to us. I picked it up with the
boathook and found it was attached to something and it
dawned on me that the something was probably our propeller.
Nothing could be done just then but to loosely tie it with a
thread to a cleat. We had seen either sharks or dolphins in the
distance earlier and we had no intention of testing their exact
species any further by going over the side!
Just as we finished dinner at 20:30 an offshore breeze came
up and we began moving again. It was exhiliarating after the
calm all day. We seemed to be tearing in towards Baiona.
Andrew and Jerry went to prepare the anchor in case it would
be needed, but it was found that the chain had become
hopelessly tangled in its locker. It too had been going up and
down in the storm! Jerry got up the stern anchor and flaked it
out on the deck ready to deploy. Grace was on the helm while
I did some navigation below. We were doing 5 knots and then
6 knots. This was great. We would be tied up in half an hour
at this rate.
Then the breeze began to die away when we were about a
mile from the mole.
We came slowly to a standstill in the gathering dusk. It
became obvious that the tide was carrying us N.E. towards a
line of rocks. The depth here was 1 l0 metres - a lot of chain
and rope to anchor here. Ria de Vigo is like a Norwegian fiord
- very deep right up to the shore. We considered hailing a
passing fishing boat for a tow - hesitated, and it was gone. We
could see chandaliers and the diners in the hotel restaurant
just beside the Yacht Club. It was tantalisingly close and the
lights reflected across the calm water towards us. The stars
were out above in a dark blue sky and the shore lights around
the Bay were strung out like pearls. It was a beautiful scene -

except for the rocks towards which we were drifting.
Jerry suggested that we start the engine and I thought of the
rope around the propeller but we had nothing to loose by
trying, so Jerry put his finger on the broken bleeder screw, I
worked a spanner on the other bleeder and Grace pumped the
diesel. The Perkins started with a great roar. To get his finger
on the screw Jerry had to move the throttle lever into what
was its’ fully open position. We throttled back and Jerry
complained that his fingers were jammed. We opened the
throttle again and roared into the night. I had not forgotten the
rope and we found out later, all thirty feet of it had wound
around the propeller shaft which did not make for efficient
propulsion, but it did not stop us either.
We were only going to get a few minutes out of this
because diesel was leaking out the bleeder screw and the
engine was warming up and we didn’t need a fire on board.
We had three fire extinguishers handy, just in case. We
covered the distance to the Yacht Club in record time but due
to the dazzle of the shore lights, we could not pick out a
marina berth, so Jerry and Andrew picked up a mooring buoy
and we cut the engine.
It needed the two of them to catch it because it was a
massive buoy with a heavy chain dangling from it. A very
obliging ferryman came over and offered us a berth on the
marina which we declined.
It was 22:30 at this stage but we could not wait to get
ashore, even though we were all suddenly tired, so we inflated
our dinghy and landed. We had sailed 830 miles from
Vilamoura to cover 375 miles of sea distance.
We made our phone calls home and had a meal again in the
Mosquito Restaurant and returned to William Tell for a good
nights sleep.
The next day, Thursday 12th, we made arrangements for
the engine to be serviced and to have the underwater rope
seen to and small repairs to be done and then we became
tourists. There was a festival on and sidewalks were jammed
with people all day and into the night to about 2 a.m. It was a
change from being at sea!
On Saturday we caught our flight from Vigo Airport via
Madrid and Heathrow, back to Cork after a tiring fortnight,
which gave us all a wealth of experience
We needed a holiday after ten days battling head winds, but
it was back to work immediately for all of us. However, as
time passes the stories will be suitably embellished and the
winds will get stronger and the waves larger and the calms
calmer as we, each of us, bask in the warm glow of
satisfaction one gets from a job well done, as a member of a
team, which is the essence of cruising.

Summary of passage
From - To

Rhumb
Line

Log
Distance

Time

Engine Hours

Guernsey - La Coruna
La Coruna - Baiona
Baiona - Leixoes
Leixoes - Berlenga
Berlenga - Sines
Sines - Vilamoura
Vllamoura - Funchal
Funchal - Porto Santo
Porto Santo - Vilamoura
Vilamoura - Baiona

465
116
63
112
104
98
445
N/A
455
375

470.5
119
72.5
119.5
105.5
100
444
65
429
830.5

3 Days 4 Hrs 40 Mins
22 Hrs
15 Hrs 40 Mins
21Hrsl5Mins
18 Hrs 10 Mins
18 Hrs
3 Days 19 Hrs 40 Mins
16 Hrs 5 Mins
3 Days 10 Hrs 20 Mins
9 Days 6 Hrs 40 Mins

52 Hrs 40 Mins
3 Hrs 35 Mins
15 Hrs 40 Mins
21 Hrs 15 Mins
4 Hrs 40 Mins
NIL
9 Hrs 35 Mins
2 Hrs 25 Mins
10 Hrs 45 Mins
NIL

2,755.5

24 Days 8 Hrs 30 Mins

120 Hrs 35 Mins

Totals
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North to Helsinki
Joan Nicholson for David Nicholson

This year we had the chance to cruise in a Gemlan friend’s
boat - a Hallberg Rassy 312 called Bracket, whose home port
was the Strande Yacht Club close to Kiel, North Germany.
Our route would take us in a north-easterly direction to
Bornholm - a Danish island and then north to Stockhohn and
the Aland Islands and finally to Helsinki. With David skipper,
Joan Nicholson and Rob d’Alton as crew we allowed three
weeks for this trip, which covered a total of 739 miles.
Kiel Harbour was in festive dress ready for the start of Kiel
Regatta. There were 3,000 dinghies taking part, which made a
magnificent display. Several races were run at the same time
with courses spaced all over the harbour. We took a day to
familiarise ourselves with our ship and sailed out to join the
many observers, which included some of the tall ships
familiar to the Baltic region. The scene along the shore at
night was spectacular too with many parties and enormous
crowds. We had to spend that evening in harbour because
Ireland were playing Egypt in the World Cup. Football played
a major part in our plans on this trip!
Having stocked up with supplies we were glad to get
going. The conditions were flat calm and we only had the
sails up for a couple of hours. The wind was cold when it did
come. It was an uneventful twelve hour journey to Gedser in
Denmark. We moored bow on, with stern ropes looped over
poles, as is the common custom in the Baltic. The weather
was very hazy next day as we made for Hesn~is - a very small
fishing village five hours motoring from Gedser. The village
has been well preserved and the beautiful thatched houses
there are now used as holiday homes. We had our first swim
off the small beach and discovered that the water is not salty
in the Baltic sea. As there was no sign of a restaurant
anywhere, we ate aboard that night.
We planned a very early start next day in order to arrive in
Ystad (Sweden) with some time to look around. 04:30 is
early! and the conditions were not very pleasant with lots of
tog and an oily lumpy sea. It was a twelve hour journey and
the harbour was very crowded when we arrived due to a Rally
of Cruisers which had called in here too. We enjoyed a stroll
around the town and then a Chinese meal before the rain
came. It rained a lot during the night and again part of next
day. We cast off from Ystad shortly after 09:00 and set off for
Bornholm - a Danish island,a six hour ,journey away to the
South East. We moored in Allinge along the quayside as the
inner harbour was already full. It was still raining and it was
mid summer’s day, June 21st, We had a Swedish family tied
alongside and they were going to celebrate this special day.
The Danes celebrate mid summer on June 23rd. The Irish
celebrated too but it turned out to be a different sort of
celebration. This was the evening of the Ireland v Holland
football match and the people of this channing fishing town
welcomed us and cheered for us. We carried the Irish flag to
the pub and were invited by the publican to hang it on the
wall above the T. V. Much later a party developed on board
Bracket.
5O

June 22rid
The weather had cleared and it was a beautiful sunny
morning. We did our shopping and our banking (we seemed
to be forever changing currencies as we switched countries)
and then, being so sunny we decided to take a taxi to a beach
where we swam and then we visited Hammershus - the oldest
fort in Northern Europe. This made a very pleasant break. It is
always good to see a bit of the countryside when cruising.
They were preparing a midsummer rock concert at the fort but
we would miss that as we planned to be on Christians& a very
small island to the North east of Bomholm. This is a place not
to be missed. It was a three hour trip and we were able to sail
all the way as the wind was favourable - though the rain was
not. The entrance to the harbour on Christians6 was quite
tricky and there was not much room, but the harbour master
was extremely helpful and we got a quayside mooring.
It is a beautiful place - from 1684 to 1855 it was a naval
base. Then former soldiers got permission to settle there to
work as fishermen and it is now a state owned island and a
tourist attraction with many ferries calling with day trippers.
Fishing is still a very important industry and we were
surrounded by gulls feeding from the boats. Because of the

Street in Christians6.
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Smoke house on the Quay - Christians6 (Denmark).
long hours of daylight, it seemed as if they never went to
sleep. Besides gulls, eiderduck, razorbills and guillimots and
red merganzers abound. Up to 2000 eider nests makes it the
third biggest colony of these birds in Denmark. Christians6 is
a very important area for birds, lying as it does on the main
route for small migratory birds between Scandinavia and
Africa. Thousands of them are ringed each year. A smaller
island to the west of Christians6 is protected as a bird
sanctuary. The smoke houses, with their distinctive white
chimneys, are busy throughout the summer. Smoked fish is a
particular delicacy of these islands. The buildings all date
back to the early days when it was a naval base, and they have
been well preserved. The tiny gardens are well kept and
surrounded by little stone walls. Not much grows along the
shore as the island is very rocky. In the centre of the island
there is a wooded area with many sub-tropical plants and it
was here that a large mid summer picnic was held in the
evening. Families came from the visiting boats or from the
holiday houses, bringing their own food. Musicians played
(but no one sang). Later they organised musical games for the
young children and later still a dance was held in the hall.
Sometime after midnight they lit a bonfire and burnt the
"witch". We did not see this as we retired earlier because we
had an appointment with new crew members the next day in
Karlskrona (Sweden).
We sailed all the way, arriving in the afternoon, where we
tied up on the marina. Phil and Leo Conway joined us at this
point. They still had possession of their hired car - so we all
piled in and took the opportunity to see more of the
countryside, a typically Swedish scene of woods and large
fields of crops, and town with lovely wooden houses.
June 25th
Ireland play Romania ? In order to be in position by a T. V. in
time we had to make a very early start from Karlskrona and it
was a twelve hour journey. It was a beautiful day and we
sailed and motor sailed arriving at Kalmar on the Swedish
mainland with just enough time to do some essential grocery
shopping before the match began. We were all exhausted with
the excitement of the goal shoot out, and the Irish flag made
another tour of the town. Next day we did another twelve

Photo Joan Nicholson
hour trip covering seventy five miles to Vasternik, making our
way north close to the shore. There was very little wind to
start with and we stopped for lunch by a national park called
the Blue Maiden Rock. Some of the party swam and we all
enjoyed one of our fabulous smorgasbord lunches on board.
By afternoon the wind had arrived and we had a lovely sail.
Vasternik was a pretty town with two big churches, visible
from the water, Early starts and long voyages meant we did
not get shopping too often. Our next stop was a further
seventy three miles on at Oxel6sund, which was noted in the

Ireland beat Romania Celebration in Kalmar - David Nicholson.
Photo Joan Nicholson
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Crew members on board Bracket a! Dalaro (Sweden) - L-R David Nicholson, Leo Conway, Phil Conway, Rob d’Alton. Photo ,loan Nicholson
condition.
log as a "dead town". Burgers and ice cream in the cafe at the
Now, repaired and restored, the Vasa has been housed in a
marina made our dinner here. It was very hazy and the
museum with many small exhibits explaining its history. We
forecast was not so good for the following day. This proved to
rounded off the day with another football match - Ireland v
be accurate and the journey to Nyn~ishamn was a wretched
Italy. It was an entertaining evening in the "’Golden Days"
one with poor visibility and rain and heavy seas. On the
Pub, though a disappointing, if not unexpected, result. The
marina here the skipper had a unique experience. He met a
skipper got close to selling his green hat for a fortune, which
lovely dog lying across his path and he stopped to greet him might have paid for the beers !
by rubbing him gently with his shoe. The dog rolled over
We intended leaving Stockholm next day but just as we
enjoying this but the irate owner, fi’om his boat, gave a
were about to cast off we discovered a severed throttle cable.
volume of Swedish words which he then translated into
Being Sunday there was no way this could be replaced until
English "Don’t ..... shoeshine nay dog" !
Monday. Leo, with his special skills, had it fixed in no time
There was not much to see in the town. By the water there
once he had located the part, and we were able to get going by
was plenty of activity with ferries and trains constantly on the
move. We did a huge grocery shop here to avoid the expense
11:00. We retraced part of our route down the waterway and
then took a northerly route through the islands out to the open
of shopping in Stockholm, and the even greater expense of
sea. It was great sailing weather with a perfect breeze and
shopping in Finland. Things were getting more expensive as
plenty of sun. The islands are heavily wooded with tiny
we went north. The most expensive beer cost us the
beaches edged with rushes. All the islands had holiday houses
equivalent of £4 a glass. Mostly it cost £3. This did put a
on them. It is a paradise for sailing holidays for the Swedes.
damper on our shore activities!
Our destination was Mariehamn, the main island of the Aland
Friday June 29th
Islands. Many car terries serve these islands and it was nerve
wracking when they passed - especially if more than one
We headed off for Stockholm. It was a lovely day with light
passed at a time. Bracket was like a dinghy then. On route to
winds and plenty of sun. We had some wonderful sailing
Mariehamn we passed into the next time zone and so it was
amongst the islands and decided to stop for a few hours at
0l:20. when we tied up, and we had the mast light on for only
Dalar6 - a small town on the mainland where we had a
one hour ! It was amazingly light. It was perfectly easy to
smoked fish lunch while tied up alongside the quay. The wind
read at 23:00 without light.
freshened and the sailing was superb Ikar the afternoon. It was
Aland Islands is an archipeligo of more than 6, 500 islands
about 18:00 when we reached Boo. where we turned west
- some of them barren glacial rock, others covered in wooded
along the narrow waterway to Stockholm. It was Friday and
meadows. Situated midway between Sweden and Finland,
the weekend was beginning for Stockholmers. They streamed
Mariehamn is the Alands only town with a population of
out towards us at great speed for most of the two hour trip.
about 10, 000: the other 13,000 Alanders being scattered over
This part of the .journey was beautiful. There were some
the islands in small villages. It has a well-planned network of
lovely houses by the water and approaching Stockholm we
ferry connections to the mainland and to other islands.
could admire the many old buildings. We also came very
In the Middle ages Alarld and Finland belonged to Sweden
close to the big dipper in the Tivoli ga,’dens and could hear
who lost both to Russia in 1809. Later still in the Crimean war
the terrified screams. Skipper and daughter tried out this
things changed again - when the French and British attacked.
experience later - last time ever fo," skipper! We tied up at the
In 1917 when Finland became independent, the Alanders
Vasa marina - just close to the Vasa museum. Across the
wanted to be Swedish because of their language and culture.
water the jazz festival was in progress and there was a
The League of Nations decided, in 1921, that Aland was to be
constant passing of ferries full of tourists. Quite a change of
an autonomous province inside Finland with Swedish to be its
scene for Bracket and her crew, now joined by Lorraine
official language. They have their own government and their
Nicholson for the last leg to Helsinki. We spent Saturday as
own flag (a blue, yellow and red Nordic cross), and now their
tourists - shopping and sightseeing and getting tired feet. The
own postage stamps.
Vasa museum was a very special place. The Vasa was sunk in
Stockholm harbour on her maiden voyage in 1628. After
July 3rd
many well spaced attempts she was raised in 1963. Due to the
We were all rather tired after our long day yesterday and so
lack of salt in the sea, the ship was in almost perfect
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CRUISE - KIEL TO HELSINKI JUNE/JULY 1990
Crew:

David Nicholson (Skipper)
Joan Nicholson
Rob d’Alton

Country
Denmark
"
Sweden
Denmark
Denmark
Sweden
"
"
"
"
"
Aland Islands
"
Finland
"

Port
Gedser
Hesn~is
Ystad
Allinge,
Bornholm
Christians0,
Bornholm
Karlskrona
Kalmar
Vastervik
Oxelosund
Nynashamn
Stockholm
Mariehamn
Helso,
Kokar island
Kasnas
Helsinki

Leo Conway
Phil Conway
Lorraine Nicholson

Marina
Good
Good
-

Shore Facilities
Pier Wall
Fair
Good

-

Good

Good
Fair
Fair
Good
Good
Excellent
-

Good
Fair

Good
Good

PORTS VISITED:
Departed Kiel, West Germany, on Monday 18th June.

Showers/Toilets
Good
Poor
Good
Good

Restaurant Facilities

Special Features

Limited
None
Fair
Good Choice

Ferry Port
Undeveloped
Busy Town
Very Attractive

One not visited

Bird Sanctuary

Fair
Good Choice
Not Investigated Good
Not Explored
Fair
Fair
Caf6
Good
Good Choice
Good
Excellent
Excellent inc sauna Expensive
Very poor
Caf6

City
Attractive castle
Small town
None
Town Facilities
Vasa Museum
Windjammer Pommern
Undeveloped

Good inc sauna
Fair

Veg & Fruit market

Not investigated
Excellent

Total Journey: 739 Miles in 19 days.
Sailing hrs: 79, Motoring hrs. 60, Total 139 Average Speed: 5.3 knots.
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Smoke house in Borst6 - (Finland).
took an easy day. We cleared customs and did some gentle
exploring on foot. Very close to us was the Windjammer
Pommern, now a museum in memory of Captain Erikson,
who operated the last commercial fleet of windjammers from
here up to the outbreak of war in 1939. Rob took a look over
this ship while the rest of us hired a car and drove into the
country. The landscape was very flat with fields or lakes and
few roads. The town had straight streets and wooden houses
with open gardens. We ate out that evening - some folks
trying the local meat (Rudolph!) and other trying the stuffed
perch. It was good and very, very expensive.
We had had a chance to meet other yachtsmen while here
and they gave us a shorter route to Kokar Island which was
sometimes very narrow but saved us a long distance round. We
island hopped our way through the maze of islands. Eight
hours later we arrived at Hellso harbour and tied up a very
small marina which boasted one shop/care and a privy. We

Fruit & Vegetable marke! in Helsinki.
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were in need of exercise and so hired bicycles to explore this
peaceful place and later that evening, at the invitation of the
shop assistant, we went to her family home to watch the semi
finals of the World Cup. T.V.’s were in as short supply as
people here and we were most grateful for this invitation.
Three generations of men from this family watched Germany
beat England and did not seem to mind five strangers coming
too. During the interval we all went outside - the Finns to
smoke and the others to watch a magnificent sunset. Walking
the three miles back to the boat was magical in the near light
of midnight. Unfortunately we had to press on as our time was
running out and next day we left at 06:00 making our way to
Borst6 for lunch. This is a tiny island full of birds, which is a
nature reserve and also a military zone. In winter there are tour
inhabitants, in summer a constant flow of tourists. It was an
idyllic spot and a memorable stop over. We arrived too late to
buy some of the freshly smoked fish. A three hour motor sail
brought us to our night stop over at Kasnas, from where we
made our last long day trip to Helsinki.
Friday 6th July
At 04:00 we left Kasnas in a downpour. We re-set the watches
and had three on for three hours. This was necessary due to
the poor visibility and the extreme concentration needed to
negotiate all the islands and channels. It was extremely rough
up to mid-day when the barometer rose and visibility
improved. Gas, water and diesel ran out on this trip. We
replenished the gas, used bottled water, and made a grand
entry to Helsinki under sail. By this time the weather had
greatly improved and we had a good view of the Finnish
capital skyline. The usual clean up got underway and we were
spot on time to hand over the ship to her owner on Saturday
July 7th, all ship shape. The crew dispersed in shifts, but not
before we had a chance to see some of the city. The most
wonderful sight - and only three minutes walk away, was the
open air fruit and vegetable market which operates until
14:00, then a big clean up takes place with hoses and brushes
and all is set up again for the afternoon trading.
Mention has to be made of our travel agent in the city. Julie
Mulcahy ex Commodore of Kinsale Yacht Club, is now living
in Helsinki. She arranged our accommodation and she and her
fiance, Hasse, spent time with us showing us around and,
above all, giving us grand stand seats in their flat to watch the
World Cup Finals. Leo and Phil watched that in Dublin, and
by this time Lorraine was in London. Rob, David and Joan
had three days more in Helsinki and then returned to
Germany by car ferry and picked up their return flight in
Hamburg.

Ar Men to Ar Men and Beyond
Robert Barr

Ar Men is an X 102 three quarter ton cruiser/racer. When I
acquired her last year opinion was almost unanimous that she
was too much racer and not enough cruiser, though
comfortable and well equipped below. There were even those
who unkindly wondered could the Porche and the hair
transplant be far behind. But I had faith. There was something
about her which hinted that she might be kindly at heart. This
theory was put to the test in the west of Scotland later in the
season (see 1989 Journal). And a most thorough test it was.
We had 11 gales in 17 days but Ar Men, fully reefed and with
a small working jib, behaved admirably and proved her
fitness to return to her name-sake, the celebrated lighthouse
near the Raz de Seine, and to enjoy the delights of western
France.
And so the scene was set for another odyssey to our
Shangri-La. The clarion call went out and was answered by
some new and some old hands, all of whom fitted in most
agreeably with the scheme of things. The inimitable Peter
Fagan, as ill-equipped as ever for going to sea despite his
Fred Astaire "sailing" shoes; Norman Long, that well-known
race judge and theatrical boy scout and Alan ’the Boy’
McGettigan, a Dubliner from Aberdeen and various oil rigs
he has known and loved, joined me for the outward leg. Like
the 10 Little Niggers, I lost them one by one here and there,
but others were acquired about whom more anon.
The itinerary was a mixture of old and new. Some old
haunts which have done me so much good over the years and
some new attractions which have been waiting their turn.
Friday, 25th May, was bright and cheerful when we set off
from Dunlaoghaire, but the 18kt. S.E. was not what we
wanted. I had in mind a first time visit to Milford Haven, but
it was not worth a long slow dead beat into a troublesome
short sea. As we could just fetch Lands End, I decided to head
for Newlyn which was to have been our second port. Later on
when the wind freshened to S.E. F6 and was forecast to veer
southerly, this transpired to have been a wise choice. We were
hard on the wind all the way to Lands End, but it was good
exhilarating sailing at 6 to 7kts. with a fully reefed main and
No. 4 genoa. Ar Men was easy to handle and the passage was
uneventful.
It was good to be back in Newlyn again. The extension of
the centre pier is now completed and the trawler capacity of
the harbour has been increased by about 40 boats. Space for
yachts is still reserved at the root of the centre pier on the port
side near the life-boat mooring. This arrangement works well
and avoids hassle with the fishing community. Our old friend,
Andrew Moxon the harbour master, came to see us in the
afternoon and brought his 2 year old son - a splendid little
chap who has a remarkable capacity for drink. He also
brought us a bag of assorted fish which gave much pleasure
later on. The Tolcarn restaurant has been sold again and has
gone down market. We took our custom to The Smugglers on
the sea front which was pleasant. Monday, like other days
since we left home, was glorious. During the morning we

were joined by Archie O’Leary in his new h’ish Mist and
another boat from Crosshaven. Like us, they also had set sail
on Friday evening but encountered a deadnoser gale 8 which
put them into Dunmore East.
Our passage across Mount’s Bay and around the Lizard
was idyllic. In the late evening sun we arrived at the small
down-town marina near Falmouth docks and tied up to a
Westerly Konsort called Shada of Salcombe. Every now and
then one has the good fortune to meet a special maritime
family of kindred souls. Derek and Simone West and their
three lovely young daughters gave us a most kindly welcome
and it was a joy to meet them. It was good to be back in
Falmouth too where nothing much seems to have changed
since the great days of sail. We were comforted to find that
the poll-tax money is being well spent in providing admirable
showers for sailors free of charge. The marina, though quite
small, (there is a larger one beyond the Greenbank Hotel), is
well equipped and reasonably priced at £8.00 per day. It is
alongside the centre of town and the week before we arrived a
diesel and petrol pontoon was opened nearby where fuel is
available from 9.00am to 9.00pm every day.
Early on Tuesday Peter, dressed overall, took his leave
heading for Blackpool and his brother Albert. He also took
the good weather with him and left us with rain and a murky
F6 S beat to Ushant. The rain fell for hours and hours as
though hoarding for a long dry summer. At midnight we were
in mid-channel but about 8 miles east of our rhumb line. By
then the rain had stopped and the wind was a gentle S.W. with
a promise that it might veer westerly. And so it did, but
without much conviction and motor-sailing became the order
of the day. At noon on Wednesday La Belle France appeared
ahead in glorious sunshine and the heart missed a beat or two.
We had 6 hours of favourable tide and all was well with the
world.
Ushant is a remarkable island which is the western tip of
France but often in the purdah of the sea. Time out of number
I have sailed by but have never made a land-fall there until
this year. Like many others, ! have been dissuaded from doing
so by the ferocious tides which sweep around the island.
However, if one arrives from the north on the ebb and there is
not a severe wind-over-tide situation, there is no great
problem in making a successful land-fall at Lampoul village.
The best approach is by the Passage de Fromveur between the
S.E. comer of Ushant and the rocks off La Molene island to
port. The channel is well marked and though quite narrow,
presents no special difficulty with the tide, but it ought not to
be attempted if there is a strong adverse wind as there are
many overfalls. The passage to the bay of Lampoul entails
rounding La Jument L.H. which is on a rock about a mile off
the S.E. corner of the island. Having done so, then alter
course making a wide sweep into the centre of the bay and
when the radio mast behind the village bears 063° m follow
that line, leaving Le Corce islet close to port. A detailed chart
is essential.
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Creac~h L.H. Ushant.
Photo Robert Barr
There are twelve white visitors’ moorings about 1.5 cables
from the outer harbour at the village, but we were the only
yacht in the bay. There is also a ferry pier in the outer harbour
with 3 meters at L.W.N. as it was then. This pier is seldom
used for its intended purpose as it becomes untenable in
strong south westerlies and the ferry from Brest usually docks
at Le Stiff L.H. on the north coast of the island. We tied up at
the pier to avoid the exertion of pumping up and rowing our
rubber boat ashore.
The island transpired to be a real delight. Thanks to its
guardian tides and reefs, it is still largely untouched by
tourism and life for its 900 inhabitants has probably not
changed very much in the modern era. It is 4 miles long by 2
miles wide and the highest point is 213ft above sea level. It
has a formidable reputation for disaster in marine history
which is reflected by the 8 lighthouses around its coast,
including Creac’h and Le Stiff which are two of the most
powerful in Europe. Only one-tenth of the land is capable of
cultivation and many pastures are so small that (so it is said)
an Ushant cow with her feet in one field grazes in another and
manures a third. The menfolk work the land, fish or serve in
the navy or merchant marine. The women of Ushant are a
remarkable breed who have enjoyed liberation centuries
before their sisters elsewhere. The degree of their
advancement can be gauged by the long established custom
that women propose marriage. There are also other
remarkable customs on the island. For example, when a
member of a family is lost at sea a small wax cross represents
the deceased at the wake. Next day it is brought to the church
for the funeral service and then put in a mausoleum in the
cemetery where the crosses of all the missing are preserved.
They are called proella crosses which means "the
homecoming of souls."
The village of Lampoul, rugged yet tranquil, seems to
reflect the character of the people. It is dominated by the
church which in its way is a Victorian masterpiece. During the
reign of Victoria, a British ship was wrecked on rocks off
Ushant. The loss of life would have been great but for the
efforts of the islanders who rescued about 300 passengers and
crew. The Queen commemorated this episode of valour by
inaugurating a fund for building a new parish church at
Lampoul. The fund-raising was much more successful than
the project required which explains why the steeple is
probably one of the most ornate in Christendom. We found
that there is solace for the inner man too at Lampoul and
dinner at the Hotel du Fromveur was congenial and certainly
not extravagant.
Thursday was another lotus-eating day but without any
wind at all for the 37 mile passage to Morgat. This village is
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tucked in under high ground, a rarity in Brittany, beyond the
Cap de Chevre. There is a pleasant marina (only 35 francs per
night) with limited services but excellent personal facilities,
including showers for which no charge is made - very un
French. We found an interesting and unusual restaurant in the
village near the sea-front called La Grange de Toul Boss. It is
in an ancient converted barn with a strange interior which
includes a pulpit and a group of life-size models in traditional
dress. The food gave much pleasure.
Friday, the glorious first of June, lived up to its reputation.
As we set sail in mid morning the sun was in its usual place
high in the sky, but a brisk S.W. gave us over 6kts. under
headsail only. Our destination was Ile de Seine on the seaward
side of the famous Raz. Most yachtsmen give the island a
wide berth because of its ferocious tides and rock-strewn
approaches. I visited it for the first time two years ago and
was fascinated by its history and strange mystical character
(see Journal 1988). The first point of interest is that the sailing
direction in the North Biscay Pilot for approaching the village
of Seine by the north channel are more discouraging than they
should be. At Cornoc an Abraden buoy the appropriate course
is 195° m which will clear the rocks on either side. To port as
you approach the ferry pier at Men Brial L.H. there is a very
large rock or islet called Nerroth which dries about 10m at
H.W. To the west of it there is a narrow deep-water channel
which is marked on the starboard hand by a green unlit tower.
Nerroth is steep-to on that side, so it is safe to stay closer to
the rock than to the tower. Deep water continues beyond the
ferry pier as far as the lifeboat mooring and there is about
1.2m at L.W.S. for a further 50 meters but, except alongside,
it is unwise near low water to come inside the line of the ferry
pier or to sail beyond the tall building marked "Restaurant"
on the seafront. We arrived at high water in mid afternoon and
were lucky to find a spare fisherman’s mooring where we lay
for a couple of hours until the last ferry to Audieme had left.
Then we transferred to the pier at Menbrial L.H. and lay
comfortably off in the lea of a gentle northerly. And so we
had time to explore the island and have a swim from one of its
many beaches. We seemed to be the only visitors around.
About 300 people live permanently on Seine but, unlike
Ushant, the population is declining rapidly as there is little
future for young people, most of whom emigrate as soon as
they are old enough - a sad familiar story. Fishing is the
primary source of livelihood. The name of our boat, called
after their famous light-house, caused quite a stir and seemed
to open the hearts of the people who received us with great
kindness. One who gave special pleasure was Madame Brigid
who presides over the bistro/restaurant/hotel on the seafront.
A lovely woman, built for comfort and full of true island
charm. She is unlikely to enter the Guide Michelin, but the joi
de vie of her place is ample reward.
Later on, we passed a somewhat untranquil night tied up to
the pier. The scend along the wall was troublesome in the
rising tide. Although no harm was done, I decided that on our
next visit we will lie to an anchor or take up a mooring.
Saturday was another semi-tropical delight with a 10kt.
northerly to speed us on our way to Douarnenez. This large
fishing port and its satellite, Treboul, were new to me. In the
event, they did not live up to expectations. The marina at
Treboul is quite pleasant but the combined towns seem to lack
a distinctive focal point and do not have the same degree of
character and charm that one associates with other major
fishing ports such as Concarneau, Lorient or Port Joinville, Ile
d’Yeu. However, what was lacking in ambience was made up
for in culinary excellence. We made two notable discoveries,
both in Douarnenez; Chez Fanch at Le Vieux Port (the
coquille Breton is superb) and Le Tristan at rue de Rosmeur.
Sunday 3rd June, was a day of goings and comings.

Self and Richard Breen
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Norman left us early in the morning and was sadly missed.
But soon afterwards Claire and Garry arrived bringing, as
always, their inimitable good cheer. Garry also brought his
collection of kitchen knives. It started to rain and he whiled
away the time by doing something wonderful to fish which I
had bought at the early monaing market. That dish was the
first of many culinary delights to emerge from the galley
during the rest of the cruise. Garry’s laurels as a great
maritime chef are well earned. The only problem is that shore
establishments have to be very good indeed to compete.
There was a frenetic start to Monday morning. The alarm
clock failed to perform at 05:30, but by chance Claire awoke
an hour later. Having bid a hurried farewell to Alan who had
been such good company, we put to sea hoping to reach the
Raz de Seine 17 miles away before the adverse flood tide had
taken a firm grip. There were only 2.5 hours of ebb remaining
which left things very tight indeed. However, the sun had
been restored to its proper place and there was a brisk S.W. to
help us make up time. In the event we just managed to claw
our way through before the flood had built up to full strength.
The remainder of the 70 mile passage to Concarneau was
gloriously exhilarating. Richard Breen, one of our young
racing crew was at the marina to greet us, and soon afterwards
our old friends, Jacque and Marie-Claire Rougeulle, arrived
and we knew that we were back in the heart of France. Over
drinks the story of Jacque’s next intended epic unfolded. After
a life-time of cruising he has decided to take up racing and
has entered for the Lorient/Cadiz/Guadeloup race next
January. It seems that he is not responding to psychiatric help.
After we had got over the shock, we all retired to Chez
Armand on the seafront near the marina as La Couquille is
closed on Mondays. It was comparable in excellence though
perhaps not in ambience and was remarkably inexpensive for
the high level of cuisine offered - 5 course menu 120 francs.
All was peaceful during the night until about 02:30 when
the fishing fleet from the inner harbour began to leave port.
There is a speed limit of 4kts. in the narrow channel alongside
the marina but it is totally ignored by all - including the larger
trawlers. The effect on yachts in the marina is vicious. It is
essential to be made up fast with springers. It is also vital to

fender the off side of the boat as your French neighbour will
probably not and his lines may be loose. We were up in the
night dealing with the boat beside us which was leaping about
like a dervish.
Concarneau is a good place for re-stocking a boat as almost
everything is to hand. There is an excellent food market
where Garry selected numerous delicacies. The rest of the
morning was devoted to shopping for trinkets to delight those
at home.
In the afternoon we had a short passage of 18 miles to
Rosbras in the Aven river where Jacque had arranged a
mooring for us near his house and the redoubtable Mouez
Avel Soon afterwards there was yet another of Marie-Claire’s
banquets which have given us such delight for so many years.
The crew of Mouez Avel were there too and comprised more
old friends from earlier joint expeditions. The intention was
that both boats would cruise in company for the following
week.
There was an 07:00 start next morning to clear the bar near
the mouth of the river. A perch on the northern side marks its
position and if the base is covered there is a least 2m.
clearance. There is plenty of water from half tide. The wind
was 15/20kts S.W. and we had no difficulty in averaging 6kts.
under large genoa only for the passage to Sauzon, Belle Ile.
Fore and aft moorings are provided in the outer harbour of
this delightful little fishing village which many believe is one
of the most attractive in all France. The only sadness was that
it soon started to rain heavily and it hardly stopped for 12
hours. But it was not enough to deter me from going ashore in
the hated rubber duck to locate Jean Charles who had been
our guardian angel in Sauzon in 1988 and had performed a
miracle in the matter of making parts for a replacement
propeller. I had written to arrange a rendez-vous and found
him in his usual bistro. We retired to Ar Men where Black
Bush and Richard’s mother’s fruit cake came into their own.
It was good to meet again such a kindly friend. After a while
we were joined by Phillipe, the skipper of the yacht tied up
astern of us, who lives aboard permanently with his wife and
dog. He is a retired merchant navy man who ended his career
as second officer of that great liner La France. He lives an
idyllic life - four winter months at La Roche Bernard in the
Vilaine river in sigh of the Auberge Brettone and 8 months
cruising the west of France, c’est la vie! The rain was soon
forgotten. There followed in the fullness of time dinner at the
Hotel du Phare which retains the best of its Edwardian
beginnings.
Thursday was soft but not nearly as sodden as the previous
day. We had a 60 mile beat to Port Joinville, Ile d’Yeu which
is south of Brittany and about 50 miles north of La Rochelle.
It was a decidedly damp, cold evening when we arrived at the

Port Joinville, lie d’Yeu
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Ar Men
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marina, but it was brightened by the arrival of young Stuart
Finegam who contrived to make the journey from Dublin in
one day, and we found a congenial establishment on the
seafront called the Creperie Bleu. It offers much more than
pancakes and stays open late.
Ile d’Yeu is one of the most agreeable islands of Biscay. Its
people are cheerful, warm and full of life. Port Joinville, the
principal town, is a colourful, bustling fishing port with an
atmosphere of breathless action when the fleet comes home. The
island has played a strange role in inodern French history as the
place to which Marshall Petain was banished in 1945. He lived
out his days and is buried there. The late marshall’s barman
owns the Hotel du Voyageur and for some reason he loves the
Irish. We always get a great welcome from him and he insists on
standing the first round of drinks - an admirable custom.
Friday was a Rest Day and the sun was blissfully restored.
Its highlight was the traditional cruise banquet with Mouez
Avel at the fine old Restaurant De La Meule on the other side
of the island. The last of the great trio, Marcel, has gone and
new people have taken over. They provided an admirable
dinner of which the original chef, Pascal, would have been
well pleased. It was a memorable occasion.
The intention was to depart for Le Palais in Belle lie early
on Saturday morning. However, there had been a strong N.W.
which had built up a big short sea. I decided to postpone
departure until 22:00. in the hope of some moderation. This
had two major advantages - dinner on board Mouez Avel and
another day on this delightful island in the sun.
As anticipated, the situation improved by late evening. The
wind went light but there was still a big sea running outside.
We had also discovered earlier that the Decca system is
unreliable in that area. We were told by electronics experts
who we met in Port Joinville that the signal chain had been
discontinued in that part of France. There is no problem from
Belle Ile northwards except in the Chenal du Four near
Ushant where the signal is erratic and inaccurate.
Because of the delay I decided to sail directly to Port Tudy,
lie de Groix (80 mls.) Conditions improved during the night
and we arrived at Groix soon after midday, Sunday.
My love of Port Tudy goes back to my original cruise to
France in 1975 when I first met Guy and Laurence Tonnerre
who have been so kind to us over the years since then. And,
of course, this year was no exception. State visits were paid to
them and to Guy’s formidable but delightful Aunt Gilda in her
petite manoir. She is a little more frail than she was two years
ago, but the elegant charm of the grande dame is in no way
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diminished. We drank champagne and talked of old times.
It seems that over the years our French cruise has
developed some of the stylised propensities of Japanese
ballet. There are traditional places which are visited, people
who are met and customary events which happen. The most
important of these is the Cruise Christmans Dinner, an annual
occasion which in French waters almost invariably takes
place at Port Tudy. The guests are the Tonnerres, the
Rougeulles, their crew and mine. This year, 13 dined in and
on At" Men. It helps, of course, to have a chef like Garry and a
tropical night.
A few ballads were sung and afterwards we decanted to
Chez Serge, a remarkable shebeen with strong Irish leanings.
Claire entertained the ensemble on the piano and some
strange celtic dancing emerged. It was a great night.
Early next morning Mouez Avel and Ar Men left Port Tudy
and went their separate ways. It had been a splendid reunion.
For the first six hours the conditions were ideal for our 70
mile passage to lie de Seine. We had sun, a flat sea and a brisk
N.E. which gave 7kts. with full main and spinnaker. Later on,
the wind faded and we had to motor sail with main only, but
fortunately we had the tide with us then and had no difficulty
in reaching Seine before high water. This time we availed of a
large white mooring buoy for visitors between the life-boat
mooring and the ferry pier. I was glad the present crew were
having an opportunity to see a little of this remarkable island,
particularly as there was a huge vivid red setting sun to add an
element of enchantment.

Next morning as we left Seine for Newlyn there was a red
sunrise which was almost as spectacular as the night before.
The tide situation was such that it allowed for a short return
visit to Ushant en route. We arrived at Lampoul in time for a
leisurely lunch and a walk around the village before starting
our channel crossing. We were glad to escape from the heat
ashore - it was 30°C and rising.
The gods continued to smile and we had a fast passage
until the sun got the better of the wind on the Cornish side of
the channel. We tied up at Newlyn soon after noon and were
joined by Frank Stevens, the deputy harbour-master, and our
neighbours, Bert and Tim Whitehead of Timbobbin from
Hollyhead which for many years has been a well known
performer in I.S.O.R.A. events. We all gave ourselves up to
meditation. Later on, Mrs. Merrifield welcomed us back to
the Tolcarn Inn - my favourite Cornish pub.
Next morning, near the crack of dawn, Frank Stevens
arrived bearing gifts - four Dover sole and 12 scallops. Next to
arrive was Harry Thompson, the customs man, to collect his
form. He learned that Claire was about to leave for the station
at Penzance to catch a train for Plymouth on her way home.
He kindly offered to bring her in his motor boat - so she and

Garry set off with him at high speed. We were desolate without
Claire - the general concensus being that it was worse than
losing Fred, the Autohelm. But showers, a shave and breakfast
in the Mission to Seamen encouraged us to face the day.
Another lunch with Mrs. Merrifield also helped. We set out for
home in late afternoon and had a gentle uneventful passage,
save that for a time we developed Noah’s Arc propensities.
First arrival was a small unidentified bird which rested itself
on the counter for hours. He was followed by two racing
pigeons. They were taken in charge by Richard who built a
cardboard "house" for them in the well of the cockpit. I did not
object to Ar Men becoming a thriving aviary until I awoke
down below and found a bird standing on my face and I
remembered how incontinent our feathered friends can be.
Another notable event was a fine early morning piece of
seamanship by Stuart. Having had little wind for several
hours, we picked up a lively S.E. which seemed to be for
ourselves only. On his own he hoisted the main and spi. We
were gliding along at 6.5kts. when I came on watch.
At 05:40 on Sunday we picked up our mooring at
Dunlaoghaire and so ended one of our best cruises. Well done
Ar Men and all who sailed in her!

Summary of voyage
Date

Port or Anchorage

25th May
27th
28th
30th
31 st
I st June
2nd
3rd
4th
5th
6th
7th
8th
10th
11 th
12th
13th
14th
17th

Dunlaoghaire
Newlyn
Falmouth
Lampoul, Ushant
Morgat
Ile de Seine
Douarnenez
Rest Day
Concameau
Rosbras, Aven river
Sauzon, Belle Ile
Port Joinville, Ile d’Yeu
Rest Day
Port Tudy, Groix
Rest Day
lie de Seine
Lampoul, Ushant
Newlyn
Dunlaoghaire

Time
(hrs.)

Engine
(hrs.)

Distance in mls.

45
7
26
7
5
4

6
3
10
7
1
1

244
32
112
37
22
23

12
3
6
12

4
1
1

75
16
42
64

15

8

82

13
5
22
37

6
2
7
11

80
33
107
216

TOTALS

219

68

1185

STATISTICS
Average speed 5.45kts.
Ports visited 14

Nights at sea 7
Total duration of cruise 23 days
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Deerhound- The Atlantic Circuit
Colin A. Chapman

A spinnaker ballooning against a clear blue sky, white puffy
clouds, a gentle rolling motion and purring sound
occasionally rising to a growl as the speed westward
increased with dolphins dancing round the bow, the crew
dressed in only shorts and sun hat lying on cushions under an
awning, occasionally adjusting the course a degree or two to
port or starboard, sipping a cool lime juice or just watching
the flying fish scuddying away from the bow, this is life on a
yacht in the Trade Winds.
Standing up to your waist in white foaming water, clinging
to a lifeline, feeling water trickling down the back of your
neck and up your sleeves, pressing your toes into your wet
socks as you brace for the next wave, a deafening roar and
whistle of the wind through the rigging and the thunder as the
last corner of sail strains to hold the bow up to the next black
crinkled mountain that blocks out the horizon with its white
crest. Cold, exhaustion and sickness gnawing until too tired to
struggle out of wet oil skins it is time to collapse into a wet
bunk to brace horizontally rather than vertically, damp all
over and still unable to escape from the roar of the wind until
at last the sleep blocks out for a time the struggle to survive.
This is life on a yacht in a north Atlantic gale.
Between these contrasts lie 10,000 sea miles, tropical palm
fringed anchorages, numerous rum punches and some
glorious sailing with topless maidens decorating the deck.
It all began many years ago when 1 was a child, Humphrey
Barton sailed his Vertue across the Atlantic, and I dreamed of
crossing myself through gale and calm. The conformity of
everyday life intervened, university, career, marriage, family
and responsibilities. As the pressure mounted, my childhood
seed germinated and when I told my Partners some five years
ago they frankly didn’t believe me. Everyone has dreams but
when Deerhound appeared perhaps it might happen.
The dismasting of Deerhound in August, 1989, almost
frustrated and certainly delayed departure. At last, however,
on the 2nd November, 1989, Deerhound returned to her home
port, Crosshaven, with a strong new main mast and an Aires
self steering gear later named "Hairy Harry". There followed
several hectic days sorting and choosing sails, clothes, tinned
and bottled food, spares, books, charts, medical supplies and
so many other little things, even Christmas cards, that were
later to prove vital or superfluous.
Crosshaven to Canaries 8th to 27th November, 1989
By the evening of the 7th November all was ready and a
dinner of farewell with wives and families held aboard before
Geoff Coad, Adam Green, Tim O’Brien and I settled down
for the night. The wind had been in the northwest light to
moderate for the previous few days and we had high hopes of
a swift passage south to warmer climes. It rained during the
night but at 07:30 on the 8th November Deerhound’s marina
lines were taken aboard and she headed south and west.
The cruising guides recommend making as much
"westing" as possible but as we reached down the Cork coast
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in the cold early morning light, the wind began to head us and
increase in force. The forecast became worse and worse
turning to full gale. The usual optimistic justifications
emerged - "’we’ll be south and under it before it arrives". The
Fastnet sunk over the horizon at midnight but soon we were
fully reefed down in a rising gale which increased until the
mainsail came off and a tri-sail replaced it.
The conditions became more and more uncomfortable
particularly as we were being forced too far east and soon
became anxious about running down onto Ushant. At
midnight on the 9th November the wind eased and the main
was re-hoisted only to come down again within a few hours,
then the new furling gear jammed and soon our number 2
genoa was in shreds and lost over the side. Almost twentyfour hours passed with a two or three knot struggle to
windward and thoughts of running off to Falmouth mooted. 1
knew that if we did this we wouldn’t reach the Canaries in
time for the ARC and might never cross "the pond". By the
1 lth November, the wind had again eased and after blowing
out our second number 2 genoa we sighted Cape Villano at
21:30 on the 13th November and occasionally touching 11
knots we surfed down the waves towards Finnesterre. I had
assured my tired crew that once we were south of Finnesterre
the wind would ease, the sea flatten and the sun come out. At
first it looked as if my predictions were correct and having
made a link call to home to revise our ETA for Las Palmas,
we motor sailed down the Portuguese coast calling at Lisbon
to refuel. Knowing the bureaucratic, time consuming
formalities of the Portuguese Customs, we tied immediately
to the fuel dock with our Q flag flying and refuelled while we
waited for the officials. As they had not arrived by the time
our tanks were full we cast off, lowered the Q flag and
motored out into the sunshine having spent only twenty
minutes in the capital of Portugal.
Life looked better, the sea was calm, the sun was warm and
we were motor sailing south at some six to seven knots. The
first squall hit us an hour or so later and we were soon on our
beam ends and reefing frantically. It passed within a matter of
minutes. We speculated as to the maximum wind strength
some 45 knots having been noticed on the B & G repeater but
at times it had seemed stronger. In the next few hours the
squalls repeated themselves becoming closer and closer
together until we were at last reconciled to continuous force 9
gale conditions.
Tim, our intrepid radio officer, had picked up a Portuguese
Radio Station forecasting in morse every twelve hours. At
08:00 in the morning and 20:00 in the evening for the next
week we watched Tim’s face as he listened for "gentle Jesus"
(gentle breezes). Each time he didn’t need to tell us. We could
see from his expression that the depression was almost
stationary and the gale force head wind continuous. For three
days we lay some fifty to one hundred miles off Casablanca
struggling to maintain our "offing" and progressing by a mere
ten miles towards our destination. The wind speed exceeded

could not possibly now reach Barbados on time for their
planned flight home and reluctantly withdrew from the crew.
This left Jeanne, Adam and myself for the almost 3,000 miles
of water lying between the Canaries and Barbados. Along the
quay wall at Las Palmas there walked every day a mixed band
of itinerant sailors looking for passages across. Some of them
did not look very pre-possessing and I was reluctant to take
aboard someone who might prove to be incompetent or
incompatible. I did, however, recruit Robert Favel from
Falmouth and Ian McCaige from Birmingham. Robert proved
an excellent bosun and Ian a superb cook.

Busy life - Ian, Adam and Colin.
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fifty-five knots and huge seas built up breaking over
Deerhound and filling her cockpit on many occasions. On one
occasion the tail of the main sheet was washed out and later
found to be fouled round the propeller adding to our misery.
On the 20th November a short interlude of sun and
reaching winds gave us hope and some drying only to be
followed by a further south westerly gale with no respite
forecast. On the 21st November we spoke by VHF to a
passing motor ship asking them to send a further revised ETA.
The damp was getting to our electric system and soon we
were without a gas supply, due to the electric switch jamming,
with the conditions too rough to attempt repairs.
On the 23rd November heavy rain began to flatten the sea
and we slowly began to make progress south on a course of
180 just clear of the Moroccan coast. Our electrical problems
were solved and in a large, but long, rolling sea we motored
towards the Canaries some 360 miles away.
One night during the aftermath of the gales, we cross
tacked with another vessel. We exchanged greetings by VHF
and we complained of the wet. The reply was "this weather
tends to find the damp patches". This vessel was Alize and
when we ultimately went aboard her in Las Palmas we
discovered that she was some 110 feet long, a Jongert of the
highest specifications and the damp patches of which they had
spoken were a little condensation caused by the necessity of
having to have hatches closed in those extreme conditions.
We logged 154 miles on the 24th November but on the
25th were again fully reefed in torrential rain squalls.
However, on the morning of the 26th November we sighted
Lanzarote and sailed up the coast in squaly and bumpy
weather with spectacular scenery lying to leeward. I was
becoming concerned about fuel levels and in a lightening
breeze we motor sailed towards Las Palmas sighting at 05:30,
on the 27th November rounding into the harbour at 11:05,
having logged 2,054 miles in 20 days.
My wife, Jeanne, and Geoff’s wife, Sue, were waiting on
the quayside to tell of their anxiety and frustration in waiting
for us and to confirm that we had, as we already knew, missed
the ARC by 24 hours. Neither the crew nor Deerhound were
in any fit condition to set sail immediately for the new world
and after a somewhat alcoholic dinner that evening we started
to think about the repairs. Visits to a sailmaker, electrician,
work up the mast and on deck straightening and re-bolting
tracks and below in drying and cleaning electrical terminals
filled the next few days. Tim, who had never intended coming
any further, worked valiantly for his remaining time and then
flew back to Ireland.
Sue and Geoff, who had originally planned to come with us
to Barbados, after speaking to their home on the telephone
and learning of family and business worries, realised that we

Canaries to Barbados - 3rd to 26th December, 1989
Sue and Geoffjoined us for a farewell breakfast on board on
the morning of the 3rd December and reluctantly said farewell
letting go our stern lines at 09:00. We motored round the coast
of Grand Canary and at 02:30 set sail on a course of 195
beating into a light wind. Late that evening we were forced to
tack by a Russian trawler fishing on our course but otherwise
the first day was an uneventful, slow but pleasant start. Our
second day at sea and we were still beating in light weather
making good 112 miles in pleasant conditions. I woke on the
morning of the 6th December to find a fishing net tangled
round our propeller shaft but fortunately, with the aid of a
boat hook, we managed to pull it clear and a short time later
were completely becalmed and began swimming over the
side. Having read that an indication of the Trade Winds are
small puffy clouds on the horizon, we were constantly
searching for signs of the Trades as our frustration with slow
progress mounted. The sea was calm, the sun warm, our fresh
food and fruit enjoyable. We began making baggy wrinkles
out of the old marina mooring ropes as there was evidence of
chafe where the full length batons of the mainsail touched the
stays. On our fifth day out I was persuaded to start the engine
and we discussed going into the Cape Verde Islands for
refuelling. In the middle of the following night the engine
quietly stopped and initially concluded that this was due to
dirt in an oil filter but subsequently to my horror found that
the engine was seized. We were now totally reliant on the
generator for electricity and due to some shorting, occasioned
from the extreme wet encountered during the passage to Las
Palmas, there was an excessively high consumption of power.
I, therefore, limited electrical use to the navigational
instruments.
Gradually the wind improved moving from our beam to
our quarter enabling us hoist and carry for some week or more
our large blue and white spinnaker. When we were at 17° 52’
North 32° 41’ West I wrote a note to post on my return to give
an impression of our life and I quote from it here to show my
impressions at the time of our life:"The day begins with buckets of sea water over the head on
the foredeck followed by breakfast below. Fresh (while it
lasts) fruit, Muesli, toast (while the bread lasts or can be
baked) and coffee.
Then follows the chores of the day - in my case checking
the calculations of the previous day’s noon sight (by Sextant)
and estimates of GMT time of local noon at our position.
Then, as I am now, I write the Log or letters until it is my turn
to go on watch (take the wheel). This is, in my case, noon,
ships time, which is now l o’clock GMT (we have been
moving the clocks back as we progress west). Local noon is
now about 2pm GMT so my watch is interrupted by the need
to take a "sight". It usually takes me about 20 mins to get a
series of satisfactory sights of the sun.
Lunch in the cockpit brings the whole crew together for
cheese, tomatoes, garlic sausage and biscuits washed down by
bottled water. We are all very thirsty but since our fridge has
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broken down, we have no ice or cold drinks available.
Flying fish scudd away from our bow as we roll slowly
forward. Dolphins (much larger and darker than seen in the
British Isles) were frequent visitors until the last two days.
The occasional shark and numerous different sea birds (some
identified from our book, some unknown to us) complete the
variety of wild life. We have had two flying fish on our deck
and one baby squid.
Sometimes if the Cook is in good form we have afternoon
tea of scones or cakes baked in the oven.
Dinner is served below at 19:30 ships time (currently 20:30
GMT) and then the night watches begin.
We have had a moon and clear sky almost every night.
Before the moon rises, the stars are quite spectacular but
when the moon comes up it has been so bright that the stars
pale into obscurity and a golden path stretches across to the
horizon. My watch, midnight to 02:00 ships time (currently
01:00 to 03:00 GMT) often coincides with a period of
complete calm and is in consequence often frustrating."
The Trade Winds gradually filled in day by day and from the
worst day’s run of 49 miles we pushed up our distances to 167
on Christmas Eve which was our best day’s run.
After some seven days we "handed" the spinnaker and
hoisted two No. 3 genoas boomed out on either side with
spinnaker poles sheated and guyed down to form a fairly rigid
framework within which these two admirable sails could draw
us forward at six or seven knots. As the wind increased or
decreased, we hoisted the mizen or mizen staysail but most of
the time kept the main down lashed to the boom. We devised
a method of running the mizen staysail up the topping lift so
that it could be flown out on the starboard side without
affecting the twin headsails with the mizen sheated and
guided on the port side.
Life was very pleasant with our evening meals becoming
more sociable as I relaxed the "no alcohol at sea" rules and
we quaffed Jeanne’s homemade wine. One night Ian, when
cooking Spanish omelettes, spilled a bottle of cooking oil on
the galley floor which became a skating rink across which he
slid from port to starboard regularly as we gently rolled
forward. The entire crew was in convulsions with laughter
while poor lan cursed and scowled as he balanced a frying
pan in one hand and skated on the oily surface.
I believe all of us would have been quite content for the
passage to go on indefinite were it not for the proximity of
Christmas, our waiting children in Barbados and, amongst the
younger members of the crew, the prospect of parties and
pretty girls.
Robert maintained his log in ships time while I rigidly
adhered to GMT. As we gradually moved west, we adjusted
the ship’s clocks by half hourly intervals every third or fourth
day so that on arrival in Barbados ships time coincided with
theirs some four hours difference to GMT.
The Trade Winds gradually rose and, as I have already
said, Christmas Eve proved to be our best day’s run when we
found ourselves at times surfing down large waves at eight
and nine knots under nothing but our twin headsails. The sun
sights that Robert and I took regularly every day, at first
requiring hours of calculation but laterally only minutes,
gradually became more accurate until our confidence in them
was greater than our confidence in the Sat. Nay. which at
times did not lock on to a satellite for very many hours. We
encountered in the passage of twenty-two days two yachts
both in the early calm stages motoring in a westerly direction
at a greater speed than we could drift under our spinnaker and
latterly in mid-Atlantic a large red motor ship crossed within
our horizons and telling us on the VHF that they were on
passage from West Africa to Pennsylvania.
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Oll Christmas morning 1 read the Gospel to the assembled
crew from the pushpit and then we ate our carefully preserved
smoked salmon, cracked open a bottle or two of champagne
before dining on tinned chicken followed by fruit cake soused
in whiskey with sabion sauce. That evening Robert made
meringues frorn the whites of the eggs used for the sabion
sauce. A contented crew turning in on Christmas night with
the prospect of landfall the following day. At 23:30 on
Christmas night Jeanne suggested that I take the helm while
she went to the heads and no sooner had she done so than I
sighted the lights of Barbados airport and shouted the time
honoured call "’land ho". No one heard me or if they did they
were too comlbrtable in their bunks to care. However, before
first light we were off Carlisle Bay and decided to reach up
and down the coast until daylight before going in to drop
anchor.
At 08:30 on the morning of the 26th December
Deerhound anchored in three metres of crystal clear water off
the beach in Carlisle Bay and in a moment the
Customs/Police launch was alongside advising that we would
have to go into the commercial dock to clear customs. Our
plea of engine trouble was, however, accepted and we
subsequently cleared customs by dinghy paying US$24 entry
charge.
A very short time after an early morning VHF link call my
children Emma and Lisa were aboard for a reunion and the
beginning of several days wining and dining at "the
Boatyard", on other yachts, and on the palm fringed beach.
The Caribbean - December to May 1990
The Caribbean is a part of the world of which many people
dream. What they perhaps do not realise is that it is a place in
which to dream. Those of us who had finite time scales,
shackles of employment, family and domestic ballast spent a
lot of our less sober moments in the Caribbean discussing the
opportunities for wintering in Venezuela, going through the
canal (Panama), chartering our yachts or selling our hands for
maintenance to raise sufficient money for long term cruising.
The single, uncommitted and lonely dream of a companion of
the opposite sex helping to sail forever across calm seas to
palm fringed anchorages, living on fish and fruit washed
down by cheap rum. The danger of rot and worm are greater
for the crew of a yacht than for the vessel herself and the
temptations of indolence, alcoholism and sexual activity lie
on every hand.
The two pilots most usually used for cruising are those
written by Don Street and Chris Doyle which are each
admirable in their own way although Chris Doyle’s are more
up to date and detailed. It would be impossible, within the

confines of the ICC Journal, to do justice to the islands and
anchorages visited by Deerhound and I will, therefore, merely
mention three that were for me special.
The first is Grenada to which Jeanne and I sailed some
three weeks after reaching Barbados and having in the interim
lifted Deerhound’s engine by crane onto the saloon floor,
stripped it and put in new bearings with the aid of a splendid
Austrian engineer named Alfred who, when I was up to my
elbows in grease, asked me to hold out my hands to exhibit
them and said "you don’t look like a Lawyer now"!
Deerhound had an easy 140 mile reach from Barbados to
Grenada sailing close down the spectacular east coast of that
volcanic island watching the surf of the Trade driven seas
breaking on the coral beaches that glistened like an ivory
band separating the blue/green sea from the deep green of the
Tropical Rain Forest, coconut and banana plantations.
We anchored in Prickly Bay off the small marina and
before long Hugo du Plessis, who has made this his home
port, recognised our ICC Burgee and was aboard to exchange
greetings.
At the head of Prickly Bay there lies a horseshoe beach
with close growing grass punctuated by palm trees running
from the Calabash Hotel to the waters edge. Flowers, shrubs
and trees of every colour and shape are abound on the
headland and along the narrow roads which lead to St.
George’s and the hinterland. Although Grenada Airport, built,
it is alleged, by the Cubans is close to hand, Prickly Bay is a
peaceful picturesque anchorage with easy snorkling. Round
the corner lie Hog Island Sound, Clarkes Court Bay, Port
Egmont and Caliviging Harbour which are all fascinating
anchorages unspoilt by development and so uncrowded that if
there are more than two or three other yachts in them a
skipper in search of solitude has only to move onto the next.
At Hog Island we snorkled for Conches, walked through
mango swamps and banana plantations weaving our dinghy in
and out of coral reefs and, of course, constantly swimming in
the crystal clear water to keep cool.
At not too great expense we took a taxi up into the Grand
Etange Tropical Rain Forest, visited cocoa, nutmeg and spice
factories and watched the native fishermen coming ashore at
Grenville. After a few idyllic days at Prickly Bay we moved
round to the lagoon in St. George’s, the capital of Grenada,
which we found crowded, airless and depressing but full of
old world interest in a city where the colonial architecture has
not been replaced by glass, steel or concrete save for the
tourist liners which tie to the quay to disgorge a multitude of
wan, weighty and wealthy fodder for the waiting taxis.
Here in St. George’s we saw our first West Indian cricket
match and watched with admiration the athletic enthusiasm of
the fast bowler egged on by the rhythmic cheering and
laughing spectators who, when the cricket became
monotonous, switched their enthusiasm to the inevitable steel
bands and the swaying hips of a well proportioned black
mama.
Having taken on a lively but inexperienced female crew,
Carole Evans, at St. George’s, Deerhound turned north so that
Jeanne and I could visit Corriacou, Union Island, Mayreau
passing Tobago Quays, Palm Island and so many other
wonderful places which space does not permit me to describe
until we anchored in Bequia. Just before reaching Bequia,
however, we decided, almost for the first time, to do a little
fishing and before very long we were rewarded with a 5’ 6"
Baracuda which emptied the cockpit of Jeanne and Carole and
rendered me a little cautious when extracting the hook. Our
small handbook on tropical fishes advised against eating any
Baracuda over 3’ long and we, therefore, returned him to the
deep.
Admiralty Bay, Bequia is an open V-shaped bay exposed to

the west but as the Trade Winds are always northeast it
provides a very safe calm and comfortable anchorage. There
is, however, a firm bottom with a thin layer of sand over coral
or volcanic rock and consequently anchoring is not always
successful on the first occasion.
Clustered round the head of the bay are a series of small
hotels, guest houses and restaurants with open air markets for
fruit, vegetables and fish. The volcanic hills behind are
covered in forest and the long sandy beaches are dotted
colourfully with wind surfers, Bequia sailing skiffs and model
boats. Bequia is noted for a two bow wooden sailing skiff of
some sixteen feet long rigged with spritsail and athletically
sailed by milk chocolate coloured athletes. On shore there is
an industry of making wooden model yachts from old
fashioned sailing schooners to models of modern racing
machines. In Bequia anchorage there lay, while we were
there, many well known yachts including Stormy Weather.
Penduic IV and of course Deerhound.
I can think of nothing more pleasant than sitting at the edge
of the water outside the Frangipani Hotel looking across the
anchorage to your own yacht, drinking a rum and tonic in the
company of voyagers from Scandinavia, Holland, England,
Australia, North America and almost anywhere else you care
to name. The local water taxi drivers led by Cosmos, in his
colourful T-shirt and shorts, are ever obliging and will take
you aboard for 3 or 4 EC Dollars or a can of beer depending
upon one’s bargaining power.
It was at Bequia after an unfortunate fall causing two
broken ribs that Jeanne was obliged to leave me so that from
Bequia to Antigua, some 300 miles, Deerhound and I were
alone together to work out our destiny, devising methods of
anchoring, hoisting sails and manoeuvre without assistance to
the extent that when, after visiting many other interesting and
colourful anchorages, we eventually entered English Harbour,
Antigua sailing in (due to further engine trouble) as Nelson
had done some 190 years earlier.
I cannot pass without mentioning the friendship and
hospitality of Liz Leonard flying the ICC burgee from One
Time in Rodney Bay, St. Lucia. We had a very happy day
driving round St. Lucia and in particular watching dug out
canoe boats being built as they had been for over a thousand
years on the eastern shore of St. Lucia.
Antigua is not an easy landfall from Guadaloupe as unlike
most of the other islands further south, it does not have an
outstanding mountain and the entrances to English Harbour,
Falmouth, Curtain Bluff and St. James’ Club are difficult to
identify from the sea. However, when identified, it is
comparitively easy to reach in past the Pillars of Hercules
rounding Barclay Point and into Freeman Bay or up to moor
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stern two at Nelson" s dockyard. I spent several weeks
anchored in Freeman Bay swimming each morning
sometimes with a turtle in sight and on Sunday evenings
climbing the hill to Shirley Heights to enjoy the sunset, steel
band and reggae dancing, eating hamburgers, chicken legs or
spare ribs washed down by "Red Stripe" or rum.
The log of my stay in English Harbour would fill a whole
volume of the ICC Journal if it were not banned. However, I
must record my gratitude for the friendship and help of many
people including Peter and Hilary Zacari, (Shipway), Peter
Mullins (ICC), Cap Green (Signal Locker), Petra (Nicholson),
Peter Cronin (Big Easy) and many many more.
I got myself a berth aboard an old Norwegian fish carrying
schooner, Lista Light for the Classic Yacht Regatta and had a
lot of fun even if we had to haul down our racing flag and
motor round most of the courses to keep up with such classics
as Windigo, Ashanti of Saba and Stormy Weather. Lista Light
did, however win a "Concours d’Ambiance" for the English
Cream Teas.
Peter Zacari kindly got me onto the committee boat for
race week so that although not racing, I was in the thick of the
action, both afloat and ashore !
Geoff and Linda Coad joined Deerhound in the middle of
race week receiving a severe culture shock but plunging into
the spirit of Mount Gay Rum beach party, Lay Day with its
wet T-Shirt competition and of course Nelson’s Ball at
Admirals Inn to end off the week.
Angiqua to Bermuda llth May to 18th May, 1990
Deerhound motored out of English Harbour at 18:15 on
Friday, 1 l th May bound for Bermuda, the Azores and home.
There were tears in my eyes and lead in my heart soon to be
cured by the joy of being at sea again.
At 07:00 the following morning we anchored in Gustavia
roads, St. Barts and quickly went ashore to stock up with duty
free stores for the Atlantic crossing. St. Barts is a French
island where food and drink are materially cheaper than on
Antigua. The calculation of breakfast, lunch and dinner
multiplied by three by thirty days plus snacks and night watch
"goodies" had been done and redone but when confronted by
shelves, supermarket trollies and sliced ham, the best plans
are modified and soon three fully laden trollies were bumping
across the quay to our dinghy while the harbour authorities
agitated about moving Deerhound out of the fairway. By
noon, we were underway again with a fine reaching wind
taking us at 7 knots past St. Maarten through the sound
between Anguilla and Scrub Island.
The first three days of that passage put 412 miles behind us
but as the seaweed of the Sargasso Sea increased, the wind
faded and eventually the iron sail took over. Our Satnav was
"on the blink" and consequently sun sights were important
with the difficulties of a Bermudian landfall filling my mind
in the place of my unrequited love of Antigua.
There were many other yachts on the same passage so that
often we had company either within eye sight or VHF range.
On the sixth day the wind returned and at 03:00 on 19th May
we sighted Gibbs Hill’s light passing down the south east
coast during the night and calling Bermuda Harbour Radio at
06:45 to get instructions for entering the Town Cut leading to
St. Georges. The Town Cut is only some 100 yards wide and
on this occasion {he wind was blowing almost directly down
in our face. To my horror our starter motor again failed and
we were left with the alternative of seeking a tow in or sailing
in. Having again consulted the ever helpful Bermuda Harbour
Radio, we hardened up and entered the Town Cut. Halfway
through it was clear we must tack, Deerhound responding
within inches of the coral wall to go onto a short port tack and
then quickly back again to starboard and fetch into the roads.
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Lots of old friends greeted us Lista Light, Ashanti of Saba,
Big Easy and Happy Girl.
The customs kindly came out by launch to clear us having
witnessed our reliance on wind and sail for entry. They
impounded our supply of fresh oranges as it is not permitted
to import fruit to Bermuda for fear of disease to their own
crops.
We stayed three and a half days in St. Georges putting in
our spare starter motor, refuelling and topping up our stores
for the next and longest leg of the return passage. Fortunately,
we did not require water as some of our friends had difficulty
in getting their tanks filled on the island which relies solely on
rain for its water supply and charges dollars for everything.
Bermuda to Azores 3rd May to 7th June
Deerhound’s anchor was raised at 17:00 on 23rd May, my
birthday, and she ran out through the Town Cut in a force 7
north westerly wind. We were accompanied by several other
yachts with the same destination, Horta in the Azores some
1,795 nautical miles away on the Rhum Line or 1,784 by
Grand Circle. We had read and talked so much about the
Azores’ high, lack of wind and need to go north that the first
few days of strong winds came as a surprise. In very rough
and windy conditions we reeled off 146, 155, 149, 137 and
149 miles in the first five days. We had, in Whitbread
parlance, "latched onto a depression", then the wind failed
and for nearly twelve hours we were becalmed. However,
before my patience ran out wind came again increasing until
once again we were fully reefed with only a small headsail
pulling Deerhound down the face of big seas at seven or eight
knots. The miles were again reeled off, 161, 166, etc.
Gradually this gale passed and the sky cleared giving
opportunity for sun or star sights. We had crept north and it
was becoming cold. I calculated that we had curved north of
the 40th Parallel and must start to curve south again and as we
did so the temperature improved and the wind eased.
At 19:45 on the 5th June, we sighted Corvo and Flores
altering course to pass between them during the night on course
for Horta. The wind was now frustratingly light but the
dolphins and whales were keeping us company, the sea now
calm, the sun warm, anxieties of missing the Azores altogether
gone and sun sight calculations no longer necessary.
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We sailed slowly down the northern coast of Faial during
the night of the 6th/7th June and entered Horta harbour at first
light mooring alongside a large varnished ketch named
Polaris at the reception quay.
Out of the companion way of Polaris emerged the tousled
head of Captain Eric Healy who explained that Polaris was
on passage from Halifax, Nova Scotia to Ireland being
generously lent by her owner, Brian Galvin, as a new sail
training ship.
Horta has everything to recommend it, a spacious well
sheltered marina, hot showers, launderette, obliging
supermarkets who even deliver aboard and of course the
"’Cafe Sport" where Peter Azeuedo does everything he can to
assist and welcome yachtsmen. Geoff, Linda and I renewed
old and made new friendships with the skipper and crews of
many others on the west to east passage.
We joined the crew of Lista Light in hiring a van to drive
up to the volcanic crater at the top of Cabeco Gordo and down
to the spectacular Capetinhas 1956 eruption site. We drove
past fields fenced by hydrangias and bamboos with
agapanthis lillies and countless other flowers growing wild.
We watched ploughing with wooden ploughs pulled by cows
(not oxen). We picnicked on the spectacular north coast cliffs
and returned to a good cheap evening meal at the Yacht Club
followed, in Linda’s case, by dancing at a disco.
Parties aboard other boats in Horta marina were abound
and we all felt happy and relaxed. Geoff and Linda sensed
that I wanted to complete the circuit (they called it the circus
which was perhaps more accurate) single handed and my
friends on Lista Light also wanted a change of crew.
Before leaving Horta, however, perhaps the most difficult
task of the whole crossing had to be carried out. I had to paint
Deerhound’s contribution to the sea wall. Some.what
ambitiously, I decided that this must incorporate a Deerhound
and the Irish Harp. After two days painting and a lot of help
from the beautiful and talented Birit it was completed.
Azores to Ireland - 12th to 23rd June, 1990
Saying farewell on the morning of the 12th June to one’s
ocean mates would have been very sad had this emotion not
been swamped by the excitement of departure.
Polaris sailed at noon and as I was ready, I cast off as
quickly as I could thereafter turning with difficulty in the
crowded marina and motoring out into the light south
westerly wind.
Having hoisted the main, unfurled the No. 3 genoa and
started to pick up speed under sail, I cut the engine without
folding the propeller and decided, therefore, to restart it. No
response, the starter motor had again given up so that I knew,
within half an hour of commencing my single handed
passage, that I would have no mechanical assistance and
would, on making landfall, have to sail to my anchorage. This
was the only depressing aspect of the start for the wind was
fair, if light, visibility good and sea calm.
Over the next few days a routine developed and I was
surprised to find myself rested and happy. The mizen went up
and down, the main was reefed and unreefed, genoa and
staysail worked hard and above all "Hairy Harry" behaved
impeccably.
I had decided, when planning this single handed effort that
I couldn’t possibly keep a good lookout but the chances of
Deerhound being run down were very remote indeed except
perhaps as we approached the Fastnet where I know there
would be shipping and a proper watch would have to be kept.
I did not, therefore, spend long hours on deck.
Rising at 08:00 each morning, breakfast of fresh fruit,
cereal, toast and coffee followed by a sun sight, navigation,
log and letter writing until lunch which usually consisted of

salad, cheese, cold meat and fruit cake. An afternoon nap, a
little reading and then preparation for a good evening meal
consumed at 19.00 before turning in for a night punctuated by
hourly or bi-hourly checks on course, looking out, sheet and
navigational adjustments. Thus passed the first six days.
Within two days I was in range of the BBC but wondered if
it was worth getting back to the real world. I had been happy
in ignorance of inflation, mortgage rates, Thatcher bashing
and the World Cup.
I often thought of Cormac McHenry in his little Kerry
making his classic passage last year and progress he had made
compared with good old Deerhound - day runs of 130, 149,
157. I was happy with progress.
On the morning of the 17th June, my personal log reads
"Oh, its cold why do we live in this climate - putting on more
and more clothes back to winter sailing".
At 12:55 GMT on 18th June while I was enjoying my
lunch the shipping forecast foretold gales force 8 to 9 in Sole
and Shannon with a depression west of Rockall moving
slowly SE. I wasn’t yet into Shannon 15 W being its
extremity. However, this forecast reduced my enjoyment of
lunch and made me check over everything on deck, dinghy
lashings, ventilation covers and Harry’s steering lines. I
hanked on the Trisail and by 14:00 reefing was in full
progress and by 18:00 a full gale was blowing and the sea
rising. At 20:00 I took down the last of the main and let
Deerhound plug slowly forward under storm jib alone.
At 05:55 the following morning, I discovered the log
wasn’t working and the forecast was continuing bad and by
07:30 all sail was lashed down and Deerhound lying a hull.
At 11:00 I noted in the log that the seas were "huge" and
then at 11:30 one of the steering lines to Harry broke and I
lashed the helm. Deerhound was, however, riding the seas
smoothly and I calculated a drift of one and a half knots N.E.
At least we were going in the right direction.
At 13:40 1 heard a Nimrod aircraft talking to a yacht named
Sprint - I couldn’t hear the yacht but it was clear that the
aircraft was on an air/sea rescue mission and offering
reassurance to the yacht’s crew even mentioning a fishing
boat within twenty seven miles of their position. When the
Nimrod had finished, I called her up and enquired if I could
be of help explaining that in all probability there was nothing
I could do but reporting my estimated position from which the
Nimrod concluded that Deerhound was what they had
identified as a fishing boat!
At 15:30 I was lying on the leeward saloon berth reading
when suddenly there was a tremendous crash and I was
enveloped by water. The port/window over the galley was
stove in and a wave poured in onto the chart table and across
the saloon.
For a moment, I was up to my ankles in water. Shutters, I
thought where the hell are they? The next two or three hours
were rather hard work and prevented me from getting too cold
although soaked to the skin.
On deck the dinghy had shifted but not badly, one
spinnaker pole was adrift but still on deck the life raft was out
of its place and jammed, fortunately against the pushpit.
The cover over the cockpit engine/autopilot controls was gone
and ropes were washed out of their coils.
Having secured, as best I could, the stove in port and relashed everything on deck, I returned below. The internal
bilge pump did not respond as quickly as I would have liked
and knowing that on Deerhound we do things properly, I
became a frightened man with a wine carafe.
The most serious aspect of the flooding was saturated
charts, pilot’s plotting sheets, almanacs and log with little or
no method of drying. The stove being so wet and matches
unusable that I pictured several days of cold food. I was quite
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upset until I retrieved my favourite pen and the ship’s prayer
book from the waterlogged bilge below the chart table.
Only for one fleeting moment did I think Deerhound
might be swamped. My thoughts were much more that I
would have to work for several hours in the cold and wet
before eating or sleeping and how dare the weather interrupt
my enjoyable routine.
There was no proper evening meal that night but being
conscious of the need to eat and rest, apples, fruit cake, cereal
and chocolate were consumed betore a cold wet night in the
only usuable bunk.
By 06:00 the following morning we were underway again.
Harry’s steering line re-threaded and the main hoisted with
three reefs. Later that day I got a brief sun sight and got the

cooking stove going again. Spirits rose with the thought that
ireland was after all only two or three days sailing away given
any sort of reasonable weather. The barometer had been rising
steadily.
At 16:30 I noticed the barometer starting to fall again and
at 19:30 there was a significant change in wind followed by a
strengthening leading to the reefs that I had been shaking out
all day going back and my spirits dropping. Not Again. What
have I done to deserve another gale? Anyhow I have no BBC
to tell me so I will have to wait and see what comes. It blew
very hard again for some thirty hours and more water came
aboard through the porthole and I had to secure shuttering.
My attempts to sail out of it resulted in me being up to my
waist in water in the cockpit as water washed across so that
once again Deerhound had to lie a hull.
During this second period a Spanish trawler circles us to
see that all was well but the language barrier prevented them
telling me on VHF (which was still working) my position.
By 05:30 on the 22nd June, we were underway again and
as the day progressed the weather improved and the sun
appeared to be sighted at 10:19 12:30 and 13:09 giving me a
good fix from which to alter course for my approach to
Ireland.
At dusk on the 22nd June the Skelligs, Bull Rock and
ahead the Fastnet. Valentia radio on the VHF and soon a link
call to my wife, Jeanne, at home advising of an ETA in
Castlehaven the following morning.
Deerhound passed between the Fastnet and Cape Clear at
05:00 on 23rd June. A joyous breakfast running up past
Sherkin, the Kedges inside the Staggs to drop anchor off Paul
Chavasse’s "’Rocket House" in Castlehaven at 08.00 flying the
flags of the countries visited since leaving Ireland some eight
months previously.

Summary of voyage
Hours

Distange
Logged

Engine
Hours

Average
Speed

197
263
530

828
1226
2907

26h 50m
16h
16h

4.2 knots
4.6 knots
5.5 knots

Dates
1989
Nov 01 - 16 Crosshaven - Lisbon
Nov 16-27 Lisbon - Las Palmas
Dec 03-26 Las Palmas - Barbados
1990
Jan - May
May 11-18

Cruising in Caribbean.
Many short passages
under both sail and power.
English Harbour,
Antigua - St. Georges,
Bermuda

May23 June 07 Bermuda - Azores
June 12-23 Horta - Castlehaven
TOTAL APPROX
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1050 approx.
164

959

41:45

5.8 knots

346
259

1877
1175
10,022

1
1/2

5.4 Knots
4.5 knots
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Round Ireland on SceolaingThe way that I went
Dermod J. Ryan

Inevitably with the Club’s cruise-in-company along the south
coast in July, 1990 seemed the year to round Ireland. As we
had to get honle from the party in Glengarriff and as north
about was only slightly longer than retracing our steps, it
seemed to me "’a natural". My last circunmavigation was in
1985 and although bad weather curtailed the number of
anchorages visited on that occasion, the sheer wild rugged
beauty of the west coast left such a favourable impression that
1 determined to revisit as soon as possible. Good weather is an
essential ingredient to any successful cruise but particularly
so on the west coast as the large underlying Atlantic swell
rises with the slightest breeze and causes significant seas in
fresher winds. In the event this year the weather during our
cruise was ideal for a clockwise rounding, even if we were
confined to port by three separate gales. During our cruise-incompany we enjoyed day after day of hot sunshine and blue
skies. Un|k)rtunately the winds were very light and called for
frequent use of the engine. Shortly atier leaving Glengarriff,
however, the winds rose from the south giving a fair wind up
the west coast and then, when we arrived in Sheephaven,
County Donegal, veered to the north-west and remained fair
until we reached Dun Laoghaire. Perfect.
My crew for this outstanding cruise were my daughter

Atlantic swell after a blow.
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Yvonne (Yvie), Jimmy Foley, Cas Smullen and Pat and
Brenda Branigan.
In the weeks before we were scheduled to gather at the
Royal Cork Yacht Club, the weather had been very unsettled
with strong southerly winds and so when a lull appeared in
the conditions [ decided to head for Cork even if it was a few
days early. Little did I know it was the start of a superb two
week spell which would persist for the duration of the cruisein-company. However, with the weather cahn and a quiet
forecast we set out from Dun Laoghaire on July 10th at
approximately 20:00. The wind was a light NW when we left
but this soon faded as we sailed down the Wicklow coast and
we resorted to the engine for most of the remainder of the
journey. The shipping forecast next morning predicted
"’Variable 3 or less" , they were correct with "’less". In any
event, it was a pleasant passage and next evening at 21:30 we
tied up alongside Valhalla at the RCYC marina. The Club was
a hive of activity with in excess of seventy cruising yachts
gathering for the start of our cruise and when we departed on
the Sunday morning we were being replaced with some two
hundred and fifty racers for Ford week. As always, the
organisation of the events by our friends in Cork was
exemplary and we are deeply indebted to them for their
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hospitality and kind reception and, of course, the ready
availability of their clubhouse and marina facilities.
By Saturday the fleet had assembled and each yacht
collected its’ pre-ordered stores from a hard working group
headed by Donal and Liz O’Boyle and in no time the
participants were well and truly hyped up for the forthcoming
cruise. Our first official stop was next day, Sunday, in Kinsale
and as we had been forewarned that marina space there could
be at a premium we set off from Crosshaven at 11:00 in
windless, rainy conditions. We motored all the way and
arrived in good time to get alongside but this was not entirely
without incident. There was a strong, ebb tide running and as
I was making for a space, discovered Sceolaing was being
swept-rapidly into a yacht tied alongside. Frantic fending off
and full revs astern had us in the clear to make another
attempt with much greater caution. We tied alongside Siolta
and a most sociable and liquid afternoon ensued. Dinner in
the Vineyard that evening was excellent. Next morning,
Monday, having topped up with diesel and water, we made for
Glandore. We had no wind whatever, but having rounded the
Old Head of Kinsale a gentle SW breeze eventually filled in
and provided a beautiful sail for the remaining miles. At
17:30 we were anchored in Glandore enjoying what we called
a "hard earned" drink in the cockpit in glorious sunshine.
Before dinner on board we went ashore for a walk and to
watch the fleet anchoring, there were some very pretty yachts
participating. The anchorage looked beautiful from ashore
with the sun glistening on the calm water and a deep, blue sky
above. After dinner the Sharps and McGruers came on board
from Siolta with their latest dice game to hold an Ireland v
Scotland match. The game called for considerable intelligence
and acumen so Sceolaing won easily. The Scots were good
losers however and their defeat in no way lessened the impact
on our drinks locker.
Tuesday, 17th, was another beautiful morning, sunshine but
no wind, so we motored to Barloge and spent the day there. It
was absolutely magic, the dinghy made repeated trips
shooting the rapids into Loch Hyne. Brenda and I climbed to
the top of Bulloch Island, which is steep and covered with
much, now bloodstained, gorse but the view of the anchorage
from the top was well worth the effort. Back on board
sunbathing, eating and drinking made life mighty pleasant.
Siolta and Turtle tied alongside and maintained the party
atmosphere. Eventually we motored back to Castletownshend,
how beautiful it looked in the warm evening sunlight. Most of
the fleet had continued on to Baltimore, so there was plenty of
space to anchor. A visit to "Mary Anne’s" produced more
than the usual pints, as following a liquid negotiation with a
local fisherman I bought five lobsters at less than half the
market price. Flushed with success we returned on board for a
late dinner. Wednesday dawned bright and sunny, we had
come to expect good weather by now, but this day had the
added bonus of wind, an easterly 2-3, so when we reached
Toe Head we dropped the genoa and flew the spinnaker. We
had a beautiful sail along the coast, through Gascanane Sound
to North Harbour, Cape Clear, where we anchored and
enjoyed our lobster salad. The afternoon misted, indeed
became quite foggy shortly after our arrival. We anchored
outside the harbour as I concluded there was insufficient
depth inside, I hate shallow water! Imagine my surprise when
Clayton Love Jnr., sailed Valhalla a Swan 55, out of the
harbour. It seems the Cork boys know their coastline
intimately and he imparted some of that knowledge to me
later that evening when he kindly hosted a drinks party on
board Valhalla in Schull, the venue for our next official
function. In any event, we used the dinghy to get ashore at
North Harbour and had the opportunity for a short walk. The
mist was rather cold and unpleasant and remained so as we

motored over to Schull. We believe the buffet dinner that
evening was good, but it seems the chef had not experienced
the hearty appetites of sailors after a day at sea. Anyway, they
ran out of food and the last would-be diners (us) had to dine
elsewhere. We waited for the speeches and with the
formalities over taxied to the Blair Cove House for a fabulous
meal. When the organisers heard where we had dined they
promptly stopped apologising, they knew the standard of the
cuisine at the Blair Cove. Indeed, it was so good that I have
resolved to return there for a week-end during the "off
season".
Another lovely morning greeted us as we arose next
morning. The organisers of our cruise, under the baton of
Clayton Love Jnr., knowing the need for ice while cruising
particularly by American yachts, arranged to have ice
available at several points during the cruise. Schull was one of
these locations so we went alongside and took some on board
while we filled our diesel and water tanks. Before leaving we
bought crabs from the fish processing factory on the pier. As
we left Schull the sun shone and we perspired our way under
power to Crookhaven, avoiding two salmon nets in the
entrance. We anchored off O’Sullivan’s pub and prepared the
crabs for lunch. Siolta tied alongside and we socialised, not
having seen them for such a long time! As we left
Crookhaven after lunch we dispatched a buying party by
dinghy over to one of the salmon boats and coaxed two lovely
seven pound salmon to join us for the cruise, well part of it
anyway !!. The sun blazed on us as we rounded Mizen Head,
then Sheep Head and up Bantry Bay to Adrigole. Again that
evening light showed the anchorage at its’ best, I expect our
visitors from the CCA, RCC and CCC must have been
extremely impressed with the scenery in general, but
especially the anchorages, they were outstanding.
The morning of Friday, while bright, was somewhat
overcast when we left Adrigole for our next stop, Glengarriff.
There was no wind at the time although it did fill in later.
Unfortunately by then we were near our destination and were
too lazy to set the sails. We relaxed on board and watched as
the fleet slowly assembled. The CCA had organised a raft-up
of their members’ yachts for a drinks party that evening
which when in full flight had to be aborted as the raft started
to drag in a rising wind. After the party we decided on a steak
dinner in the Eccles Hotel, it was good. Unfortunately Brenda
had to leave for a few days to return to Dublin but she would
rejoin us in Sneem. We went to bed early that evening - had
Brenda been keeping us up late? - and yet again arose to a
beautiful sunny morning. Yvie and Jimmy did some shopping
in the village and delayed us sufficiently for noon to strike at
which time Ronnie Sharp rowed over to us to invite us over to
Siolta for farewell drinks. They were leaving Siolta next day
for home to be replaced by a new crew, headed by Bill and
Rosemary McKean, who would take her home via the west
coast. As we too were leaving the cruise-in-company here to
save time for the west coast, it seemed an excellent idea.
When we arrived at Siolta , all of two seconds later, John and
Joan Clow of Feolinn were on board saying "goodbye", they
too were west coast bound, hence the vital ingredients for a
lost afternoon were at hand. In the event it was reasonably
short and sharp and we dragged ourselves away two hours
later for Derrynane via Dursey Sound. We had a light head
wind which was no help so we motored to catch the first of
the north going tide in the Sound. Endless study of the Sailing
Directions indicated that the cable car wires which cross the
Sound should be well above Sceolaing’s masthead goodies,
however, as we went through exactly on schedule at 19:30 it
seemed as though the masthead would be swept clean. Of
course, there was "miles" to spare but passing under wires or
bridges is always nerve wracking, especially when the tide is
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Dawn in Valentia.
pushing you rapidly towards the hazard. Once clear of the
Sound we headed north to Derrynane. We picked up the
leading marks into the anchorage in the fading light and
finally made our way into the beautiful, if crowded, pool just
in time before the light faded, as there is no possibility of
getting in through the rocky entrance without visibility. Many
deserters from the cruise made up the numbers. That night the
phosphorescence was spectacular and fortunately it was calm,
otherwise some amongst the sixteen yachts anchored would
surely have had problems. Another excellent rneal on board, I
feared for my weight, before a prolonged discussion took
place on some extremely important topic, whatever it was.
Sunday, the 22nd, did it again, hot, hot sunshine. Our
neighbouring yachts gradually left and at 11:00, shortly before
low water, we too decided to move up the Kenmare River.
Our destination was Garnish Island, near Sneem, but with a
lunchtime stop at Bunaw in Kilmakilloge Harbour. We raised
the anchor, made for the entrance and promptly ran aground,
twice. Both groundings were gentle and we easily reversed off
but for fifty yards or more we had only inches under our keel.
Eventually we made the entrance, motoring oh! so slowly and
headed into Kenmare River. We hoisted sail under the burning
sun but simply stayed put, there was not the slightest trace of
wind. This peaceful, quiet scene was disturbed by raucous
laughter from the crew when the Skipper was caught
advancing the clock to noon for a soya (sun over the yardarm)
but was forgiven by an ever thirsty crew. We started the
engine and headed for Bunaw. The sun continued to burn, and
believe it or not, we ran out of suncream, on an Irish cruise!
Throughout the cruise the weather had been superb for
"sightseeing" and every anchorage was secure but in truth by
now we longed for wind. At 14:00 we were anchored in
Bunaw. The extent of mussel barrels in Kilmakilloge Harbour
was disgraceful, they cover a considerable area of the bay and
especially in the sheltered inlets. No one can reasonably
object to peoples’ right to earn a living but there must be
limits and to my mind, this bay is over the top. We had lunch
anchored off the harbour, sweltering in the cockpit, before
heading for shore and a pint in Teddy O’Sullivan’s hostelry.
At 17:00 we set off for Garnish Island, a most beautiful
anchorage off Oyster Pier between Parknasilla and Sneem.
Yet again the anchorage was crowded but it mattered little
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in the calm conditions. At 20:00 we made for shore and the
two mile walk to Sneem where we enjoyed an excellent
seafood dinner in the "’Stone House". Here we met the crew
of Orlando, a Hallberg Rassy 49, they had sailed her to the
Azores last year for the RCC rally and we had met there. A
lively after-dinner chat was guaranteed before we taxied back
to Oyster Pier.
Monday, 23rd, was a lazy day in Garnish Island awaiting
Brenda’s return. She duly arrived and helped us stock up in
Sneem for the journey north. We used the dinghy to terry us
to and from Sneem, an interesting experience especially at
low water. We dined that night in the Great Southern Hotel in
Parknasilla, a superb meal, then back on board where we were
forced to repel boarders, namely millions of gnats,
mosquitoes or whatever who had decided to visit. An
extensive artillery barrage of "fly spray" resulted in our only
being half-eaten by morning. Yet another beautiful morning.
Tuesday, 24th as we raised anchor at 10:00 and motored
over to Oyster Pier to fill the water tanks from a tap on the
pier. Being only one hour after high water springs we had at
least 13 feet depth. Having filled our tanks we set off for
Knightstown, Valentia, by way of the Skelligs. As we
motored down Kenmare river a southerly breeze filled in. At
first we set the genoa but no sooner was it drawing than we
decided on the spinnaker and initially reached gently until the
wind increased to a solid force 4 and we were speeding
towards the Skelligs. We had slight difficulty holding the
spinnaker until we passed Scarriff Island but once rounded we
eased sheets and were away. The open sea was surprisingly
lumpy and-going alongside Blind Man’s Cove on Skellig
Michael was doubtful. The Islands looked superb as we
approached with an ever increasing wind. We passed Little
Skellig first, a piece of solid rock some 450 feet high leased
as a bird sanctuary to the Irish Wildlife Conservatory. It has
no landing place and so makes an ideal safe breeding ground
for the countless thousands of seabirds breeding there. It is
home to the second largest gannetry in the world with over
20,000 pairs breeding there annually. Skellig Michael, also
solid rock, towers 750 feet over the sea with steep cliffs which
also suggest a lack of landing places but in suitable conditions
there are three which lead to the 6th century monastic
settlement with its well preserved beehive cells some 500 feet

Sceolaing off Great Blasket Is.
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above sea level. We passed between the Islands and I believe
we could have landed some of the crew but that seemed unfair
to those who would have to remain on board and await their
return in the considerable swell so I decided against landing.
We gybed on to starboard once clear of the Islands and set a
course for Knightstown. We held the spinnaker on a close
reach until close to the entrance to Knightstown, then changed
to the genoa to sail to the anchorage. Siolta and Feolinn were
already anchored, a frightening prospect! By 16:30 we were
anchored and heading for shore. The town looked superb.
They are keenly interested in the "tidy towns" competition
and so ensured that, apart from beautifully cut and trimmed
grass and trees, would-be derelict buildings had nicely painted
doors and shutters. It is a commendable community effort and
a credit to them. Once ashore we met the Scots at the harbour
and agreed to a joint dinner in the nearby restaurant "The
Gallery". We walked along the seafront and admired the
houses built at the turn of the century by Cable and Western
for their employees at the telegraph station. The first trans
Atlantic telegraph cable was laid from here to Newfoundland
in 1858 as it was the most westerly harbour in Europe and
obviously closest to the United States and Canada. They are
now privately owned and are superbly maintained. The owner
of one is Ernest Goulding, a former Commodore of the Royal
St. George Yacht Club, so he warranted a visit. He and his
wife Dorothy received us well and dispensed hospitality
liberally and were quite relaxed in spite of the fact that they
were due to host a dinner party within the hour. We joined the
Scots as promised and had a fun night, good food, the best of
company, endless laughter, even from the Clows who had just
blown a cylinder head gasket that day which would delay
their departure by several days at least. It was a great night
and surely what cruising is all about. Incidentally, following
our conversation with the owner of "The Gallery" restaurant,
he has since laid three moorings for visiting yachts.
Wednesday, 25th, dawned beautiful but was windless yet
again. We decided to head for the Great Blasket Island, spend
some time there and then head for somewhere north. Shortly
after noon we set off in sloppy, tidal conditions for the short
journey to the Great Blasket. We were there in two and a half
hours, anchored off the old village. Previously I had only seen
the Blaskets from Slea Head but now in the hot, hazy sun the
sight of the village overlooking the lovely sandy beach was
moving. Thank heavens for the weather, this anchorage would
be untenable in bad conditions. It was hard to imagine that the
little ruined village before us was home to some of the
country’s greatest Gaelic writers, it seemed such a small
community. After lunch in the cockpit we went ashore and
explored the old ruins, then walked to the top of the hill

overlooking the village and strand, it was impressive. A few
of the cottages have been maintained and are used by
shepherds tending the large flocks of sheep which graze there,
otherwise the village is in ruins, apart from the craft shop. Pat
had a special interest in the visit as his father had, in his
youth, spent time on the Island to learn Gaelic. Pat wondered
in which cottage he had stayed. It was an exhilarating visit, if
a little sad to reflect on the islanders who as a community had
to abandon their homes in 1954. It seems such a pity that they,
and indeed the islanders further up the west coast, could have
stayed if they had present-day facilities, freezers, bottled gas,
helicopter services for the sick or essential supplies etc.,
instead they scattered on the mainland.
We set off north at 17:30, motoring with a strong,
favourable tide. The weather forecast now advised that our
spell of good weather was at an end and forecast a SE gale.
We had considered stopping at Kilronan, Inishmore, Aran
Islands, but as it is open to the south-east we decided to pass
Slyne Head and make for Clifden. At 21:30 a light breeze
rose from the SE, we hoped it would fill in as forecast, but not
to gale force mind you. Anyway, it was wonderful to have
some wind and we stopped the engine and sailed gently
northward, at times in an awkward sea which shook the wind
out of the sails. At last an East 5/6 built up quickly and we
were away, flat out, for Clifden. We did not realise it at the
time, but from then on we would have plenty of wind for the
remainder of the cruise. With a steady 7 knots on the speedo it
seemed as if we could have a dark arrival which was not to be
recommended, there are many rocks in the approaches to
Clifden. Naturally Decca acted up and glowed a strong
determined red. A Decca position would be essential if we
were to arrive in the half-light of dawn. Finally it succumbed
to our attentions and the green light returned. At 05:00 Slyne
Head was abeam, one mile off. Once past the Head the seas
decreased rapidly. They had been quite rough earlier. We
rolled the genoa to slow Sceolaing to await more daylight to
see the beacons and leading marks in the approaches. The
morning was gloomy but with help from Decca we made our
way in and on to the anchorage off the new Clifden Boat Club
where we dropped anchor at 06:45 between two French
yachts. We were glad to be in as it was raining and blowing
hard. Later in the morning Adrian O’Connell came on board
to see if we needed assistance and to offer us the use of the
facilities of the Clifden Boat Club.
They have an excellent new clubhouse, opened some six
weeks earlier, with showers, bar, food etc., right on the
water’s edge. We were made very welcome. We walked the
two miles to Clifden, shopped and explored this pretty town
which was bursting with activity, catering for the needs of
visitors of all nationalities. Back on board for an excellent
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dinner while the wind and sea rose sharply and it rained
heavily. A front was forecast to pass through within the next
twenty four hours and this was the beginning of it. It blew
hard and poured rain all night but we were snug and engaged
in animated conversation, all that is except Yvie and Jimmy.
Regardless of the conditions they went discoing in Clifden
and having returned rather late in the early morning declared
Clifden a five star spot.
Next morning was grey with much rain and provided no
incentive to head to sea. We ate a late breakfast and by the
time we had tidied up the rain had stopped and the sky
showed signs of improvement. By mid-afternoon the sun was
struggling to break through the thinning clouds, so we raised
anchor and set oft" for Inishbofin, genoa and main to a NW4.
It was a magic sail, initially close-hauled and then ,just free
under a sunny but showery sky. The scenery was spectacular,
Connemara at its" best, a painter’s paradise. The north wind
had a chill to it but that made for a refreshing sail. Two and a
half hours after leaving Clifden we were sailing through the
entrance to the anchorage with the beacon in line. At 18:40
we were anchored. A beautiful spot which because of the
shelter it provided has for centuries been an important port of
call for trading vessels plying this coast. Another delicious
dinner on board before visiting Micko Day’s establishment.
At a late hour I thought it an appropriate place and time to
buy more lobsters. I was told I could have all I wanted but at
Dublin market prices. I told them we would become
vegetarians rather than pay Dublin prices, so I got no lobsters
and they got no money. I guess we both lost.
The morning of Saturday, 28th was sunny and designed for
picture postcards with a blue sky and white fluffy clouds. The
wind was F 3-4 but forecast to increase to gale force by
evening. At noon as we left the anchorage, bound for Little
Killary Harbour, we sailed into a surprisingly sloppy sea for
the strength of wind. We had considered visiting Ballynakill
Harbour on the way but I had heard that the anchorage has
been overrun with fish farms so we made directly for Little
Killary. (I have since been told this is incorrect, only one
anchorage is affected, Fahy Bay). Having rounded the
southern end of lnishbofin we treed off on a dog-leg course
for our anchorage. Once again it was a superb sail, reaching
quickly while identifying the many Islands and mountain
peaks as the sun played on them and the fluffy white clouds
cast their shadows on the the land. The sheer, wild rugged
beauty of Connemara is breath- taking in the right conditions,
it is hard to imagine anywhere more beautiful. We hardened
up, having sailed north of Crump Island, and sailed
closehauled in flat water to the anchorage. Two hours after
leaving lnishbofin the anchor was down in Little Killary, also
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called Salrock. It is a very pretty and sheltered anchorage, an
inlet surrounded on all sides by tall mountains. We set a
second anchor and layed out lots of chain with an angel down
in anticipation of the forecasted SE gale. It seemed ridiculous
laying all this ground tackle when the sun was blazing from a
clear sky and children from the nearby Adventure Centre
were sailing their Mirrors and paddling canoes up and down
the harbour. We relaxed on board, roast pork for dinner and as
we were sipping nightcaps around midnight a blast of wind of
enormous strength roared down the hills and in an instant had
our two anchor cables at full stretch, the gale had arrived: The
gale blew all night with very heavy rain. During the following
morning the rain eased and the wind became squally with
fierce gusts rather than the earlier solid gale. There was no
question of putting to sea so after lunch we went ashore for a
walk, at cruiser plod, to Killary Harbour. Once out of the
shelter of the anchorage we felt the severe weight of wind in
the squalls and could see their effect on Sceolaing. In the lulls
she would ride up on the weight of her ground tackle and then
when the squall struck she would reach oft" until the anchor
stopped her gallop. The pressure this placed on both the
ground tackle and deck fittings was enormous, however, all
was well we held our position. The gale finally blew itself out
next day, Monday 30th. We decided to head for Blacksod Bay
with a lunch-time stop at Clare Island. We recovered our
anchors, which were well dug-in, and stowed them, that took
quite a while and then set off shortly alter 11:00. A lumpy sea
was running, left over from the gale but a SW 4-5 had us
sailing nicely. We encountered heavy showers on the way to
Clare Island, but apart from these it was blue sky and
sunshine. At 13:30 we anchored under Graineuaile’s Castle
built in the later half of the 16th century and now in ruins. We
went ashore for lunch, a few "nooners" and to stock up from
the solitary shop as by now our food locker was somewhat
bare. We had a drink or two in the local by the harbour where
we learned that the shop was one and a half miles away and it
had variable opening hours. To-day being Monday it opened
from 13:00 - 16:00, as it was then 15:15 Pat and I had a
forced march to get there on time. We bought extensively
(bacon, chickens etc.) although the selection was extremely
limited but at least we had food for the next four days as the
proposed anchorages were rather deserted. We had a meal, too
late for lunch and too early for dinner, in a small restaurant,
the "Fulacht Fladh", run by two young ladies, one American,
the other a Swede. The food was freshly cooked and very
good. We strolled back to the anchorage and reflected on our
short visit. In the sunshine the Island looked beautiful with
colourful wild flowers blending with the land greens and the
blue sea and sky. The vista of Connemara looked its’ best, a

Paul Henry painting, and with the friendliness of the Islanders
we were persuaded that amongst the Islands off the west coast
this was our favourite. We had intended a three hour visit but
it had stretched into a six hour one which no one regretted but
it meant a dark arrival in Blacksod Bay, 27 miles away. We
raised anchor at 19:30, sailed along the east coast of the
Island and then headed NW for Achill Head. The wind was
still SW5 so we reached quickly. The seas on the south side of
Achill were big and disturbed but once we rounded Achill
Head with its’ huge cliffs rising steeply to Croaghaun
mountain some 2,200 feet high overpowering the scene and
set course for Blacksod, the seas went down quickly as the
headland provided a lee from the ocean swell. We arrived at
Blacksod Light at 23:30 and with the help of the light at the
pierhead, Decca and a spotlight we anchored in 20 feet where
recommended outside the moored fishing boat. I was relieved
to be in although apprehensive regarding the shelter provided
by the pier as the wind was forecast to back southerly 6-7 and
increase to a possible 8. In the event it was fine and when we
rose next morning it was cloudy with the wind blowing
strongly from the south. The harbour seemed a little choppy
but we were sheltered from the sea and swell as we
discovered at noon, the moment we left harbour to sail for
Frenchport. There was a big, rough sea running before a F 7
gusting 8. We motor sailed to Duvillaunmore Island in a
welter of spray where, having turned north, we stopped the
engine and broad reached/ran inside the Inishkea,
Inishkeeragh, Inishglora and Leacarrick Islands before
heading for Annagh Head and Frenchport. Although the
Islands provided significant shelter from the seas, a hoped for
visit to Inishkea was out of the question, the anchorage would
be hopelessly untenable. The sun shone during the passage
and the deserted shoreline with numerous, sandy beaches
looked most attractive. As we approached Annagh Head the
wind increased as did the open seas and the Head with its’
craggy rocks was a mass of spray, foam and breaking water
but once rounded, Frenchport looked like a millpond. At
15:30 we were anchored while the wind continued to blow
strongly from the south. It had been a thoroughly enjoyable
sail under double reefed mainsail only. Shortly after we
arrived it began to rain heavily so we ate a light lunch and
stayed below. The wind blew hard during the night but the
weighted anchor did its’ job beautifully and we budged not an
inch.
Our plan for Wednesday, August 1st, was to sail to
Aranmore Island, Donegal, an 80 mile journey across
Donegal Bay, therefore very exposed to the Atlantic swell so
as the forecasters were promising continuing F 6-7 with gale
gusts and rain, we decided to postpone our departure. It blew
hard all morning but regardless Yvie and Jimmy decided to
make for shore and walk the two miles to the village of
Corclogh. They returned a couple of hours later like drowned
rats, the dinghy was like a submarine in the strong winds.
Undeterred they had persuaded the owner of the shop/bar in
Corclogh that he should drive them back to the anchorage,
collect the remaining crew, bring us back to his bar and live in
luxury for the rest of his life. He succumbed to this temptation
and put himself and his minibus at our disposal and there he,
Paddy Lavelle, was at the slip waiting for us. We made the
unpleasant trip ashore, then he brought us to his
establishment. On arriving at the shop, Mrs. Lavelle promptly
provided us with coffee, tea, hot scones, crackers and cheese,
all free of charge. We bought whatever groceries we could
from their limited stocks and then Paddy drove us to
Belmullet for whatever else we required, including petrol for
the outboard. As the Lavelles refused any financial
compensation for this hospitality, we felt it incumbent upon us
to provide some recompense by leaving custom in the bar.

Eventually when it was time to leave, Paddy drove us back to
the pier. A glance at the shakey writing in the log convinces
me that we had repaid our indebtedness in full and that all
yachtsmen will be more than welcome there for years to
come. By evening the weather had brightened considerably
and the wind decreased, furthermore the forecast for the
morrow was F 4-6 decreasing to 2 - 4 with good visibility. So
at 07:30 when we sailed out of Frenchport we encountered a F
5 in a clear bright morning. The seas had gone but a sizeable
swell remained. The sea was the colour of silver in the early
morning light as we broad reached north to Aranmore Island.
Once again we were blessed with a beautiful sail but the wind
gradually fell to nothing, forcing us to resort to the engine for
the final 24 miles. At 19:15 we were anchored in Aranmore
harbour, another beautiful anchorage. It had been a lovely
passage, taking less than 12 hours for the 80 mile journey. We
dined and stayed on board that evening as we intended to stay
in Aranmore the following day to see some of the area. At
05:30 next morning the call to nature saw one of our crew
surveying the scene from the pushpit where he was
entertained by the music from a nearby pub which was in full
song!. The morning was miserable with mist and drizzle but it
gradually improved. We shopped ashore and as the weather
was improving decided to take the ferry to Burtonport. This
was an interesting 20 minute trip and I am delighted we did it
although, to my mind, Burtonport was disappointing. The
entrance channel is tricky and shallow and now having been
there I can see no sense in bringing a yacht in, better to
anchor in Aranmore which is prettier and easy of access.
While there we enjoyed an excellent seafood lunch in "The
Lobster Pot" and then returned to the ferry and Aranmore.
Once back on the Island, Cas and I decided to take our
cameras for a walk and pleasant it was in the summer
sunshine.
Cas was motivated by the atmosphere and broke into
"Gaelic Mode" as he conversed with U.K. visitors, scraping
his brain in an effort to remember his school-day Gaelic
phrases. They were impressed and Cas grew hugely, and dare
I say arrogantly, in confidence until he chanced upon a native
Islander, a "fir Gael". Cas soon realised his schooldays were
long, long ago and his conversation floundered as he tried to
keep pace with a native speaker, it was back to Dublin
English thereafter. Back on board and at 19:05 on a beautiful
summer’s evening we left the anchorage and sailed for Gola
Island. Alakush arrived just as we were leaving. We promised
to meet on Tory Island next day. As we sailed through Owey
Sound we saw yet again another village of what had been
fine, but now deserted, houses with good slated roofs,
abandoned during the 1960s. We sailed slowly north through

Angry seas off Achill Head.
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Frenchport.
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Gola’s northern entrance to the anchorage on the east side of
the Island. The anchorage was rather full with rnoored fish
boxes but by 20:45 hours we were safely anchored. This was
another lovely anchorage and the scene truly beautiful with
the sun setting on Gweedore and Bunbeg dominated by a rose
red Mount Errigal.
It was raining when we got up next morning, Thursday,
4th, but showed promise of an improvement. We went ashore
and strolled through the deserted houses. Gola was finally
abandoned in 1969, It had neither a shop, pub nor church and
this necessitated the community crossing to the mainland for
provisions and Sunday worship, weather permitting which it
frequently did not. It is a pretty Island and well worth visiting

Aranmore Island.
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if sailing in the area. The forecast was for SW becoming W or
NW 4/5 occasionally 6. At 13:10 we set oul for Tory Island
and hopefully a meeting with Alakush. There was a
considerable sea running which broke over Rinogy and
Kieltagh Rocks clearly identifying the narrow passage
between them thereby making the navigator’s job easy. The
wind was W 5-6 and we sped northwards. The seas were big
and as we approached Tory it was obvious that the
Camusmore Bay anchorage was untenable. The Sailing
Directions recommended Port Doon in westerlies. However,
when we got there, a big swell was running and there was no
way I would try to anchor in these conditions so we altered
course for Horn Head and the Sheephaven anchorage at
Downings. We gybed and roared towards Horn Head on a
broad reach with big, swelly seas under our quarter. It was an
exhilarating sail. At 16:20 we were anchored in Downings in
20 feet, 150 yards due south of the pier. The wind in the
anchorage was a steady W6 with heavy rain and although the
anchorage seemed rough as we approached it was
unexpectedly comfortable. We had sailed the 28 rnile passage
in 3 hours 10 minutes, an average of well over 8 knots. As
this was our last night at anchor we went ashore for a dram or
two, arriving at the pub in sailing boots, dripping oilies and
we were generally bedraggled. We did not delay and returned
on board shortly afterwards for dinner and allegedly an early
night in bed but chat, drink and a forthcoming forecast put
paid to that. The good news was that the winds were predicted
to veer to the NW 5-6 which would be perfect for our passage
to Dun Laoghaire. Indeed, when we arose at 05:30 next
morning the wind was in the NW. An hour later we were
underway motor-sailing out of Sheephaven Bay. Once clear
we set genoa and main and sailed towards Inishtrahull Sound.
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I had feared heavy seas here but presumably because wind
and tide were together they were considerably smaller than
those experienced since Sheephaven which were decidedly
rough. We sailed quickly through and it became obvious that
we would reach Rathlin Sound before mid-ebb so we could
expect to be held tightly in the grip of a strong, foul tide for
some four hours. However in spite of the foul tide our speed
over the ground was such that at 14:15 we were in the western
entrance of Rathlin Sound in the thick of unbelievable
overfalls. The area is known locally as "Brochan ", which
means, "boiling porridge pot", an apt description. Fortunately
the wind, W5, was astern and we were running goosewinged
surging before the breaking seas so we quickly broke through
the first area of overfalls into amazingly flat water which was
reasonably tideless according to Decca which indicated we
were covering the ground at 7 knots. One hour after entering
the Sound we were in the overfalls at the eastern end which
were not as severe as their counterparts in the west, and then
into the North Channel. There was still two hours of foul tide
against us as we broad reached south. We reached Red Bay
before the tide turned in our favour at 17:20 and now with
favourable wind and tide together we flew down the North

Channel reaching South Rock Lightvessel at 23:15. It was a
beautiful moonlight night with winds N4 and a flat sea but off
the Mourne Mountains the wind backed and rose to W 5/6 for
an hour or so and quickly brought up a big sea. Sceolaing,
under full sail was overpressed and acted quite wildly but still
flew southwards. We rolled the genoa somewhat and she was
more controllable although she slowed fractionally. Within an
hour the rolls were unfurled as the wind lessened and the
Rockabill Light winked at us 13 miles off. This superb
passage continued and we were favoured with a beautiful
sunny morning. By 08:30 we were round the Baily closehauled for Dun Laoghaire where we picked up our mooring at
09:15. The 198 mile passage took a mere 27 hours, an average
of 7.3 knots, what a way to finish a fabulous cruise. I cannot
complete this log without an appreciation of my excellent
crew, capable, willing and able, always quickwitted and good
humoured, an essential ingredient in any happy cruise. I hope
Sceolaing and I are fortunate to have them with us again
before too long, maybe even on my next Round Ireland. I
must do it again to revisit some of the-magnificent anchorages
visited this year but more especially those missed due to lack
of time. Here’s to the next time.

Summary of passage:
Date

Passage

Miles
Sailed

Miles
Motored

Total

JULY
10/11
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
24
25/26
27
28
30
31

Dun Laoghaire - Crosshaven
Crosshaven - Kinsale
Kinsale - Glandore
Glandore - Barloge - Castletownshend
Castletownshend - North Harbour - Schull
Schull - Crookhaven - Adrigole
Adrigole - Glengarriff
Glengarriff- Derrynane
Derrynane - Bunaw - Sneem
Sneem - Knightstown, via Skellig Is.
Knightstown - Great Blasket Is. - Clifden
Clifden - Inishbofin
lnishbofin - Little Killary
Little Killary - Clare Is. - Blacksod Bay
Blacksod Bay - Frenchport

30

30
64
12
13
37
15

135
17
13
17
5
29
10
38
18
7
39
2
1
4
3

165
17
30
17
21
29
10
38
18
37
103
14
14
41
18

Frenchport - Aranmore Is.
Aranmore Is. - Gola
Gola - Downings, via Tory Is.
Downings - Dun Laoghaire

55
6
27
194

24
2
1
4

79
8
28
198

TOTAL

516

369

885

58%

42%

100%

17
16

AUGUST
2
3
4
5/6
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To Brittany and Galicia
Tommy O’Keeffe

We met Jacques and Nicole Riou on our first cruise to
Brittany and since then we have become good friends. By
chance, we met them again last year in Belle lie, cruising in
their lovely yacht Tir-na-nOg, we in our Club Shamrock
Orion. We cruised the Morbihan together for a few days,
during which time we planned to do a boat and house swop
the following summer.
We spent a week in Brittany at Easter ’90, familiarising
ourselves with the boat, doing day trips out of Port-Le-Foret
just west of Concarneau, Tir-na-nOg’s home port.
Our plan was to cross Biscay making a land-fall at La
Coruna and to explore the Rias east and south of Cap
Finisterre. So, on July 14th we flew from Cork to Brest and
were greeted on arrival by Nicole’s parents, Alan and Rose
who drove us to their home in Quimper.
We provisioned the boat early on Monday morning.
Jacques had water and diesel tanks full and an ample supply
of mineral water on board. He had arranged cover for us with
his insurance company and a note, to whom it might concern
in officialdom, that the boat was on loan to us. We had read
that boat swopping was not allowed in France but on enquiry,
Jacques confirmed that this was not so.
By noon, we had said our good-byes to Rose and Alan and
were on our way. On board were my wife Mary and our
daughter, Joanne who has been to Brittany with us a number
of times and is an excellent crew, her American boyfriend
Mike Langley, heading seaward for the first time, et moi.
Tir-na-nOg, a 35 ft aluminium sloop with a lifting keel and
rudder must be the only French-owned boat with an Irish
name. Both Jacques and Nicole are fervent Bretons, very keen
on Celtic folklore and particularly interested in all things
Irish. Their love of Irish literature led them to name their last
two boats Tir-na-nOg.
The trip across Biscay, from Port Le Foret to La Coruna, a
total of 320 miles, takes about two and a half days. We had
been told to expect rough water at the edge of the Continental
shelf, about 120 miles from shore, where the depth increases
dramatically from about 300 metres to over 4000 metres. This
occurs over a surface distance of about ten miles or so and
under certain conditions can create spectacular seas. The same
conditions can be expected on leaving deep water to rejoin the
Continental shelf on the Spanish coast. The shelf is narrow
here, around 50 miles wide, and this can create another
problem. Spanish trawlers are confined within this narrow
strip and they are there in their hundreds, some of them with
little respect, apparently, for the yachtsman.
Notwithstanding all this, we had a wonderful trip. Pressure
was very high, giving a light N.N.E. wind F3 to F4. We poled
out the genoa and put a preventer on the main and let the
Plastimo self steering gear do the rest. The weather was
fantastic, clear sky, temperature about 30°C. The continental
shelf slid away unnoticed by us. We dined well, mostly in the
cockpit.
On Thursday, around noon, the wind slowly began to
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freshen. Within a couple of hours we were tearing along at
seven or eight knots. We had a lot of weather helm so we took
in a reef in the main. Shortly after that we rolled in quite a bit
of the genoa and put another reef in the main but the wind
kept strengthening and when it began to whistle a merry tune
in the rigging we realised we had a gale on our hands. By six
o’clock we had to hand the main and with only a handkerchief
of a head-sail we were doing 7 and 8 knots and were just
about to come onto the continental shelf. Thankfully the wind
remained in the N.E. The seas weren’t too bad and the boat
handled very well. A large Spanish trawler detoured to make
a close sweep by our stern. We waved to the crew, indicating
that all was well on board Tit-ha-hOg, but we were feeling far
from confident. How were we going to navigate into port if
the wind kept up. By now, it was blowing 45 knots. Around
08:00 it began to ease off and within an hour it was down to
F3 but a nasty lump remained. At dusk we picked up the light
of Cap Prior and motored the rest of the way, along the coast,
getting into La Coruna at 03:00 Thursday morning.
La Coruna is an ideal port of entry, no off-laying dangers,
approach and entry are well lit and the harbour spacious and
secure. We anchored by the mole, as near to the yacht club as
we could go. Bob Roberts, the marina manager, took care of
entry formalities with the minimum of fuss. Bob, is very
helpful and speaks fluent English.
Later in the morning we headed for the nearest
supermarket which is just off the massive cobble-stoned
square in the old part of the city. Generally, foodstuffs were
on par with Irish prices. Beer and spirits were very cheap: gin
and vodka were around £3 per bottle. All our purchases were
packed into cardboard boxes, labelled and delivered
immediately to the reception at the yacht club.
The next morning, Saturday: we sailed westward for
Camarinas, a little over 40 miles away. Wind was light but

Saint Castle - La Coruna.
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Ria de Camarinas - Cabo Villano in the background.
Photo Mary O’Keeffe
gradually built up to a F4 head wind. As Dracula hates
crosses, Tir-na-nOg hates beating so under power and with
mains’l set we forged ahead. The canopy overhead turned
from brilliant blue to a leaden grey and visibility deteriorated.
By mid afternoon we were in fairly thick fog but cleared
somewhat an hour later. At this stage we had the option of
pulling into Corme but we were greedy and decided to press
on. This was a mistake! The fog rolled up once more and this
time with a vengeance; it was pea-soup thick. We set course
for Cap Villano, feeling confident that once round the
"Villanous Cape" we could probe our way into Camarinas.
Using the fog signal on Cap. Villano lighthouse and a small
scale chart of the area which we were lucky to have, we
nudged in close and with the fog-horn loud in our ears, we
sighted some huge rocks thirty yards ahead. "Steer 310°’’, was
the curt order from the confident captain. Within minutes,
while on the new course, another monster appeared dead
ahead and there was utter panic! We turned another 90° to
starboard which brought us out on a parallel track to our
approach course and by turning back to port again we
eventually got around the Cape and into Camarinas Bay. The
bottle of 7-Up was passed around to enable conversation to be
carried on in a normal tone of voice. As a precaution, we
raised both keel and rudder. We were now drawing less than a
metre.
Ria de Camarinas is an L-shaped Bay so, using every
navigation aid available, but mainly our AP Philips navigator,
we plotted our way in. The sea state changed, and became
silky fiat. A small motor vessel passed unseen at close range
and we began to hear land noises. Was that a scooter or
outboard motor or maybe someone with a chain saw?
Mike, never a man to squander words, made a sudden but
casual remark.
"Er, ah, I guess, I see something ahead".
A rocky shoreline, draped in brown seaweed, again no
more than thirty yards away. We put the engine in reverse,
edged back out, checked the depth and dropped the hook we’d had enough!
A quarter of an hour later while discussing what was to be
our next move the visibility,improved momentarily, time
enough to spot a small light house sporting a red diamond on
a white background. A quick check in Reed’s told us our
exact position - we were within 200 metres of Camarinas
harbour, within whose confines we were safely anchored a
very short time later. That night we had a party and disposed

of £3.50 worth of gin and a similar amount of Vodka.
Ria de Camarinas is beautiful. There’s a snugness about the
place. All round are high pine covered hills flanking deep
valleys and dotted along the shore are numerous isolated
sandy beaches.
Joanne and Mike inflated the dinghy and negotiated the
Rio del Puente del Puerto, an undulating river less than a mile
E of the harbour. They marvelled at the strong smell of resin
from the pines on both banks.
Camarinas itself is interesting. The fishing harbour is small
but busy with lots of well maintained boats. The protective
mole is at present being lengthened and a new pier is being
built. It’s a lace-making centre and lace is on sale in homes
and at street stalls.
We took the day off in Camarinas but by Monday we were
ready again to flex our navigational muscles, so we pointed
the bow towards Cap Finistere, with Muros in mind as our
next port of call. A nice N.E.4 helped us on our way and we
had a glorious sail with poled out genoa and full main. The
wind backed as we followed the coastline. We took the
outside passage to clear Bajo de Los Meixidos, a treacherous
group of unmarked rocks, three miles off Pta Insua and a
similar hazard, Los Bruyos, two miles west of the entrance to
Ria de Muros. The weather was exceptionally warm, even by
Spanish standards and as we entered the Ria we were hit by a
blast of hot air off the land.
We liked Muros, a delightful little place nestled into a
small snug bay with a magnificent backdrop of towering
mountains. There was a holiday atmosphere about the place
without being too touristy. That night we enjoyed a meal at
the Neuvo-Scotia cafe, one of the many eating houses dotted
along the narrow streets. The service was excellent and the
meal, wine and beer, very reasonably priced.
We filled the diesel tank the next morning and headed
south in a no wind situation, for Bayona. We rounded Cabo
Corrubedo, the southern tip of Ria de Muros, with an offing
of about 4 miles to avoid the dangers of Bajos de Corrubedo
and Banco de Praqueiro. Maintaining as direct a course as
possible, we passed Isla Salvora, to port, then close by Isla
Ons and into the Canal del Norte between the beautiful Islas
Cies, across the mouth of Ria de Vigo to enter Bayona
harbour via the Canal de le Porta, between Monte Ferro and
the eastern-most of the three Estelas islands. We had a
memorable passage, having sailed the last twenty miles in a
NF3 breeze but just as we dropped anchor close by the marina
we were enveloped in dense fog, so thick that we had
difficulty in making off the pontoons in the inflatable. Saved
by the bell!
Bayona’s clubhouse is luxurious and extremely hospitable.
We showered in the clinically clean marble-floored wash
room; then paid a prolonged visit to the club’s plush lounge
before retiring for the night.
The next day, Wednesday, Joanne and Mick took to the
beach while Mary and I sailed Tir-na-nOg, north to the Islas
Cies. These islands are magnificent. They are three in number
lying north-south. The western shores are wild and rugged.
Each island is quite high with tree-lined slopes leading down
to the white sheltered beaches on the eastern shore. After a
swim and a snack we spent a few hours ashore and later
returned to Bayona to join Mike and Joanne for a tour of the
town and a meal.
We were now only a few miles from Portugal but it was as
far south as we intended going. Incredibly, the next day, the
wind had swung around to the south and we headed north,
once again with the full main and poled out genoa. The day
was very warm but it began to cloud up towards evening as
we sailed into the Ria de Arosa to Puebla del Caraminal, our
chosen anchorage for the night. The heavens opened as we
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anchored in the harbour and a torrential downpour drummed
on the deck for the next few hours.
Next morning we did a rapid tour of this picturesque little
town, before retracing our steps to the mouth of the ria, taking
the wider, safer course south of Isla Salvadore rather than the
tortuous Canal de Sagres to the N. which would have saved
some mileage, but we were in another person’s boat and were
reluctant to do more rock hopping.
We were keen to visit Ensenada del Sardinie N.W. of
Finisterre which, we had been told, was well worth a visit.
Finisterre itself is an attractive port and Ria de Corcubion was
of interest but the B.B.C. mid-day forecast gave a gale
warning for Finisterre so we decided to press north of Cape
Finisterre to Mugia in the Ria de Camarinas.
We pulled into Mugia just ahead of a fleet of yachts
involved in a port to port race up the coast. These finished
across the bay at Camarinas.
Mugia has a charm all of its own. It’s a busy fishing port
but there’s lots of room to anchor or tie alongside the pier or
to tie stern-to by the breakwater. When we went ashore, the
large market place between the harbour and the town was a
hive of activity as preparations were made tbr the Festival of
Saint Agatha beginning the next day.
We had pints of beer in a bar overlooking the harbour.
There were plates of large barbecued sardines on the counter
so we ordered a plate of them only to find that they were free.
Two barbecues were smoking away in the open area by the
quay, with crowds of people gathered round. Boxes of
sardines were on the ground nearby. All you had to do was
select the fish you wanted and place them on the grid when
there was space and eat them when they were cooked. On the
harbour wall, a few yards away was a large barrel of rose
wine,where plastic cupfuls were available - all for nought.
This appeared to be a warming up operation for the festival
the next day.
We would have loved to have stayed longer in Mugia but
we wanted to get back to La Coruna to pick a suitable tbrecast
for the return trip to France. At noon the next day we started
for Corme, a small port 20 miles to the N.W. We had a fine
following wind and Tir-na-nO~ revelled in the going,
covering the ground at 6 knots. The conditions were so ideal
and as we were enjoying the sail so much we opted for La
Coruna, arriving, there around 21:00.
The anti-cyclone over Biscay still persisted so we had no
option but to make into a head wind. Mike had to leave us at
this stage as he had to get back to the States. At dawn on
Tuesday, with three onboard, we left La Coruna in poor
visibility and little wind. By 16.00 we could still see land as
the coast stretches N.W. from La Coruna to Pta de Los
Aguillones 35 miles away.
Visibility improved as the day wore on and we pulled away
from land. There was plenty of activity about and we had to
alter course a couple of times to avoid fishing vessels. We had
brilliant sunshine and clear skies at night for the whole
passage.
Day 2 the wind rose to F4 dead on the nose so we sailed on
a port course, towards Ile d’Yeu+as the forecast was for the
wind to veer to the E. The Decca now became unreliable. We
tried to tune to the French Chain but drew a blank. Later we
discovered the French Chain is no longer operating. Knowing
that most people crossing Biscay have trouble with Decca I
had brought my own R.D.F. so 1 was able to get a RL. from
Ile de Yeu and later crossed this with the continuous signal
from Lorient. After giving the Decca the R.D.F fix, it latched
onto the English Chain and gave no further trouble. As
promised, the wind came round the next morning. So we
tacked onto starboard on a course for Belle Ile but the easterly
lasted only four hours and died away so we motored for the
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Faro de Hercules Lighthouse - La Coruna. Built by the Romans,
believed to be the oldest operational lighthouse.
Photo Tommy O’Keeffe
next 20 hours arriving in Le Palais at 09:00 Friday.
There was plenty of room to tie stern-to at the wall of the
harbour so we hooked onto the innermost buoy. We’ve always
enjoyed Le Palais. There’s a friendly atmosphere about the
place: everything is convenient, especially by dinghy, and it’s
easy to get to know the cruising fraternity. A German family
we had met first in Mugia and later in La Coruna came on
board for a drink. There was also an Irish boat in the harbour
which departed shortly after our arrival. The day became
really warm. A thermometer sited outside a shop front, under
the shade of an awning, registered 35°C at I1:00. By the
afternoon it rnust have topped 40°C. We tried to catch up on
some sleep: but it became unbearably hot below deck and we
had to take refuge under the awning in the cockpit.
Next morning, after getting diesel and water at the pier we
motored over to the beautiful white beach of Treach-Er
Govert on the eastern side of Houat 9 miles away. We upped
keel and rudder and anchored close to the beach. This was
super. We felt like cheering. Sunshine sea and sand - the good
life.
We had two enjoyable days here and by 17:00 on Sunday
we were under way again, leaving Houat by the passage Du
Beniquet on the N.W. of the island, for Belle lle again but this
time to Sauzon. We tied bow and stern to buoys in a crowded
but cheerful situation: everyone was out to lend a hand to
make the boats secure.
We sailed, the next morning, over to the narrow fiord of
Ster Wenn on the N.W. shore of the island. Identification of
the narrow entrance is purported to be difficult but we didn’t
find it so. We were delighted we had taken the trouble to visit
this gem of an anchorage. Eight boats were there when we
arrived but there was still plenty of space. Here, bow anchors
are laid and stern lines are made fast to the rocks ashore. The
water was crystal clear and most inviting so we spent an
invigorating half hour swimming.
Clambering up the rocks on the eastern shore, we
discovered another smaller, more narrow fiord, so we took to
the water again, in total isolation. Later, we scrambled high up
the cliffs to see the tourist attraction of the Grotte de
L’Apothicaire, so called because the hundreds of cormorants
on the ledges were said to resemble old fashioned medicine
bottles. The cormorants, though, have long since deserted the
place.
At 16:00 that afternoon we sailed out through a big swell
to Loc Maria, 17 miles away, on Ile de Groix. The wind had
now gone to the N.E. so this promised to be a good spot for

the night. Care was needed in the pilotage as the approach is
rocky. There’s a reef in the middle of the anchorage but is
well marked.
When making a phone call in the village, we were told of
an Irish pub on the island, a short walk from Loc Maria at
Kerampoulo. How could we resist? Off we went in search of
the Taverne Irlandaise, and we were not disappointed. The
building was a typical old Breton stone built house. The
tricolour flew from a flag-pole in the front garden; "Fir" and
"Mna" were written on the appropriate buildings just outside
the main entrance of the Taverne. The atmosphere inside was
totally Irish. Background music was that of the Chieftains, the
Furey Brothers et al. Smitwicks and Guinness were on tap at
the high bar counter and the stonewalls were festooned with
posters of Irish interest. The centre piece was an open
fireplace complete with crane and black kettle. We received a
great welcome and had a whale of a time, but, take good
advice, don’t drink too much Guinness as they charge an arm
and a leg for a pint.
Next morning we sailed to the Belon river, another 17 mile
hop and tied up at the visitors mooring buoys at the village of
Lanriot. The fish restaurant at the little jetty is the focal point
here but as we hadn’t made a reservation we were unable to
sample the fare.
About 15:00 the next day we departed from Port Manech at
the mouth of the Aven river and took the inside course to
Concarneau. It was a slow passage as we were bucking a
strong tide and sailed most of the trip close hauled. A stream
of boats was converging on the marina and as it was getting
late when we arrived, we opted for the Anse de Kergos close
to the marina where we dropped our anchor for the night. The
next morning we motored to the marina and the big clean-up
began as we were handing over Tir-na-nOg the next day.
That night we paid a return visit to La Coquille Restaurant
where we had a celebratory meal par excellence. We had
reason had to celebrate as we had had a fabulous holiday,
sailed over a 1000 miles, had perfect weather and visited
many places of great beauty which we would revisit again and
again throughout the winter and for years to come in the
mind’s eye.

Tir na nOg in Bayona.

Photo Tommy O’Keeffe

Summary of voyage
Dep.
Jul 16
Jul 21
Jul 23
Jul 24
Jul 25
Jul 25
Jul 26

From
Port le Floret
La Coruna
Camarinas
Muros
Bayona
Islas Cies
Bayona

To

Distance

LaCoruna
Camarinas
Muros
Bayona
Islas Cies
Bayona
Pueblo Del Caraminal
(Ria de Arosa)

330 miles
47 miles
38.3 miles
46 miles
9.5 miles
9.5 miles
44.5 miles

Pueblo Del
Caraminal
Mugia
Jul 28 Mugia
La Coruna
Jul 31
La Coruna
La Palais (Belle Ile)
Aug 4 La Palais
Houat
Aug 5 Houat
Sauzon (Belle Ile)
Aug 6 Sauzon
Sterr Wenn
Aug 7 Sterr Wenn
Loc Maria (Ile de Groix)
Aug 8 Loc Maria
Belon
Aug 9 Belon
Anse de Kergos
Aug 10 Anse de KergosConcarneau
Aug 11 Concarneau Port le Foret
Jul 27

Total Hours at sea
Total Engine Hours
Average Speed
No. of Ports Visited
Total Mileage

60 miles
45 miles
327 miles
9 miles
12.5 miles
6 miles
17.4 miles
17 miles
14 miles
3.7 miles
5.2 miles

203
80
5 knots
16
1017.6 miles

79

East to Norway
Michael C. Coleman

My yacht, Stella Maris. a Roberts 45 sloop of 15 tonnes built
by myself and my uncle with the help of some friends at the
Old Lifeboat Station on the foreshore at the Eastern end of
Cobh. One day during construction of the yacht which took
four years a sailing friend pointed out that if the slip were
extended 500 miles it would end in the harbour of La Corruna
on the north-west coast of Spain. I decided then that our first
cruise would be to north-west Spain.
On launching the vessel in 1986 this wish became a reality
and we savoured the many delights of the north-west coast of
Spain. In 1987 we completed a cruise North to Iceland and in
1988 we sailed South and West to the Azores. In 1990 we
planned to sail East to box the compass.
Norway was eventually decided upon and we planned to
sail through the Irish Sea and Caledonian Canal on the outer
trip and return via the Shetland Island and Outer Hebrides.
In early 1990 I set about recruiting a crew. Cobh man
Michael McCarthy was very enthusiastic and was the first to
join, signing on as mate. Michael and myself have sailed
together on previous cruises and he is a very enthusiastic and
competent deep-sea sailor and also possesses an Yachtmasters
(Ocean) Certificate. Joe Lynam and Don O’Donovan of Cobh
made up the remainder of the deck squad. My old sailing
companion, Bill Hamilton, was the fifth member of the crew
and he joined as cook/deckhand. Bill’s family have been in
the lighthouse service for generations and in the course of the
trip Bill related many interesting stories about lighthouses and
light ships on the Irish Coast.
I would have liked to depart in mid-July and return midAugust, but for a variety of reasons this was not possible and
eventually we decided to depart on Friday the 10th of August.
The week prior to departure was as usual very busy and we
bought our stores, carried out last minute maintenance and of
course organised the bond. By Friday August 10th we slipped
away from the Pier Head, Cobh at 13:30 and motored out of
Cork Harbour in the middle of the flood tide.
We cleared Roches Point at 14:40 and set the mainsail and
genoa. The wind being W. F4 or 5 on the quarter we enjoyed
fine sailing throughout the afternoon averaging a speed of 5
knots and occasionally reaching 6 knots in the stronger gusts.
Passing Ballycotton we tacked and tacked again to clear a
very long drift net which lay across our course. By 18:45
Mine Head was abeam and the wind having freshened we
changed from the genoa to the number 1 jib. Progress was
brisk and we maintained a speed of 5.5 knots. At 01:00 on
Saturday morning we passed the Conningbeg, the only light
ship on the south Irish coast. Sailing was grand throughout the
night and we broad-reached along at 5.5 knots in the
moonlight.
Once around the Tuskar our passage Northwards through
the Irish Sea was uneventful and the sailing was interrupted
by some calm spells during which we used the motor. We
were anxious to maintain progress as the trip had to be
completed within a month.
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By 06:00 on Saturday evening the Codling buoy was on
the beam. As we were passing the Granuaile had just
positioned a new overhauled buoy and was connected a towline to the original buoy. The evening was sunny and we
lingered a while watching the operation and got some good
photographs of the Granuaile towing the buoy towards Dun
Laoghaire.
Early on Sunday morning the sky cleared and at 08:00 we
were 2 miles south of St. John’s Point. The mountains of
Mourne were magnificent in the morning sun. Progress
through the north channel was slow as the south westerly
wind had moderated and the tide turned foul. We motored
throughout the afternoon and by 19:00 the Maidens were
astern and the Mull of Kintyre was visible a good distance off
on the starboard bow.
With no wind whatsoever we decided to motor north
through the Sound of Jura throughout the night. The night was
clear and there was a full moon and it was very pleasant
sitting in the cockpit steering through the Sound.
Early the following morning, when pumping diesel t¥om
the large double bottomed tank to the daily service, tank, the
pump developed a fault. Joe stripped down the pump and
found the problem was due to a faulty non-return valve. This
was a serious problem as the double bottomed tank holds 100
gallons and the day service tank only 15. We were more or
less dependent on the engine in the confined waterways and
for the canal transit so we decided to call to Oban to get a
spare valve.
The calm conditions continued and we were content to
motor throughout the morning and arrived in Oban at 12:00
just before the ships chandlers closed for lunch. Having
completed our business in the chandlers "Nancy Black’s" in
the main square in Oban we had an excellent lunch at the
Royal Hotel which is very reasonable at £4.50 per head.
Suitably fortified we again set sail at 14:00 bound for
Corpach on the northern end of Lough Linnhie, about 30
miles away.
The wind was S.W. F2/3 and we set the full main and
genoa which pushed us along at 5 knots. The scenery was
beautiful and the sea flat. What more could one ask for?
We made fine progress throughout the afternoon and
having passed through the Corrin Narrows at 17:30 we made
fast alongside the lay-by berth outside the first lock at
Corpach at 19:00.
The weather turned miserable. The wind freshened from
the south west about F6 accompanied by torrential rain which
completely obscured the surrounding mountains. A frontal
system was passing through. Nevertheless, we had a very
pleasant evening on board. Bill Hamilton produced a first
class meal and afterwards with music playing on the taperecorder and a bottle on the table we moaned about this hard
sea life while the wind howled outside.
We rose at 07:00 the following morning and by 08:00 we
were secured in the first lock. The lock-keepers office is

Locked in Neptunes Staircase.
Photo M. McCarthy
beside the first lock and having paid him canal dues of
Sterling £120.00 we proceeded to the first set of six locks
known as Neptune’s Staircase. The fee for the canal seemed
high for a pleasure craft but at this stage we did not realise the
amount of work involved in negotiating the 32 locks to take
us through to the North Sea at Inverness. We enjoyed working
our way through Neptune’s Staircase in the company of three
other yachts. Extra long lines are necessary and as many
fenders as possible should be used. It is also advisable to put
one man ashore to handle the lines. This part of the lock
provides excellent views of Ben Nevis about three miles to
the south. Unfortunately we did not see the top of it as it was
obscured by low clouds.
By 10:30 we had cleared the first set of locks and were
motoring through to the Western Reach. The rain was
persistent but during brief intervals the sun was warm and the
scenery beautiful. The upper slopes of the mountains are
barren but the lower slopes are heavily wooded right down to
the waters edge and the colours rich and varied. We motored
throughout the afternoon in order to arrive at Fort Augustus,
halfway through the canal, before the lock-masters finished
their day at 17:00. We arrived at Fort Augustus at 16:40 and
found a convenient lay-by berth where we secured for the
night. There is no night-time navigation on the canal, we had
no complaints about this.
The small town of Fort Augustus is a very pleasant place.
The locks are located in the centre of town with grass areas on
either side and buildings beyond that again. The pubs are
friendly and serve good Guinness and there are also a number
of hotels and restaurants. The place is busy in summer as
many visitors to the highlands pass through. The town
depends on the canal and tourism for its prosperity and in
summer the number of pleasure craft on the canal far exceeds
commercial users. After a pleasant dinner ashore in the
Caledonian Hotel we retired early as we expected an early

start the following day.
As it turned out, this was unnecessary as the following day
the lock-master decided to bring west-bound traffic through
the locks first. We entered the locks finally at 11:00. The lockmaster must have felt guilty about the delay as we negotiated
the five locks in one hour. However, to do so the sluices were
opened rapidly allowing a large volume of water to rush in
very quickly causing a lot of turbulence and inevitable
jostling and banging between craft. Perhaps the lock-master
himself wanted to get away for the day.
Having cleared the locks around 13:00 we entered the
famous Loch Ness. This was a memorable trip. The wind
blew from the N.E. F6 with persistent moderate to heavy rain.
We motored northwards at 5 knots each doing an hour on the
wheel. The scenery was spectacular but being thoroughly wet
and miserable we were in poor form to appreciate it. There are
a number of very attractive anchorages in the Loch but due to
the weather we decided to press on for Inverness. We cleared
the last sea-lock at 17:00 and motored around to the port of
Inverness. The lock-keeper had advised us that yachts were
not welcome in Inverness and that there were no proper
facilities there. We regretted not taking his advice as when we
entered Inverness we found no suitable accommodation for
yachts. However, we made fast alongside the Harbour Shore
Street Quay. This is constructed with large ugly metal sheet
piles and it is difficult to keep fenders in place. The sea-lock
had ceased operation at 17:00 so we decided to remain in
Inverness.
The following day was wet and windy and we carried out
our check and overhaul of all the deck gear. We rove main
sheets and re-tuned the rigging before going ashore in the
afternoon. Inverness, known as the capital of the Highlands
and Islands is close to Culloden Moor scene of the famous
battle. There is a small museum in the castle near the town
centre which deals mainly with the history of the highlands.
Friday 17th August broke heavily overcast with frequent
showers. The forecast for the forties was N.W.’ly F5 to 6
occasionally 7 at times - a very good forecast from our point
of view as our course was E.N.E.
We slipped away from the quay at 10:00 and motored
towards the open sea. Having cleared the narrows at Fort
George around noon we set double reef main and number 2
jib and set course for Utseira Island off the coast of Norway.
The sailing was excellent throughout the afternoon and we
made steady progress at 6 and 7 knots. By 18:00 the Beatrice
oil production platform in the middle of the Moray Firth were
on the port beam about 7 miles distance and we were very
pleased with the start of our North Sea passage. The wind
held strong and true throughout the night and we maintained a
speed of over 5 knots. During the night we passed
uncomfortably close to a very large unlit mooring buoy in the
vicinity of a drilling platform. By noon the following day we
were just south of the Total production platform having
covered 150 miles in 26 hours with 180 miles to go at an
average speed of 5.6 knots. Unfortunately this state of affairs
did not continue and the wind moderated throughout the
afternoon. Shortly after lunch we shook out the reefs in the
main sail and changed up to the genoa but by 18:00 it was all
sails set, we were barely making 3 knots. By 21:00 we were
becalmed about 10 miles north of the Brae oilfield and the six
o’clock forecast on the BBC gave light variable winds for the
central North Sea for the next 24 hours.
Reluctantly, we started the engine and motored throughout
the night. Dawn broke at 05:00 bring a very light southwesterly breeze and by 06:00 it was possible to cut the engine
and we again made about 4 knots under full main and number
1 jib.
Around noon the clouds cleared away and the wind backed
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Stella Marts outward bound from Haugesund.
south and freshened to F4 and speed picked up to 6 knots.
Noon sight put us 50 miles due west of Utseira our landfall.
We enjoyed good sailing throughout the evening and at 16:00
Bill Hamilton sighted high land ahead on the lee bow. Within
an hour we were able to make out an island ahead some
distance from the shore and direction-finder bearings
confirmed it to be Utseira Island, 8 miles off the coasl and
about 15 miles from Haugesund, our destination. We had
some exciting pilotage on our final approach to the port. Our
charts were small scale and in the darkness there appeared to
be lights and buoys everywhere including many sector lights.
Eventually we spotted a coaster heading in and discreetly
followed him finally making fast alongside at 23:00.
Following a brief celebratory drink we turned in for the night
and slept soundly.
We spent the following day, Monday the 20th August,
exploring Haugesund. It is a delightful town with the
waterway running through the centre and quays on both sides
backing on to old timber warehouses and buildings, still in
use and in good repair. These typical Norwegian buildings are
painted dark reds and yellows. Several new hotels have
recently been built on the waterfron! area. The Hotel
Maritime has a fine new marina attached and the daily rate for
our boat, when collected, was the equivalent of £4.00, very
reasonable. Washing facilities are available beside the berths.
Several restored Baltic traders and fishing boats give a
pleasing old-world ambiance to the waterfront area.
Everything else except marina charges was very expensive in
Norway. Socialising ashore was restricted due to the fact that
beer was approximately £4.00 per pint. Fortunately our
supply of duty-free beer on board lasted the trip. It rained
throughout the day and due to the younger members of the
crew being disappointed with the night-life, we decided to
depart the following day for Bergen.
We had very few detailed Norwegian charts on board and
the ship chandler in Haugesund was sold out. However, the
Captain of a Norwegian lighthouse tender Oskov. overheard
our conversation and kindly offered us the necessary charts.
We repaid his generosity with a miniature coloured chart of
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Photo M. McCarthy
Ireland attached to a well-known whiskey bottle and included
the contents for good measure. The charts he gave us were on
one gold style canvas parchment stamped 1912. He assured us
that the charts were most accurate which indeed they were and
that the main lights had not changed over the years. We
travelled the entire distance of about 60 miles frorn Haugesund
to Bergen by inland waterways and l~ioirds. We left Haugesund
at 18:00 on Tuesday the 21 st August, our eleventh day out, and
for once the elements were in our favour. The scenery was at
its best in the glorious sunshine and the air was crisp and clear
with ,just a hint of Autumn. There was still some snow on the
mountain in the distance. For much of the time there was high
ground on either side, the lower slopes flush with evergreen
trees giving way to colourful headers on the high ground. The
trip took about 12 hours and we motored throughout. It was an
unlkwgettable day.

Approaching Bergen which is just around the headland to the right¯
Photo M, McCarthy

View of Bergen from summit.

Photo M. Coleman

As we approached Bergen the QE 2 was preparing to
depart and left shortly afterwards. It did not appear to attract
as much interest and enthusiasm as it had in Cork Harbour a
few weeks previously.
At 18:00 we made fast on the waterfront in the centre of
the city of Bergen close to the market and the old Hanzeatic
League Houses.
Bergen is the principal town of western Norway. It was
founded by King Olaf in 1070 AD and today has a population
of 200,000. The seaward approaches to this charming and
distinctive town are very picturesque and the city itself is
nestled snugly between the water and the mountains behind.
Bergen has preserved much of its past and combines the
old with the new.
A section of the old quarter of the tow adjacent to the
waterfront has been preserved. This consists of old timber
houses with narrow lanes between. Many of these old houses
are now used by craftsmen and there are also bars, restaurants
and shops. Wandering through these buildings one feels again
the atmosphere of the old days when Bergen was the northern
trading centre of the Hanzeatic League.
Close to the old quarter is the 12th century church of Saint
Mary and an archaeological museum which contains very fine
exhibits showing the development of Bergen from its earliest
days.
The maritime museum is also well worth a visit and has a
large collection of models and paintings. We spent three very
enjoyable days in Bergen and regretted we could not stay
longer.
The six o’clock forecast on BBC on Friday the 24th
August was favourable being N.E.’ly 4 in north of the North
Sea. This was ideal for a passage westward and having topped
up with water and diesel and buying some stores we departed
at 14:00 after a last minute walk around the city centre. After
four hours motoring the open sea was in sight and Marstein
light beam close to port. We set full mainsail and number 2
jib, stopped the motor and set course for Lerwick, capital of
the Shetlands. The wind remained steady and free and we
enjoyed good sailing throughout the night. The weather was
warm and visibility excellent. We took an amplitude at sunset
to check the compass. Magnetic compasses can be
troublesome on a steel yacht but the error was an acceptable 3
degrees east. We changed watch, as usual, at 03:00 and
maintained steady progress. We worked a 2 watch system of
six hours on, and six hours off changing at 03:00 as this

divides the long night more or less equally between the two
watches. The two people on watch divide the time on the
wheel between them. All hands are usually on deck for sail
changes and reefing the main and we usually try and arrange
any changes to coincide the change of watches although this
is not always possible. At 08:00 the wind began to moderate
to F2 or 3 and we lowered the number 2 jib at 09:00 and
replaced it with the big 150% genoa giving us a speed of
about 4 knots which is not bad for a 15 tonne boat in light
conditions. At 08:30 we passed 2 miles north of the NorthEast Frigg oil production platform and at 09:30 Stella Maris
cleared the Norwegian sector and entered the United
Kingdom sector of the North Sea. By this time we were well
over halfway across. This was our second crossing of the
North Sea is ten days and although we were about 100 miles
further north the sailing westward was even more pleasant
than the earlier trip across. The North Sea did not live up to
its awesome reputation. As night fell the winds became light
and variable and by 21:00 we lay becalmed. Don and Bill
who are both fishing enthusiasts disentangled some old
fishing lines and feathers and after about an hour had landed a
bucketful of mackerel. Bill then retired to the galley and
produced not only fried mackerel but also freshly baked
bread, hot from the oven. After this hearty meal we were
content to lie a-hull, becalmed for the next seven hours, At
about 03:00 in the morning a breeze began to fill in from the
south west and with full main and genoa set once again we
made good progress as the wind increased to F4 and later 5.
Land was sighted ahead at 07:00 and with a freshening wind
we made a fast approach to Lerwick. By l 1:00 Kirkabister
Ness, the dramatic headland at the southern entrance to
Lerwick Harbour was on the starboard beam. The harbour
was crowded with eastern European fish-factory ships. Some
were very large, up to 20,000 tonnes and in all we counted 25.
At noon we secured alongside the pleasure boat harbour right
in the centre of Lerwick town - just in time for an excellent
lunch at the Grand Hotel overlooking the picturesque inner
harbour. We spent the following morning, Monday 27th
August, relaxing and enjoying the sights. Lerwick is a very
busy fishing port and the yachts were made very welcome.
Shower facilities are available at the yacht club premises
about 5 minutes walk from the harbour. In the afternoon, the
more energetic members of the crew, myself included, walked
to Scalloway on the west coast of the island about 7 miles
from Lerwick. The exercise did us good and we dined well at
the Royal Hotel in Lerwick that evening. After the high prices
of Norway we were pleasantly surprised at the excellent value
available in Scotland.

Joe Lynam, Michael Coleman & Don Donovan

Michael McCarthy
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Norwegian peace.

Photo Michael Coleman

steady F7 with gusts of FS. Before longs it was blowing and
we spent the next 10 hours beating painfully southward
through the North Minch. The boat handled very well but it
was unpleasant on the wheel and indeed down below as spray
was continuously sweeping the decks making it difficult fl)r
the helmsman to see. There were frequent heavy rain squalls
adding to the helmsman woes as visibility was severely
restricted in the squalls. At 13:00 Tiumpan Point on the north
tip of the Eye Peninsula was sighted 5 miles off. We rounded
the southem tip of the peninsula 2.5 hours later and were able
to free sheets and head west for Stornoway. We entered
Slomoway Harbour at 16:30 and tied up alongside a half an
hour later in the inner fishing harbour. We were glad to be in
out of the gale as all clothing and much of the other gear on
board was sodden. We were wet, tired and cold, but with dry
clothes, hot toddies and a big meal, spirits soon improved. We
remained in Stornoway the following day which was dry and
fresh with occasional sunny spells and we were able to dry
our wet weather gear and clothes. We called to the Coastguard
office and they advised us that the weather would improve
By 04:00 Noupe Headlight, the north western headland of and that the wind would veer N.W.’Iy during the night.
We sailed at noon the following day but having cleared the
the Orkney Islands lay abeam at about 10 miles distant and at
10:00 we sighted Sule Skerry and with good sailing it was harbour we were disappointed to find the wind was still
well astern by the early afternoon. We maintained a steady 5 S.W.’ly. We decided to continue and make the most of it.
knots throughout the afternoon and evening and rounded Towards evening the wind freshened again to F6 and we
Cape Wrath at 22:00. As we approached Cape Wrath the skies reduced once more to storm sails and prepared for a long
unpleasant night beating southward through the Little Minch.
cleared and the sun shone showing up the highlands to great
effect. The scenery was spectacular though bleak and there The wind did not increase and we continued to beat south
throughout the night. By noon the following day we had
was little evidence of life ashore on this part of Scotland.
cleared Neist Point, the western tip of the Isle of Skye. The
The midnight forecast was ominous. A deep low was
wind had veered somewhat and we were able to make a
moving rapidly N.E. from Shannon and expected West
°. The forecast at 14:00 gave gale warnings
Hebrides by noon.When we arrived in Slornoway the course of 180
again
for
the
Hebrides and severed gale 9 from the S.W., with
coastguard told us that this low was in fact the tail-end of
a
freshening
wind
and a poor forecast we decided to run for
Hurricane Gustaf. The inshore forecast for the North Minch
shelter in Loch Scresort on the east coast of Rhum Island. At
was S.’ly 6 becoming 5 veering W.’ly 8 occasionally 9. Cape
Wrath is approximately 50 miles from Stornoway, about 10 15:00 the island of Canna was raised ahead and we eased the
sheets and ran away towards the S.E. with Rhum Island fine
hours sailing free. Beating into a gale was a different story.
on the weather bow. Two hours later the barometer was
By 03:00 the winds had freshened to F6 and we reduced sail
dropping rapidly and there was again considerable force in the
to double reefed main and workmg jib. We can usually carry
this rig up to F7 or 8. By 06:00 the winds had increased to a stronger gusts. We were glad to make the entrance into Loch

There is a fine view flom the top of the clock tower in the
Town Hall m Lerwick which is open to the public and the
museum in the local library near the Town Hall is also well
worth a visit. The maritime section has some very fine models
and photographs with an emphasis on the Scottish fishing
industry.
We departed Lerwick at 10:00 on Tuesday 28th August
bound for Stornoway in the Outer Hebrides about 220 miles
distant. The forecast for Fair Isle was southerly F4 or 5 which
was favourable as our course was mainly S.W.’ly. We spent
the first five hours of the passaoe, ~ beatine~ down the east coast
of the main island and by 16:00 Sumburgh Head, the southern
headland lay on the quarter. We eased the sheets and set a
compass course of 250° to pick tip Cape Wrath fine on the
port bow. Around 17:00 the wind died and we sighted a heavy
bank of fog ahead. By 18:00 we were becalmed in dense fog
but fortunately there was no other ship about. At around 10:00
the fog lifted and shortly aflerwa,’ds a breeze began to fill in
from the south east. By 11:00 we were making 4 knots under
mare sail and number 1 jib and laying our course of 250°.
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Scresort which provides perfect shelter and we dropped
anchor at 18:00.
It blew very hard throughout the night and the following
day. The anchorage is excellent in a S.W.’ly gale and we did
not drag an inch. The 06:00 forecast on Tuesday, our 25th day
out gave a favourable S.W.’Iy 5 to 6 veering W.’ly. We weighed
anchor and prepared to set sail clearing the Sound of Rhum at
07:30 and set southerly course to transit the Sound of Iona. By
09:30 the Point of Ard na Murchan on the mainland lay abeam
and the famed Isle of Iona was visible on the starboard bow a
good distance off. We made excellent progress throughout the
morning and the magical little island, steeped in history, proved
an irresistible attraction, so much so that by lunchtime we were
at anchor close to the slipway used by the ferry in Iona. We
spent two hours on Iona and visited the restored Abbey and
church grounds. The island has an air of peace and tranquility
and a sense of history that is almost tangible. Iona has a great
association with early Irish Christiandom and the earliest
monastery on the island was founded by St. Columba who
travelled over from Ireland with some companions in a coracle.
The skipper of the ferry was most helpful in advising how best
to negotiate the Channel to the south which saved considerable
amount of time. Reluctantly we weighed anchor at 14:30 and
with Colonsay abeam by the late afternoon we set course for
the Sound of Islay. A strong favourable tide helped us on our
way and by 22:00 we were well clear of Islay with the loom of
the Mull of Kintyre just visible below the horizon away to port.
Our transit of the North Channel and Irish Sea were uneventful.
We spent a few hours in Carrickfergus Marina to wait out a
foul tide and were made most welcome in the Clubhouse there.
We again encountered strong headwinds in the North Irish
Sea but a strong fair tide helped us along. Our progress was
steady and we rounded the Tuskar at 11:00 Friday morning in
brilliant sunshine and had some fine sailing along the south
coast.
Darkness was falling as we crossed Youghal bay and had we
continued we would have arrived in our home port at the
ungodly hour of 04:00 in the morning. We diverted to
Ballycotton, an attractive fishing village where we arrived
punctually half an hour before the pubs shut. The following
morning we completed the 15 mile trip to Cobh at a leisurely
pace and arrived at lunchtime. In all, we had been away for 30
days and covered 1,775 miles. All hands had greatly enjoyed a
very satisfying trip.

Roberts Offshore 44
New Version "D"

Summary of voyage
Port
Cobh to Oban
Oban to Corpach
Corpach to Fort Augusta
Fort Augusta to Inverness
Inverness to Haugesund
Haugesund to Bergen
Bergen to Lerwick
Lerwick to Stornoway
Stornoway to Rhum
Rhum to Iona
Iona to Carrickfergus
Carrickfergus to Ballycotton
Ballycotton to Cobh

Log Dist.
350
30
25
30
330
65
210
230
105
40
105
240
15

TOTALS
Total average speed:- 4.8kts.

1,775

Total Time
2 days

2
1
2
1
1
1
15 days

Engine Time
23hrs
1 day
5
9
7
13
12
22
7
6
6
0
16
3
9hrs

8hrs
5
9
7
14
12
6
4
2
1
2
4
3

4 days 5hrs
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Berth in Venice
W.M.Nixon for Brian Hegarty and lan Morrison

In modem Mediterranean cruising, particularly if you’re away
from the highly-organised flotilla and charter areas, the
greatest problem may simply be getting there to .join ship.
And for the one week that Georgina and I were joining the
other three aboard lan Morrison’s much-travelled HallbergRassy 42 ketch Sq[ari, we were well north of Yugoslavia’s
better-known cruising areas, for the purpose of it all was to
sail to the Serenissima to voyage from Pula through the
northern Adriatic to Venice.
But our hassle in joining was minimal, and almost made it
worthwhile missing, through pressure on time, the first hall’ of
the cruise through the northern Yugoslav islands. Because,
after several visits to the eastern Mediterranean, the lure of
Venice was paramount. Having seen so much evidence of the
creative administration and harbour building practised by the
citizens of the Most Serene Republic in their many centuries
of wily existence, now was the time to sail into Venice,
getting there by way of nearby ports which in times past
served as the nearer trade and staging posts for the city
wedded to the sea.
Pula made for a good starting port. In times past, it was a
major naval base for the Romans, so much so that the most
dominant ruin beside the waterfront is a well-preserved
amphitheatre which was specifically designed for R & R for
the sailors of the Imperial navy, and is in such good nick that
they now hold concerts in it. But Pula is still a thriving port
with a busy shipyard - five large vessels were under
construction while we were there. Yet it is well-controlled
industrialisation, for the rest of the waterfront is clean and
tidy, so much so that the ultra-modern ACY clubhouse is one
of the most fashionable in the ACY chain. And for those who
like a spot of culture all down the line, Pula, also has
associations with James Joyce - he stayed there before finally
settling in Trieste.
After the previous evening’s thunder, the weather had
cleared in the morning (Sunday June 10th) and the day’s
nor’wester brought sparkle to the big sunlit harbour. We’d
brought out the essential SaJari ratio’s of McCambridge’s
Brown Bread and Rose’s Lime Juice (without which cruising
the Med is simply not on, my dear), and as well we’d brought
some communications from headquarters which necessitated
our worthy skipper spending some time in congress with the
clubhouse fax machine. But in due course we were ready to
go, and the breeze being bang on the nose for the first hop to
Rovinj, we donked (or as the Yanks were to teach us during
the cruise-in-company in July, we auxiled) inside the pretty
Brioni Islands and then along the low coastline to the little
island just south of Rovinj where Brian demonstrated his
deservedly renowned skill in finding a handy cove for the
afternoon swim.
By the time we headed on the breeze had freshened, and in
gusty conditions Sq[ari entered Rovinj harbour, which has the
old Venetian town dominating the skyline around the northern
half of the bay, while around the southern half there’s one of
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the ubiquitous ACY marinas (it stands for Adriatic Club of
Yugoslavia) beside the considerable bulk of the modem Park
Hotel, it all being sheltered by a tree covered inlet which is
home to the inevitable nudist colony.
Naturally we hoped to find a cheap berth at the old town,
but it just wasn’t on for overnighting, so we took up a slot
bow-to at the marina, and then sauntered along the waterfront
and into the old town, which is built on a peninsula which was
an island until the Venetians got at it for this strategic port. As
a result the term picturesque is scarcely adequate.
Architecturally it’s very much "Venice-on-the-hill’, the
narrow aromatic streets with their enchanting old architecture
and intriguing little bars and restaurants clambering ever
upwards to the basilica of St Euphemia, an enormous
structure dominated by the campanile atop which is the huge
statue of St Euphemia herself, which of all things is a giant
weathervane, turning in the breeze. One trusts the comrades
find time to oil the moving parts, as Euphemia is a big girl,
and she’d come down with one almighty crash on innocent
passers - by if her bearings jammed. Ironically, although the
narrow alleyways of the old town were infinitely more
attractive than the more modem waterfront, it was the latter
which was crowded by the evening promenaders, so we’d the
hilltop largely to ourselves, and had no trouble getting a table
for five in the nearest eating place to the basilica, a place
called Monte’s which appropriately was a cross between a
Greek taverna and an Italian restaurant, it’s charms in no way
diminished by the front of house person being a fine leggy
blonde. Going for something simple, your reporter had
mackerel grilled with garlic butter, and the world could do
him no harm.
As we were berthed bow to, and our cabin was right aft, 1
remained blissfully unaware of the party which some French
and Germans conducted noisily on the marina, but then when

Sql?tri (~fHowth (centre) in her berth in Venice, with the campanile
of St Mark’s and the Doge’s Palace just a four minute vaporetto trip
away.
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you’ve brought your own mot, who on earth needs to go to a
party at some unGodly hour? When we emerged in the
morning, Sean Flood had of course made it his business to
find the source of the revelry, and had struck up an
acquaintance with the German on the rather nice old woodenbuilt powercruiser next door.
Meanwhile, Heg was in the inevitable SOHF mode
(Slaving Over a Hot Fax), so after the cultural absorption with
Hans and Gunter, we wandered along the waterfront doing a
bit of shopping (summer had arrived) and then in the marina
had a remarkable blast from the past, one of the boats berthed
there being the Clark-designed Uladh which I can just about
remember Arthur Clapham, the man who created the Glen
class, building for himself at the Glen Boatyard on the
western fringe of Bangor in 1947.
In those days, Uladh at 43ft was very much the big boat of
the neighbourbood, now in Rovinj she was just a little old
boat hidden away under covers, for as we were to discover,
the season - as far as the locals are concerned - comes late in
the northern Adriatic, nobody thought summer had remotely
arrived yet, and it was curious to sail into harbours where
fitting out was still under way knowing that back home we’d
already competed in the McEwan’s Series in Scotland and the
Lambay Race back in Howth.
Yet that day - Monday June llth - was total summer,
glorious sunshine over a blue sea below the bluest sky It took
a while for the breeze to make in, so we motored along the
coast for the lunchtime stop and swim in the cove
immediately south of Novigrad (or Cittanova if you still think
of Istria as Italian). Then in the afternoon a grand breeze from
astern saw the sails blossoming, and we’d a lovely gently
rolling sail up the coast, with Safari at her delightful Hallberg
Rassy best, very much the long distance, liveboard cruiser.
Bliss. And we could also think of ourselves as the returning
Venetian traders of yore, trundling smoothly along the coast
and then turning to starboard leaving the ancient port of Piran
to port (it’s another little Venice-on-the-hill) before finding
our berth for the night in the impressive marina at Portoroz,
the Port of the Roses.
This huge German-run yacht harbour was very impressive,
not least for having less expensive berthing than an ACY
marina. It was spotlessly tidy - even the pin-ups in the
workshops were up on the wall in neat rows. There was a
handy restaurant in an Alpine-style building, and after dining
there we adjourned to the nearby club where they’d Ireland in
some World Cup match on the telly with some sort of
successful outcome which had to be celebrated by the crew
from the Irish boat, making for a late and noisy night.
Most appropriately, there was rain in the morning, and we
stayed on until the afternoon as a hose on the engine had to be
replaced, but then went on for a brief stop at Piran, which
even in the rain was charming. Clearing from Yugoslavia
waters there, we headed on for Trieste.
The final approach to that intriguing city of Trieste was
impressive. As we’d headed northward along the Istrian coast,
the scenery had become gentler, such that the inlet leading up
to Portoroz would remind you of the shores of Strangford
Lough. But round the comer at Piran, and you become aware
of big mountain ranges to the north and northeast - Trieste is
the port of Middle Europe, it is a sort of Vienna-on-Sea, and
heading in towards it brought us into serious territory.
They were building an extension to the Yacht Club Adriaco
marina, and consequently berths were very scarce, but as ever
the diffident Hegarty charm did the trick, and we were given a
handy berth and invited to use the facilities of this
distinguished club, including the ever-necessary fax.
We liked Trieste very much indeed. With its complicated
history, it has an attractive, slightly world-weary air, and is
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very much its own place. And it surely has style - even the
fish market is a building which speaks volumes of the former
glory of the AustroHungarian empire. So the morning
(Wednesday June 13th) passed agreeably with handy
shopping at the supermarket just across from the club, and
looking around the boats in the marina to find yet another
blast from the past - the Flying 35 Flying Fox which was
designed and built by Uffa Fox in Cowes in 1951 for Fred
Brownlee of The National Yacht Club in Dun Laoghaire, but
has been based in northern Italy for the past three decades.
When the troops reassembled for lunch in the cockpit,
there was good news from Brian, who’d spent the morning
patiently plodding round various government offices. He’d
finally got all the paperwork in order to his own high
standards, and we could sail that evening for Venice as
planned, in order to make the classic arrival with the sunrise.
There was still the important business of stocking up the
ship’s cellar to be completed, with an entertaining tasting
session in an atmosphere-laden local winery, but eventually
we tore ourselves away from the fascinating city of Trieste,
and moored gently across a calm Adriatic while Georgina
cooked a splendid dinner, roast chicken, with all the
trimmings.
Harry Byme was on watch towards midnight when a rather
sinister patrol boat roared alongside and put two
heavily--armed though casually--dressed policemen aboard.
Apparently with the World Cup and other excitements going
on in Italy, security had been greatly stepped up, but happily
thanks to Brian’s patience in Trieste everything was in perfect
order, and there was even a spot of hilarity as Harry suggested
that we should get one of the guys with a gun to waken up the
snoozing Sean when they asked to inspect all passports..
The rest of the overnight passage was uneventful and in the
small hours Safari anchored in the roads immediately
eastward of the entrance to Venice lagoon.
We awoke to the promise of a good day. As the light
strengthened, a dark shape inland became a line of trees.
Eventually the first shaft of sunlight illuminated a distinctive
tower beyond the trees. It is unmistakably the campanile of St
Mark’s. We are to sail into Venice with the morning sun.
After our gentle wanderings up the coast of Istria, it is
something of a shock, albeit an agreeable one. Heading
through the winding entrance channel, at first you see only the
fishermen of the marsh. But there’s a growing sense of
excitement and vitality in the air, as more and more buildings
begin to be glimpsed beyond trees and round comers.
And then suddenly Venice is upon you, bathed in that
unique light. Even in the early morning the place is buzzing,
ferries running every which way, and our helmsman hard put
87

to it to concentrate, for apart from the sheer rush and variety
of waterborne traffic, every small alteration of course opens
up new vistas - San Giorgio Maggiore, Santa Maria della
Salute, the tower of St Mark’s’ the unmistakeable Doge’s
palace the long lines of smaller palazzi, each a gem in its own
right.
And all the time there’s this extraordinary interaction with
the water - it is the central fact of life in Venice. This is indeed
a city wedded to the sea. Like your first glimpse of Notre
Dame from the Seine, or that first awe-struck visit to Skellig
Michael, Venice doesn’t disappoint - she is all you hoped for
and more.
The Serenissima’s raffish, confident, and decidedly laidback charm comes through vividly even when you arrive on a
cruising yacht for in truth cruising yachts don’t fit all that
comfortably into the Venetian scene. Berthing for them is
very limited, and the traffic on the main canals moves so
vigorously (some sixth sense seems to prevent collisions) that
cruising speed is barely adequate. You feel like an
inexperienced motorist who has wandered from a quiet
country road straight onto a motorway.
But we managed to make our way somewhat timorously
along the length of the Canale dell Giudecca, passing on the
way the reproduction of the schooner America looking utterly
marvellous in that exotic setting, her sweetly hollow 140year-old waterlines forward still looking as modern as
tomorrow. Then, already exhausted by the plethora of sights,
we poked our bow into the Grand Canal itself, verily the hub
of the universe, before retreating to our pre-arranged berth in
the little yacht harbour right under San Giorgio Maggiore.
Of the few places where a yacht can comfortable berth in
Venice, this little club-run spot has to be the best, but there’s a
size restriction and as it was low water (you can get up to four
feet of tide in the lagoon) Safari come gently to a halt on the
mud when we were halfway into our berth. By the time
breakfast is finished (McCambridge’s Brown Bread still doing
sterling service) she’d floated comfortably into place. We
tidied ship, and then a four minute vaporetto ride had us right
in the heart of things beside the Doge’s Palace.
Okay, so Venice is crowded, but the tourists who flock
there are an amiable bunch. And if you’re in the happy
position of having a boat in a convenient berth in Venice, then
you can enjoy the peace of the evenings, when most of the
tourists have returned to the mainland and the Venetians take
over their city once more. They’re a remarkable people,
stylish, sophisticated, outstanding even by the very high
standards of northern Italy, which has to be the most stylish
place in the world these days. As for their fabulous, magical
city---everything you’ve ever read or seen about it is true.
Even then the Serenissima is greater than all her myths and
legends. The gondola, for instance, may seem only a tourist
cliche, but the boats themselves are endlessly fascinating, and
appealing to any seaman for the way they have evolved for
their specialised task.
The secret of ’doing’ Venice is to take it very gently. While
there are ’musts’, the sheer pleasure of moving around the
fascinating backwaters on go-as-you please peregrinations is
perhaps Venice’s sweetest delight. Naturally it’s mighty
expensive in the glossier areas - a beer outside one of the
cafes in St Mark’s Square will set you back £4.50, but happily
we found Rita and Claudio Proietto’s trattoria Corte Sconta in
Calle del Pestrin for a memorable and reasonably-priced endof-cruise meal.
In all there were about a dozen courses, and conversation
thrived with each one as we discussed the huge attraction of
Venice. Brian saw the Serenissima as an empire in reverse, a
sort of spider’s web - having sent out emissaries and traders
over so many centuries, she now had an incredible hold on the
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world’s imagination, and in the circumstances of the late
twentieth Century, her power is possibly greater than it has
ever been, for this most mysterious city captures people’s
minds and keeps them in a unique enchantment.
Certainly our own conversation was enchanted, for when
we went on to the good news, that Venice seems to have
stopped sinking because, back in 1982, some bright spark had
the idea that it would help if they stopped pumping the fresh
water out of the artesian wells under the city, and brought it
from the mainland instead, so there in the Corte Sconta we
had the bright idea that if global warming did result in the
Mediterranean rising, then Venice could stay ahead of the
game by pumping water into the artesian wells under gentle
pressure, thus raising herself...
We’d hoped to have a party next day (Friday June 15th)
with the new crew coming to join Brian, but the fact of being
so ’early’ in the season prevented this, as the fast ferry’s from
Venice to Pula had yet to start its summer service, so we’d to
leave in the late afternoon to take the train to Trieste, whence
we’d go on to Pula by bus. It could have been a dreary
journey, but it was anything but, starting with a water taxi
journey from the yacht harbour to the station, and then having
a very middle European night out in Trieste where we went
back to AI Granzo for further seafood delight, before
adjourning to a pensione in a huge old apartment.
Next morning the bus journey gave us further glimpses of
Istria, while the flight directly back to Dublin was only
slightly late. Thus on that Saturday we were in three Joycean
cities - Trieste, Pula and Dublin. It couldn’t have been more
appropriate, for it was Bloomsday, June 16th. And it made for
a suitably unusual conclusion to an exceptionally enjoyable
cruise on a fine ship with a marvellous skipper.

Orkney and Back
Roderick Monson

Due to family commitments this year, Mazara started her
cruise one week later than planned - which turned out to be a
blessing in disguise, as early July was very wet and windy,
but, by the 11 th the barometer was high and rising.
We slipped our mooring at 17:25: Wind: N.W.3., and
crossed Strangford Bar and headed North. We would attempt
to do this year, what we had failed to do last year. "Get further
North than we had ever been before and visit the Orkneys."
As darkness fell the wind went E.N.E., and became very
light so as we had to punch a foul tide the engine was started.
The Crew:- same as previous years:- Ross 9, Sue 7 and
Valerie (Mum).
The children were very keen to do some night-sailing and
as we motored up the County Down coast they counted the
bonfires on the shoreline. It would appear that the natives on
this coast still celebrate the glorious 12th.
We passed some yachts motoring South, and cleared
Donaghadee Sound 01 : 15. Set course for Mull of Kintyre, the
wind stayed very light and we had an uneventful crossing of
the North Channel.
Abeam Mull of Kintyre light 08:00, and by 09:00 the rain
had started. Past to the west of Gigha and picked up the North
going tide at the MacCormaig Isles. Very wet with poor
visibility but all in good spirits - the junior members of the
crew were still in their ’podgies’ - new name for pyjamas, and
did not intend to get out of them all day’. Abeam Dorus More
the scrubbing brush went overboard - I’m not quite sure what
Mum was doing - so we had a ’Man over-board exercise’ to
retrieve it, which was successful. Carried the tide through
Pladda and decided we would spend the night in
Puilladobhrain - arriving 19:35, exactly 26 hrs and 5 mins
from Whiterock. There were 15 other yachts in the anchorage,
including some that had left the County Down coast one week
earlier. We all went ashore for a walk and then back to
Mazara and bunks.
Friday 13th July:
There are those that would not even put to sea on such a day?
but when Skipper counted 13 boats in the anchorage, it was
time to leave. A light northerly breeze meant a beat out of the
anchorage. Once outside the wind died completely. Started
engine and motored in a flat calm to the Sound of Mull.
Abeam Grey Island the wind started to fill in from the east
and we had the spinnaker up and filling by the time we passed
Leanda ICC. Pleasant spinnaker run in force 2 to Tobermorey
17:00.
It was at this point that Friday the 13th caught up with
Ross! Whether he was moving his head to miss his mothers
foot or whether he was kicked is not very clear? but he
disappeared below with a loud scream! After a few moments
of yelling Skipper followed to see what the fuss was about;
only to find Ross lying on a bunk holding his head. On
turning him over he noticed ’blood’ oozing through his
fingers. Now, whether it was Skipper calling for caulking and

a mallet, or just the general commotion, Valerie took over and
Skipper returned to stowing duties. About 10 minutes later
Ross appeared on deck - Valerie having performed some
medieval witchcraft or other - which had stopped the
bleeding, and only two small pieces of elastoplast hid the evil
deed, and all was well again. A walk ashore and fish and
chips eaten at the Steamer Pier watching the world go by,
ended an interesting day!
Saturday 14th July:
As the sun rose over Sunart, a free sheet to Ardnamurchan rounded light 06:50, wind having increased 4 - 5 as we set
course up Sound of Sleet, but unfortunately wind started to
decrease and by 11:00 abeam Eigg wind had gone completely
and we were left with scorching sunshine. Started engine and
motored to Mallaig, one of Ross’s favourite ports.
An inspection was made of the fishing fleet: stores were
replenished; fresh milk etc, and it was so hot that by 14:15 we
were underway again, very glad to be afloat. Malliag was too
heavily populated and far too hot. A light air filled in from the
west allowing the spinnaker up, as we approached the
Narrows the wind increased, we had arrived a bit early and
there was still foul tide. One gybe at narrowest point and once
through the Narrows and into Loch Alsh - wind died
completely. Stowed sails and started engine and just at this
point Valerie spotted a small creature floating not far from
Mazara - so a joint decision was made to carry out yet
another man overboard manoeuvre. Mum to keep lookout,
Dad to manoeuvre boat and Ross and Sue to gather necessary
equipment, in this case, newly acquired Shrimp net.
Successful rescue revealed a baby Skylark, not noted for its
swimming capabilities and appeared to be only just alive, but
after Mum administered a ’medicinal whisky via a tiny teaspoon and much T.L.C. - the tiny creature seemed to show
signs of life! much to the delight of all on board. The children
then decided that it stood a better chance of survival placed in
a small box on top of the warm engine cover. Arrived Kyle of
Lochalsh 18:35, and after a meal on board and discussing our
little friends dubious future; he chirped at us and flew out the
hatch and away.
On Sunday we were underway 06:00 - no wind. Eventually
wind filled in from the east, engine off. 07:40 no wind again,
motored past Crohin Islands. It started to rain and this brought
a westerly breeze. Just at this point Valerie spotted a
submarine, obviously playing war games just a few miles to
the west. The rain was quite heavy now and we had a wet sail
past Loch Torridon and The Gairloch before the wind died at
12:15. Motored on in mist and rain, arriving at the Summer
Isles, Tanera More Island. The engineer of the Fish Farm
which was quite a large one, invited us ashore for coffee.
They also had two children of similar age, and a very pleasant
evening was spent by all. The rain stopped and there was a
spectacular sunset.
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Old Man of Stoer.
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Monday 16th July:
07:00 under sail Wind F2. Rounded Mullagrach Island wind
becoming S.W.3., which gave us a tree sheet, and by 09:00
the spinnaker was up again. Carried it past Stoer Light until
wind died 14:45; what more could you ask for, bright warm
sunshine, flat water and superb scenery. We watched gannets
diving quite close to us. Entered Loch lnchard, spinnaker
down, engine on and arrived Kinlochbervie 15:45 new
anchorage. Kinlochbervie is a strange sort of place. Ultra
modem Fishing Port with all modem conveniences including
a Pontoon for yachts, all set in the remote north west corner of
Scotland. Harbour dues £6:00, and the Harbour Master gave
us weather charts for the next 4 days which showed a high
pressure area covering the whole of the British Isles - and not
moving very fast - who’s a lucky boy then! Local amenities
consisted of an excellent mini-supermarket even open 19:00 21:00 most evenings, Hotel 3/4 mile up the road and an
excellent modern Mission to Seamen with all facilities where
we all had very welcome showers. We also purchased new
fishing gear from the Fishermans" Co-operative.
The following morning; motored out - no wind - by 08:15
the wind filled in as we sailed inside Bulgie Island with the
crew asleep. Hot coffee and toast listening to a most bizarre
radio conversation between an off-shore power boat, the Cape
Wrath Lighthouse and a lobster boat, at which point the strop
on the spinnaker sheet broke! Not from weight of wind - just
worn out! Maybe it was trying to tell us something, because
the seas became confused after this and it was well down.
Headed east, close in shore Cape Wrath Fog Horn was heard
and as we looked back the mist was rolling in from the sea.
Mid-day we were engulfed in fog - no wind - engine on visibility 100 metres.
Skipper having to get down to some serious navigation laid a course for cliffs on the east side of Loch Erribol.
Nothing seen again until 13:10 - visibility cleared to a good 5
miles - surprise surprise, we were dead on course! entered
Loch Erribol and chose Rispond Bay on the west side - a very
picturesque little place. We spent the rest of the day doing all
sorts of touristy things. Collecting wild flowers - Sue is
making a collection. Gathering flat stones for painting on wet
days and the little ones had their first swim of the cruise, and
we climbed the nearest headland to take photographs. The
local fishermen were not particularly l¥iendly.
Away again at 06:00 on Wednesday. Wind light S.E, We
always like to get up early and travel as far as possible before
the children waken up - this shortens the journeys for them
and they don’t get bored, and then we always try to get them
ashore in the evening. Off Whiten Head wind died completely
- engine on - and chugged our way close in shore admiring
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the scenery. At 10:15 we were joined by dolphins - which
broke the monotony - much to the delight of the crew. Bright
sunshine, fiat sea and shortly afterwards Cookie appeared on
deck with freshly baked scones covered in strawberry jam and
fresh cream! They disappeared like ’snow off a ditch’. We
motored into Armadle Bay, which appeared to be a centre for
Salmon Fishing - bag type - attached to the shore. Motored on
and at 13:30 the wind started to increase from the S.E. Off
Doonray Force 3 close hauled we beat into Thurso Bay in
bright sunshine and arrived Scrabster 16:20. We had been
here 16 years ago in Dolphin - David Steadman (ICC) Gaff
Yawl. It was a strange feeling to be back in our own boat with
our own family. The facilities were quite good except there is
no shop. We stocked up with fuel and water and had a fair
meal in the Missions to Seamen which was very good value
with kind hospitality. I think, at this point it should be noted
that when cruising with children sophisticated meals do not
appear too often on the menu, as all they want when ashore
are chips chips and more chips with fizzy pop! The Fish Quay
was explored many times - it was such a beautiful warm
evening: bunks at 23:00.
Thursday brought bright sunshine, and before getting
underway the Fish Quay was inspected for the last time.
Underway 10:00 with no wind - motored out to cross to the
Orkneys - we had mixed feelings - not exactly believing that
we had got this far! no wind to sail but on the other had there
could have been too much for us to go!
Quotation: Clyde Cruising Club
"’The most dangerous race of these waters is the
Merry Men of May, which fon’ns on the Ebb between
Torness and St Johns Point. Under no circumstances
should a small vessel attempt to pas through these
heavy breaking seas"!
Skipper was quietly relieved that it was like a Millpond:
So we quickly crossed the Pentland Firth and motored to
Torness light, and close inshore to Hoy passing the Old Man
of Hoy - which is an extraordinary column of rock standing
straight up out of the sea and entered Scapa Flow via Hoxa
Sound, with not a breath of wind. Conditions were perfect as
the Sound showed evidence of its treacherous reputation. We
motored up to Stromness, having a look at the busy quays,
and eventually anchored to the north east of the Ferry Pier in
two fathoms. The crew were feeling a bit numb, or elated, not
sure which, at actually having arrived in the Orkneys - one
more ambition achieved and further North than any of us had
ever been. We spent the next 23 hours exploring Stromness
and having a lot of fun being tourists. We bought cards for
home, after all this was not the place friends and relatives
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were expecting to get cards from Mazara. All amenities were
good - the local Hotel served excellent chips. Stromness was
in the middle of a Festival Week with pipe bands, yard of ale
drinking competitions and even a Fair for the children.
Skipper is an Ace in a Dodgem Car. There was even a replica
of a Viking Longship actually in full working order - £1.00
per trip round the Harbour - modern Vikings of course! Ross’s
comment about this was "Daddy, I didn’t know the Vikings
had diesel engines"? I think our impressions of Stromness
will linger for a long time - it was such a clean, friendly and
unspoilt place, and we were very glad to have had the
opportunity to be there.
On Friday we left Stromness at 14:15 in bright sunshine,
wind: westerly 3-4 under main only to explore Scapa Flow,
along the mainland shore past Howton Bay and on to Scapa
Bay before gybing and sailing past the buoy that marks the
wreck of The Royal Oak - and sailed into Bay of Ayre
anchored off the pier in 3 metres. Went ashore and walked
across to the Churchill Barrier which was built by the
prisoners of war in the early forties, then went on to find a
beautiful sandy beach which had been Sue’s ambition since
we left home. We visited the Italian Chapel also built by the
prisoners and has to be seen to be believed - it leaves one
feeling very humble! Then the children found their sandy
beach and spent about a hour having a lot of fun, we then
returned to the local Hotel, ’The Commodore’ for supper,
passing on the way a field infested with hundreds of rabbits,
we had never seen so many in one place at one time.
Saturday 21st July:
Up anchor at 07:00 wind W.N.W. pleasant 3 hour sail to
Longhope, passing old look-out and anti-aircraft posts. Last
remains of a past era! Anchored to east of the pier at
Southness, a very desolate looking place, and went ashore for
a long walk to kill time before tackling the Pentland again.
Longhope could only be described as - no facilities except for a scantily stocked mini-supermarket on the head of
the pier. The Hotel did not warrant any inspection as its only
endearing feature was the sign outside. 15:15 up anchor - well
not exactly, instead of anchor up, the bow went down; we
tried driving over it - pulling back - trip lines, and as the
saying goes - ’Time and tide wait for no man’ contemplated
cutting the chain - but to Skippers dismay he didn’t have a
hacksaw on board, so he decided to row ashore and seek
assistance. At the pier a voice called out "Having trouble with
your anchor?" - and on turning round-- there was a man fully
dressed in ’diving gear’ Skipper thought he was dreaming!,
"come alongside and we will soon have that sorted out". So,
diver: bottles: flippers: weights and mask were all soon

alongside Mazara. the children couldn’t believe their luck such excitement!. The Diver disappeared below and reappeared requesting a hammer! - and a few bangs and thuds
later he returned to the surface to report that we were free, the
anchor had been caught through the eye of an old disgarded
anchor. Attempts were made to show our appreciation, but
were rejected; so we offered a bottle of whisky, which was
last seen disappearing below the surface in a black gloved
hand!
Finally we got away, much relieved. Wind westerly 4.,
under full sail. Pleasant sail past Martello Towers - and out to
Kantrick Light, where conditions suddenly changed quite
dramatically from a flat calm sea to an unpleasant one. The
wind at this time was very much against the tide, and maybe
our delayed departure was a blessing in disguise. Ross
became a little green about the gills while Sue came up on
deck to see what all the fuss was about, her only comment
being "Daddy we have sailed in bigger seas than this before",
and returned below to watch television. As we sailed into the
east going tide the seas flattened out and we set course just to
the west of Swona, through the outer sound, quite close to the
east of Stroma, before freeing the sheets and sailing straight
for Dunscansby Head. There was no sign of the Duns Race,
so we passed close in shore with a strong tide and free sheet,
and of course warm sunshine. Once clear of the Firth, Ross
took over the tiller and we made a fast passage to Wick,
arriving 21:05. Before we even had lines ashore, the Harbour
Master was down looking for dues £4.50. Mazara secured
snug in a safe harbour we ended the day with Fish and Chips
and eventually bunks!
Sunday 22nd July:
This was a day off. We visited the local supermarket which
was far superior to any at home. The children found an
Adventure Park. Not too high up on Skippers list. Pitch and
put championships and trampolining. Back to the Harbour
where we were invited on board Ameera, a 38 ft Cutter - very
nice, even down to the ice cubes in Coke! Skipper Pat
Shrimpton asked if we had a chart of Inverness Firth, but
unfortunately we were in the same position, Skipper
remembered having seen a chart many years before and his
advice was straight up the middle on a rising tide, although he
seemed to remember that the deep water was close to the
North Shore. Ameera had basically the same itinerary, to
leave late evening to arrive at the Caledonian Canal about half
tide the following morning. We left 20:00. No wind. Ross and
Sue intended to stay up all night on this trip! Abeam Lybster
Light 22:00 beautiful sunset. By midnight Helmsdale Lights
were abeam and shortly afterwards Tarbertness Light became
visible dead ahead and the crew was down to two. No wind
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all night and by 03:00 bacon buttles and tea were very
welcome. We were joined by four very large dolphins who
stayed with us for at least 1/2 an hour. 06:30 we were abeam
of Cromarty Firth - still no wind. Ameera about 2 miles ahead
at this stage. Entered between Forte George and Chanonry
Point at 08:45 with the flood tide and warm sunshine and flat
calm sea. As we motored up the centre of the Firth about midway in soundings of 10ft, we reduced speed - just in case and arrived at the Sea Lock at 10:15. We had to wait about an
hour for the Lock Keeper to appear, and the same again, to get
paper work cleared for six yachts - so - by the time we had
cleared the Sea Lock, into the Canal, we had to wait another
hour for the Bridge Keeper, who had gone to lunch. Arrived
Muirtown Basin 14:15. It was very difficult to wind down to
the leisurely pace of the Canal: The faster you tried to go, the
slower things seemed to happen. As we waited for the swing
bridge at Muirtown to open, Ameera’s Skipper, Pat asked Sue
age 7, if she could tie a bowline as he was instructing his
crew. He was astounded when Sue took the warp and tied a
perfect bowline behind her back! and handed it back to him several members of Ameera’s crew were seen disappearing
below rather sharpish!
The next 70 hours: being Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday
were spent travelling through the Caledonian Canal: The
highlights of which were, for the children, looking for Nessi
and for Skipper and Cookie, a spinnaker run down Lochness, a
shopping trip to Inverness. We locked out at Corpach at 11:15
on Thursday 26th July. There was still no wind as we motored
past Fort William and shortly afterwards waved goodbye to
Ameera. Motored out into Loch Linnhe and as there was no
wind to sail; motored to Kentalless Bay on the south side close
to the entrance of Loch Leven. Dropped hook and went ashore
to explore a stoney beach, where we found huge oysters,
which we cooked and ate! - at least Skipper did - so we can get
slightly more sophisticated than CHIPS!, then ashore for a
walk along the road past a very modern Hotel and enjoyed
’wild raspberries’, which we picked and ate on the way back.
When we returned to Mazara the wind had increased and there
were severe squalls coming off the high ground, and since we
had only our fisherman anchor down, we decided to lift it and
pick up a mooring and to our horror, our anchor was fouled yet
again, but fortunately this time we were able to get it free, and
spent an uncomfortable night with severe squalls coming from
all angles.
On Friday the wind eased in the early morning, and by
09:15 it was light N.E. We had a pleasant sail down Loch
Linnhe, outside Shuna and inside Lismore Light past Port
Appin, down Linne of Lorne but, as we approached
Dunstaffinage the wind increased E5, and it started to rain.
The first we had seen since the Summer Isles. Motored into
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Dunstaffinage Marina mid-day. A general tidy-up took place.
Showers, shopping and evening meal. Facilities expensive and not brilliant. Ross spent a lot of time watching a remote
control under-water camera being used for research purposes.
The marina was abuzz with yachts preparing for West
Highland Week.
Left Dunstaffinage 08:30 on Saturday and motored round
to Oban. A veritable ~Flesh-pot’ and tied up outside the
Fishing Boats. Topped up with fuel and fresh supplies and a
lot of pocket money vanished. Left at 1 1:35 and motored
down Can-era Sound - no wind - past Easdale and Pladda - No
wind at all through Dorus More and arrived Crinan 14:05,
again buzzing with boats gathering for the start of West
Highland Week. Ashore we ran into Dickie and Deirdre
Gomes, and many boats from Northern Ireland.
Sunday was wet and windy, what a start to West Highland
Week. We stayed ashore for most of the day to watch the
boats leave from the Crinan Hotel. It was a spectacular sight,
as Yachts broached all over the place on their way to the
Dorus and Oban.
Monday, no tide until midday, but we were glad to get
away. Stiff beat to MacCormaig Isles when the wind started to
ease and just as we thought we would get a good sail and an
eased sheet, the wind died away and we had to motor again in
a lumpy sea and by the time we had reached Gigha at 20:30
the wind was westerly I. Takahe and Trinningan ICC arrived
at the same time.
One really has to spend a day in Gigha, and we had time to
spare, so Tuesday was a day off in one of our favourite
anchorages: We visited the Gardens and were not too
impressed by the upsurge in admittance charges, so we went

Mazara - McGruer 8 Ton.
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to the old graveyard instead., and the rest of the day was spent
being typical tourists.
On Wednesday we thought we might have been able to
leave, we should be so lucky: Wind Southerly 4-5, we didn’t
fancy that. The afternoon was spent swimming - the children
had a super time. We hope to leave early in the a.m.
Away 09:30 wind S.S.E.2. Motor-sailed, mainsail just
filling - slow slog with wind increasing: Abeam Mull light
14:45. Wind S.S.E. 4-5: lumpy sea and spray flying. We were
well and truly frustrated that we could not get a free sheet and
a good sail. By mid-afternoon visibility became poor and
wind decreased, backing slightly allowing us to get the
headsail filling and hold our course, and by 19:00 the wind
had gone completely, and we motored into Lame at 20:30,
tying up alongside Pilot Boats at the Steamer Pier, which
turned out to be not such a good idea as we were disturbed
every couple of hours by boats coming and going. Declined
offer of hospitality from East Antrim Boat Club as we were
hoping to leave at 06:00.
05:45 underway: Fog horn clearly audible and no wind.
Carried tide down past Muck and were completely out of
sight of land crossing Belfast Lough. 07:00 breakfast.
Donaghadee Sound appeared in its usual place, much to
Skippers relief, and as the tide was turning against us we put
into Donaghadee at 08:45. We rang home and organised
transport to be left at Whiterock, had coffee and sticky buns
and generally messed about. Left at 13:30 - no wind - rain motored down County Down coast
visibility poor, less than 2 miles: 16:00
off Portavogie, fishing boats coming at
us from all angles out of the mist and
wind started to fill in from west visibility improved: 17:00 stopped
engine and started to sail. Valerie
trying to catch supper but Skipper had
other ideas? Sailed over Strangford
Bar at 18:40 carrying first of flood to
Strangford Town. There was just
enough water to lay alongside an Isle
of Man yacht at the end of the pier.
Skipper quickly organised a meal in
the Lobster Pot, so everyone had a
quick ’lick and a promise’ and tried to
find something respectable to wear,
Mum did not look too closely.
Headed ashore as we were all
starving, to what Sue described
afterwards as her candlelit dinner for
four, which was enjoyed very much by
all. Skipper really did blow his wallet
to the winds this time. Spirits were
high and at about 22:00 the decision
was made to head for Audleys Roads
for a quiet night.
On Saturday, a pleasant sail up
Strangford: Wind W.2 and picked up
our moorings at 11:45 - just in time for
Mission
S.L.Y.C.
Regatta.
accomplished.

Summary of voyage:
Whiterock to
Puilladobhrain
Puilladobhrain to
Tobermorey
Tobermorey to
Kyle Akin
Kyle Akin to
Summer Isles
Summer Isles to
Kinlochbervie
Kinlochbervie to
Loch Erribol
Loch Erribol to
Scrabster
Scrabster to
Stromness
Stromness to
St. Marys
St.Marys to
Longhope
Longhope to
Wick
Wick to
Inverness
Inverness to
Corpach
Kentallen Bay
Corpach to
Kentallen Bay to
Dunstaffinage
Dunstaffinage to
Crinan
Crinan to
Gigha
Gigha to
Lame
Lame to
Donaghadee
Donaghadee to
Strangford
Strangford to
Whiterock
Total

134 miles
22
52
55
34
3O
39
27
15
12
32
69
52
11
14
22
26
49
18
24
7
744 miles

Total hours excluding canal 149 underway
Engine Hours = 55
Motor-sailed = 3

93

To the Heart of London and
the Calvados Coast
Bill & Hilary Keatinge

The charts and pilot books came out for planning sessions
even before the end of the 1989 season: We had rnade a short
cruise to Belgium and back through Zeeland that year, and we
decided on the London Normandy circuit again for 1990,
hoping that we could get further west than the strong
sou’westerlies of" "88 allowed. One of the problems of a tight
3 week holiday period is that too often you spend the first I0
days getting to the owner’s designated destination, and the
second ten making sure you get back to base! We are
fortunate that with some judicious business arrangements: the
availability of 60 flights per day between Amsterdam and
London: and by moving the boat to Scheveningen,an easy
take off point on the coast, much more can be achieved within
the period.
Part 1 Thursday 28th - Saturday 30th June
Scheveningen to London
Crew: Bill and Hilary Keatinge, Capt.Neil Blair,
Peter Griffin & Dee Jackson
The forecast wasn’t brilliant for a 146 mile westerly
crossing from Scheveningen to Sheerness: W SW4, going into
SE and with an Atlantic Low moving towards us. However
the sun was shining and with tanks topped up, and the crew of
5 stowed away, we motor sailed along the coast in a very light
sou’westerly to approach close to the busy Maas River
entrance 2 1/2 hours later.
Our call up on Channel 3 (from the pilot books it’s not very
clear which channel to use) gave us clearance and once across
we altered course for the Goree Lightship which is 15 miles
off shore. There were a lot of twinkling anchor lights in the
area, not to mention the many fishing boats, but the Goree
light does make life easy for the first duty watch.
We worked 3 hour watches, with Bill and myself
alternating and the other three staggered to give a different
mix for each 3 hour period. The wind had dropped away even
more and there was no hope of progress under sail. The log
entries during the night recorded no change of conditions.
Then with the dawn came a light southerly and we hoisted
main and No.l but couldn’t make more than 4 knots and 2
hours later as the boat speed dropped once more, it was
engine on again. This was repeated several times, more in
desperation for some sailing than any real increase in the
wind strength.
Our route from Goree was via NHR-SE, NHR-S and
N.Galloper to Long Sand, crossing the shipping lanes at right
angles. Our Navstar 2000D "Derek" lost his signal during the
morning and as 1 didn’t think to reprogram our position, I
didn’t have him on line again for a couple of frustrating hours,
1 won’t make that mistake again: but he does take some of the
tension from the navigation, and with his help we were abeam
Long Sand Head at 14.20: the Thames estuary lay before us,
wide and calm and seemingly shoreless. A flood tide for
another four and a half hours and with 41 miles to go we
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The heart of London.
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needed to make steady progress. Finally there was enough
wind for a splendid 6.5-7 knot spinnaker run up the Black
Deep channel: passed the sinister Shivering Sand towers and
the wreck of The Richard Montgomery with its" wartime
cargo of explosives and on into the Medway at Sheerness.
Round the corner at Queenborough there are a few visitors
moorings on the port side of the river, but only three of them
seem to give enough water for a boat of our size to swing at
low tide. On this occasion an outgoing Dulbur indicated that
we could use his mooring further up stream and this we did.
The crossing had taken 25 hours and 25 minutes:
successful if somewhat boring was the verdict - who was
complaining!
There was a gale warning for Thames the following
morning -"SW 8 soon" and it was blowing a good 5 as we
slipped the mooring and set sail with one reef in and the No.3
for the passage up to the Tower of London. It was a midday
start as the flood was running from 13.00 and it is essential to
be going with the flow (3 knots plus during springs). The
conditions were vigorous and Jojeto was making over 7 knots
on a close reach. There was no sign of a custom’s launch off
Gravesend and we were relieved not to have to stop at the
post there. Then with the SW gusting 7, the Thames’ many
curves seemed to channel the wind directly down the middle
of each stretch and we had to go back to motor sailing:
tacking along in very rough and wet, wind against tide,
conditions. Those boats we passed who were sailing were
making very slow and uncomfortable progress indeed.
The Thames Barrier was as impressive as ever, and one of
the middle sections had its barrier raised: we hoped the
weather wasn’t going to be that bad.
New since our last trip was the makings of the cross river
highway - part of the M25 - its unfinished spans looking
spectacular against the stormy sky. On both sides more and
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more new buildings and the huge blue tower block and the
cranes of Canary Wharf were visible from many angles.
Finally we were outside St. Katherine Dock: a distance of
42.5 miles; passage time 6 hours 20 mins.
With a calculated 20 minutes to wait for the first lock
opening, we decided to come alongside a big power boat
already in line: A combination of the swift flowing river, and
the inhospitable flare of the powerboat’s bow made this an
awkward manoeuvre and we had barely secured our lines
when the lock personnel signalled an opening. There followed
an exciting 30 minutes as many of the assembled Benfleet YC
boats, on a weekend rally, and ourselves, all seemed to
scramble into the lock in some chaos with the help of gusts of
40 plus blowing us straight in. That there was quite a range of
seamanship would be an understatement of the situation; one
boat embarrassingly ended up facing the wrong way, there
was pushing and shoving and shouting but happily no damage
done - quite a contrast to our Dutch locks ?
All was calm once we went through and we were berthed
just under the new Marina Office. We had made a booking
early in the year and had specifically requested we lie in the
main part of the picturesque marina, but there were plenty of
berths in the developed area behind the Dickens Inn. Facilities
at St.Katherine’s have improved greatly since our last visit
and the marina block now has large wash rooms and a
launderette.
Jojeto immediately became hotel-cum-restaurant ship as
our offspring used us as temporary accommodation as well as

Somewhat daunting view of the mud fiats.

Thames barge lost along the changing waterside.
Photo Hilary Keatinge
a ’different’ venue for entertaining their friends. Bill had to go
back to banking. On Saturday we donned our best hats and
took the train down to Henley to watch some Irish rowing
successes and to meet old friends.
It blew very hard all week, but we tried to ignore the
forecasts, sheltered as we were under the Tower of London.
Part 2: Sunday 8th - Saturday 14th July
London to Ouistreham (we planned to change over
crew here)
Crew: Bill and myself and our son Richard
A deep low to the north gave a forecast of SW5-7 as we
left St.Katherine Dock, and the strong wind did make fuelling
from the lighter just outside the lock a tricky exercise. We
motored down stream, keeping as much out of the last of the
flood as possible. It was blowing as predicted, but one can
almost forgive the wind strength if the sun is out ] Once we
were clear of the Thames Barrier we hoisted the No.3 and
with the engine still on we ran down the Thames at speed, the
velocity button showing 10.5 at one stage. With the gusty
gybing comers passed we hoisted the main with two reefs and
continued towards the sea at great speed. We decided to go
into Sheerness again rather than go on for an estimated
midnight arrival in Ramsgate in a rising storm force wind. It
took two attempts in the strong cross wind to pick up a
visitors mooring, this was only 20 feet off the drying mud
when we settled, but we had 15 feet of water beneath us.
An exhilarating day, and we had cut an hour off the
passage time of the previous week. (5hrs.25mins.).
We were relieved to have the wind moderated to a
reasonable WSW 4 as we left early next morning. Sailed
under full main on a dead run while we had breakfast and by
the time we were passed the Red Tower Sands and the twin
structures of the Shivering Sands, we had one reef in and the
No 3 goosewinged. We roared along at 6.5-7 knots for almost
3 hours; our progress over the ground being helped even more
by the tide. By the time we had run down the Prince’s
Channel and round to the E.Margate buoy the wind was
gusting 6+. We reached round towards the Goodwins and
passed outside, but within sight of the buoys and the lightship.
At this stage: the wind dropped slightly; I suffered a rare
attack of real de mer: and we were considering changing to a
bigger headsail. Happily before the skipper had given this
order, we were reaching for the reefing handle as it blew up to
force 7. We crossed the almost deserted shipping lanes to log
the Ruytingen SW buoy to port and from there we sailed
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Bass in De L’Ouest - Calais.
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south west on a close fetch against a strong north moving tide.
The forecast bad changed from SW-W, to NW 5-6 Gale 8 at
first - even mention of High Pressure in Sole did little to
cheer. We decided to stop in Calais. As we neared the port we
were definitely hard on the wind with the boat working
gamely through a rising sea: 40 knots of wind whistling
through the Brooks and Gatehouse systems and Richard
wishing he was back in sunny London! It was a relief when
the Calais entrance opened up but there were red lights
against us, so we dropped the jib and waited for the two
ferries to leave before we tbllowed a third that was in-going.
In the comparative shelter of the Avant Port there were no
free moorings and we tied to a smallish motorboat to wait for
9 hours for what Coote, in his pilot, warns are ’~the rather
infrequent opening times" of the lock into the Bassin de
I’Ouest. It was 01.30 when we finally went through. There is
little to recommend Calais though I did make the trek to see
the marvellous Rodin "’Burgers of Calais".
Our passage time to Calais from Queenborough was 10 hrs
20 mins.
A mid afternoon departure for Boulogne into an hour or so
of adverse tide as we went south into a SSW which couldn’t
puff at more than force 2. The sea was lumpy until we
rounded Cap Gris Nez but from there to Boulogne we had a
good starboard tack fetch to Boulogne in competition with a
Grenada 34 - we won !
Boulogne to Dieppe is 53 miles and we were anxious to
make the lock opening time. (HW -2 to +1). Wind was SSW,
direction to be sailed SSW...we motor sailed through an
uncomfortable sea. In this area "Derek" the Navstar can only
give position and bearings as there is a gap in the range from
the Decca beacons: press the Vel button and you get
interesting readings like 18.5! We managed a pleasant sail on
the last hour to Dieppe and after a short walt we were into the
Basin Dusquesne. The water in all areas of this port is filthy
and in the Bassin the pontoon needs to be treated with respect
- I know, as letting off our lines in the dark at 03.30 I had a
bad fall through the gap between the sections. But that said,
the town and the restaurants more than make up for it - La
Marmite Diepoise was our choice of the latter and excellent.
Another long day to Honfleur (64 miles) and we were out
before dawn into a calm which Richard logged as a "mega
calm" ! Apart from a 20 minute try with the spinnaker...some
skippers...! we had to leave progress to the engine and the tide
and after 8 hours of motoring- less that 20 minutes of course,
we were at the lock entrance to Honfleur, an average speed of
7.7kn.
This medieval port is delightful and there are endless
galleries displaying every kind of art and the Boudin Museum

96

has a marvellous collection of Impressionists and modern
paintings. There are street musicians and bearded painters and
the tall thin harbour side houses watch an endless stream of
visitors as they amble round the now pedestrian area It is a
very gentle, relaxing town, until the night before Bastille Day
that is. For us, the night of 13th July was a disturbed one. The
pre-Bastille Day parade with band and lanterns was
picturesque: the hours of firecrackers being lobbed around
was not so amusing and then the fight that erupted at 3am
next to us, between a local young fisherman and the boat load
of English "lady" policewomen and which spilled onto our
foredeck, blood and all, was just disgraceful.
We moved out with the first opening of the bridge (the lock
stands open at HW, the bridge has 3 or 4 set opening times)
and we were glad of the light easterly down the river with full
main and goosewinged jib. Out of the river we gybed
westwards and hoisted the spinnaker. Fifteen minutes later~
we had to snuff it as the wind completely died, and then
swung from W to N. Up went the jib and in a very unpleasant
sea we sailed the final hour to Ouistreham.
There is limited waiting space outside the locks here (open
at HW-\+2) and one needs to be prepared for the locks
themselves. These are very deep and as there are only bollards
along the top they require a long-line-throw to the lock
official (if he’s there) or getting a crew member to shin up the
slippery ladder, or even better lie alongside someone who’s
already done all that! The rising water comes in with a
tremendous surge which is testing on the unwary.
Once through there is a pleasant marina .just to the left but
the village has little more than cafes, a bakery and a good
delicatessen (the owner sells bottles of frozen water which
helps to keep the beer cool). The walk to the Portsmouth ferry
wasn’t too taxing and Ann and Graham arrived on time and
Richard left the following morning.
The canal way to Caen has 3 bridges and there are set
times for free passage each way, or it is possible to make your
own arrangements, but then you pay. Our destination that
Sunday was just short of the 1 st bridge at Benouville (we had
visited Caen in "88). This is the famous Pegasus Bridge taken
by the British during the ’44 Normandy landings and there is
a small museum and a care restaurant. We tied alongside "La
Peniche - restaurant flottant" in good time we hoped to book
there for lunch. We were however asked to move Jojeto as we
were blocking what little flow of air there was from the galley
portholes below decks and we secured to the rather crumbling
wall just behind. Judging by the number of luncheon guests
this restaurant is very well known and we had an excellent
meal, though at a leisurely pace.
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Part 3: Monday 16th - Sunday 29th July
Quistreham to Port-en-Bessin then the return trip
to Enkhuizen or Scheveningen
We left Ouistreham on the second of the advertised lock
openings - it is much easier going down and out ! Our plan for
the morning was in the spirit of the ’44 Landings and we set
off for Arromanche, or Mulberry Harbour as it was known.
Our course was 315°M, and the wind was from the west....we
tacked along the coast and 3 and a half hours later we were in
sight of the wartime harbour. The small red and green
entrance buoys are somewhat hidden by a prominent structure
to the western end of the line of concrete cassons and we felt
our way in to anchor about a mile and a half from the beach.
We were proud of our storming of the beach in the rubber
dinghy powered by the 2 1/2 horse Mercury, and enjoyed the
well presented museum and even more the ice cold cider
afterwards. However it has to be said that the return journey
in a choppy windy sea, with four of us and supplies in the
dinghy caused Graham to note in the log: "Next time we
invade France we should: a) anchor closer in; b) take a bailer
in the dinghy".
The lock at Port-en-Bessin is open for 3 hours either side
of HW and the outer harbour dries completely; with some
help from the engine in a dying northerly we were there on
the dot of HW at 16.55. We called up the harbour master and
the swing bridge admitted us without delay - so far so good !
Then to find somewhere for Jojeto to lie comfortably,
preferably at a spot where we could get ashore. We finally
tied to a large deserted motor cruiser, which in turn was next
to a large deserted fishing boat. The leap to the quay however
was daunting, until a friendly local lent us a metal ladder
which we could crawl across. This is a fishing port, and the
noises of that industry were a constant reminder.
Next morning, a bus took the Jones’ off to Bayeux to see
the tapestry and we enjoyed the low water view from the pier
followed by an oyster lunch.
There was a nasty wind against tide sea for Tuesday’s trip,
eastwards now into a N 3+, along the coast to Courseulles. the
pilot books warned of difficulties in such wind and had us
looking for combinations of church spires for the entrance we all saw different churches! But once we had picked up the
RW buoy in the Fosse de Courseulles and using the Shell
pilot, we made for the breakwater as directed. All noted, but
no one commented then on the alarming change in the water
colour from sea green to bottom brown, and with the main
still up, just in case, we surged tensely through the narrow
entrance. Peace once in and we were able to pass almost
straight through into the Bassin a Flot where we were waved

along by a harbour official into what seem a tiny slot between
tiny motor boats.
Ashore that evening, in the shadow of a Canadian Sherman
tank, we dined well on oysters and moules to the background
tinkle of a piano and of course, Calvados to follow. The shops
were a good walk from the marina and I was relieved next
morning to pass a procession of breakfast baguettes as I
wound my way towards the nearest Boulangerie in the centre.
The weather still held, it was hot and sunny and we did lots
of washing; boat, clothes, ourselves, before leaving next day
in the late afternoon for Deauville.
Moving along this coast, timing of tides is essential both
for arrivals and for passages and it was just our bad luck that
the wind now settled into the north east. Our departures
coinciding with the stronger afternoon sea breezes as well. We
motored out of Courseulles to clear the rocks and shallows
and kitted in shorts and oilskin tops and harnesses we hoisted
the main with 1 reef, and the blade jib, for a fast, energetic,
but extremely wet and uncomfortable 20 mile close reach. It
was a relief to ease the sheets and sail in towards the easily
identifiable Trouville water front.
It was a carnival scene in the Bassin Morny as the Tour de
France a voile fleet of Jeanneaus were partying before their
departure next day. We were lucky to find a gap along one of
the old pontoons at the southern end of the harbour. We spent
the next day seeing the sights. Bill was disappointed by the
contents of the Trouville museum (as many museums in the
area it closes for a long lunch) but we enjoyed a lovely sunset
through the umbrellas on the Deauville beach, and the fish
market in Trouville is as colourful as ever.
Timing was right for a lunch stop at the Societe des
Regattes in Le Havre; their buffet de fruits de mer takes a lot
of beating and once again this was the culinary highlight of
our trip. Bill reported the museum, with it’s large collection of
Duffy landscapes and Boudin’s bovine scenes, well worth a
visit.
We moved on to Fecamp in the late afternoon (23 miles
from Le Havre). where we planned to spend the night in the

The drying entrance channel to Coureulles.
Photo Hilar).. Keatinge
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inner harbour, this is accessible flw bvt two hours over HW,
but is free from the scend in the Avant-Port. Once more we
were motor sailing into a head wind. The seas were
particularly rough off Port d’Antifer and we kept close in
under the oil terminal only tacking out into the main sweep of
the tide for a few cables befl)re coming back in again under
the cliffs. A yacht behind us ploughing through the worst of it
was left very far behind. Conditions did ease a bit and the
cameras came out as the evening sun lit up the strange rock
formations off the cliffs by Etretat and we were in good time
for the harbour opening.
We had a whole day in Fecamp.The Benedictine Palais of
Alexandre Le Grande has been improved and expanded and is
,just amazing not only in the diversity of its contents and in the
ornateness of the building, but when one studies it, in the
marketing innowttions of the 19th century founder.
By happy chance, we had the opportunity to attend a
performance of the Mozart Requiem in the ka Trinite that
evening. This cathedral is one of the greatest in France and
dates back to the time of Richard the Lionheart.
On a more mundane note, there are good shops beside the
marinas: I had been tempted by huge billboards to find an
elusive supermarket, but I never found it!
We stowed everything carefully for our departure to St.
Valery-en-Caux, a short distance of 15 miles, but we were still
not mentally prepared for the really ferocious conditions just
outside Fecamp. We hammered our way N-eastwards into a 5
on the nose to find matters even more spectacular (for
onlookers...) at the entrance to St. Valery. In the very big seas
one had to be careful not to go with the waves as they swept
sidewards on to the harbour walls. We had time to study the
entrance later: both sides, below and above certain levels,
shelve away dramatically and this effectively dampens the
surge of the sea, with the result that half a cable inside the water
is relatively calm again.
We circled just once before the bridge opened and we
choose to tie alongside the visitors pontoon ,just inside the lock
-the steps up from here are easier when the level is low: ladders
from the other pontoons. The level in this basin does rise and
fall although the lock
gates are only open
HW -\+ 2 and there
is quite a flow of
water circulating
round the basin,
especially before the
lock opens coming
up to HW.
We hesitated on
the wisdom of
departing next day,
some boats we
noticed tried it, but
then turned back,
but we judged it not
as bad as the
previous day and so
possible for us. We
knew what to expect
and were relieved
that the seas weren’t
quite so aggressive
at the entrance. We
turned north for
another 3 hour
battering to Dieppe.
The only way ashore.
It
was gusting 6
Photo Bill Keatin~,,e
from the NE and we
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Marine at Boulogne - from the bridge across the lock to the inside basin.
Photo Hila0’ Keatin~e
motorsailed. It was not much fun, and Ann began to think
seriously of a terry trip home.
As we approached Dieppe we were anxiously time
watching, we had 15 minutes to the lock closing time, and the
Avant Port is not a comfortable option. There was an
agonizing wait as the ship came out; full throttle in ... jaws
dropped unbelievably when we were told that the Bassin
Dusquesne was closed for 2 months because the bridge was
broken! The waiting pontoon is awful, it clanks, there is over
6 meters of slimy ladder to climb at LW and in the conditions
on that day the pontoons drifted right out from the ladder I’m not brave at monkey leaps. We were fortunate to be inside
boat of only 5, but preferred not to leave the boat for dinner.
Ann and Graham went ashore: Ann to note the ferry time!
The forecast was more helpful next morning, direction of
wind still wrong, hut the strength dropping. We sailed
northwards in easier seas and had a good beat up the inside of
the bank off Le Touquet. We changed headsails up to the No 1
and then back to the blade and I reef in the main as the wind
went and returned during our 9 hour passage to Boulogne. We
had some competition along the way which gave an interest,
especially as we outsailed them."
Graham’s entry for the next day summarizes another
excitement:
"Thursday 26th July: the Keatinge tolerance of French
Bureaucrats ran out. Much fuss with customs about "lettres de
pavillion" (which we didn’t have), money changed hands
(fr.500)and tempers ran out." We calmed down over a
.lojeto’s pleasant lunch in the Club de la Mer du Nord and we
were ready for the fray by 15:00. ENE 4 - 5 visibility
moderate to poor, seas very rough through the Passe de
Zuydcoot where we used the engine for about 20 minutes to
get us through. 1-k~r the rest a long hard beat until 22.00 when
in dying wind and adverse tide we motored the last seemingly
endless couple of miles into Zeebrugge. If taking a waypoint
for this harbour entrance, make sure you take it from the new
expanded harbour head which was .just a dotted line on our
chart.
It was a short noisy night, the fishing quay opposite
worked ceaselessly and we left early for the 16 mile stretch
into Vlissingen. There was a light head wind but with a strong
tide we made good time to the mouth of the Westerschlede,
here we had to plug the tide the last couple of miles to the
locks and the promised peaceful waters beyond. Our plan was
to spend two days along the inland route to Stellendam as it is
then only 24 miles along the coast to Scheveningen.
Once through the lock at Vlissingen we passed up the
pretty Waicheren canal with its 3 bridges for a shopping stop

i!!!ii

layered in dead or dying insects.
Shaking off the gnats in another flat calm (W l/-1) we
motored to the Volkerak Sluis and we had a quick look at
Willemstad before lining up for the 3 o’clock opening of the
Haringvlietbrug. No wind all the way to Hellevoetsluis where
we lay in the town harbour for the night.
Sunday 29th July we were at the Stellendam lock for the
first opening. It was surprisingly overcast and almost chilly as
we headed out the long channel to sea. We tried several
combinations of sail in the WNW 2, but then it dropped away
and we chugged along most of the 24 miles to Scheveningen.
It was a successful cruise and on balance north easterlies plus
sun are better than sou’westerlies and rain. We used the engine
more than the purists would have. but in all we logged 823.4
Scheveningen to Scheveningen in 24 days, we stopped in 20
ports or harbours and both boat and crew were definitely tested
and not found wanting off Calais and up the shallow coastal
waters of Belguim (and Ann left by plane from Schipol!)
Table of Chart Distances (to the nearest nm)

Looking back down to the entrance in Hellevoetsluis town harbour.
Photo Bill Keatinge
at Middleburg. There were then 3 sets of locks at Veere.
Kortegene and the new Krammersluizen. These last were not
cleverly planned; the yacht lock is much too small for the
huge volume of summer traffic and boats often wait up to two
hours to even get into the lock; the lock itself is very high and
narrow; there is little ventilation and it takes over 30 minutes
for the salt water of the Keeten Mastgat to be replaced by the
sweet water of the Volkerak. As we went through it was
nearing 21:00 and we decided to anchor NE of the lock in a
deserted spot which looked from the chart like a safe place
with enough water to swing. It was very shallow, but the
bottom is soft. We took fixes on lights and hoped for a
peaceful night. Then they attacked ... first came the small
midges, then the bigger long winged green ants, these last
sizzled in the lamps (...blew the lamps out...), kamikazeed
into the candles, (... snuffed the candles...), and even died in
my culinary piece de resistance, the crepes suzette (...ate the
pancakes unflambe-ed...)! The entire exterior of the boat was

Enkhuizen-Scheveningen
Scheveningen-London viaQueenborough
London-Calais via Queenborough
Calais-Boulogne
Boulogne-Dieppe
Dieppe-Honfleur
Honfleur-Ouistreham
Ouistreham-Port-en-Bessin via Arromanche
Port-en-B.-Courseulles
Courseulles-Deauville
Deauville-Fecamp via LeHavre
Fecamp-St.Valere-en-Caux
Dieppe-Boulogne
Boulogne-Dunkerque
Dunkerque-Zeebrugge
Zeebrugge-Vlissingen
Vlissingen-Stellendam via lockes at Veere,
Kortegene,Willemstad
Stellendam-Scheveningen
Scheveningen-Enkhuizen

64
189
94
20
52
64
23
24
13
20
31
15
52
42
37
17
60
25
64
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Midnight Marauder to North Brittany
Brendan O’Callaghan

Midnight Marauder had proved her worth as a reliable
cruising boat each season for more than a decade and 1990
proved to be no exception. Plans for our 1990 cruise to
Brittany were made as early as January and with three crew
changes abroad in a four-week cruise, I felt certain that
Murphy’s law would surely apply.
The first week would see us w)yaging from our home port
of Kinsale to Brittany; the second and third weeks would be
the family holiday in Treguier and Morlaix and the fourth
week would be devoted to trying to get home.
North Brittany is the nearest part of continental Europe to
us and even in a relatively small boat like ours, it is little more
than forty-eight hours away in favourable conditions. The
main features of the Breton coast are the strong tidal streams,
the rocks with some beautiful sandy bays and inlets, heavy
Atlantic swells (especially in the west), fog and an abundance
of excellent harbours. With the Irish weather pattern in a
typically unsettled frame of mind, we were a little
apprehensive as we approached D-Day but by 5th July the
forecasters were a little more optimistic. As ready as we’d
ever be, we decided to leave early on the next morning.
Friday 6th July
With Don Sinclair and Phil McAuliffe, regulars on Midnight
Marauder, as crew, we departed Kinsale at 07:00 sailing in
company with Fauve a Westerly Merlin 28 skippered by my
friend William Oliver and crewed by my son Eoghan. At
05:55 the BBC had given us the prospect of S.W. winds F5/6,
and we made rapid progress once clear of the harbour. We
maintained regular VHF contact with Fauve early on. The
visibility disimproved, wind increased and as the distance
between us increased we were out of contact tor about twenty
hours. Around noon with the wind S.W. F5 we took one reef
in the main and rolled our genoa down to about working ,jib;
boat-speed did not reduce one bit. Two hours later with the
wind piping-up the yachtsmans gale, and gusting to F7, we
took a second reef in the main and rolled our heads’l down
further. Fortunately the wind remained in the S.W. - on our
beam. The seas by now had built-up to about three or four
meters, and we were taking the odd heavy breaking wave. To
add to our misery, it started to rain intermittently. We were in
for a long, wet cold night when we handed the main and
continued to sail, more comfortably, with only a tiny heads’l,
one size up from storm jib. Our cruise had got off to a more
energetic start than middle-aged sailors would have liked.
Saturday 7th July
By dawn visibility was less than one mile as we drew nearer
to the shipping lanes. The wind was down to about F4 and we
increased our genoa to full No 1 size. Despite being only halfcanvassed, the boat continued to make good headway with
minimal effort. The sea continued rough but we were within
about a mile of the Seven Stones Lightship at 07:00, just
twenty-tour hours out of Kinsale. At around this time we re100

established contact with Fauve on VHF and agreed to make
for Newlyn
We were lucky enough to meet only one ship as we crossed
the traffic separation scheme. The favourable tide swept us
southwards towards the Runnelstone buoy where we arrived
around noon and made visual contact once again with Fauve.
Under full sail once more we passed Tater Du and St.
Clement’s Island in slack breezes and tied up in Newlyn after
exactly 30 hours at sea and 151 miles on the log. Having
cleared customs there we proceeded into the comfort of the
nearby locked harbour in Penzance, a few hours later at high
water, and had a merry night in the conveniently adjacent
Blue Dolphin pub with crew from two other Kinsale yachts
Sionna and Jubilee B.
Monday 9th July
Sunday was our day of rest but the ungodly hour of 04:45 on
Monday saw us slipping out of Penzance on the high water
lock opening. William, in Fauve, left at the same time bound
single-handed for his home port of Plymouth. We were now
joined by Eoghan, who brought our ship’s company up to four
and we put the normal two-on-two-off watch-keeping routine
into play. In order to get best advantage from the tide past the
Lizard, as well as allow time for a decent meal, we motored
into Newlyn, where we had a sumptuous bacon-egg-sausage
ploughman’s breakfast before setting off for France at 06:00.
The forecast was for N.W. F5/6 decreasing 4 with fair
weather and good visibility. Couldn’t be better! Traffic was
light and on a dull dry morning, we broad-reached in W.N.W.
winds of F4 at the lively speed of 6 knots in two or three
meter swells. We soon crossed the 50th parallel and were to
stay south of this line for almost four weeks. We continued to
sail fast and were once again well reefed-down by the time
the wind got up to F6 in mid afternoon. It was sunny and
warm and wonderful sailing. There was a lot of shipping in

Eoghan, Tony and Brendan O’Callagan and Stephen Connolly.
Photo R. Cassidv

Photo Brendan O’Callaghan
Feeding the passanger.
our area and while there was no incident serious enough to
induce panic, we passed very close to three large freighters.
Coming on to nightfall, with the wind now dead astern and a
big following rolling sea, and being allergic to gybing allstanding, we again handed the mains’l. We sailed on
effortlessly with full genoa alone. By midnight we had the
magic of a full moon, the luxury (in Breton waters) of perfect
visibility, and the comfort of the powerful Ile de Batz light
clearly in view. As we closed the coast, the large swell, for
which this area is noted, made it difficult from the cockpit of
our small boat to identify many of the lights around Roscoff.
Tuesday 10th July
Gradually we were able to recognise the principal lights of
interest to us and we let go our anchor in about 4 meters just
south of the ferry terminal in Bloscon at 03:00; our channel
crossing of 116 miles had taken 21 hours.
After a token sleep of two hours we were on our way again
to catch the tide up to Morlaix, which we did under engine
alone in order to allow full concentration to picking out and

identifying the many beacons, lighthouses, islands and buoys
which aid pilotage in the Baie de Moflaix. this we found quite
difficult initially in the dazzling and low early morning
sunlight but we gradually proceeded safely by way of the
Grand Chenal between the unmistakable Chateau du Taureau
and Ile Llouet, and using the stern transit in our pilot, up the
estuary. At Dourduff the river narrows completely but is
exceptionally well buoyed all the way up to Morlaix with red
and green lateral buoys and staked transits to help round some
of the more acute bends further up. By 07:00 we were locking
in to Morlaix and berthing in the marina in the town centre.
We found the people we met there friendly and helpful and
the marina fees most reasonable. We celebrated our arrival in
France with a superb meal in a restaurant recommended in
"Classic Passages" - "La Maree Bleue" - and made sure,
before we turned in for the night, that the ship’s Paddy stocks
had not become tainted!
Wednesday llth July
Up early again. Showered, shined, shaved and shipshape we
left Morlaix on the last lock "ecclusage" of the morning’s tide
around 08:00. There are usually three lock openings (at HW 1, HW and HW +1) during daylight hours only (as navigation
is forbidden in the river during the hours of darkness) We
carefully picked our steps through the Baie de Morlaix, this
time using the Canal de Treguier towards the east, as we were
bound for Ploumanach. The spring tides on this part of the
Brittany coastline are such that progress against them in a
boat like ours is pretty-well futile. In strong sunshine we
entered the harbour at Primel about 11:00, guided by the red
and green beacons on either side and very good leading marks
on the hill behind. We picked up a vacant buoy after sizing up
the place for a few minutes.
Realising that we were likely to touch the bottom for a
short while on either side of low water, I was anxious to have
a look at the seabed under us before it happened. Three of us
took the plunge and found the bottom quite sandy with a trace
of soft mud. No problem. We had our meal and rowed ashore
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to see the sights as the keel nestled into the seabed. At around
16:00 we had enough water to leave and made our way out of
the narrow harbour mouth. With the light warm breeze dead
on the nose, we motor-sailed initially and tacked between
Plateaux de la Meloine and Triagoz and the mainland in
strong sunshine.
A wonderful afternoons sailing brought us to our
destination - Ploumanach - by sunset, and we entered this
exotic harbour at about high water. The red granite rocks of
this coastline seemed alive in the red sunset. A reminder of
how closely related the Celtic languages are is contained in
the place-name of this harbour. Derived from Poul Manach the pool (or lagoon) of the monks - Ploumanach nowadays
has a tidal till at the narrows of its entrance which retains
about 1.5 meters of water at low tide in the Poul.

New Grimsby Harbour.
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Photo Brendan O’Callaghan

Our spirits were further cheered by a visit to a harbour-side
cafe and a steadily rising barometer, now reading 1020. We
returned from our excursion ashore to some of McAuliffe’s
best Cordon Noir - spaghetti a la Phillipe with lots of
everything thrown in - especially lots of wine!
"Cheers! .... Sante .... May your giving hand never wither!"
"Slainte mhaith le each i bPoul na Manach anocht!"
Thursday 12th July
Vowing to return to this gem we sadly left Ploumanach at
09:00 for Treguier. It was another beautiful warm sunny day
with winds between F2/4 N.E. We also had six hours of foul
tide but felt that this would only serve to increase the amount
of sailing we could do in these perfect conditions, our log
notes that after three hours of beating we had succeeded in
making good a full four miles to windward of Mean Ruz
Lighthouse. We frequently sailed purposefully through the
small area of oveffalls at Toull Carr on successive tacks whilst
all other yachts in Brittany were carried by their spinnakers in
the opposite direction. In these conditions Midnight
Marauder sailed herself in a straight line with the helm lashed
slightly to weather. By 16:00 the tide had grown slack and
real progress was again possible. We soon identified the vital
mark - the Crublent buoy - and began our approach to
Treguier by way of the Grande Passe.
The approach is well marked by lights, beacons, buoys and
daymarks and without hazard as long as the clear directions
are followed. At 18:00, after nine hours magical sailing, we
tied up at the marina in this wonderful and ancient cathedral
town. The final approach to the pontoon is tricky and should
be made facing into the current which runs strongly especially
at half tide. 1 had learned the hard way the previous year, but
learned I had and made a fairly soft landing this time.
We celebrated the successful end to phase one of our cruise

with a memorable meal in Hotel rEstuaire, which overlooks
the port area, followed by a fete aboard worthy of a rousing
night in Cape Clear.
15th to 27th July: Family Holiday
Phil and Don made their way next day by bus and train to
Roscoff for the ferry to Cork that night. The return ferry
brought back my wife Majella and our two youngest children
- Hugh (16) and Blaithin (13) and they arrived early on
Sunday 15th to Treguier with the family car.
Using the yacht as a house-boat, we had a non-stop
sunshine family holiday for the following two weeks based
initially in Treguier. On Saturday 21st July, Eoghan, Blaithin
and I made a light-weather, tide-assisted passage from
Treguier back down the coast westward to Morlaix, while
Majella and Hugh travelled there by road. The second week
was spent in Morlaix and the family returned to Ireland by
ferry on Friday 27th.
Saturday 28th July
By this stage Morlaix was crammed tight with about 130
additional boats participating in the annual Tour de Finnistere,
from Morlaix westwards around to La Foret. We therefore
were very happy to leave, which we did at the first lock
opening around I0:00. Now very familiar with the Baie de
Morlaix and its many hazards, we motor-sailed in the light N
wind down the Grand Chenal once more and by keeping the
Ile de Batz lighthouse open to N of the conspicuous Men
Guen Bras (North Cardinal beacon tower) bearing 293T., we
cleared all dangers and tied to a visitor’s buoy in Bloscon
around noon. We rowed ashore and surveyed the eating and
drinking establishments of Roscoff, a very pleasant town
indeed, steeped in history and dominated by the sea.

Sunday 29th July
We were awoken at daybreak by the giant ferry Bretagne
berthing just a few hundred meters away from us. We rowed
ashore to welcome my brother, Tony and Stephen Connolly,
our two new crew for the return passage to Kinsale.
On Monday with the BBC promising us S.W. F4/5
becoming variable 3, we departed France around noon bound
for the Isles of Scilly. Early on we had light headwinds as we
motored down the channel between the lle de Batz and the
mainland, helped on by the west-going tide. We had fabulous
sailing in warm breezes right through the afternoon but the
"variable 3" turned out to be flat calm with fog patches. After
applying the "five minute rule" a few times, we eventually
resorted to the iron tops’l and had to motorsail the rest of the
passage to St Mary’s where we anchored in the Pool on
Tuesday 31 st July.
On two previous cruises I had failed to make it to these
heavenly islands due to poor and deteriorating weather. This
time would hopefully make-up for earlier disappointments
With the barometer still high, the wind light and the sun hot,
we swam over the side three times a day while in Scilly. The
booklet "Yachtsman’s Guide to Scilly" we found was an
invaluable help. It is a clearly-written, easily-understood,
humorous and, I would say, essential for any first-timer in Scilly.
The Isles of Scilly are indeed beautiful, but as they have
been repeatedly written about I will not add to that other than
to recount that we anchored in New Grimsby harbour and
Porth Conger as well as St Mary’s Pool, we walked five
islands (St. Mary’s, Bryher, Tresco, Gugh and St. Agnes) and
met some wonderful people including three Breton
yachtsmen, Georges, Jean-Francois and Jean-Hugues. With
these and some Cornishmen we shared some of the Celtic
culture common to us. I hope we meet again.
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On our visit to "The Turks Head" pub on St. Agnes, we
joined in a rousing sing-song, which became international
with our French friends providing an ethnic number. The
locals were baffled by the spectacle of Tony, spurred into
action by the third pint, launching himself onto the floor to
dance a reel assisted by myself (piano) and Eoghan (bodhran).
Everyone and everything seemed to come together and other
things did not seem to matter for a little while. The beer and
the wine flowed fast and sweet! it was a mini Pan-Celtic
festival. Oiche Cheoil. A night to remember!
On Friday we capped a wonderful holiday with a meal with
Jon and Vickey Ball, and their children, Jemima and
Morwenna. Jon has been a lifelong crew member of the Bude
(Cornwall) lifeboat and before the night was over we were
helping him sing "Trelawney" (the Cornish "national
anthem") with about 99 other patrons in "The Mermaid". Our
senses were quickly restored on the dinghy trip in dense fog
when it took us all of an hour to locate our boat even though
we had left our riding light on.
Saturday 4th August
10:00 saw us under weigh and bound for home via the North
Channel in bright sunshine which had burned oft" the dense
fog. Early on we had N F3 wind which soon increased and

backed N.W. F5. We tacked all day and all through the night
but at dawn on Sunday 5th August, we resorted to diesel
power as the wind died. Prior to that our tacks had us pointing
alternately at the Menai Straits and St John’s Newfoundland!
or so it seemed. Now at least we were pointing at bits of
Ireland! The wind returned, light at first, and continued dead
on the nose all day. We had a good N.W. F5 and short head
seas by the time we reached the gas rigs around 18:00. We
were surprised that such big seas soon built up fanned only by
about F4/5 breeze. At one stage we had two passengers on
board, two racing pigeons, both ringed, who refused all
attempts to give them any sort of food or even water.
On Monday a long night ended when, after watching the
Old Head light for (it seemed) endless hours, we picked up
our mooring in Kinsale at nearly 02:00 with 172 miles on the
log in a passage time of just under 40 hours.
A remarkable and wonderful cruise had ended. Remarkable
in that Murphy’s Law had not applied at all - not even once and wonderful as it had enriched the lives of all of us. There
were one or two lessons to be learned, to be sure, but no
hanging offences occurred.
A wonderful cruise, indeed, and though memory will dim
with time, I know it will remain a treasure. But it was good to
be back home in Kinsale too.

Summary of voyage
Date

Passage

Fri 6 July
Sat 7 July
Mon 9 July
do.
Tues 10 July
Wed 11 July
do.
Thurs 12 July
Sat 21 July
Sat 28 July
Mon 30 July
Wed 1 Aug
Thurs 2 Aug

Kinsale to Newlyn
Newlyn to Penzance
Penzance to Newlyn
Newlyn to Bloscon
Bloscon to Morlaix
Morlaix to Primel
Primel to Ploumanach
Ploumanach to Treguier
Treguier to Morlaix
Morlaix to Bloscon
Bloscon to St Mary’s Pool
St Marys to New Grimsby Hr.
New Grimsby Hrb. to Porth
Conger
Porth Conger to St Marys
St Marys to Kinsale

Fri 3 Aug
Sat 4 Aug

TOTALS FOR CRUISE
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Distance
(N. Miles)
151
2
2
116
10
12
24
38
33
10
121
3

Engine Hrs.

Nights

Time

Speed

0.5
0.5
0.5
0.5
2
2
1
0.5
5.25
1
14
1.25

1

30
0.5
O.5
21
2
3
4.5
9
9.5
2
24.75
1.25

5.0
4.0
4.0
5.5
5.0
4.0
5.3
4.2
3.5
5.0
4.9
2.4

4
2
172

0.5
0.25
17.5

2

1
0.75
39.5

4.0
2.7
4.4

700

47.25

5

149

4.7

1

1

A Fooster Round the Fingers of Ireland
M.M.A. d’Alton

Many years ago - too many to think of - I sailed around
Ireland with Ninian Falkiner in his Dublin Bay twenty four
Euphanzel, surging past all those fine headlands of the South
West comer with their marvellous bays between, deep into the
West Cork and Kerry Mountains, and vowed that "some day’
we would penetrate them. Years later I sailed past them again
with Paul Campbell in Verve and last year (1989)
compounded the crime when we circumnavigated in Siamsa.
That last time however, we swore that "next year we would
concentrate our cruise on exploring these enchanting ’spreadfingers’ of Ireland" - what must be one of the finest and most
compact cruising grounds of the western seaboard of Europe,
the cruising coast being many times the length of sea as the
fulmar flies it.
And this year this is exactly what we did, limiting
ourselves from Castletownshend just west of Kinsale, to south
of Valentia, even though we had a full two weeks and more on
our chosen cruising ground - and right glad we are that we did

Well after midnight a gentle breeze set in, so we kept on past
Ballycotton and by late evening next day we were beating
close to the entrance to Kinsale, so close and so late that I
thought I had better ’float’ the query, "would you like to put
into Kinsale for the night?". Stout fellows to a man! "No, we
think we should push on "; and so we did, beating through our
third night, around the Old Head, being chased off nets by a
small open fishing boat, who blithely assured us there were no
more nets ahead - the b ..... ds! and eventually sailing into one
of my favourite anchorages, Castletownshend, early in the
sunny morning, after a long slow passage of just over 72
hours; twenty of these being under engine, in a distance
logged of 200 miles.
Away to the West
Castletownshend is a charming anchorage - a long well
sheltered inlet, tree studded in parts, with the foot of the
village at the waterfront, the Castle to one side, the Main (and

SO.

This year there were but the two of us - Leslie Latham and
myself - for the pottering part of the trip. For the passage
down from Dun Laoire and for the passage back there was
pressure from behind that there should be a third man aboard
(quite rightly, though we were offhand about admitting it).
We were most fortunate in inducing an ex-shipmate of
ours,(from our Spanish cruise with Fred Espey in Verve) Mick
Reilly of Maynooth, a man who had just bought a 35 footer
but who yet was willing to endure the passage down in a
Ruffian 23. We were fortunate too in having the son of a
sailor to make the passage back with us, my nephew Ian
d’Alton, but he of course only owns an Enterprise.
So after the usual endless checking, loading and stowing
(the smaller the boat, the more intense the stowing), in the
middle of July, we were ready in all respects to put to sea
shortly before midnight on the Friday but though not at all
superstitious, we decided to have a nap till dawn when we
discovered that this Friday was the 13th!
Up then just before first light, to make another discovery;
we had everything on board but one thing - the charts!
Mabel, I must say, was rather reasonable when hauled out
of bed at 05:00 to drive the charts down; not quite the
preferred method of deserting your wife for three weeks or
more.
Our intention was to try to make Castletownshend in one
hop, but this seemed unlikely as the weather was very light
indeed ("beautiful sunny weather" for those ashore) and as we
have only an outboard engine our steaming range is limited.
We made our way slowly south and by 0200 on Sunday we
were at the Tuskar and by breakfast time we beat around the
Conningbeg Light Vessel in poor visibility; by supper we
were off Helvik Head, a glorious evening but with little wind,
which quite vanished off Mine Head so we dropped all sail
and let her lie, still as a statue, and had an excellent late
dinner in a leisurely fashion right beneath the Light House.

Ross Courtney on Jabberwock.
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105

almost only) Street straight up an amazingly steep hill, with
May Ann’s famous pub half way up, where we had lunch,
meeting Winkie and Georgina Nixon there and later that
night, returning for an haut cuisine dinner.
However the best thing we had here was a splendid bath in
the Castle which has been a rather grand guest house for
many years, even though we had been relegated to, as the
faded ancient lettering on the door indicated "The Butler’s
Bathroom".
Next morning we started in earnest on our potter, beating
out in glorious sunshine and on around Toe Head, inside the
fearsome Stags, the graveyard of the Kowlmm BridA’e, past
Baltimore (reserved for a visit on our way back) through the
Gascanane Sound inside Cape Clear Island and through the
islands of Roaringwater Bay into the splendid "harbour’ of
Schull, where we let go in early evening, amongst the
combined fleet of the Irish Cruising Club and the Cruising
Club of America assembled for a cruise and Rally, some of
the American boats quite mouth-watering.
That night we found ourselves wafted into the fine modern
Community School Assembly Hall, to the crowded Rally
Supper, an occasion which went with a fine swing.
When we gently surfaced in the morning, we were invited
by Ross Courtney aboard his splendid new boat, .lahberwock,
to our eyes 41 feet of luxurious living: how he ever could bear
to put to sea, living like this, we could not imagine.
Mick Reilly now left us for Verve, having made it possible
for Leslie and me to get down here; a splendid companion. I
don’t want to say much about his crewing lest I should be
gazumpted next time we desire his presence.
Late afternoon was another glorious one as we beat our
way out and westwards inside Long Island Sound, to
Crookhaven, where we let go off the village, just outside the
heavy weed on the bottom, which is my chief recollection of
the place.
We slipped ashore for a pint or so and then had dinner
aboard - Frey Bentos steak and kidney pie burned to a tuna
under the grille: do you or do you not take off the opened lid
before cooking: if not how do you keep the burning paint off
the pie?
Though there was dense fog next morning, Friday 20 July,
as soon as it thinned a little we left, motoring as there was no
wind at all, along the south side of Crookhaven peninsula and
on around Mizen Head, being escorted several times around
the ends of salmon nets by their attendant boats (usually one
can get around the inner end).
Once around ’The Head" we had a gentle sail in glorious
weather across Dunmanus Bay and Bantry Bay and into
Castletown Bearhaven, in on its pair of leading marks - a
simple approach despite the most convoluted directions in the
I.C.C. Sailing Directions - the leading marks being broad

Dursey Sound.
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vertical red stripes on white backgrounds, very clear once
they are picked up.
We got ashore here for a good supper in a very clean and
excellent cafe and later in a pub (where else?) met three other
cruising men all from the U.K., who had a very fine yawl and
who were loud in their praise of the wonderful cruising region
they had come to.
Next morning was another lovely one, but again with little
wind so we motored and sailed west towards Crow Head at
the south end of Dursey Sound, which we sailed into against a
strong foul tide, inevitably to be caught aback in the Narrows
right under the overhead cable car and right abreast the
notorious Flat rock on to which the tide sets hard. On engine
in a rush, a burst of full throttle and we were through!
This Crow Head by the way, is the true South West corner
of Ireland, not the Mizen as always claimed; it would be
interesting to probe the local in-fighting through the ages
which brought about this blatant misrepresentation.
From here we basked in a light and easy reach across the
seven mile mouth of Kenmare River to the leading marks to
take us unto Derrynane "Harbour’, an old and much favoured
call of ours, where we let go well in, beyond quite a fleet of
other boats, taking time to dig our anchor in as we had
dragged aground here last year: as indeed had many another,
we were told on our return home.
We had a dinner of ’Siamsa Hot-Pot’ - new spuds, onions
and a thick thatch of rashers, all done in single saucepan - and
rather late, landed on a wild point ashore as the tide was far
out from the pier, for a walk into Caherdaniel where we
remembered there was a pub. It was now almost dark but we
could ,just read the signpost which indicated "Caherdaniel 2
miles" - two very Irish miles indeed as we were parched by
the time we reached it just before midnight, Leslie pressing
ahead with great determination, to find the place packed with
drinkers festooning the low walls along the road, so balmy
was the night.
A difficult walk back to find our inflatable, very rough
going indeed: we would assuredly have been be-nighted, had
we forgotten to bring our torches.
Sunday 22 July was not only a glorious one but also
declared to be a Day of Rest: despite this we scrubbed the
boat - and later ourselves - all over in Fairy Liquid which I
then rinsed off by filling up the cockpit with seawater and
having a marvellous sunny bath in it! Thoroughly to be
recommended, but I suppose, only when at anchor.
Later in the afternoon l zig-zagged my way up to the high
ground overlooking the harbour, to marvellous panoramae,
whilst Leslie stayed on board studying French!
Dinner on board: I cannot quite remember whether we had
burnt paint with this night’s pie or not.
In and out the Fingers: - Kenmare River
Derrynane we decided, would be our point furtherest west and
north if we were to have time properly to explore the
magnificent inlets between the "fingers’ - Kenmare River,
Bantry Bay, Dunmanus Bay and Long Island Bay - so from
here we headed east up Kenmare River (3 Miles wide) for
Sneem on the north shore, about halfway to Kenmare. We
quietly beat and not so quietly motored our way, entering
Sneem by the main passage outside Sherky Island, anchoring
in the gut in the N.E. corner of Garinish Island, an absolutely
lovely and quite unspoiled anchorage.
We actually succeeded in getting the small outboard to start
and so set out in our inflatable up the river to Sneem, about 2
miles of weed choked water, where we shopped and later had
an excellent dinner in O’Sullivans Restaurant, a place to be
recommended.
Sneem is a most lovely large village in two parts, each end

of a fine old stone many arched bridge over rocky rapids (now
quite dry), each half of the village with its own very well kept
green, the whole place pristine as though preparing for the
’Tidy Town’ competition (which I think it was).
A quite lovely call in every way.
Next day Tuesday 24 July, saw pottering at its best. It was
just after lunch before we managed to get under weigh,
beating out in a light wind and on across the centre part of
Kenmare River, all 1.7 miles of it, then gently motoring into
Kilmakilloge, gently so as not to break the spell of this
magnificent inlet well over two mile deep. Here we came
upon large areas of fish farming of a form not familiar to us,
that is, the areas were not enclosed but consisted of long
parallel lines of large plastic barrels, tethered end to end at
close intervals. At first we skirted outside these not knowing
just how they were moored, later we plucked up courage and
steamed along between the parallel lines, without fouling
anything much to our relief.
We let go, well in beyond the ’fish farms’, in as perfectly
wild an anchorage as one could wish, in two and half fathoms,
our nook two thirds encircled by trees down to the water’s
edge, backed by high mountains, all deserted, the whole
anchorage our’s alone, the water a mirror of smokey shaded
molten glass - perfect; one could ’hear’ the silence.
Yet beneath the surface lurked the ’Yellow Rock’
mentioned in the Sailing Directions as being hereabouts; it
does indeed cover, with no sign of rock, weed or stub of perch
- could be a menace.
Siamsa Hot Pot yet again, largely due to the kindness of
Sceoling whom we had met in Sneem, who before we
returned, put half a sack of spuds aboard us, fetched down the
fiver from the village and who would then accept nothing but
our thanks. We blessed them on several other nights as well
when we did not eat ashore.
Wednesday 25 July, was to be no pottering but a passage
down Kenmare River, round Cods Head, through Dursey
Sound if possible and on somewhere up Bantry Bay.
So we were under weigh at 07:00 and motored over the
still mirror water between the lines of barrels and soon we had
our spinnaker set - a rare event on a cruise - carrying it in
brilliant sunshine for two and half glorious hours, but even
with this we were too late for the tide through Dursey Sound
and so sailed on outside Dursey Island, beating against the
strong foul tide off its S.W. end, inside the Bull, the Cow and
Calf off it. I said I could not row once again through the huge
cavern right through the Bull.
This foul tide thwarted our intention to get half way up
Bantry Bay to Adrigole so we put into Castletown Bearhaven
as night was nigh. Just as we got in the wind in the anchorage
freshened so every time I shot the CQR it promptly dragged
in heavy weed; this occurred no less then four times, on each
occasion we ended up uncomfortably close to boats already
anchored. Eventually on the fifth cast, the anchor held off the
’Trawler Yard’ but as the wind was just as stiff and the
holding so suspect we spent an anxious night trying to sleep
in our oilskins.
The only compensation for this night - if you could call it
so - was the sight in the morning of a large German yacht
sitting bolt upright on top of a rock, her keel well and truly
dried out, her precarious position maintained by an
enormously long ’haliard’ from the masthead to a tree ashore,
our relief was that where she was was uncomfortably close to
where we had first attempted to anchor!
Bantry Bay
Thursday was a horrid morning but despite the driving mist
we went ashore to shop and had a very good lunch in a cafe
restaurant at a most reasonable cost.

We finally got under weigh at 1700 for Adrigole and had a
many - tack dead beat against a full Force 5, up the length of
the sound inside Bear Island, hard work for two of us, past
two wrecked steamers and eventually in very poor visibility,
into Adrigole on a safe bearing to clear the dirt off
Roancarrigmore Light House.
During almost all of this dead beat of three and half hours
and innumeral tacks we carried the working jib only - no
main; a rig the Siamsa - and her crew - like in such weather.
We beat in beyond the pier here and let go just N.W. of it,
clear of two other boats already in.
We could not see the rest of the inlet or any of the
background owing to the persistent mist, yet we sensed that
there was something splendid there - the morning showed that
indeed there was.
Gradually the morning cleared and gradually the veil was
lifted and slowly a truly magnificent mountainous
’backcloth’, Hungry Hill was revealed - one of the lovely
anchorages.
I slipped ashore and walked to Adrigole village, a few
houses, shops and a pub; in one ’tumbledown’ old house and
surrounded by boots mountains high all in splendid disarray,
on a three legged stool sat a bootmaker of the old school, who
was still repairing though alas no longer making boots; we
had a most interesting chat about the ’auld times’ in the trade;
he showed me a sack of full sized steel ’tips’ for heels like
small horseshoes.
Later in the afternoon we left and had an easy sail on up
Bantry Bay the seven miles or so to Glengarriff where we
anchored near a Frenchman - the whole coast in this part of
Ireland was alive with them.
We were guilty of one omission here, and a disgraceful one
at that; we somehow did not visit the wonderful gardens on
Garinish Island - Philistines!
We also made one useful discovery here not mentioned in
the Sailing Directions; that was that there is a fine fresh water
tap at the dinghy pier.
As we left this pier we met Jack Ryan of Foynes, also
cruising, who gave us the cheerful news that he had just heard
that a Force 9 was on the way. He tumed out to be quite fight
too!
Under the shadow of this forecast, we set off early next
morning Saturday 28 July, outboard on, over mirror smooth
sea, later sailing as the first whispers of the impending gale
appeared.
As we sailed down Bantry Bay we decided to put into
Lawrence Cove in the north side of the east end of Bear
Island (off Castletown Bearhaven) to shelter from the
southerly gale.
We sailed into this fine cove, letting go our CQR quite far
out near Turk Island, in accordance with the Sailing
Directions; later we erected and planted an extraordinary
folding fisherman type of anchor (both the ’arms’ the same
end as the flukes), both of which must have dug in well as we
stayed immobile as a perch whilst a couple of bigger boats
slowly dragged during the next two days gale, in which one of
them registered sustained periods/gusts of 47 knots, the upper
end of Force 9. Before nightfall, I put three reefs in the main just in case!
We chose this anchorage not only because this would give
us a weather shore, but also because if we did drag we would
have a full mile of water to leeward to get some sail set a
great ease to the mind when the only power aboard is an
outboard engine, which though an excellent one is almost
useless in the steep chop which develops off a lee shore as we
most disconcertingly discovered when anchored in
Carrusmore Bay in Tory Island last year.
About noon on the Sunday 29 July, the dirt cleared, the
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gale force winds eased to stiff, so Leslie and 1 rowed ashore
for a look at the tiny village here, Rerrin.
Leslie took it easy, whilst I had a most interesting ramble
around this east end of Bear Island having a good landward
look at ’Lonehort Harbour’ on the S.E. tip of the island - a
wonderfully enclosed anchorage with a couple of frightening
rocks within the entrance, unmarked, so that one must indeed
as the Sailing Directions urge "enter with the greatest
caution", especially as they add "tramel nets may be set
completely closing the entrance"!
On the high ground at the very eastern tip of the island, l
came across a monstrously deep artificial moat with concrete
sides, perhaps about 25 feet deep by about fifteen in width,
running for many hundreds of yards completely enclosing the
headland top, surrounding the gun emplacements which
protected the east entrance to Bearhaven, a "Treaty Port’
anchorage for the Royal Navy up to shortly before the last
war; in fact, Bear Island itself used to be a "barracks’ for H.M.
forces; fittingly LDF courses for non-commissioned officers
being run there now.
In the evening Leslie and I had a very good dinner in the
spotless little cafe - restaurant here, excellently cooked by the
enterprising and highly trained young woman who owned and
operated it, for the most reasonable sum of IR£ 15, including a
glass of wine and tip, for the two of us - a little place to be
highly recommended to those in search of simple excellence
rather than elaborate mediocrity.
Now that we had been gale bound for two days we found
we would have to forego exploring one of these magnificent
inlets, Dunmanus Bay with its Kitchen Cove, Dunbeacon
Cove and Dunmanus Harbour; as we had already been to
Crookhaven and Schull, we now aimed to get to Baltimore - a
long haul (by our present standards!) of over thirty miles as
our fulmar flies it.
Back around the Mizen
So by 07:00 on Monday 30 July, we weighed first the folding
anchor splendidly dug in and covered by rich grey mud great
holding; and then the CQR likewise in both respects; very
greatly appreciated in the circumstances, despite the mess on
the foredeck.
We sailed out under much reduced canvas around the east
end of the island, beat across the mouth of Bantry Bay, eased
at Sheep Head, around Three Castles’s Head and on around
the Mizen, and as it was now such a lovely sailing day and as
we intended sailing outside Cape Clear Island, we were
tempted to go a little more outside and so around the Fastnet
Rock; very striking in brilliant sunshine and skyward shooting
spume; in fact the waters which we sailed through were like a
huge bath with enormously thick soap-suds. By 17:00 we had
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let go in Baltimore Harbour, well off the pier in one and half
fathoms, being much tempted to anchor off Sherkin Abbey
looking very fine indeed with the evening sun etching its
many roofless gables.
We went ashore in the evening, inspected many fine
restaurants - from the outside - decided that at this stage of the
cruise it would be dinner on board, so after a pint or so we
slipped back on board again to a leisurely dinner and a good
one too!
Shortly before noon next day, we set off under full main
and working jib for a stiff short dead beat of many tacks, out
of Baltimore and three hours later sailed into
Castletownshend: back in our arrival point. Here we had
another bath in the Butler’s one in the Castle.
In the evening we had yet another very good but not
elaborate dinner, of excellent value, in the "Anchorage’, mn
by a mother and her daughter, the cooking as good as Bear
Island - quite a recommendation. The improvement over the
years in the standard of such small places is a striking feature
of this coast.
Wednesday, as well as broaching the month of August, was
also for us a rest day and a lovely one at that. Leslie stayed
aboard - what a luxury it occasionally is when cruising, to
have the boat entirely to one’s self for a few hours - whilst I
took the opportunity to ramble round what might be called the
peninsula between the inlets of Castletownshend and
Glandore/Union Hall, during which inspected from landward
three ’day-anchorages’ Blind Harbour, Squince Harbour and
Carrigillehy Cove - here perhaps I should explain to those
who have not yet had the pleasure of cruising in these waters
that most of the ’Harbours" are in fact, natural coves and
inlets, often without even a stone jetty.
All three of these looked lovely for a day call and perhaps
even, in very settled weather, suitable for a night. A mental
note has been made of this.
Though I had been in Glandore a couple of times I never
had been in its ’mate’ Union Hall, which from the land
proved to be a lovely village, in very good nick, the paintwork
gleaming - the Tidy Town thing again - so I had a jar in an old
pub which had just been very discreetly done up, the
signwriter still at work; a lovely job - ’Dintys’, on the comer.
On Thursday, 2 August, before 08:00, we beat out of
Castletownshend and quietly sailed past that string of fine
headlands which marches along this coast in a dead straight
line; Galley Head, Seven Heads and the Old Head of Kinsale,
(the straight line including also Cape Clear and Toe Head,
both passed on our way to Baltimore).
Before supper time we had sailed into Oyster Haven and
let go at the junction where it divides, in three fathoms after a
quiet but gloriously sunny day; just one other boat in, wearing
the Swiss flag.
The night was perfectly quiet, in this almost deserted inlet,
the moon a glorious golden two thirds, our anchor, it would
appear, well dug in despite the warning in the S.D. of much
weed; no weight upon the warp; what better recipe for a night
of peace of mind for a cruising man?
We were due to pick up our ’passage-crew’, my nephew
lan, son of Robin, at Kinsale, early on Saturday 4 August and
then promptly to set out for home, so we roused out early on
Friday, scrubbed the boat from stem to stem, aloft and alow,
so that she would look as if we always cruised like that and
well before noon, in glorious weather, we beat out as usual
and ’slipped around the comer’ and into Kinsale, where we
met a huge number of French small keel boats beating out the fleet for the second leg of ’La Figero’ race, mainly single
handed, it seemed, from here to La Rochelle - attended by an
absolute circus of fine large yachts; the bizzare nature of some
of the (sponsored) colour schemes of the competitions needed

Glandor with Union Hall in the distance.
to be seen to be believed (one painted full length and from rail
to underside of keel, as a bowl of fruit); almost as striking as
the apoplectic face of the oldest member of the Kinsale Yacht
Club when he saw this lot arrive!
We laid alongside the outer edge of the mooring ’Visitors
Section’, which must have been crammed with Frenchmen up
to an hour ago; afterwards we wasted several hours on Friday
and several more on Saturday trying to find someone - anyone
- of the Marina people to pay them for our berth, being
(mis)directed by a painted notice board/map at the Marina
shore gate - so much time did we conscience-striken mariners
waste, and so annoyed did I become that just before we
slipped next day, I left a snooty note tucked in our berth,
about that damned ’map’ at the gate. Having got that out of
my system, I added my name and address!
Back ’outside the banks’
Next morning at the appointed hour Ian appeared on the Marina
with his wife June and their two young children, the three to
send their father off on this most risky enterprise, so at 10:30
we slipped away from the Marina expecting to be hailed back
at any moment to pay our dues and once more beat out and then
reached east in lovely weather, and when some few miles out at
sea, sailing close beside the most sensible speedboat owner I
have ever come across; the boat was stopped, gently rocking in
the slight sea, whilst he was stretched out full length along the
thwart in the blazing sun, with his head propped up on the
gunnel, reading his morning newspaper. As we gave him a
wave he called out to us, flourishing his paper" not easy to get
them delivered out here"!
By mid afternoon we had the spinnaker up for the second
time - almost a record on a cruise of ours - and for five
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glorious hours we sped on our way eastward, during which
the full moon rose, so that we set up our table in the cockpit
and had our dinner there, ’al fresco’ - a memorable night at
sea.
We had laid a direct course from close off Ballycotton
Island to Conningbeg Light Vessel, a passage of almost 50
miles, about 10 miles offshore most of the way, so apart from
Mine Head and Hook Head Light we saw little until we got a
fix on this last and the Conningbeg Light at 0300 on Sunday;
two hours later we passed close outside the light vessel and at
breakfast time inside the Tuskar Rock; hard on the wind,
Genoa only, no main - and quite sufficient too.
The wind was now northerly but dropped by noon, so we
motored for almost five hours, when the breeze set in again,
this time slightly west of north, an improvement.
For the rest of this lovely Sunday we remained hard on the
wind, beating our way up north through the Irish Sea, ’outside
the banks’.
As the wind freshened to F 5 and 6 at times, the Genoa
became too much, but being loath to go forward in the night
to shift to the working jib, we lowered the Genoa with the
downhaul and sailed on close hauled under a double reefed
main; now well out into the Channel, in confused sea and
swell.
This rig was a mistake; though the Siamsa sails like a bird
under Genoa only or working jib if this amount of wind, she
sails poorly on the wind under main alone, and even more so
with reefed main in strong wind and confused sea.
However inertia ruled the day - or rather night - until 10.00
on Monday morning, when we re-hoisted the jib and tacked
towards the west to find Ireland once again, which we did in
the early afternoon in the shape of the large buoy marking the
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Codling Bank, somewhat abaft our beam at some distance:
this buoy we positively identified as the Racon Buoy, (the
buoy marking the outer (eastern) edge of the Codling Bank)
by its horn every 20 seconds and so not the buoy on the inner
edge of the bank, over 5 miles further inshore, which has no
horn. Comforting we thought, after all that dead reckoning
since the Tuskar, on the wind on lumpy seas, much of the time
little better than hove-to with reeled main only and making
heaven knows how much leeway (to seaward) as modern
boats do when making little headway.
Or so we thought!
I took this opportunity of putting beyond doubt our exact
position and so altered course in towards the buoy as wished
to get inside the Kish Bank through the gap between the
Codling Bank and the India Bank to the south of it.
Well before we had reached our Racon Buoy we were
scarified suddenly to see .just below the surface of the water,
sandbanks crowding in on us on all sides in a rnost irregular
pattern, but clear as crystal in the brilliant but hazy sunshine.
Panic stations! about turn! and navigation by eye from the
stemhead, in between and around those damned sandbanks
right beside us, until finally we got out into deep water again,
severely shaken, as this Racon Buoy is about 6 miles outside
(to the east) of the line of banks and by the chart, should have
at least 15 metres around it.
After the tension had subsided we all confirmed with each
other that we distinctly heard the horn at 20 second intervals

and so are certain that this was indeed the outer Buoy: we
wondered if it is possible that well outside sandbanks with
this depth on it, could tidal swirls cause "spirals" of sand to
rise off the bottom and thus appear from sea level, as solid
banks’?
Since then I have discussed this with Captain Denis Gray,
Marine Superintendent of Irish Lights, who confirms that in
such positions, especially in strong tidal rips and overflows,
such upsurges of sand laden water do indeed occur and can
look just as if they were shallow sand banks.
Despite this reassurance, we’re not the better of it yet!
Eventually we got back to the business of getting home and
continued on our beat up outside the Kish Bank - keeping
well off! - in the moonlight and rounded the lighthouse before
easing off for Dtm Laoire Harbour which we entered the
profusion of lights in the harbour and even more by those
ashore - it must be most confusing for visitors especially the
brilliant ones lighting up some of the waterfront hotels (the
lights that is!)
We picked up an empty mooring as our own seemed
occupied: we thought better of rooting out our wives in the
small hours, especially after the hiccough over the charts at
the start - and so to bed, aboard.
We awoke well refreshed in the morning and with a glow
of satisfaction that our potter around the ’fingers" was all, and
more, than we bad hoped it would be - an even more detailed
potter is not ruled out in a year or two.

Siamsa - ’The Fingers of Ireland’ 14 July to 6 August 1990
Date

From

TO

N.M.

Time
Engine
at Sea
Hrs Min Hrs Min

Engine
%

Av
Speed
KN

Castletownshend
Schull
Crook haven
Castletown
Bearhaven

200.3
18.0
4.3

72.25
6.15
3.15

20.25
1.52

28.2
57.5

2.8
2.9
1.3

20.2

8.15

4.40

57.0

2.4

Derrynane
Sneem
Kilmakilloge
Castletown
Bearhaven

35.4
16.7
1.7

7.20
6, I 0
0.30

0.25
2.23
0.50

5.5
39.0
166.0!

4.8
2.7
3.4

45.3

13.44

1.55

13.8

3.3

27
28
30
31

Castletown
Bearhaven
Adrigole
Glengarriff
Laurence Cove
Baltimore

Adrigole
Glengariff
Laurence Cove
Baltimore
Castletownshend

13.0
9.2
12.9
38.3
I 1.5

3.3O
2.30
3.07
9.20
2.30

2.44
-

87.0
-

3.7
3.7
4.2
4.1
4.6

August
2
3
4-7

Castletownshend
Oyster Haven
Kinsale

Oyster Haven
Kinsale
Dun Laoire

28.0
2.5
202.0

9.10
1.00
61.32

1.32
1.00
9.21

16.4
10(I.0
15.2

3.1
2.5
3.3

659.3

210.33

47.07

22.4

3.13

14-17
18
19
20

Dun Laoire
Castletownshend
Scu l l
Crookhaven

21

Castletown
Bearhaven
Derrynane
Sneem
Kilmakilloge

23
24
25
26

Distances are from "entrance to entrance"
Engine Hours include ’within entrances"
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A Change is as Good as a Rest
Peter Mullins

In October 1988 I was appointed captain of Captiva III, an 80
foot motor yacht. The idea of becoming a ’stink pot’ driver
had never really occurred to me, indeed the only motor boat I
could ever lay claim to have driven before was probably one
during an ICC rally on the River Shannon many years ago and
those craft hardly bear much resemblance to todays multimillion dollar mega yachts. What appealed to me most about
this particular motor yacht job was the fact that Captiva spent
six months in Venezuela during the summer and the winters in
the Lesser Antillies, which makes a pleasant change, as most
motor yachts have the reputation of remaining months at a
time tied up in some marina berth. At the time of writing I am
just completing my second summer season in Venezuela and
propose informing the reader a little about the joys of cruising
this fascinating country. But first I should say a few words
about Captiva I11 even though I realize she is not quite your
typical cruising yacht in the ICC sense of the word.
Captiva II1 is a semi-displacment, raised pilot house, fly
bridge, motor yacht; to give her her full title. She was built of
aluminium by the Burger Boat Company in 1983 and
originally started out life at 70 feet over all. However, in 1986
she was purchased by the present owner and as part of an
extensive refit was lengthened by 10 feet at the stern to
incorporate a fishing cockpit, utility area, another generator
and extra tankage for 1,600 gallons, which now gives her a
total capacity of 3,800 gallons and an increased range of over
1,500 miles. For power she is fitted with two V12 71 TI
General Motors diesels of 750 H.E each.(i.e 12 cylinders of
71 cubic inches each and turbo intercooled). These Jimmy’s,
as they are affectionately called, are a two-cycle engine,
where intake and exhaust take place during part of the
compression and power strokes. A Roots type blower is fitted
to force air into the cylinders for expelling the exhaust gases
and to supply the cylinders with fresh air for combustion. In
contrast, a four-cycle engine requires four piston strokes to
complete an operating cycle; thus, during one half of its
operation, the four-cycle engine functions merely as an air
pump. Their origin dates to the Second World War where they
were fitted to a variety of applications from tanks to landing
craft to patrol boats and as generating sets for submarines.
They are incredibly reliable motors and it is claimed that 70%
of all G.M.’s built are still running. They have the reputation
of being a little noisy but are much more economical at 30
gallons per hour each than the high speed German four cycle
counterparts from M.T.U.M.W.M and M.A.N which burn
upward of 200 gallons per hour each for not much more horse
power.
Captiva cruises at about 15 knots and when light of fuel
and water can reach speeds of 18 knots at full open throttle.
They are relatively easy to maintain and I took a course in
Miami which was well worth while. We have only 2,000
hours on the engines, which is nothing as Chrismi who has
the V6 version had over 12,000 hours when i sold her and I
never as much as had to even change an injector on her. A

little ditty in our log book attests to our faith in our motors.
’To Mr. G and Mr. M
to you we raise our hat
you’ve rumbled on for two thousand hours
and we thank you both for that!’
The electrical system of the entire yacht is 240/110 volts AC,
with the exception of the navigation and some emergency
lights which are 32 volts DC. So to keep everything running
like fridges, freezers ice makers and air conditioning we either
have to be connected to shore power or run one of our
generators, of which we have three, two 25KW’s and one
15KW all Westerbeke’s. The accommodations are to the
standard you would expect to find in a well appointed Florida
condominium. Three guest state rooms with bathrooms en
suite, main salon, dining salon, galley and crews quarters for
two forward with head and shower adjoining. The galley,
which is all electric, is fitted with a dish washer, washer and
dryer, microwave and all mod cons. The pilot house is also
well equipped with all the modern navigational aids including
telex and cellular phone. The heads, of which there are 5, are
an electrically operated vacume system similar to those on
aircraft and fresh water flush, so we also have a water maker
of 1000 GPD. On the boat deck we carry two inflatables, one
4.80 meter semi-rigid with a 75 HP Suzuki and a 3.20 meter
with a 9.9 HP Yamaha.
The purpose of this log is to introduce the reader to the
merits of a Venezuela Cruise. The Eastern Caribbean is now
being cruised by more and more members every year. The
first members to cruise the Lesser Antillies were the late
Gerard Leonard in Wishbone and of course our Ambassadors
at large Michael O’Flaherty and Brian Smullen in Cuilaun in
the mid 70’s and the area from Grenada to the Virgins has
been well logged over the years. Trans-Atlantic crossings are
now common place and the normal Atlantic round of crossing
in December and dashing home via Bermuda or the East coast
of the States in the spring or early summer barely gives time
to take in a Venezuela cruise and the best time to visit
Venezuela is undoubtedly the summer and autumn. It would
make sense therefore to extend a Caribbean cruise to two
years and enjoy Venezuela during the first summer. This has
certain advantages. Venezuela is below the normal hurricane
belt, though hurricanes passing north can affect the weather.
Venezuela’s oft’shore islands and parts of the coast are much
drier than the Caribbean; the water is a little cooler which
makes for pleasant cool nights. On the other hand, winds are
light and variable which make a pleasant change from a
winter of trade-winds and double reefed mains. Sustained
strong winds are generally from the easterly quadrant starting
by 10:00 and dying out to a light breeze by night fall. On the
return journey to Grenada many people power eastward at
night when its calm. Venezuela is blessed with having copious
quantities of oil and the prices are the cheapest in the world,
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Captiva IlL
and at the time of writing one imperial gallon of diesel costs
the equivalent of five Irish pence for the first 1000 litres and
thereafter about 25 pence a gallon, but be warned, the fuel has
a high sulfur content which can play havoc with injector tips
and it is none too clean so a good supply of Racor filters
should always be carried. The price of all petroleum products
are to rise by 300% over the next six months as part of the
austerity measures but fuel here will still be the cheapest in
the world.
In order to visit Venezuela by yacht one must have proper
boat registration papers and visas for all crew members. Visas
can be obtained with ease at the Venezuelan Embassies in
Antigua, St. Vincent, or Grenada and they are usually granted
for an initial period of two months, but can be extended in
Venezuela for 1,000 Bolivares per head. Foreign registered
vessels can only remain in Venezuela for a maximum period
of six months. Admiralty and lmray-lolaire charts are well
covered for the entire coast and off lying islands. I personally
prefer the lolaire coloured charts published by the ’guru’ Don
Street which along with his "Street’s Cruising Guide to the
Eastern Caribbean" volume 4 is all one needs. However be
sure to get the 1988 Supplement as his original guide was first
published in 1980 and there have been many changes since.
Chris Doyle has also published a "Sailor’s guide to a
Venezuela Cruise" which although not as detailed as Street is
worth having on board. Venezuela is relatively new as a
cruising ground and the authorities are not used to dealing
with the itinerant yachtsman, so customs clearance is
somewhat cumbersome. Up to four agencies can be involved.
Customs, National Guard, Imigration and Port Captain, and
they are never all situated in the same building. In
consequence it can take up to two hours to clear in or out, and
once you enter Venezuela you must clear in and out of each
major port. You get issued with a cruising permit called a
’Zarpar’ and you should make sure it includes all places you
are likely to visit (con todo puntas intermedios) as there are
frequent inspections especially in the outer islands. In
Margarita, which would be the first official port of entry for
yachts arriving from Grenada there is an organization called
Margarita Yacht Services who for a small fee will attend to all
the formalities, a service well worth considering. In Puerto La
Cruz Shore Connection Yacht Agents offer a similar service
including telefax, phone, mail, parts clearance etc. They
monitor VHF 77-81. The authorities may hold your ships
papers until you clear out of their area. On our first visit they
112

did and left us with a photocopy, but on this
entry they didn’t bother. It is worth
mentioning at this stage that Venezuela is like
all Latin countries where graft is all part of
the game and one should set aside a certain
sum to be considered as a slush fund even if
it irks you. A few Bolivares oiling the right
palm can smooth the way immeasurably. One
game 1 heard of recently which happened to a
cruising friend was for the authorities to
condemn the size of his courtesy flay!
Surprise, surprise the customs officer was
able to produce a larger one from under the
counter for him to buy!
The cruising in Venezuela can be split into
three distinct areas. Firstly there is the area
around Puerto La Cruz, Mochima and
Cumana. Secondly there are the offshore
islands and thirdly there is the remainder of
the coast westward from El Moro de
Barcelona to Morrocoy. Westward of
Photo P. Mullins Morrocoy is what the late Rory O’Hanlon
would have called ’Mao Mao Country’ as
there is nothing to offer except the proximity of the
Colombian border. It is unlikely that anyone would want to
venture further westward except for those en route to the
Panama Canal which should be by way of the Dutch islands
of Bonair, Curacao and Aruba, known collectively as the A B
C’s. The area around Puerto La Cruz, including Margarita
Island, the Gulfo de Cariaco and the adjacent islands, was so
well described in Hugo du Plessis excellent and deservedly
award winning log entitled the Spanish Main, in the Annual
of 1988, that I do not propose to describe the area except to
say there is a month or two of excellent cruising to be had in
this region alone. One can also haul out and get inexpensive
work done in Cumana, Islas De Plata or Americo Vespucio,
where a yacht could also be left quite safely either in a secure
marina berth or on the hard.
Los Testigos are a delightful group of islands inhabited by
fishermen. They are about 90 miles from Grenada and most
people make Los Testigos their first stop after an overnight
passage. Although not an official port of entry one should be
prepared to be boarded but the authorities turn a blind eye to
cruising folk who stop here on the way to Margarita or the
mainland. You will find on Los Testigos beautiful beaches,
huge sand dunes, lots of fish and warm friendly people. There
are no supplies to be had but then one is unlikely to spend
more than a couple of days here. There are several anchorages
which all may roll from time to time especially in winter but
in summer and fall they are less so; if folly at all. Margarita
has been well described but I would add that it is also a duty
free holiday island.
The offshore islands stretch in more or less a line parallel
to the coast, about 60 miles off. They are all surrounded by
crystal-clear water and are in the easterly trade-wind belt.
They are largely uninhabited and, with the exception of E1
Roque, have no supplies for the yachtsperson. They are like
the Virgins and the Grenadines of twenty years ago. The
waters have not been fished out and the anchorages are
seldom crowded. The fishermen are friendly and helpful and
there are miles of deserted beaches, smooth, cool, bug free
anchorages and there is no sign of developers. The
Venezuelan government, in their wisdom formed the offshore
islands into National Parks many years ago and they are
frequently patrolled by the Guardia National patrol boats.
They are, in short what everyone dreams of as tropical
islands. The first island heading westward is La Tortuga about
60 miles from Puerto La Cruz. This is a low flat island with

glorious beaches, clear water and a variety of anchorages.
Again there is quite a fishing community established on the
Island which is concentrated on Cayo Herradura. There is
excellent snorkling and diving but it is a National Park and
they prohibit spear fishing but lobster and fish can be
purchased from the local fishermen. La Tortuga is only 50
miles from the mainland at Carenero, a large yachting and
holiday center only 1.5 hours drive from Caracas. At
weekends La Tortuga tends to become a little crowded with
sports fishermen and nigh powered speed boats making the
crossing in a couple of hours. They tend to congregate
lemming like at Cayo Herradura but by Sunday evening they
all vanish like snow in summer and you can have the place to
your self again, Next in line is Isla La Blanquilla. This is, in
all accounts, an extremely attractive island since it is far
enough away from the mainland that it is seldom visited by
tourist or yachtsman including myself. I am told by those who
have been there it is not to be missed so one day soon I hope
to be able to report further. The island of La Orchilla is also
seldom visited but not for the same reasons as it is only 70
miles north of La Guiria, the main port for the capital
Caracas. La Orchilla is so beautiful that many years ago the
Dictator decided he wanted it for himself and built there a
mansion and a naval and army base for his protection. When
he was eventually deposed the new democracy kept on the
facility for the incumbent E1 Presidente and it is strictly out of
bounds. If one is connected well enough to secure a pass to
visit La Orchilla the opportunity should not be turned down.
About 25 miles to the west and again 70 miles north from
the mainland lie Islas Los Roques which are a collection of
about 60 cays forming an area of about 355 square miles. A
large portion of the center is marked ’Unsurveyed’ but a
shallow draft vessel or dingy could spend weeks exploring the
hinterland. The snorkling and swimming are the best I have
experienced in the Caribbean and for those who know Tobago
Cays in the Grenadines, Los Roques is the doyen of it all.
Except for E1 Grande Roque, which rises to 180 ft., none is
more than 20 ft. high and even though they are smack in the
trade-wind belt the reefs break the Atlantic swells giving way
to perfect anchorages, all be it totally in the lee of Africa! One
can get basic supplies in El Grande Roque but for ice and
water you are on your own, however there is a small airstrip
with a regular service to the mainland which can get you there
in about 20 minutes at a small cost. Again, like La Tortuga,
some of the anchorages tend to get a bit crowded at weekends
and holidays but the motor boat brigade like to anchor here in
shallow water with stern lines to the beach leaving the islands
with deeper water to the sailing fraternity. There are so many
beautiful islands and beaches its hard to describe. If you don’t
like neighbours you won’t have far to move to find another
equally as pleasant anchorage all to your self and one could
truly spend a month cruising and exploring in ideal tradewind conditions in flat calm water and never get a drop on
deck. Just perfect joy. There are a number of wrecks high and
dry on the weather reefs, a stark reminder to those making a
down wind landfall in thick weather. A wreck of more
modern vintage on the south east reef is close to one of the
passages into Los Roques called Boca de Sebastopol. Sadly it
is not yet marked on any of the charts as it is an excellent
reference because in heavy weather the entrance could be
hard to identify and the lattice tower marked on the Imray
chart is at least 100 meters in the wrong position. The story
goes that the ship was being used for floating target practice

for the Venezuelean Navy and Air Force on exercises off La
Orchilla. Their aim had obviously something to be desired as
they failed to sink her and she drifted up onto the reef! We are
frequent visitors to Los Roques as our Venezuelean home port
of Caraballeda is about 70 miles to the south. It can
sometimes be a rough trip even for us and if anyone says
motor boating is a piece of cake let me tell you beating to
windward in a motor yacht at 15 knots is like being in a
washing machine between ’spin’ and ’final rinse’!
The last of the offshore islands going west are Las Aves.
Again these are totally uninhabited 30 miles to leeward of Los
Roques. They are in fact two groups of low cays 15 miles
apart called Barlevento and Sotovento. Each group has
numerous anchorages and once again the snorkling and
fishing are superb. There are also numerous wrecks to explore
both modern and ancient. It is thought that off the windward
side of Barlovento lies a large part of the fleet of Jean, Comte
d’Estrees which piled up on the reef in 1697, while on an
expedition to capture some Caribbean islands, possibly
Curacao, in the name of France. However there is some doubt
which Ayes islands it could be as there are other Ayes Islands,
also belonging to Venezuela, which lie about 120 miles west
of Dominica, a mere sand spit in the middle of the Caribbean
Sea, which incidentally are right on track between Grenada
and St.Thomas.
To finish off a Venezuelan cruise one can sail 75 miles
south south west to the mainland and civilization and the
incomparable cruising of the Morocoy and Tucacas area, and
head back eastward along the coast with its magnificent
backdrop of the Andes mountains. Caraballeda is the
recreational port of Caracas as opposed to La Guiria the
commercial port which although is only six miles to the west,
should be avoided at all costs. An introduction to the
Caraballeda Golf and Yacht Club would be a big plus here as
it would be an ideal place to leave a yacht for an extended
period. The main international airport is only 20 minutes
away and the capital, Caracas, is about one hours drive over
and through the mountains. Venezuela is a vast country and a
trip to the interior whether it be Merida and the highest cable
car in the world at 15,000 ft. or to Angel Falls, should not be
missed. As mentioned earlier the trick of working eastward is
to power along the coast in light or no winds at night and
spend the first day anchored at Carenaro or behind Cabo
Codera and in two hops one will find oneself back in the
Puerto La Cruz area. From there it is often quite feasible to
motor sail and lay Los Testigos and Grenada especially in the
fall before the trades have established, but make sure you
allow enough for the strong west setting current between
Grenada and Venezuela. Alternatively you can make your
way down the coast to Carupano or all the way to Punta Pargo
where Grenada is an easy haul. To conclude, Venezuela is a
relatively new cruising ground for the yachtsperson who
having sailed in the somewhat crowded waters of the Lesser
Antilles, wants to continue cruising in tropical waters that are
totally unspoilt and uncrowded but I suggest one gets here
before it all changes, and the only way to get here is on your
own bottom. Chartering in Venezuela is a slightly gray area.
As I understand the law, it is illegal for non Venezuelean
registered vessels to engage in chartering. However if a
charter were to originate say in Grenada, I think with
discretion there would be no trouble. There are no charter
yachts either bare or crewed operating in Venezuela as far as I
know but maybe that’s just as well.
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The First Cruise of Lit
Jarlath Cunnane

I first visited the Azores in 1986 crewing on James Cahill’s
cutter Ri~jak on route from Boston to Westport 1 was so taken
by the beauty of the islands and the friendly people that I
immediately planned to return again and spend some time
cruising the islands on my own boat.
I did not own a suitable boat at that time - or have the cash
required - and so I decided to build a Van de Stadt 34 ill steel.
The Van de Stadt "frameless" method is without doubt the
easiest way of building a "fair" steel hull in a reasonable
time. (For anyone interested in this method see appendix.)
LiJ; as the boat was named, was launched at Howth on 6
January 1990 and I spent a pleasant couple of months oll the
marina completing the rigging and a thousand other jobs.
We set sail on Easter Saturday for our Summer berth at
Rosmoney, Westport. Boat and crew, were well tried on this
trip! The weather was miserable - wind on the nose to the
Blaskets coupled with piercing showers and cold, cold, cold.
We had planned to spend a night at Kilmore Quay but "the
best laid schemes ...... "’ Having safely crossed St Patricks
Bridge, that shallow bar that extends from the mainland to the
Saltee Islands, we failed to find the leading light on the quay
at Kilmore. In the effort to pinpoint our position we touched a
rock. damaging a rudder. Fortunately we were able to steer
with the Hydrovane self-steering which has an independent
rudder. We anchored off in three metres of water, within sight
of tantalising lounge bars, unable to get ashore because of the
wind, now blowing F 7.
Daylight solved the problem of the "’missing" light The
light, and indeed a large portion of the pier, had been washed
away in the winter storms and several large fishing boats were
sunk in the harbour. With a valuable lesson learned and a
day’s rest in Kilmore Quay we made temporary repairs to the

Lit under construction. Hull plates tacked together, bulkhead webs
being fitted prior to fitting deck.
Photo J. Cunnane
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rudder and set sail for Clew Bay. We reached Rosmoney
without further incident, confident that the boat was easily
managed and capable of handling rough conditions.
The next few weeks were spent working on the interior and
making preparations for the Azores trip. Departure date was
set for 23 June. The crew were my uncle Jimmy and his sonin-law, Allan and Naja, daughter of a good friend.
We departed at 19:30 on bonfire night, 23 June, only a half
hour behind programme - not bad considering the trojan work
done that day, including loading the stores. We provisioned
the boat for four weeks and at the end of the trip we found we
had stores for another trip! In fact, we had considerably
overloaded the boat. The waterline was well under water and
consequently, we had a slow boat. Our friends saw us off and
had a great time afterwards at a bonfire party. What a pity we
missed it! As we sailed out of Clew Bay into the night the
bonfires blazed on Clare Island, Achill and along the Mayo
coast. Wind was westerly F3 and once clear of Clare Island
we were able to sail 230° which would take us clear of all
dangers and to the Azores.
The wind strengthened during the night and next day - F8
for a time - creating a terrible sea. There are very few log
entries during this time, everyone was seasick. By Monday
morning the seas had eased and wind was westerly F3 to F4.
The crew were rather subdued at this stage. No food had been
cooked since our departure and a breakfast of porridge went
promptly over the side.
The Blaskets were in sight astern when disaster struck. An
electrical failure put all instruments, including the compass
and log, out of action. I should explain that the compass is
always a problem on a steel boat because of deviation caused
by the steel hull, To alleviate this problem, I used an
electronic compass mounted two metres up the mast, with a
repeater in the cockpit. Spirits were now at a very low ebb.
Should we consider giving up’? Fortunately I managed to
locate the fault and, with a simple in-line fuse replaced and all
instruments working again, we were determined to continue.
On Tuesday we had no wind and motored for seven hours.
We encountered the strangest seas during this time. All
around us the seas rose in pyramids about two metres high.
Later the wind strengthened and we were able to start sailing
again. We made good progress but it was very cold. At this
stage, Jimmy had his own personal disaster. He slipped and
tell as he was going down the companionway and injured his
ribs. He was dispatched to bed with pain killers and next day
insisted on standing his watch despite his obvious discomfort.
He did eventually make a full recovery. Next day we
maintained good progress with a day’s run of 126 miles and
got the Hydrovane working for the first time. Watches were
easier now. The weather was still poor, cold with heavy rain.
Thank God for the sprayhood! It proved to be the most
valuable piece of equipment fitted. At last we had settled
down and that evening had an excellent meal of bacon and
cabbage.

Tuesday 28th, more heavy rain and no wind. We motored
for four hours and started sailing at 12:30 using the number
one genoa for the first time. The barometer was dropping and
by evening the wind was blowing cold and southerly. At
23:30 we were reduced to storm jib and three reefs in the
mainsail. The barometric pressure had dropped 14 millibars in
eight hours, a sure indication of severe gales which duly
arrived during the night and next day. The seas were huge and
dangerous. The strategy we adopted was to sail into the seas
taking them on the port bow. The storm jib was excellent, its
high cut clew well clear of the breaking seas. The mainsail
with three reefs also performed well. The only damage was to
the topsail slide which broke during the night. I regretted not
having a trisail aboard.
Running or heaving to with sea anchor as recommended by
Hiscock, Cahill and Captain Voss could never be considered
on Lir. I’m sure we would be swamped by seas running up the
retruss6 stern into the cockpit. As it was, the cockpit was
filled twice by seas breaking over the bows. This did not pose
a problem as the cockpit is self-draining through large drains.
Again the sprayhood was great - no cruising yacht should be
without one. I can’t believe it survived all the seas that broke
over it and the crew had shelter from the bitter cold. The cold
forced us to change watches every hour - that was as much as
anybody could stand. I now regret having removed the solid
fuel stove for the trip to the sun!
Gales continued throughout the morning, F8 increasing to
F10 westerly, easing during the aftemoon to F8N. During this
time the seas became very dangerous. This is when it is most
important for the helmsman to steer a good course. All
offshore yachtsmen should study Bernard Moitessier’s book,
’Cape Horn, The Logical Route.’ He gives invaluable advice not that one is likely to encounter anything like the seas he
describes. We spent a very uncomfortable night but conditions
improved towards morning.
The crew have by now all found their sea-legs and spirits
are high. By Saturday 30th we were sailing with two reefs in
the mainsail and working jib. Clearing up operations were
underway. We replaced the damaged sail slide and vacuumed
the dust from the bilges (yes,we had a 12 volt vacuum cleaner
on board). We had now reached the half-way point, we had
been at sea for one week so we celebrated with a champagne
dinner.
1st July, Sunday. Naja baked brown bread today. Delicious!
We used Howards brown bread mix and had freshly baked
bread every day - it is so simple even I could produce
acceptable bread. In the evening I hoisted the short wave
radio antenna to talk to Paddy Barry on the St. Patrick
somewhere near Spitzbergen. I could hear Paddy talking to
his contact in Dublin but he couldn’t hear me. The weather in
Spitzbergen can’t have been much colder than ours! Hearing
Paddy talking about the weather reminded me of his comment
during our construction days - ’there is no such thing as bad
weather, only weak men and bad oilskins.’
The next two days were damp and gloomy - warm but no
sunshine. We sailed with a school of dolphins for a time. Alan
had reached the end of his tobacco supply and was exhibiting
classic withdrawal symptoms!
On Wednesday 4th we made radio contact with Peter in
Dublin. Naja sent birthday greetings to her mother. We heard
Paddy Barry again in Spitzbergen - the sea temperature there
is 0°. I got soaked yet again while changing sails. All my
clothes were wet or damp so I changed to the least damp.
Terceira was now 375 miles away - nearly there.
Thursday 5th. Light wind and bright sunshine - at last! We
got a sunsight and dried our clothes.
Friday 6th. Hot sun, what pleasure. This was more like it.
We had a swim during a calm spell in the morning. No danger

of hitting one’s head on the bottom, the depth was 3,500
metres. That evening we saw a green flash as the sun
disappeared below the seas. I had often read of this
phenomenon but this was the first time I had seen it. Saturday
7th was another hot day followed by a bright moonlight night.
At 23:00 the lights on Terceira were visible.
We anchored in Praia de Vit6ria U.S. army base at 07.30 on
Sunday, 8 July, having been at sea for fourteen days and
logged 1211 miles.
A new harbour wall has now been built which gives the
anchorage good protection. Dredging was in progress which
should further improve the harbour. Access is very easy. Praia
harbour is beautiful with a white sandy beach and surrounded
by hills. There were only two other yachts in the harbour
while we were there, both Dutch.
I rowed ashore to the waiting Guarda Fiscal who were
pleasant and efficient in dealing with entry formalities. They
were most amused with my pale colour and my inability to
cope with the hot sun. We learned later on from a taxi driver
that we Europeans are known as "the milk drinkers". After
breakfast we all rowed ashore and hired a taxi for five hours
for the very reasonable rate of £25. Terceira is beautiful! The
roads and fields are bordered with hydrangea. Our taxi driver
took us to the other harbour on the island - Monte Brazil,
Angra. This is not as secure as Praia. We visited the volcano,
the golf course and in the evening we went to a bull run. The
American influence was not as noticeable as Bob Silverman
describes in his "Cruising Guide to the Azores". As we
discussed this over dinner in the cockpit. We had come to the
conclusion that he had tried to divert people from the island
for his own reasons when a squadron of U.S. Airforce planes
took off from the runway beside the harbour. Their flight path
taking them directly over our masthead. The noise was
overpowering. All was explained!

Naja on the generator.
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Paintings on harbour wall at Horta.

Photo J. Cunnane

Shortly after 21:00 we set sail for Hortm 73 miles away on
the Island of Fatal and arrived at the marina there at 17:00
next day. From the sea Horta looks like a painting, buildings
coloured pastel pink, greem white and yellow with red tiled
roofs. The old fort has been converted into a modern hotel.
What a pity the new Club Naval didn’t follow the old style.
The new marina is the best in Europe with all facilities
available at very reasonable rates. We were charged about
£2.50 per night. One of the great pleasures of Horta is
meeting with the sailing confraternity, many of the long term,
long distance sailors. Many of them offer useful services such
as sailmaking, electronic repairs etc. We had our sails
overhauled by a lovely Canadian girl who would not accept
money but was pleased to accept a couple of bottles of our
"’international currency" (the one with the map of Ireland on
the cap). On our port side was an English singlehander.
Trevor Osben, on his way home to Fahnouth in a Mirador
having sailed around the world. Not bad for a 20ft boat!
Every new arrival is expected to add a painting to Horta’s
famous painted harbour wall. even the new harbour wall is
now totally painted. We felt that standards of painting had
declined so we comnfissioned the artist’s (laughter, Naja, to
paint our motif.
Thursday was an action packed day, starting at dawn with a
quick trip to the island of Pico, 4 miles away. We had planned
to climb Mount Pico (7,500ft, three times as high as Croagh
Patrick). Unfortunately, despite a favourable weather report,
the cloud cover had not lifted by the time we reached 5,000ft.
We abandoned our climb to the summit but considered that
the view fi’om 5,000fl was well worth the climb. Next on the
list was a taxi tour of the island. The whale museum at Lajes
de Pico is well worth the visit, unlike the winery our driver
conned us into visiting! This consisted of a shed and
contained six barrels. Our host siphoned off some samples
from a barrel by sucking on a hosepipe. We bought a few
bottles to avoid embarrassment - it was not one of our better
investments. The "’Pico 90- is not destined to become one of
the great vintages. To add insult to injury, the taxi driver
overcharged us, so we left Pico with rather mixed feelings.
At Madalena a massive new harbour wall is almost
complete and work is in progress on a large boat-building
facility. Until work is complete, one would be advised to take
the ferry from Horta and leave one’s boat in the security of
the marina.
Back to Horta and a good meal (shark!) at the old Club
Naval. Eating out in Horta is very reasonable - meal with
wine costs about £5. Each day ended inevitably in Peter’s
Cafe and our last night in Horta was no exception. In Peter’s,
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Lit snug in the Whale harbour, Flores.
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we were strongly advised not to sail on Friday, 13th. At
closing time we rushed to cast off and set sail for Flores, 122
miles away, before midnight of the 12th. We were all feeling a
little bit under the weather and sad to leave the pleasant and
sympathetic island of Fatal. By midnight of 13th we were
sailing past Caldeira da Inferno. Loud music emanating from
the volcano (which is open to the sea) made us doubt the
wisdom of having thai "’last one" but as we sailed closer we
saw a disco in full swing in the natural amphitheatre - a
perfect sound studio. We made a slow passage to Flores - 40
hours. I suspect we were sailing in circles. On Ricjak we did
the same passage in 22 hours.
As we approached Santa Cruz harbour we could see the
seas breaking inside the rocky harbour. Entry to this harbour
is not for the faint hearted. As there is no shelter inside we
called on VHF for a pilot to guide us into the whale harbour.
Familia Augusta ran the pilot boats, and indeed most other
businesses on the island. The pilots were two old friends of
ours, Tony and Michel. They guided us into the whale harbour
which is a crack in the rock on the north side, not unlike
Skellig Michael. They secured us with four warps to the rings
on the rock walls and refused any payment for their services.
Once again we were able to compensate with our
"’international currency."
The French have an air base and tracking station on Flores
and consequently French is spoken by some of the islanders.
We arrived in the middle of the Bastille Day festival and
fireworks disphiy. We took a taxi tour of the island before
dinner. Without doubt, this is the most beautiful of the nine
islands but also the least accessible. There is talk of building a
new harbour and marina which will change everything.
We had another "’hard" night celebrating Bastille Day in
the French base. In the morning we walked around Santa Cruz
and examined the harbour, the boats inside were having a
tough time and we were relieved that we had not gone in
there. On the slip was the Baltimore boat Richard in the final
stages of ruin and neglect. In 1986 we had met Willy, her
German owner who spoke English with a West Cork accent.
His was a real hard luck story. He had lost his mast on the trip
from Bermuda to the Azores. He had set up a jury rig and
sailed slowly to the Azores. His crew, who had joined in
Bermuda turned out to be "bee-sexual", as he said, and
refused to assist him. They arrived in the Azores having used
up all supplies. His troubles did not end there. When his boat
was being taken out for the winter it was dropped and badly
damaged. So there he was, no money, no job and with a badly
damaged boat without a mast. He had dodged his military
service and could not renew his passport. On his return to
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Flores, Santa Cruz harbour - note the fenders!
Germany he expected to have to serve a prison sentence of at
least two years. We were told that he is now in America. Let’s
hope his luck has changed.
After lunch we sailed towards Corvo, 10 miles to the north.
We were unable to land there as the wind was blowing hard
into the open anchorage so, rather than risk the boat, we sailed
on, setting our course for Westport 1,100 miles away.
The return trip took 12 days with only two notable
incidents, both frightening. The first was a electrical storm
which lasted 24 hours. For about three hours, the lightening
was very near and I expected a strike at any minute.
Fortunately it passed away to the north. The second incident
was an encounter with a whale. It surfaced on our port side
about 25 ft away. This whale was far larger than any we had
seen so far and so close to us that it obscured the light from
the cabin windows. As usual, by the time cameras were on
deck it had disappeared. It must have been as frightened as we
were because it stayed submerged for twenty minutes and
surfaced almost a mile astern.
For navigation on the trip we used a plastic sextant and a
"Seanav" calculator. Nothing could be simpler - take a sun
sight and time, the calculator does the rest. We also had a
"Navstar" Satnav which we checked whenever we got a
sunsight. We seldom found the Satnav wrong. However
celestial navigation cannot be recommended - we did not see
the sun or stars for the first 10 days! For electrical power
back-up we had an ex-army hand generator. An hour a day
kept the batteries charged, the crew exercised and helped to
relieve boredom.
We arrived at Rosmoney, Westport, on 26th July at 19:30,
exactly five weeks since our departure, having logged 2,462
miles, visited four islands and with a firm resolve to visit all
nine islands next time.

Summary of voyage

Depart Rosmoney
Arrive Terceira
Arrive Horta
Horta-Pico-Horta
Arrive Flores
Arrive Rosmoney

Date

Miles
Logged

Hours

Motoring
Hours

23 June
8 July
9 July
12 July
14 July
28 July

1,211
74
10
122
1,045

348
20
3
40
314

37
7
3
8
84

2,462

725

139

117

#
/
/

\
\
\

\

\

\
\
\

\
\

t

\
\

T

\
\

)

\

F~co

APPENDIX
Construction Information
1. External building cradle constructed comprising three
frames.
2. Steel plates are cut out to exact shape. I used a
nibblers which cuts cleanly to line, about 5 ft pet
minute. No further grinding was needed. Hull plates
were 4ram thick, deck 3mm.
3. Full length plates are positioned in cradle starting
with bottom plates. Each pair is tackwelded together.
As plates are pulled together the hull adopts its
designed shape.
4. Deck is prefabricated with its deck beams attached
and is lifted into position.
5. When all plates are positioned welding can be done. I
used a Mig welder which gives a cleaner weld.
However, Mig welding requires shelter which meant
a temporary building 40 ft x 20 ft.
Building started in February 1988, working at night
about 15 hours per week. Base, hull and deck were
complete in August 1988. Launch date was at 6 January
1990 at Howth.
The shallow draft keel version 1.3m was built and the
optional twin rudders used, as this is more suitable for its
shallow home-base waters around Clew Bay. With sails
properly balanced it will self steer to windward without a
hand on the tiller.
The steel for the entire boat cost about £1,500 and,
interestingly, the epoxy paint coat cost about the same.
Of course, fitting-out costs are the same no matter what
material is used in the construction of the hull. I did
examine aluminium construction and would have used it
but aluminium in seawater-resistant grade was not
available in the sizes required.
The only problem with steel is rust. One either has to
accept some minor rust streaks or become a full-time
painter. Internally, after painting all steel, I had the hull
and deck sprayed with polyeurethane foam, eliminating
condensation and noise.
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Grow~tiger at Large on the West Coast of
Scotland
Philip Byrne

No, I’m not anti social nor is my regular sailing companion
Cecil Richardson (member). In fact both of us are devout
practicing hedonists and improving each year since we took
early retirement a couple of years back. So, why did we not
go South to join up with the organised I.C.C./C.C.A. Rally
like everyone else (or so it seemed) in the Irish Cruising Club.
I had two good reasons.
Last Summer I over-extended myself in every sense in
purchasing charts to cover every nook and cranny of the West
Coast of Scotland and beyond for a fortnight’s cruise.
Needless to say I was left with two thirds of the charts
unopened so I felt duty bound to at least try and justify their
use. The other reason and perhaps the more important was
Beaver our family pet was sold at Christmas after ten good
seasons. ’Bon Voyage’ to a great little boat and her new
owner who sails out of the Shannon. To replace Beaver I
purchased Growltiger previously sailed out of Malahide, Co.
Dublin. Growltiger is a GK. 24 class boat designed by Chris
Hawkins and built by Westerly Marine Construction Ltd of
Portsmouth in 1979. Growltiger was specifically designed for
racing as prior to the GK range of yachts Westerly were better
known for their extensive variety of pure cruising boats. Her
main dimensions are: L.O.A. 24’ beam 9’4" draft 5’.
Displacement 3,900 lbs. with a narrow fin keel of 1,400 lbs.
High freeboard and great beam to her 24’ length gives roomy
accommodation, but an almost flush deck restricts headroom
to 5’. After Beavel, a small 23 footer, Growltiger is a big step
up in every respect. Sadly no improvement with aux. power
as both Growltiger and Beaver are both outboard engined. I
would like to correct, in my opinion this major disadvantage
with an inboard engine but I’m afraid its on the bottom of my
two year replacement shopping list for Growltiger.
Getting back to the second reason, I was anxious to sneak
off to Scotland and test Growltiger’s cruising ability in waters
reasonably well known to Cecil and myself.
Monday 16th July
With Cecil as crew it was a perfect Summer’s day with a
developing anticyclone giving light variable winds when we
slipped our mooring in Dun Laoghaire Harbour at 10:00. As
we gently sailed into Dublin Bay surrounded by picturesque
Howth Head and the Dublin Mountains we had time to reflect
on the beauty and suitability of Dublin Bay for sailing and
racing, never nasty, mainly smooth water with prevailing
westerly winds - "familiarity breeds contempt" can apply to
Dublin Bay in my book.
With the passage of time and experience a previously and
very occasionally foolish "press on regardless" attitude by the
writer has since been replaced by a "permanently wobbly
upper lip". Consequently I put great importance to a gentle
start to our cruise to ensure our wrench out of Dublin Bay is
as painless as possible.
Lambay abeam - this sort of cruising is "a la carte", no
need to set a course, no need to root out charts, just catch the

early flood - lunch will be ready off the Rockabill on a steady
deck - wonderful.
We are close enough to land to remind us of our good
fortune out here in idyllic conditions on a weekday,
sympathizing with all those land based folk working hard to
keep the Ould Country in good shape until we return.
Past the Rockabill it is necessary to leave the warm
friendly scenery, concentrate, and set a course for St. John’s
Point. Now we are on our way it is serious cruising from now
on. Arrived Ardglass 23:30. and anchored N/W end of
harbour to avoid the fishing boats departures at 03:00.
Tuesday 17th
Depart Ardglass 06:00 taking the outside passage close to the
South Rock L/V. We counted four large basking sharks off
Strangford, gliding slowly on the surface with their snouts
above water scooping up their morning breakfast of plankton.
With a favourable tide we arrived Bangor Marina 13:00
hrs. Filled up with petrol and stores, all convenient at the
Marina. Away from Bangor the same day at 15:00 to arrive
Carnlough with a loud bang and abrupt halt as we hit rocks
endeavouring to enter Carnlough Harbour at half ebb,
thankfully, we reversed in a jiffy and anchored off in deep
water. The local harbour master came out to inform us that
our approach was too southerly - I declined his offer of safe
pilotage and stayed put for the night at anchor. Dejected, I
contemplated how much damage I had done to Growltiger’s
narrow fin keel (it subsequently transpired, none).
Wednesday 18th
Away at 07:00 in absolutely perfect conditions to cross the
North Channel to the Mull of Kintyre. The C.C.C. sailing
directions give sensible but dire warnings concerning the
Mull, so even in very settled conditions we motor sailed

Grow~tiger introduced to a family of swans - Craobh harbour marina.
Photo Philip Byrne
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across the North Channel in indecent haste anxious to put this
area quickly behind us. Arrived Gigha 15:30 and picked up
one of the Highlands and lslands Development Board visitors
moorings. (Aboul 12 are available in Ardminish Bay), they
are large buoys easily identified by their black colour.
Gigha is one of our favourite stop-overs particularly as this
would be our filth visit - no need for usual "Jack in tile box’
antics popping up and down the hatch from chart to seascape
to find our way into Ardminish Bay.
We were surprised to notice in the local Hotel (there is only
one) the pleasant lilting Scottish accent of Hotel Bar staff had
been replaced by a pronotinced East London accent - it
transpired that the Island of Gigha had been sold including the
hotel to an English mainland property developer for a reputed
sum of six million. The new owner is currently training for a
pilot’s licence as a new landing air strip is under construction
ai his expense on the Isle to enable him to commute from
England to Gigha in a couple of hours.
In past visits to Gigha a highlight was the Holel*s Cordon
Bleu robust Dinner - we booked as usual but were
disappointed as the meal was now more akin to Nouvelle
Cuisine and pricey at £14.5(/. We later discovered the new
owners had introduced bar meals, good value with reasonable
portions. An empty diningroom and a packed bar confirmed
our discovery. Still the Hotel is a very charming place and
Gigha always worth a visit.
Before moving on , a word about our culinary routine on
board GrowItig, er. The settled weather ensured three cooked
meals a day at regular intervals(if not eating ashore). Over a
period of time trial and error (my effort was error) Cecil was
unanimously appointed Chef de Cuisine a sensible and
practical arrangement, at least Cecil knows he will survive the
cruise properly fed and I am assured his high level of
bonhomie doesn’t flag.
Thursday 19th
Still in calm idyllic conditions we left Gigha at 08:00, just
clear of Gigha a French yacht hailed us with a frightened
looking young crew to tell us about a large whale lurking on
the surface a couple of miles ahead - we never saw it, but on
our return two weeks later a large whale was spotted in the
same area - we ignored each other, and no incident to report.
Up the Sound of Jura motor sailing, scenery and conditions
Heaven! Our VHF aerial was giving trouble, we knew of two
ships chandlers where we could get a replacement - one in
Crinan and the other at Craobh Harbour Marina in Dough
Shuna just south of Loch Melfort.

Ardnamir Bay. Gmwltiver’s crew ashore visiting Ardnamir farm,
hene MacLachlans home.
Photo Philip Byrne
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Irene MacLachlan and Cecil discussing the history of yachts in
Irene’s house.
Photo Philip Bvrne
We had a delightful sail under spinnaker tip Shuna Sound
east of Luing Island to arrive Ardnamir at 15:00. A visit to the
famous Irene McLachlan was a must to register and sign her
visitors" book. A very narrow entrance with rocks on either
side requires careful navigation. Two green starboard BN.S,
once located, make entering Ardnamir Bay straightforward.
Miss McLachlan told ine an amusing story of a chap and
his fitmily in a brand new super yacht, when told by Irene to
be careful when leaving, replied -’no problem, I’ll leave the
two green poles on my starboard side going out, as 1 left them
on my starboard side coming in’.
In the evening we sailed over to the new Craobh Harbour
Marina, the entrance is from the North of the Harbour
between the Islands of Eilean Buidhe and Eilean an Dun. A
modem Marina with holiday chalets, shop and a pub serving a
high standard of bar food. Open at 09:00 a well stocked
chandlery fixed us up with a new aerial which we fitted
ourselves, putting us back on the air. We were tempted to
linger as marinas are rare on the West Coast - however the
settled weather and all those unused charts saw us pulling out
at 11:00 on Friday 20th.
Our next objective, Cuan Sound north of Torsa Island
between Luing Island and Sell Island. Cuan Sound is a V
shaped channel one mile long and 3/4 cable wide at its
narrowest point. The tide can reach a rate of 7kn.sp.
Approaching from Sell Sound navigating the sharp angle of
the channel with the Cleit Rock. located in the centre at the
base of the V requires full control of the boat at all times. As
this was our first attempt anxiety built up. Most readers know
outboard engines thrive on I/2 or better ~/4 throttle, a slow
revving outboard is quite likely to stall - so the trick for us
was no less than I/2 throttle = 5 knts boat speed, plus 7 knots
tide = 12 knots, no room for error. Once you start no going
back. So with the C.C.C. directions in my hand and Cecil on
the tiller we were in and out before the first bead of
perspiration had time to gather on my brow. Lying through
my teeth, I later said to Cecil "nothing to it’. Multum in Parvo.
Out into the Firth of Lorne heading for Tobermory. We
were now five days out of Dun Laoghaire and all this sun and
light winds was playing havoc with our concentration" A rest
day was planned and as we were heading for the "Gin Joints"
of Tobemlory this seemed to be the right place to take it.
Sailing up the Mull the wind piped up to a F4 on the nose
so it was tack/tack the whole way to Tobermory. We cannot
use our outboard once the boat heels so it was pure sailing all
the way. We arrived at 21:00.
We shot a buoyed anchor to what must be a very foul

Growltiger - G.K.24.
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bottom with so many moorings and yachts at anchor. By sheer
luck about 19:00. old friends Bob Whilie and his daughter Jill
on Navarino picked up on the VHF our proximity beating up
the Mull, made contact with us and booked a late sitting at the
Captain’s Table. A most enjoyable evening in a very
overcrowded Tobermory.
Saturday, Our rest day was spent restocking Growltiger in
the morning and the afternoon we explored Tobermory - up
the hill away from the tourist packed seafront we found ~a
most charming village of cottage type homes with neat
manicured petite gardens a few guest homes, one or two had a
vacancies in the window. Guest homes on the sea front
dumped their vacancies notices in the bin years ago.
In the evening we took a walk past the McBrayne’s Pier
through the ESSO petrol station and into the wooded area
called Rubha na Leip, a well worn walking path seems to go
on forever along the sea shore. We walked about 6 miles in
all. Between all this shore activity we lunched on board and
were constantly vigilant about securing onto a visitors’
moorings. The yacht beside us was preparing to leave so we
earmarked their vacant moorings, we had just cleared our
anchor and making for the moorings when this "smart ass"
coming in from seaward makes a beeline for it - Cecil who
was up forward catching his breath from lifting the anchor,
impolitely told him to buzz off - which he did. 1 looked the
other way while all this was going on but afterwards I totally
agreed with Cecil that it was the right approach.

in our favour enabling us to depart in the morning at very
civilized hours (and also the second week). The scenery
approaching the Sound of Sleat with visibility crystal clear
was breathtaking, an aquamarine sky and sea merging as one.
The burnt umber hue of the Islands of Canna, Rhum, Eigg and
Muck fading astern to be equally matched by the outline of
Skye to port and the mountains of the mainland to starboard.
We had the whole area to ourselves not another yacht in sight.
We motor sailed over a calm sea - soon Mallaig was to
starboard next Ornsay to port. Later a Stel]a class yacht
slipped past close under our bow. The young couple onboard
soaking up the sun unhurriedly silently sailing into a deserted
Lock Hourn. Cecil and yours truly for once in our lives were
lost for words, as we gawked at this romantic vista, ah!
Kyle Rhea we took in our stride, a trading coaster of about
900 tons passed us going south stemming the the 6/7 knot
north going stream. The coaster must have been doing l0
knots or more boat speed as his bow wave was half way up
his bow.
Catapulted into Loch Ashe we just saved our tide to clear
Kyle Akin at 18:00. pressed on towards Loch Carron to arrive
Plockton at 20:30. We picked up a visitors’ moorings and
rowed ashore quickly and just in time to have a bar meal at
The Hotel PIockton facing the sea. We left the bar once we
had our meal as a noisy party of city bound tourists were
whooping it up on their last night of their holidays. The other
Hotel around the corner was more tranquil for a couple of
pints.
With light till 23:30 we strolled around PIockton and found
our way as far as the railway station. Plockton is a very quaint
place absolutely original, well preserved and in immaculate
condition - cars were parked unlocked with windows open,
even the keys still in the dash board. The railway station was
pure vintage, an ideal setting tbr Agatha Christie to introduce
one of her fictional detectives, Miss Marples, to solve another
murder mystery.
The next morning the final delight of Plockton, when on
the far side of the Lock out of a dense wooded forest a train
appeared winding its way almost at sea level and quickly
disappeared again back into the forest, an enchanting place.
Tuesday 24th
As we had only planned a two week cruise, today being the
8th day we reluctantly decided to make our way home.
We found our departure from Plockton more difficult than
our approach yesterday, but careful bearings and transits were
again used to clear Hawk Rock to port and use the inside
channel between Cat Island (Eilean a Chair) and the Sgeir

Sunday, more shopping ashore delayed our departure till
12:30. heading North past Ardnamurchan Point out of a
cloudless blue sky Oban Coastguard gave a local F5 NW
wind for this sea area only. It was choppy off the Point we
tacked towards Skye.
The F5 had us down to a double reefed main and no. 3 jib.
It was the first time we had to put on our oilskins since
leaving seven days ago. Leaving the Bo Fasadle Buoy well to
starboard even with a fair tide progress was slow. We had
hoped to make the Sound of Sleet before nightfall but off the
Arisaig Promontory at 20:00 it was decided to pull into Loch
Na Ceall and make our way to Arisaig at the head of the
Loch. A good meal of fresh salmon on board saw us fast
asleep in our bunks at 22:00. There is a good Hotel here worth
a visit - last Summer we visited the Hotel, this time, sleep is
more important.
Monday 23rd
A much better day with light winds we cleared Loch Na Ceall
at 10:00. The tides during our first week were most obligingly

The very scenic Kyle Rhea from Growltigers deck.
Photo Philip Byrne
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Cruising to Scotland on Growltiger "a la carte".

Golach rocks. Once clear it was all straightforward under
engine through Kyle Akin racing through the Kyle Rhea
carrying the early south going stream almost to the Point of
Ardnamurchan. We picked up a moorings in Tobermory at
21:00.
We rushed ashore to a packed Tobermory, the only
restaurant that gave us hope for a meal was the the Back Brae.
Eventually, we got sitting the two of us at a table for four.
Within minutes of our arrival two elegant ladies went through
the same begging routine as ourselves to get a meal - of
course being a gentleman, I went over and suggested that they
share our table - I was politely refused and crawled back to
my table with a large dent in my ego. The situation corrected
itself much later when eventually the two ladies got a table - I
happened to glance over when they had settled down and low
and behold they were gazing into each others eyes and
holding hands under the table. The dent in my ego popped out
there and then. C’est la vie. Local musicians in the back bar
of the McDonald Arms, made for a most entertaining night in
good company.
Wednesday 25th
Away early. Wind SW F4 a beat down the Mull again but
good progress with a favourable tide. Arrived Puilladobhrain
14:00. Took the well worn path to the "Bridge over the
Atlantic". As it was only the afternoon with time on our hands
we passed the Tign an Truish to visit the Willow Bunn Hotel
about a mile down the road, a most pleasant place with a first
class menu. Later drinks on board that lovely wooden Peter
Brett designed yacht Pelligina now owned by Alex Rollinson.
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Thursday 26th
Away at 07:00 we shot through the Sound of Luing a lovely sail
down the Sound of Jura, picked up a visitors’ mooring in
Ardminsh Bay in Giga at 16:30. Coming into Ardminish Bay
about four yachts close astern were catching us, motoring at
full throttle - the penny eventually dropped when we realised
their game - it was a race for the last two visitors’ moorings full throttle on our 5 h.p. Mariner outboard on a light
displacement hull ensured for us a moorings with only two boat
lengths to spare - we go cruising to get away from racing! The
knowledge that McSporrans Supermarket (it used to be a wee
shop open till bedtime) closes at 17:00. - a dash ashore before
closing time, this time for food. Anyhow we made it.
That evening we had a nightcap on board yachts Coyne,
Harold and Vivienne and Richard and Helen from Seldom
Seen, both yachts rafted together on a visitors’ moorings.
Visitors’ moorings are designed to take yachts up to 20 tons
so it is quite safe to raft two or even three yachts of average
size to one mooring.
Back on board Growltiger our laid back fine weather
cruising comes to an abrupt end with late night forecasts of
SE. F5/6 with occasional stronger gusts.
The scenario to weather the Mull and make progress
windward in a SE.F6 or more in rough seas down the North
Channel seemed untenable. The only available shelter,
provided we could weather the Mull, would be the Clyde
area. A lee shore on the NW. coast of Antrim was definitely
not on. My better judgment said don’t go, but there was a hint
of decreasing winds later in the afternoon, only snag was we

had to be at the Mull no later than 10:00 to catch the start of
the North going stream.

convoy under power the same time as Growltiger. They
arrived 6 hours before us.

Friday 27th
Well we decided to have a look, and set off from Gigha at
05:00 in wet overcast conditions blowing a full F6. Under no.
3 jib and double reefed main Growltiger was over pressed as
we reached along the so called shelter of the West side of the
Mull. Two hrs later the wind increased to a full F7 and very
gusty - we had to take off the jib and continue under main
only. Even with the main we were over canvassed, the
situation and conditions were getting out of hand, we were
experiencing difficulty in controlling Growltiger in the
stronger gusts sweeping down off the Mull. Contemplating
the conditions in the North Channel with wind against tide we
had no alternative but to return to our moorings in Gigha.
Well we tried - but, what an anti climax to have failed, we did
our best to console each other that we had made the right
decisions - and to this day I believe we did.
We must wait now till tomorrow morning to catch a fair
tide at the Mull in daylight - it was miserable having to put in
a whole day on the moorings storm bound - an afternoons ride
on bicycles failed to lift our gloom, our enchanted Isle had
definitely lost a lot of its charm, and of course it rained all
day.

Monday 30th
Conditions moderated to SE.E5 decreasing to F4. so away at
10:30 no problem but another dead beat past Donaghadee.
Progress very slow even with a fair tide, but a lumpy sea was
hanging about from the previous gale made life most
uncomfortable. Progress was so slow that our tide turned just
past the South Rock L/V. Careful navigation on the inner
channel of the old South Rock Lt. House saw us arrive
Ardglass at 18:00. With all this tacking we split our Number
one Genoa and had to spend a couple of hours that evening
repairing it for the last leg of our cruise home.
On Tuesday 31st we depart Ardglass, wind still southerly
F4, it increased to F5 off Drogheda and we had a very nasty
wet beat off Lambay. The motion of the boat was such that it
was impossible to get a proper rest - we hove-to a couple of
times to cook a meal, but pressed on as we were so near and
yet so far from our moorings. We thankfully picked up our
moorings in Dunlaoghaire at 23:00. Very tired having been on
the wind in a very lively pounding boat for seventeen hrs. Log
reading was 86 miles.

Saturday 28th
The forecast for Saturday was much improved with SW. F5
decreasing to F3/4. We cleared our moorings at 06:00, this
time the wind dead on our nose, a beat down to the Mull.
A convoy of large cruising yachts passed us all going at
full speed under engines, they all seemed to be in a terrible
hurry to leave before some impending doom or catastrophe
was to befall the Island. It later clicked when I picked up the
midday RE. forecast of F9 strong southerly gales building up
on the west Coast of Ireland travelling East and expected
soon.

A pleasant thought for us as we made slow progress
tacking against a foul tide down to the Mull. It was at this
moment most of all that we missed an inboard engine,
however Poseidon was in a forgiving mood and he backed the
wind into the SE giving us a slant to arrive off Larne by
16:00. RE. in the afternoon were giving imminent strong gale
warnings for all the NW. Coast of Ireland. But a call to
Belfast Coastguard confirmed that the strong gales forecast
would not reach the North. Channel area till very late tonight
or early morning. This forecast was absolutely accurate to the
hour. With half a day to spare before the gale arriving we
decided to bypass Larne and continue on to the Bangor
Marina, a better place to hold up storm bound. We pressed on
with the wind veering southerly putting us on the wind again.
The north going stream had started and progress was painfully
slow. We had devised a way of motor sailing at least on one
tack, the starboard tack, the outboard is attached to the port
side of our transom on a lifting bracket - so by lifting the
bracket up to its "not in use" position we could motor sail
with the engine well clear of sea level. This helped as
otherwise our progress to pass Black Head against the tide
was impossible. We arrived Bangor Marina at 21:00, fifteen
hours, since leaving Gigha. Our log was reading 76 miles. We
were very tired but pleased to be snug in the Marina.
It blew a full gale early morning and all day Sunday as
forecast. Spent a pleasant couple of hours on Heckla owned
by Andrew and Florence Donaldson. They left Gigha in the

Conclusion
We were 16 days away, 2 days longer than planned due to head
winds on our return leg. We took one rest day and were storm
bound one day in Bangor. Growltiger proved to be a
comfortable safe cruising boat, but the lack of an inboard
engine was a distinct disadvantage particularly in endeavouring
to maintain reasonable schedules, coastal cruising.
Also we found in winds above F5 the no. 3 jib was too
large, a storm jib is needed, also a third reef in the mainsail
desirable. Growltiger is a tender boat to windward and so it is
vital to "depower her" with pocket sized jib and mainsail if
progress to windward in bad conditions is to be made. An
auto helm has jumped to the top of our shopping list for next
Summer’s cruise.
Cecil had the last word - "let’s go to West Cork next year !"
Table of Distances
From

To

Distance Underway Engine

Dunlaoghaire
Ardglass
Bangor
Carnlough
Gigha
Ardnamir
Craobh Marina
Tobermory
Arisaig
Plockton
Tobermory
Puilladobhrain
Gigha
Bangor
Ardglass

Ardglass
Bangor
Carnlough
Gigha
Ardnamir
Craobh Marina
Tobermory
Arisaig
Plockton
Tobermory
Puilladobhrain
Gigha
Bangor
Ardglass
Dunlaoghaire

N.M.
64
35
25
43
37
4
43
25
34
59
30
42
60
35
64

TOTALS

600

Hrs
17.5
7.0
6.5
8.5
7.0
1.5
9.5
7.0
9.5
14.0
7.0
9.5
15.0
8.50
17.00

Hrs
5.0
1.5
3.0
4.5
.5
.5
1.5
.5
5.0
8.5
2.
3.0
2.5
5.5

145.0 44.0
(6.04 days)
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Misty Cruise to Channel Islands, South
Cornwall and Devon
Trevor Wood

Our plan to provision Misty on the mooring on Friday, 8th
June and set off at dawn on the 9th, was foiled by excess
wind. Oh-for a Marina in Dun Laoghaire! Instead we enjoyed
a meal and liquid refreshment with our families in the familiar
surroundings of the Royal St. George Y.C. and had a steady
nights sleep in our own beds to recover.
Saturday, 9th June, dawned bright and cheerful with a very
favourable wind - N.W.4. At 09:45, with a full main and
number two genoa, we advised Dublin Radio of our intentions
and set sail, seeing Killiney Bay and the Dublin Mountains at
their very very best. About 13:00 we met N.C.B. Ireland on
her way to Wicklow, following her epic Whitbread Round the
World Race. Congratulations and greetings were exchanged.
With the wind holding northerly, we made very quick time to
the Tuskar but it was hard on the concentration, there were no
accidental jibes. The wind gradually lightened to E2 and we
motored from 21:00 until 11:00 on Sunday when the wind
N.3 returned and sails were re-set. Just after the sun went over
the yardarm, a very weary pigeon arrived. Teetotal too but it
did enjoy the ship’s very special muesli, staying with us for
some six hours until we rounded the Longships, incidentally
leaving plenty of evidence of his sojourn on board. The
Longships were abeam at 16:40 (just thirty hours after leaving
Dun Laoghaire). We advised the local radio of our arrival. We
docked at Penzance at 19:00 and cleared customs. After a few
jars, followed by Peggy Nairn’s excellent stew and a walk
ashore, we were ready for the sleeping bag, except for
Michael Whelan who had forgotten his but somehow he kept
warm with liquid and the assistance of his not insubstantial
personal insulation.
Monday, llth June, saw us casting off at 06:30 to catch the
tide out of the dock. Full main and working jib were set with
the wind N.3-4. We inspected St. Michaels Mount closely and
a very imposing pinnacle it is too. We set course for the
Lizard with the wind increasing N.4-5. It is a lovely coast
line. On rounding the Lizard we hardened up and took in a
slab, getting an interestingly close view of the rocks there! It
is recommended to stay further out. We beat up to Falmouth
in brisk sunny conditions and picked up a mooring off the
Royal Comwall Yacht Club at 12:50. A warning to all is that
the Club is closed on Monday but, full marks to them, there
was a friendly launch service and showers available. Later we
moved up to Falmouth Marina. Here we met Tim Corcoran
and his wife from Waterford, on their boat Chinoonk. This is a
well found Marina and efficiently run, with full facilities for
boat and crew, but no T.V! Ireland were playing England in
the World Cup. Our problem was solved by the friendly
hospitality of the Greenbanks Hotel who lent us a bedroom
and T.V. for the evening. Later in the bar it was agreed that a
one/one draw was a fair result. On Tuesday we departed at
09:00 for Salcombe in hazy conditions, motoring all day. We
passed the Eddystone on the way and picked up a visitors’

mooring opposite Salcombe Yacht Club at 18:15. Salcombe is
on a lovely estuary, very picturesque and most welcoming.
We dined excellently in a restaurant curiously called ’Foot in
the Plate’. We recommend this hostelry. Mine host was a man
of considerable sailing experience and knows how to cook
bass beautifully. Such was the ambiance of the restaurant that
a lively debate developed involving everybody there on "The
Lesbian and other activities of the Greenham Common
Women". These ladies were stoutly defended by a well known
character from the B.B.C. who was soundly deflated by a
Greenham resident at the next table.
The following morning was spent looking around
Salcombe as most of us had not been there before. An
attractive town well worth a visit. We visited the Salcombe
Yacht Club and the Island Cruising Club and had an excellent
lunch at the Queen Victoria Pub, also to be recommended, for
both food and ambiance. For our evening repast we were in
some doubt as there were conflicting reports about a certain
restaurant called the ’Wellington’. Nothing ventured, nothing
gained, so in we went. There was no conflict of opinion when
we left or maybe the lady host just didn’t like having her
doubtful fish sent back or our accents.
We departed Salcombe for Guernsey on Thursday at 08:00
in misty, calm conditions with a light S.E. headwind. We
motored all day and approached Guernsey from the North,
finally rounding Platte Fougere shortly after 18:00. We joined
many other yachts on the pontoon outside the Marina at St.
Peter Port waiting for the tide to rise over the sill. Meantime,
our Teetotaler (for medical reasons) decided it was time for
Champagne, but didn’t make friends with the local Customs
Officer by shooting off the cork through the hatch as he came
on board. Whilst signing yet more customs documents and
pouring a little goodwill into our visitors, Snatch (Michael
Knatchbull) cooked an excellent dinner, made all the more
pleasant with some excellent wine which had travelled well
from Northern Ireland. The Marina in Guernsey is very
pleasant, being right in the heart of the town, with facilities all
round. After berthing and dining, we visited the Royal
Channel Island Yacht Club where it was interesting to note
the number of husband and wife teams - mostly retired, who
were taking extended cruises especially in June before the
Marinas get crowded.
Saturday, 16th June, the High Pressure weather system still
persisted. There was important shopping to do before
departing for Alderney. We found that we could buy gin on
draught and very cheap too - at Bucktrouts. How lucky to
have a Tipperary Water addict on board. Empty Tipperary
bottles, an environmental nuisance, could be filled with gin
and who would know the difference? What a thought.
Customs would never know, in any case miracles do happen!
All these carefully stowed and with the tide under us, we set
sail for Alderney. The tidal sea past the Casquets was
ferocious and our course had to be watched constantly. On
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LATER...

this leg our pussyfoot Teetotal skipper depleted our not
insubstantial gin reserves in a big way by diluting his lime
juice with gin instead of Tipperary Water - still says it was a
misunderstanding and that he found the mixture rather bitter
and kept trying to dilute it with more of what he expected to
be Tipperary Water. The mistake was only discovered when
the skipper was noticed to be more talkative than usual and
appeared to be viewing the world through rose tinted glasses!
We picked up a visitors mooring inside the breakwater of
Braye Harbour at 14:30. The harbour was very full due to a
J.O.G. race from the Solent but we must compliment
Mainbrace Marina for an excellent water taxi service. We
were met by Pamela Fegan, a relation of John Fisher’s and the
wife of George Fegan, a well known Dublin authority on
Varicose Veins. We were taken to her home and very well
entertained. Despite water rationing in Aldemey, full washing
facilities were at our disposal. But alas, poor George, having
been offered a brand new bathroom, turned on the tap which
came away in his hand. With water gushing everywhere, he
tried everything to get it back but neither thumb nor toe could
stop the cascade. His hostess, having gone off down the
garden, his agonizing shouts were heard eventually. Turning
off the cold water cock brought more agonized shouts, this
time from Michael who was under a scalding shower in
another bathroom. The tap was eventually fixed and sanity
reigned! Afterwards, we dined well and happily in Inchalla
Hotel, most of the other restaurants being full due to the race.
Sunday, 17th June, at 08:00 in poor visibility, with wind
S.E. 1-2, we departed under engine and motored all the way to
Dartmouth where approaching, we discovered that the Castle
Ledge Green Con.Buoy was missing but the Red Port marks
led in. We subsequently heard that the Castle Ledge Buoy was
damaged by a fishing vessel three weeks previously and was
being fixed. We tied up alongside Darthaven Marina at 18:00,
having refuelled in Midstream with our Polish friend and well
known to many an I.C.C. member.
Monday was spent sightseeing around Dartmouth which is
a town full of character. We had an excellent lunch at the
Dartmouth Y.C. and later dined at the Royal Dart Y.C. A
quick ferry crossing back to the Dartmouth Y.C., where we
were greeted by Brian Measurer, the Vice-Commodore of that
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Club and the local Commodore of the
I.Y.F.R.(lnternational Yachting Federation of
Rotarians) of which Trevor is the Irish
Representative. A pleasant evening was
enjoyed by all.
We departed Darthaven Marina on Tuesday
at 10:00 with strong winds forecast. A
glorious sunny day, starting with S.W.3-4.
One reef in the Main and a working jib, we
beat round Start Point, accompanied by a large
shark. Later we passed through a submarine
play area and the shark’s position was taken
over by a sub at periscope depth that
proceeded across our bow, alongside our beam
and then circled astern of us - more worrying
than the shark, Wind increased to S.W.5-6 at
16:00 as we made our way into Fowey.
We were directed to a mooring by the
Polruan Pool by a very helpful Harbour
Master of Irish antecedents at 19:15 and had
dinner on board.
Wednesday, 20th June, the morning was
spent exploring Fowey, a very charming little
town. After excellent showers at the Royal
Fowey Yacht Club, we returned on board to
have a grand stand view of an air/sea rescue display which
was mounted for us or was it for the Prime Minister, Mrs
Thatcher. We also viewed a real life rescue when a yacht
came in with a broken keel. We departed Fowey at 15:00
under engine, into a big sea and a wind F.5 on the nose. Our
intended destination was the Helford River but at 17:30 the
engine gave up with water in the fuel, so our destination was
changed to Falmouth. We had a long hard beat with two reefs
in the Main and a working jib. Extensive efforts below to get
the engine going failed. The water was taken out but
obviously not enough - it started and stopped again and again.
We picked up a mooring under sail in Falmouth Harbour at
21:00 but were quickly told to move. However, a little
patience and more work saw the engine back in action by
22:00 and we moved gently from the mooring to Falmouth
Marina.
Gale warnings on Thursday, eight and nine imminent from
the South East. We decided not to venture forth, the engine
needed maintenance and it was impossible to get marinised
spare parts for a Volvo in Falmouth so had to make do with
car spares. We carried out an oil change and drained the fuel
tank completely. Celebrated the engine’s restoration to health
with a very good meal in the ’Pipe’ restaurant, opposite the
Old Customs House in Falmouth which we thoroughly
recommend - probably one of the best meals we had.
Friday, 22nd June, the gale was abating somewhat but with
big seas still running, it was decided that going around the

Lizard would be too uncomfortable for a cruising holiday and
we continued to enjoy the pleasures of Falmouth. We had a
very good Sailing Supper at the Royal Cornwall Yacht Club.
It was incredibly good value. For five of us, with wine, the
bill came to U.K. £20.00 So surprised, we felt we must
mention it. We were made very welcome by members and
staff and were told of the recent visit of another I.C.C. boat
Cu Two.
Saturday, 23rd June, we departed Falmouth at 08:00 with a
good forecast. It was a lovely sunny morning. The wind was
S.W.3-4. We put one reef in the main and, with working jib,
were set to beat around the Lizard. At 10:00 we had a sight of
Sea Cat which passed to port after her record breaking
Transatlantic run. At 12:30, just after the sun was over the
yardarm, the reef in the main was shaken out and at 13:00 the
Longships Lighthouse was abeam to starboard. The wind had
veered W.3. A ’securitie’ on the V.H.E at 19:00 warned of a
southerly gale in spite of a clear blue sky. This was due to a
new low, west of Shannon, accelerating somewhat and the
wind increased E4-5 by 21:00. One reef was put in and the
course altered to take us twenty miles west of the Smalls to
give us sea room. There were no bolt holes within reasonable
distance should the wind become too much. During the night,
the wind backed to S.S.W.4 and twenty five miles south west
of the Smalls the Decca traffic lights turned red. The Decca
was reset working on green by 03:50. The wind continued to
back and increase and by 08:00, it was S.5-6 and visibility
had dropped to about one mile. At 09:00, about ten miles
South East of Tuskar, the main was dropped completely and
MISTY carried on very comfortably under jib only at 7.5
knots, the wind increasing to E7. We thought about the poor
souls beating down the Irish Sea in the Round Ireland Race.
We were very comfortable indeed. At 13:00, still with poor
visibility but with the Decca light showing amber, it was
decided to make for Arklow Buoy. The course was altered
from due North to 315° to take us inside the banks and by
14:00, the Arklow Buoy was sighted on the nose. As if on
signal, once the Buoy was passed, the skies cleared, the sun
came out, the wind dropped to a benign SW 4 and the
Wicklow coast was revealed in all its beauty. The Main was
restored and by 20:00 off Bray Head, the wind had veered
N.W. At Sorrento Point, we were greeted, if you please, by
the cheery waves of Jane and Hal Bleakley who hailed us
from the shore. Misty returned to Dun Laoghaire at 21:30,
having logged 755 miles on this cruise. The passage from
Falmouth had taken only thirty seven hours.

The Customs didn’t board but, even if they had, all the
Tipperary bottles were empty. However, we complied with the
local Irish regulations and checked in and out. It is worth
noting that the Channel Islands are not part of the E.E.C. so
Customs regulations must be completed in and out of the U.K.
and in and out of the Channel Islands and then in and out of
the U.K. again. What a lot of forms for such a little cruise.
In conclusion, Misty’s sailing qualities were best summed
up by the Navigator who patted her plastic side and said "first
boat I’ve ever been on that invariably arrives ahead of her
E.T.A."
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Dunns Ditties

Mike Balmforth writes on Round Ireland at last!
Participation in part of the ICC Cruise-in-Company was the
best of all possible reasons for another visit to the Cork Coast,
and offered the real possibility of completing our first Irish
circumnavigation, something that had eluded us until now.
Phase one was a positioning passage to Cork taking the
opportunity to revisit the home club at Whiterock (Sgeir Bdn
means White Rock), call at Port St Mary again, and take a
look at the Menai Straits for the first time.
Crew for this jaunt was self, Alison Balmforth and
Crawford Mclnnes, Alison flying back to Scotland after the
first few days.
Despite the rain we found the Menai Straits pretty and
interesting, but one definitely has to be keen on pilotage to
gain satisfaction rather than terror from a through passage
which includes dubious delights as the Swellies and
Caernarfon Bay!
Variety was the keynote from then on. Moderate headwinds
to Rosslare meant a slow overnight passage. The next
morning we left in the dawn calm to round Carnsore, only to
be rapidly propelled by SHy F8 from the barrels, through
Saltee Sound and on to Dunmore East. It was a quick passage,
though, and when we made port we found a selection of
retired Round Ireland race competitors preparing to switch to
World Cup supporting mode!
We saw little on the rest of the way to Cork harbour, calm
and fog making us pay attention to our navigation, despite
which we only saw some of the headlands along the way as
we evaded salmon nets. Unscheduled diversions play havoc
with the plot!
The full family crew of self, Alison, sons Desmond and
Robin, and nephew David arrived at Crosshaven a couple of
weeks later for Phase two - the main cruise - and quickly
escaped, encouraged by a fine easterly breeze, from the preCork Week bedlam that reigned. The evening saw us in
Glandore, and by the next morning we were enjoying the first
of two weeks almost continuous fine weather. By the time we
dropped the hook at Schull for the ICC party, we had been to
Barloge, Cape Clear Island, Baltimore and several anchorages
in Roaring Water bay.
Our cruise continued westward, in company with our
friends, the Smith family from Scotland, who had chartered a
Beneteau Oceanis from Kinsale. We enjoyed Dunboy, Sneem
and Deenish Island, were overawed by Skellig Michael,
enchanted by the Blaskets and entertained by Dingle and its
dolphin. Calm weather may not be good for progress under
sail, but it’s great for being a tourist.
Phase three was the passage home. When the weather is
settled one feels that any voyage will be easy! We hoped it
would not become the opposite and proceeded to motor from
Dingle Bay to Smerwick, to the Maherees, to Mutton Island,
and to Roundstone. Then the breeze came and we made a fast
passage to Frenchport, nipped round to Portacloy on the only
dirty day we had and finished with superb onward sails to
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Burtonport, Malin Harbour and Crinan. The only excitement
was in Aran South Sound, where we put the Sailing
Directions to a stiff test - and found the bottom for a few
seconds! Some information will be made available to the
Hon. Editor of the Directions as a result.
It was our third cruise on the West Coast; the best yet, and
it won’t be the last. We aim to make the most of it before it
gets crowded!
John Bourke writes on Joliba around Ireland.
I had often talked of a cruise around Ireland with the accent
on inhabited islands.
We were only ten minutes out from Dun Laoghaire when
our engine caught fire! A quick squirt of the extinguisher and
on to Howth. Does Howth still qualify as an island’? Alter a
night it was on to Bangor. The new marina is rather gorgeous
with lots of space for visitors. The following morning we set
sail again for Rathlin where on arrival we followed the advice
and course of a fisherman at half tide into the new basin on
the north side where we lay most comfortably. We did touch
bottom once or twice later but only just. Heading on the next
day through Inishtrahull Sound we went cautiously into
Mulroy Bay under engine and then crossing to the lovely little
anchorage just off Ballyhooriskey Island where we anchored
at midnight. The following morning we motored up Mulroy
Bay against the tide enjoying Donegal at its best. Later we
picked up a mooring at Fanny’s Bay and ashore for a stroll
and dinner. Tuesday brought a beat to Tory where we
anchored in Camusmore Bay just 30 yards off the east pier in
a bright green sandy patch. The entire scene was distinctly
Mediterranean. The crew went swimming, the parish priest
was clipping his garden and everyone thought it was a
wonderful day, and so it was. Sailing on to Aran we found
dinner and no residents in the Hotel. The barman told us that
both the holiday makers and fish are late this year. With flat
batteries we sailed on for Purteen on Achill. Having dropped
the anchor close to the shore just east of the harbour the
owner of a moorings called us on 16 to recommend his
mooring. Regretfully we did not hear this kind offer as our
batteries were flat but more kindness was to come.Two men
and a boy in a curragh came by and offered their help to take
our batteries off as they were sure something could be done,
and so it happened. Inisboffin was our next island and then on
to Valentia where we anchored off the west pier of
Knightstown. At 03:00 we were dragging, the engine
tbrtunately started and we went in alongside a fishing boat at
the pier. We returned to bed, wet tired and a little shaken.
From Valentia we set sail for Schull where two of the crew
were to leave. Fortunately those remaining met Barry and
Helen Hassett and repaired on board Diva where we whiled
away most of a short day in the traditional manner. On
Saturday in mist with the aid of the Decca we sortied out
through the Gascanane Sound and flew before a SW 5 to

Crosshaven. Finally the racing sails took over for Cork Week,
before the passage home and thus completion of the
circumnavigation. It will certainly not be the last time we go
around.
Paul Butler writes on Red Velvet around Ireland
At the start of the season I, with two others purchased Red
Velvet, a Hustler 35’ well known to readers of the Annual. We
set off in July to sail around Ireland with no wind as we
motored down the East coast to Tuskar where there was a
gentle breeze to sail us inside the Saltee’s to Dunmore East.
An early start the following morning and on to Ballycotton
where the boys watched ship while the adults travelled to an
excellent pre-booked dinner in Ballymaloe House. A beautiful
morning with an ideal SE 4 and on to Kinsale. on departing
Kinsale the following day we experienced engine trouble so
we headed for Glandore where an old friend James Donegan
(ICC) assisted with arrangements for repairs. We then headed
for Schull to seek further electrical assistance. From Schull
we motored to North Harbour, Cape Clear where we spent a
most pleasant afternoon and evening. Derrynane was our next
stop. I found the Sailing Directions most helpful and when I
got in I wondered what all the fuss was about! That afternoon
the children went swimming and we took a walk to Daniel
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Red Velvet aground in North Harbour, Cape Clear.
Photo Paul Butler
O’Connell’s house which is open to the public.
We weighed anchor the following morning at 09:30 and set
sail for Knightstown, Valentia. Words cannot express the
scenery and subtlety of colours that we encountered on this
passage. We saw hundreds of puffins outside in the vicinity of
Puffin Island. As we rounded the NW of Valentia, mackerel
were caught and we dropped the anchor about two cables off
the S pier. For lunch we had filleted mackerel lightly tried in
olive oil, butter and garlic with a couple of bottles of wine.
From Valentia we enjoyed a fast passage to Dingle where
Fungie the Dingle dolphin expressed a fondness for our
yellow dinghy which we had on tow. Fungie played around
us, much to our delight, for about 20 minutes before he lost
interest. As we entered the harbour I was delighted to notice
that events have overtaken the writing of our Directions and
the L shaped channel all the way into the new quayside was
fully marked by port & starboard buoys. We were able to tie
alongside right in the centre of Dingle in plenty of water at all
tides.
Dinner at the Half Door proved to be an excellent choice
though Dingle provides an embarrassment of riches in choice
of restaurants. Blasket Sound and on to Aran where we
dropped the anchor near the Lifeboat in Kilronan. A most
pleasant dinner in the Dun Aonghus. There were about 50
Spanish students on the island so Cian and Michael decided to

Red Velvet alongside the pontoon at Portrush.
Paul Butler
stay in the Youth Hostel and go to the Ceili. We went to bed
and dreamed of our youths!
Roundstone provided an ideal location for a rest day and
then we set sail for Inishbofin. After passing Slyne Head we
were joined by a school of about fifteen dolphins which
played around the boat for a while before loosing interest.
Shortly after dropping anchor at Inishbofin at 19:00 a
promised gale blew up with severe gusts. Just as we finished
our supper we heard the anchor slip. It took Cian and I about
an hour to put Red Velvet on a more secure anchorage and,
despite the continuing gale we held and soon regained our
confidence. We spent two days here, a lovely island with
many beautiful walks. After a crew change we headed for a
visit to Clare Island and then to Keel Bay on Achill for an
overnight anchorage. We anchored about 5 cables offshore in
8 metres in good holding ground.
From Achill we sailed to Ballyglass Pier for a rest day and
then to Killybegs for a further crew change. An overnight
passage then to Lough Swilly and having rounded Bloody
Foreland we passed through Tory Sound and made course for
Fanad Head. We dropped anchor at Port Salon at 13:45 and
booked dinner for the evening by telephone.
We left at 18:30 and, in very light wind, motored the seven
miles down to Rathmullen where we anchored off the beach.
If anything, Rathmullen House has improved over the years
and we enjoyed a wonderful dinner. After an early start we
rounded Malin Head and for Portrush where we tied alongside
the Harbour Masters pontoon. This pontoon is excellent and
yachts are most welcome. From Portrush we set a course for
Church Bay on Rathlin for a night and then to Ardglass from
where we made straight for Dun Laoghaire.
Bob Cassidy writes on the Cruise in Company
A gathering of cruising yachts at any time and any place is the
making of a good party or parties, but when you get approx
80 yachts from America, Scotland, England, Wales and
Ireland sailing in one of the most beautiful and unspoilt
cruising areas in the world, in idyllic weather conditions the
result is difficult to describe in writing.
So it was with the combined C.C.A., R.C.C., C.C.C. &
I.C.C cruise in company along the South West corner of
Ireland between 14th July and 25th 1990. The organisers must
be very well in with Him who matters to have arranged the
weather so beautifully. As day succeeded day the perfect
weather showed these beautiful anchorages at their very best.
The lasting impressions on those who took part was the
breathtaking beauty of the mountains reflected in the still
waters.
Rendezvous for the cruise was at Crosshaven and our
visitors from the U.K. were assisted by convenient easterly
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winds to make fast passages. The welcoming party hosted by
the Royal Cork in the big marquee was well attended, many
old friendships being renewed and new ones made. Thanks Io
the R.C.Y.C. and our sponsors for their hospitality.
Sunday morning 15th July dawned wet and foggy which
meant a miserable trip to Kinsale however the sun shone in
the afternoon and was to continue m do so for the rest of the
cruise.
Kinsale Yacht Club held a reception in the evening and
visitors were entertained to an exhibition of Irish dancing by
the Kinsale Set Dancers. Music and bar extension ineant that
the ferry service was much appreciated by those that could
not fit on the marina.
A historical tour of the town was provided by the President
of the Kinsale Historical Society and was much appreciated
by the good attendance.
Next official rendezvous was Schull on Wed 18th. Yachts
wended their way there stopping at various ports en route.
Glandore, Castletownshend, Barlogue, Baltimore and North
Harbour Cape Clear being some of the favoured ’watering
holes’.
From Schull the iron topsails were again called into use for
the slow trip around the Mizen to Bantry Bay and the C.C.A.
raft up at Glengariffe, Dunmanus bay, Kitchen cove,
Castletownberehaven and Adrigole being some of the chosen
anchorages visited on the way. The C.C.A. boats rafted
together to provide a floating platform for the party where
drinks and ’cookies" were dispensed by the hospitable
Americans. The rendering of the parody of ’The ball of
Kirriemuir’ by the combined choirs summed up the spirit of
the cruise. We also learned a new way to break tip a party ’Big Easy is dragging her anchor’. The whole flotilla at
anchor, many dressed overall, in this picturesque harbour, is a
sight those of us privileged to have seen it, will never forget.
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After Glengariffe the next official gathering was on
Monday 23rd at Crookhaven where it was the turn of the
R.C.C.A. A raft up was proposed but strong easterlies and
poor holding ground combined to prevent this. Instead a raft
up ashore using bar stools was improvised where Billy
O’Sullivans assistance and hospitality was much appreciated.
So to the final night in Baltimore on the 25th where the
farewell or ’scattering" party was held. Once again the
weather behaved impeccably; enabling the formalities to be
held outdoors. Baltimore House Hotel was an ideal setting for
this event with it’s scenic views over Carbery’s hundred isles.
Thanks to the members of Baltimore Sailing Club for
providing a terry service and for their hospitality in arranging
the ’eats" for the party.
Our Commodore correctly pointed out that the weathermen
apparently did not want our visitors to leave as he was
forecasting Force 6/7 S.E. with rain for the following day.
However despite the ’morning after’ feeling and the poor
weather, a few hardy souls did set off for Falmouth while the
remainder eased themselves back to normality in the local
hostelries. All in all a very successful cruise with the
minimum of formalities and the maximum of good company.

Harold Cudmore writes on Carnival in Rio.
I arrived in Rio de Janeiro Thurs. 16 Feb. to join Yellowdrama
a Swan 57’ owned by a friend Stephen Matthews. The yacht
was lying at late Club Rio de Janeiro arguably one of the finest
yacht clubs in the world, situated in the attractive Botofogo
Bay beside the Sugar Loaf Mountain with a view of the Pico
do Corcovado (740m.). The club has a water-frontage of over
half a mile and a staff of several hundred. It’s facilities include
a fabulous swimming pool.
Within an hour we were away for a day trip outside Baia de
Guanabara which is quite dirty, to beach seven miles from the
Club to the east under Pta. de Itaipu. We were joined for the
day by Graham Walker owner of many Indulgence yachts and
a backer of the White Crusader Challenge.
Friday saw us visiting Copacabana Beach and resting in
preparation for the evening party which was one of the
reasons we were in Rio. During the day Michael Murphy my
nephew and Deirdre Mortell joined us. They had both
achieved their firsts at University College Cork recently and
were doing their South America travelling break before
joining the real world. That evening at the Club was the first
of a series of Balls that starts the Carnival season in Rio. The
theme was Hawaian, the attendance several thousand and the
music a continuous mind numbing Samba. Some of the
women were unbelievably beautiful with elaborate headdresses, ornate ankle and arm decorations and exotically little
on their bodies known locally as dental floss (probable gets
caught in the teeth coming off). Some contrast to a Cowes
Week Ball! A subdued party was revived by a traditional
meal called a ’Feijoada" at the club next day.
Sunday we sailed west past the evocatvely named beaches
of Copocabana and lpanema to anchor for lunch. That
evening we went to a football match at the famous Maracana
Stadium.
Monday we nominated our destination to the Customs,
Federal Police and Port Police a requirement every time a
yacht leaves port. While latitude is given of up to two days,
failure to report at the nominated port at the appointed time
will result in a fine. We beat west eventually motor-sailing in
the dying breeze to anchor in Pr. dos Mangues in Enseada do
Palmas in the Ilha Grande at night. [n the morning we could
see we were in the loveliest of bays with the tropical growth
to the waters edge except at the head where there is a beach
with a small hotel. After the usual swim we went ashore and

crossed by path through the jungle about half a mile to the
seaward side of the island to swim in the surf in an almost
empty and idyllic beach.
Departing before midday we had a 18 Kt. following wind
as we sailed between Ilha Grande and the shore to Angra a
distance of 15 miles, this is part of an inland sea stretching 60
miles knows as the ’Costa Verdhe’, with many pretty and
unspoilt anchorages and breathtaking scenery. After a short
visit to Angra and the necessary clearing we sailed back out to
Ilha Grande to a small secluded bay Saco da Longa and
anchored for the night.
Wednesday we left mid-morning and motored 20 miles
west in the more usual calm expected in this area. After
anchoring in a very beautiful Fjord Saco de Mamangua for
lunch and a swim we decided to spinnaker fly in the new
breeze. As first away, there was nearly 20 knots of wind
before we got organised, I was glad to get down unharmed
from a very wild fide. We had a pleasant sail 5 miles to Parati
to ’check in’ and ’out’. Parati is a dream cruising call being
pretty, well kept with buildings of an interesting Portuguese
colonial style. We however decided to motor to a small bay
Saco Jururimim for the night. In the morning we could see we
were in another perfect little bay with a fine beach. We landed
there and walked across the neck of land to see Saco Grande
picking bananas on the way. We later swapped with a young
islander a ride in his dugout canoe for a spin in our rubber
speedboat.
Thursday we motored and later sailed to the south of Ilha
Grande to Praia Parnaioca 23 miles where we took our dingy
into a small lagoon behind the magnificent beach. We climbed
up the rapids of the stream for a few hundred meters and later
had a fresh water swim. 19:00 we departed for Rio 67 miles
arriving Friday early.
Saturday was a casual day around Rio meeting some
acquaintances and a ’Churrasa’ lunch which is a continuous
service of different meats being served mostly on skures.
Sunday evening we headed off to Carnival getting back to the
yacht at 08:00 the following morning. The main carnival in
Rio takes place in a special stadium about lkm with stands on
both sides of a wide ’road’. It is without doubt ’the greatest
show on earth’ with competitive Samba Schools each
numbering up to 4000 dancers. The floats and costumes are a
special art form of dazzling colour and excitement.
Mike and Deirdre headed off to Argentina and we sailed
late afternoon east passed Cabo Frioarriving in Saco da
Ferradura. 10:30 the following morning we left this pretty
little bay after lunch and had a brisk sail around the comer to
Enseada de Buzios. The town of Buzios is for young people
with dozens of bars open most of the night many with singing
and dancing. Life there is a very different to the Costa Verdhe.
Le Pharaon a 55 meter Feadship owned by a friend of
Stephen’s anchored nearby and we joined them for dinner.
Thursday Stephen and I departed by bus to Rio, toured the
Sugar Loaf Mountain that afternoon and flew out that
evening. Yellowdrama was taken by the skipper and his
girlfriend, with a stop in Antigua, to the New England coast
where I joined for a few days in Nantucket.

island of Vinalhaven. This island is the most seaward of the
many that divide Penobscot Bay into its eastern and western
parts and is itself divided by the sheltered Fox Island
Thoroughfare with its many finely sited summer homes. That
evening the anchor went down off Birch Pt, Isle au Haut but
only after the attempted passage between Pell and Burnt
Islands which are connected by a subsurface reef. This being
on the worn folded edge of my ancient chart was just spotted
in time.
The itinerary progressed to Castine, Nautilus Cove*,
Camden, Dix Island, Merchant’s Landing (where Kirsten left
and Lise joined after a visit to Denmark; I had toyed with the
novelty of sailing to Logan Airport, Boston amid
Independence Day harbour fireworks to collect her but
decided this violated the cruise theme), North Haven (where
the lobster boats have annual races; some specially
supercharged boats doing over 30 knots), Campbell I*,
Babson I*, Bass Hbr, Gr Wass I*, Jonesport (new
breakwater), Roque I, Little Kennebec Bay*, Eastern Bay*,
Winter Hbr, N E Hbr, Somes Hbr*, Burnt Coat Hbr,
Stonington, N Haven, Rockland, our mooring at M/L. 15
days, 344.7 mls. Charts used U.S. 13325, 13312, 13302;
13326, 13324, 13318, 13316, 13313, 13305, 13309;
(1:50,000): 13315, 13308. There was more sun and less fog
than usual but the mineflelds of coloured lobster floats seem
to increase each year. Still, perhaps because we took such a
leisurely pace with daily lunch stops it was fun.
* new anchorages
Barbara Fox-Mills writes
’Healthy, good-humoured, congenial and sea-worthy!’ This is
how I would describe the men in my life with whom I go
cruising. That is, until we go to bed! The race to actually
achieve sleep before the male is generally lost, hands down,
by the female, as every lady in your life will tell you! Having
lost the race, one is then subjected to an amazing cacophony
of sound which makes hours of frustration and restlessness
inevitable. The ensuing result is one or more very crotchety
female members of the crew.
This summer an angel of mercy appeared in my life in the
form of Michael Branagan’s wife Noreen. Sailing with us in
West Cork she introduced me to a pair of small innocent
pieces of polystyrene-type material which are gently inserted
in the ear-’oles at bedtime, and off you go, happily and
peacefully into the land of nod! Next day, one or more rested,
happy and relaxed female members of your crew!
I feel I should now share my new found secret with all
female members of the ICC, thus I humbly submit the foregoing.

Brian Dalton writes "The Main thing in cruising is having
fun"
This year’s cruise started from a new base, Merchant’s
Landing, Spruce Head, Maine, and in keeping with the above
title we resolved to avoid tight schedules and headwinds. It is
possible to sail in these waters for more than twenty years, as
we have done, and still anchor in new places. My daughter,
Kirsten, and I loaded Boru, recently launched, and we slipped
out into the Muscle Ridge Channel bound for the nearby
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John Gore-Grimes on "Mallemaroking in Port Dinorwic"
Readers of past annuals will remember several photographs in

The new Bob Fannin awake series.

Photo Karen Tobin

the ’Bob Fannin Asleep" series. I am happy to report that Bob
Fannin is now awake but he has a worthy successor in Pat
Colleran. Fog horn Ryan our worthy rere Commodore who
organised the Whir Rally with great enthusiasm, is seen in the
photograph trying to offer Pat a drop from his sixth bottle of

Rere Commodore Ryan fails to awaken Pat Colleran in Port
Dinorwic.
Photo Karen Tobin
wine. Pat could not be coaxed from the land of nod. Port
Dinorwic yacht marina restaurant had the right idea and our
card on the table noting the reservation read:
’Mr. Gore Gorfies - Irish Pooling Club’

Captain G. F. (Eric) Healy writes on a Ocean Passage.
Here are a few comments and some advise to those
contemplating an Ocean crossing, particularly if it is a
delivery run. Some of the points came out in the Polaris
passage (Halifax - Horta -Kinsale) but not them all. I consider
they are all worth mentioning.
This is not an article on the passage, but I hope it will be of
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some value.
Safety - Liferaft: There must be an up to date liferaft
capable of carrying more than the crew onboard. Even a
surveyed liferaft can occasionally fail to inflate. Therefore a
half blown up inflatable tender or small punt should also be
carried. I would have a ’panic’ bag near or in it with say
flares, a few cans of water and some concentrated food.
Safety harness: There should be one for every one onboard
also a wire or webbing on the deck to clip onto. Fire
extinguishers: The type must be carefully chosen. One to put
out oil fires near the engine, a fire blanket near the galley, one
that does not give off dangerous gases in the accommodation.
Wooden Plugs are often forgotten. You never know when a
sea cock might leak or if you were holed by a log.
Pumps: 1 would always carry at least one hand pump, with
spares. A good idea is to have this pump on a moveable board
with about 8 feet of pipe on both ends. Power pumps should
be carried and are good but like everything mechanical they
breakdown! Good buckets are also necessary as they might
be required for bailing as well as other purposes.
There is other equipment which should be carried, like
flares, first aid kit, tools and a fog horn but I have only
mentioned the equipment I would like to comment on.
Fuel: on every long passage I have done we carried a spare
40 gallon diesel oil drum on deck. They do not look good but
the extra diesel can be useful, particularly if you are going on
a delivery passage. A large number of yachts in Horta had the
same idea. It is vital to clean out the oil tanks before the
passage, as the ocean swells stir up the dirt in the bottom of
the tank particularly as the tank might be lower than usual.
Electronics: Some frequencies on the V.H.E channels are
different on the American side of the Atlantic. It is a help to
have electronic fixing, but not vital. If you have, make sure
you know how to work it and if required the necessary charts.
Engine: l would carry as many spare parts as possible.
Certainly a starting motor, spare injectors, plenty of filters,
and pump parts.
Food: There must be no waste. Food takes up Space. Fruit
is very good. We had a hammock of fruit. The crew helped
themselves and worked well. Plenty of tined fruit juices as
this saved the water. If it is available buy a ham or silverside
of beef and even salted fish. It is fresh food that need not be
carried in the fridge. We had a large electrical fridge and had
fresh meat for 5 days, on each passage.
The last 4 days of the passage to Horta we baked bread in
the micro oven. After the first go it was a success. It is
important to carry plenty of bulk foods (potatoes, rice etc), we
only just had enough. We had a big bag of boiled sweets,
which save water and are very popular on the night watches,
as is the soup made in a cup. We used long life milk which
kept well. On the long passage to get fresh water you had to
work a foot pump. This saved water.
Sails: If I did not know the yacht I would spread all the
sails out ashore before leaving. Have a good look at the
stitching, particularly any repairs.
On Ocean passages by design you do more down wind
sailing. A suitable rig that can stand the swell should be
worked out. On Creidn we used the Mizzen staysail more than
the main because it was loose footed. The Ocean swells are
there most of the time in the North Atlantic even if there is no
wind.
Steering Gear: The chances of having steering gear
problems are pretty good because of the strain on long
passages. It might be overhauled and checked before leaving.
An emergency steering tiller must be carried. It is no harm to
have some suitable timber etc. to fit and make an emergency
rudder.
Notes on Horta: The marina is very good and cheap with

Polaris
every facility. A supermarket will deliver to your yacht.
The time kept is G.M.T. (June), which is nearly 2 hours out
from apparent time.
If you arrive between 08:00 and 20:00 (local) you can be
cleared right away at the arrival pier. There are three lots of
forms to be filled up, but no trouble. If you arrive after 2000
you have to wait till next morning to be cleared. Diesel can be
taken at the arrival pier.
In both Halifax and Horta I had no trouble in getting a
good weather map from the authorities. We got good reports
two days out of Halifax on the V.H.F. and the B.B.C. three
days out of Kinsale. With an approaching depression you
have a good idea where the centre is by noting the wind
direction and if it backs or veers.
The weather on the trip was average. Starting in light
winds, for four days. A typical depression passed about 200
miles to the west. It gave SSE to South to West wind, force
6/7 with occasional gale gusts. This took two days to pass but
we were able to hold an E-ly course. The final 6 days we had
light to moderate following winds with a heavy swell and had
to do some down wind tacking.
On the Horta to Kinsale passage once again we had to
down wind tack. The only strong wind we got (force 6) was a
W-ly in the last 12 hours. Our landfall in Ireland was 10 miles
west of Mizen Head, after a night passage. We seemed to
have little effect from the Gulf stream approaching Ireland.
The morning we sighted Azores we saw great fish life.
Several whales, porpoise and dolphins.
By going on the Azores route, which took 5 days longer,
we missed the worst of the weather. We had plenty of light
winds but no long periods of calm.
Finally remember there are no shops or maintenance men
at sea. You are on your own.
Brian Hegarty writes on a Mediterranean summer with
Safari of Howth
On the 12th April I joined Safari at her berth at Sibari Marina
on the west side of the Gulf of Taranto, Southern Italy. She
would become my home until we left her at Gouvia Marina,
Corfu, Greece on the 6th September. Safari is a Hallberg
Rassy 42 owned by Ian Morrison (ICC).
It is worth saying a little about sibari Marina in case other
ICC members might be considering wintering a yacht in this
part of the Mediterranean. We on Safari would thoroughly
recommend Sibari Marina. It is sheltered and secure from the
elements, and yachts can be left afloat or ashore for the winter
months. The boat yard and marina complex most ably

managed by it’s friendly managing director, Fulvio Benussi.
Lack of security for boat contents and gear is an issue one
hear levelled against many marinas and yards in Italy, but it is
not a problem at Sibari Marina. Standards of workmanship ar
high and charges are reasonable. However, everything has a
downside too! Sibari is remote - one cannot fly direct. It is
necessary to fly through Milan or Rome which leaves the
length of, or half the length of Italy still to be covered. From
Milan one can fly by internal flight to Lamezia Terme Airport
in southern Italy and then take a car (some 70 miles) to Sibari.
Alternatively from Rome one can travel by coach (6 hours) to
Sibari.
Having spent some weeks fitting out on Safari we departed
Sibari Marina on our first two week cruise on 6th May. With
myself were two ICC members Michael O’Farrell and Rob
d’Alton, plus Niall and Vera Humphreys. Niall and Vera had
wintered on Safari at Sibari Marina and found it a somewhat
lonely and isolated experience even though the marina
personnel had been most kind to them. That first cruise took
us to Bar in Yugoslavia and then north westwards to finish in
Dubrovnik. It was an unusual cruise in just two respects.
Firstly, we never removed the sail covers as there was not any
wind and secondly we were the means of transporting a
cheeky little yellow wagtail from Italy to Yugoslavia. This
little bird boarded us at sea off Otranto, Italy and stayed in the
ship’s husbandry checking out the chart table, fo’c’sle and
galley at various times during a night passage!
In all Safari undertook nine fortnightly cruises during the
season. The second cruise with Ian and Sheila on board took
us from Drubrovnik to Split where Ian had to leave us. Then it
was on to Zadar via the islands where Sheila left to return
home. Cruise number three took Safari to Pula on the Istrian
coast via the islands with Harry Byrne (ICC) and Sean Flood
on board. There we were joined by William and Georgina
Nixon (both ICC) and continued to Rovint, Potoroz, Trieste
and then Venice. The coastline of Yugoslavia is a magnificent
cruising ground studded with islands, marinas and good
anchorages. I think that, like Scotland, one could spend years
exploring all the anchorages and islands. Bit of excitement
this cruise when on a night passage from Trieste to Venice we
wee stopped by a large Guardia di Finanzia launch and
boarded by two of the crew. I was glad that our papers were in
order!

View of St Marks Square.
Photo Brian Hegarty
Venice is Venice and there is nothing like it anywhere! It
was my first visit to Venice. I found it very exciting, very
crowded, very expensive and the Venetians do not see
yachting visitors as high priority! We were fortunate to have a
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berth reserved for us at San Giorgio Island Marina - arranged
by fan thl’ough the good offices of a friend.
It was now mid June and we were joined by lan and Sheila
Morrison, Wendy Beshof, Lulu McLoughlin and Betty
Hegarty. Leaving Venice we made a night passage to Pula.
Then on to Dubrovnik via the islands leaving lan at Zadar on
the way as he had to to get home to business commitments. A
diversion worth taking, half way between Zadar and Split, is
to voyage up river past Sibenik to Skradin Marina, 10 miles
up river from the sea. From here one takes a local ferry about
3 miles up river to the Krka water falls - very beautiful.
At the end of the first week of July Betty and 1 were joined
by Alan and June Mackay and their children Fiona and
Zander. We had a fine weather cruise to Corfu where they left
us to return to their home in Torona, Northern Italy.
lan rejoined us at Corfu together with David (ICC Vice
Comm.) and Jean Fitzgerald. We enjoyed a fine cruise and
some good sailing to Levkas, Ithaca, Cephalonia and then east
into the Gulf of Palras and the Gull" of Corinth to finish at
Kalamaki Marina outside Athens :ffter some pleasant days in
the Soronic Gull.

Michael O’Farrell (ICC), Rob d’AIlon (ICC), Vcra Humphreys and
Brian Hegarty (ICC).
Photo Niall Huml)hreys
Our next cruise was scheduled to take Sqf’ari to Samos
Island, off the Turkish coast. For this we were joined by Harry
(ICC) and Maura Byrne, their daughter Roslyn and John
Malcolm. It wits now early August and the Cyclades in the
Aegean were breezy. It was great reaching sailing wind, n’ly
force 5 to 7, with bumpy seas between islands. Alas, at
Mykonos we learned of the Iraq/Kuwait problem. The plan
had been to winter at Marmaris, Turkey, but talking to Ian by
phone it was decided that Sa.fitri should return to Sibari
marina for this winter. Accordingly we turned first south to
Paros, then west to Serifos and then to [dra, before coming
north to Kalamaki marina viii the islands of Paros and Aegina.
I enjoyed what we saw of the Aegean and would like to tackle
it in more detail at another time.
Ian and Sheila rejoined at Kalaki marina and after a few
days cruising in the Soronic Gull we passed through the
Corinth Canal. At the end of two weeks we were back at
Gouvia marina, Corfu. Betty and I left Safari at Gouvia
marina on the 6th September. She had covered just over 2,500
N. miles; had only had six nights at sea, but had visited a
great number of anchorages, fan and Sheila rejoined Safari
with another crew, and over a fortnights September holiday
brought her back to Sibari marina. She is currently hauled out
there for the coming winter.

Frank McCarthy writes on Vincent O’Farrells new yacht.
It was decided last season that Stilly Goose would not go
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abroad this season. Ross wanted to do a sailing course and
Fionnuala would join Asgard ll in Iceland and sail to Dublin I
was house bound. Then Vincent O’Farrell phoned and asked
if I would go to Sweden with him to collect his new Hallberg
Rassy 45 - what luck! Tom O’Leary and Mark Fitzgerald
were the rest of the crew.
We flew London - Gothenburg and drove to the Hallberg
Rassy Yard on Ellos Island. This was my first sight of the
boat. She is a magnificent yacht and fitted out for serious
cruising.
We left Sweden early Sat. 14th of July and sailed across
the Kattegat to Denmark. We spent the night in Alborg. Next
day we motored through the Limt]orden this saves having to
go around the top of Denmark. The landscape was so different
from our own - it was so flat, the highest parts were only a
few hundred feet above sea level.
We had a fast sail down the North Sea. This boat can really
move. We were averaging over 9 knots. We put into Den
Helder at the southern tip of the Frisian Islands. We stayed
here for two days and had some lively nights in the local
pubs. We found the Dutch people very friendly and open.
Everyone had good English.
From Den Helder we sailed into the Ljsselmeer (a huge
inland sea). Here we saw some beautiful traditional sailing
barges in excellent condition. We tied up outside Central
station in Amsterdam. We spent a day visiting some of the
cultural aspects of the city (and some of the not so cultural).
Amsterdam is a lovely city with a great atmosphere. We were
very sorry that time was running out and we had to head
through the canal and back into the North Sea. We had a good
sail to the Hamble and covered over 320 miles in less than 40
hours. Again Vincent was at his best with the cooking and the
meals at sea were every bit as good as the meals ashore. We
had a great sing-song on this leg.
It was strange to come off watch in 30 knots of wind and
relax in an armchair and watch TV or a video.
Much fun and a great trip was had by all in a truly beautiful
boat. We left Fastnet Dancer in the Hamble.
I spent the next two weeks cruising West Cork and Kerry
in Stilly Goose. It was like living in a shed after the Hallberg
Rassy.

Donal McCiement writes:
The 1990 Summer will be long remembered as one of
numerous extremes of weather, but, nonetheless one of the
best we have experienced in recent years. On the home front
Ford Week took up a great deal of my time, and, as a result of
the outstandingly successful week the early and mid season
for me involved very little sailing.
I did however manage to have a very nice cruise from
Palma Mallorca to Kinsale with my good friend Alex Hogan
who recently acquired Vincent O’Farrell’s well travelled
Oyster Mariner 35. Sandy Ways had undergone a complete refit during the previous winter and was looking very smart
indeed when we departed, but, the gremlins were still active,
as, after only six hours at seas the steering cables parted.
A diversion to lbiza was preferable to a return to Mallorca
and after three hours with the emergency tiller we made fast
in Ibiza. A delay of twenty four hours was all that we needed
to replace both steering cables and once again we were
underway. The first day out was to be the only good days
sailing on the whole trip that was plagued by either strong
head winds or little or no wind.
We had brief calls at Benelmadina and Gibraltar prior to
leaving the Med and then we spent a very pleasant few days
at Vilamora.
The Customs and Immigrations formalities there are as bad

as ever but we did meet up with some nice people and
enjoyed the visit. Portugal is now noticeably less expensive
than Spain which, in my view, has nearly doubled its cost of
living in the past three or four years.
A quick stop at Bayona prior to the final five hundred and
seventy five mile leg to Kinsale was the only other port of
call. We eventually arrived in Kinsale on Friday 15th June
after a fifteen day passage of seventeen hundred miles, mostly
motor sailing. The Oyster 35 must be one of the roomiest 35
footers on the market and a good powerful engine coupled
with very adequate sailing performance makes her an ideal
passage maker. Alex and myself are looking at a round
Ireland Cruise for 1991 - who knows we may even enter a
log!
Cowes Week with Bill Grainger was very successful and
five flags out of seven starts coupled with the excellent
weather and a really enjoyable social life made it, without
doubt, the best Cowes Week I have ever attended - I think it
was my nineteenth.
The end of the season for me would be incomplete without
the, by now, mandatory visit to the Niolargue Regatta at St
Tropez with Clayton and Betty Love. Their lovely new yacht
GIoriana may not be the most competitive yacht to race in but
a call of ’65 Tons’ rather than ’starboard’ really had the
desired effect in making sure that other yachts kept out of her
way.
As usual the bar profits in St Tropez were helped by the
visit of the Cork Mafia and as we are now being welcomed
with open arms everywhere we go in this smart resort maybe
the time has come to discover a new regatta for the end of the
season.

22:00 1 counted 55 yachts packed into this small harbour. This
was the U.K. bank holiday weekend. There were some
anxious skippers on decks early the following morning when
the Lifeboat was called out. The food, drink and crack in the
Crown Hotel is as good as ever.
Sunday 26th and we were on our way to Troon in a
southerly 4. During the day we had periods of bad fog but at
least we could now sail for the first time on this trip. We got
into the marina at 17:30, covering the 55 miles in 9 hours.
In the following days we called into Millport on Great
Cumbrae, Rothesay on Bute, Caladh Harbour, Tighnabruaich,
Each Lough Tarbert and Campbeltown. The new pontoon in
Campbeltown makes this quiet an attractive port of call,
compared to the previous arrangement.
Thursday 30th August we leave Campbeltown in a
S.W.6/7. The original plan was to go to Bangor and work our
way down the Irish coast but due to the wind direction we had
to settle on Portpatrick again.
Friday saw the wind in the south west but lighter and we
made Port St. Mary at 20/15 hours. After a meal on Marie
Clare H we head up to the yacht club only to find it closed
due to a robbery earlier in the evening. I didn’t think things
like this happened on the island.
Saturday 1st September saw us setting out for Howth. The
wind was on the light side as we motorsailed most of the way,
arriving in Howth at 22:00.
We had a most enjoyable trip and logged 439 miles. We saw
no submarines but perhaps they saw us! We shall never know.

Sean McCormack writes:
Marie Clare H took part in the ICC rally at Port Dinorwic in
June. Other stops included Pilots Cove, Beaumaris, Conway
and Holyhead.
To approach Conway we weaved our way through the mass
of buoys in the Conway river and tied up at the pontoon. The
amount of activity here as a result of the by-pass tunnel, has
to be seen to be believed.
Later in August saw Marie Clare H away again with Peel
the first port of call. We motored all the way with no wind and
bad fog, visibility was down to 50 yards when we heard the
bell fog signal on Peel breakwater head. After 300 yards in
that direction we were suddenly looking up at the pier. How
did we manage in pre Decca days?
Next day again motoring with no wind but at least the
visibility was O.K. We got into Portpatrick at 17:15 and by

Cormac McHenry writes
Ring of Kerry sailed round Ireland between 2nd July and 12th
August, taking advantage of the size of our island to make a
number of crew changes and to return to work for two
separate weeks during the cruise. The weather around the
north was not good, I remember in particular the very rough
beat through Rathlin Sound followed by an exciting first time
entry into Portrush. With the sails down I wondered if the
8HP Sabb would drive us through the narrow entrance before
the rollers carried us onto the lee wall. However, all went well
and we were delighted to find a new pontoon right at the top
of the harbour.
We also found Malin Harbour and had a very friendly
welcome from all the fishermen in the very busy harbour.
Tory Island was well worth getting to, again a friendly
fisherman provided a mooring which I was delighted to get, I
had not been looking forward to anchoring on the rocky
bottom. Beating into Burtonport I do not recommend. I
normally find our Sailing Directions far worse in anticipation
than in execution, but both perspiration and spray were flying
in equal quantities as we tried to avoid all cul de sacs on the
way in.

The Menai Straits from Port Dinorwic.

Roundstone Harbour (Red Veh,et ICC alongisde). Photo Paul Butler

Photo Ronan Beirne
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Roundstone was a bit like that too, approaching as the long
evenings light faded and at least three gp fl 2 10s lights in the
vicinity of Insihnee Island, but not quite ill the right place. As
we finally crept in all was explained by the light on Inishnee
being out and the other lights with the same characteristic
being on fishfarms to the south. It was later explained to me
by our last Commodore that the Inishnee light is not an Irish
Lights responsibility, but it did drive home the problem which
fish farms are creating.
Through Kilronan and Smerwick Harbour, where we found
the anchorage at the NE of the harbour exposed to the gusts
coming over the col inside Ballydavid Head. We "discovered’
Knightstown also, a most delightful location in what I had
expected to be a commercial fishing harbour. The Gallery
Kitchen Restaurant provided excellent food amid superb
sculpture.
We finally caught up with the ICC/CCA cruise in Dunboy
Bay and sailed back with them through Crookhaven to
Baltimore for the final reception. There Ring qfKerry spent a
week on a mooring courtesy of the Commodore, followed by
another weeks gentle sailing with my wife Barbara around
Baltimore, Sherkin and Cape Clear before being crewed back
to Dun Laoghaire in 3 days by my brother and niece. A really
relaxed and enjoyable six weeks, if it had not been for the
"pressure" of wanting to join in the cruise in company I might
still be on the West coast!
Extracts from Peter Metcalfe’s log on board The Card in
the Round the World Race
After passing the Needles on September 2nd we had fairly
light winds to Ushant - conditions that suit The Card well and
we were reasonable well placed with Steinlager just in t¥ont
as wer neared the island. But that was the last we were to see
of her. There followed the crossing of the Bay of Biscay, very
often a thing to be dreaded as it is usually an uphill battle with
the elements. We were pleasantly surprised as it turned out to
be the opposite with gentle breezes, spinnakers set and the
crew in shorts. However the wind gradually increased and by
the time we were approaching Cape Finistere there was a gale
behind us. At one point we were caught unawares by a gust of
40 knots when we still had the 1.5oz spinnaker up. It was only
saved by the boats ability to accelerate quickly and we
changed it PDQ for the full size 2.2oz. With that and the full
main The Card was travelling at speeds of up to 24 knots.
Silly grins break out on the faces of the crew and idle chat is
non-existant when the yacht starts tramping like that. The sea
and the sky were black that night, the horizon
indistinguishable, as wag, Rich Tomlinson said, you could see
more with your eyes shut. It is a eyrie sensation to charge like
that through the darkness. One has the impression the boat is
nose-diving into oblivion. Occasionally we would shoot into
the back of a wave and foaming water would come running
down the decks washing the unwary off their feet.
Life on board has settled into a rythmic system. You work
12 hours in every 24 and most of the rest of the time is spent
horizontal in your bunk. This space, 6 feet long and 2.5 feet
wide, is the only place on these open-plan racers, apart from
the head, where the word privacy has any meaning. Even so,
only a thin nylon curtain seperates you from the activity
happening around and inches above your head is the constant
whirring of gear-wheels and the squeals of ropes and wires
moving in and out on the winch drums. In spite of this, sleep
comes when you are exhausted and that is most of the time
when off watch.
There were some days of hard up-wind sailing that put a lot
of strain on the boat. The waves were more serious that the
wind - not particularly high - just very steep. We experienced
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a number of heavy landings after launching off the tops of the
worst ones. The aluminium tie-rods either side of the mast
broke clean off the internal space-frame as we bit one trough
and the deck lifted almost two centimertrs at the partners. We
jury-rigged two heavy cables in their place and the problem
got no worse.
We arrived in Punta del Este in 5th position on September
30th just after lunch to a typically enthusiastic South
American welcome from the hugh crowd of local people on
the quay. It was time for tennis, golf and some other sensible
pursuits.
Simple, practical matters, by necessity, have to come first.
At sea the elements do not stop for a break. Neither could we,
which left little time for meditation. The first days passed
with nothing extra being done apart from going through the
motions of racing. Off watch, we slept every minute that was
available to us. When woken, we rose at the last moment,
grabbed something to eat, and struggled to get on deck in time
for four hours of sail-trimming. Half the guys were suffering
from a severe ’flu virus which did nothing to help. The
second leg certainly is the toughest of the race. It is the
longest, the coldest, the windiest, the wettest, basically the
nastiest! The tactical strategy is to get to 50° South as fast as
possible and then parallel that latitude, circling the pack ice of
Antarctica until the time to head north to Fremantle. This
means spending about two weeks in almost constant galeforce conditions and in temperatures hovering around zero.
Great! And the dampness continues below with heavy
condensation dripping off the deck-head and running down
the sides. At times it is practically raining into your bunk.
Sleeping-bags become soggy heaps that you have to grit your
teeth to climb into, but which, ironically, are even harder to
get out of when the dreaded hour comes.
About the end of the first week we crossed the Antarctic
Convergence, the sharply defined zone surrounding the
continent where its cold waters descend below the relatively
warmer waters of the Atlantic and Pacific. The water
temperature dropped suddenly from 8°c to l°c and
coincidently the first major low pressure system arrived with
winds of 40 knots plus. The surfing began again in earnest,
plumes of spray several metres high on each side of the hull
as we charged down wave after wave. Everything went fine
until the luff of the spinnaker was allowed to collapse briefly.
Normally, no problem, but as it filled with the report of a
rifle-shot, the entire end snapped off the carbon/kevlar pole.
The first knock-on effect was the destruction of the head-foil
by the 10ram wire after-guy and we went straight into a
classic broach as the kite soared skywards. As a sort of ’bythe-way’, the mizzen spinnaker gave up the struggle and we
hauled it down in several pieces. Completely undaunted, we
dumped all the rubbish down below, set the spare aluminium
pole and hoisted the 3.0oz storm-chute as fast as we were
able. With hindsight, it would have been smarter to take a few
moments to gather our wits first. The kite filled before
everyone was ready and we lost control and broached again.
This time the titanium pad-eye anchoring the fore-guy blocks
failed and the spectra line catapulted upwards with the pole,
lifting Etienne Giroire off the fore-deck and breaking his arm
below the elbow. Jim Close, who was beside him, saw
Etienne trying unsuccessfully to grab the boat with his good
arm as he slid down the deck which was inclined at about 50°.
He managed to get a hold of him by the collar before he was
swept over the rail. Roger unpacked his medical kit and put
an emergency cast on the broken bone. The rest of us spent an
hour sorting out the broken boat. Things went according to
plan at the third attempt and although steering was awkward
because of a cross sea, we seemed to be in control. But the
gods hadn’t finished with us yet. Coming off a particularly

steep wave, we sailed just a little too low, rolled to windward, the spinnaker wound itself neatly round the broken
plastic head-foil and locked onto it - solid. It was all done in
three seconds flat. The only way to get rid of the mess was to
tie a line around it and winch it down inch by painful inch,
cutting off bits as we could. After five more hours of ’down
time’ we were able to get the Blast reacher boomed out, it all
cost us 75 miles.
Two days later there was another accident when,
incredibly, the main boom preventer was left unattached.
During a 24 knot surf as the mainsail unloaded, the boom
crossed twice over the deck and the main-sheet caught Stellan
Gross, somer-saulting him into the air and leaving him with a
badly torn shoulder. A second man was out of action, as it
turned out, for most of the rest of the leg, It was getting very
understaffed on deck! After five days the first gale finally
ended and the list of broken gear was awesome.
There is nothing like a repair project to bring out the latent
ingenuity in an under-worked racing crew and as we reached
south towards the ’Roaring Forties’ with only 2 or 3 sails to
trim instead of 5, a group of budding Heath Robinsons
worked with ropes and pulleys and, first one spinnaker-pole,
then two lashed together to construct an arrangement on
which to hang some more cloth. The storm trisail came out of
its bag because somebody thought it would be a good staysail
but that turned out to be a short experiment. What did work
well for a few days was the mizzen spinnaker that was
constructed out of the radial head that we cut off an old 3/4 oz
kite. It did a grand job for several days until a lapse of
concentration on the part of the helmsman sent us into a
minor broach and the jury-rig followed its predecessor over
the side. We put a stump in the hole to carry the radar and that
was the end of that.
One of the gales that we bad patiently awaited finally
clobbered us as we headed north past the West Falklands.
There were a fantastic couple of days of fast reaching in up to
55 knots of wind and we did a 380 mile day with just the #5
jib and one reef in the main. It was unbelievable wet but
nobody cared. The excitement was back and it’s always
amazing how quickly the misery of mediocre times is
forgotten.
As we motored into the dock at Punta del Este it occurred
to us that we had now sailed around the world and there were
still 10,000 miles to go before the finish in Southampton. At
this point is really starts to feel like a marathon.
On Leg 5 heading north towards the equator each day
becomes progressively hotter. The spinnaker-trimmers do
their work in the shelter of the mainsail if they can, and the
helmsman needs buckets of water on his feet at frequent
intervals. It sometimes reaches 35°C in the middle of the day
and you can’t walk on deck without shoes. Down below its
like a sauna. Even lying motionless in your bunk it’s
impossible to halt the perspiration. But relief comes with the
nights and then it’s only wonderful. You can snatch another
15 minutes sleep before the watch because the time doesn’t
have to be spent struggling into thermal underwear, oilskins
and boots. And with the gentle breezes and a million stars
above it’s a different dimension altogether. The harsh
conditions of the 2nd and 4th legs are a very distant memory
when you don’t need even a T-shirt to go on deck at 4 o’clock
in the morning.
By the time we were approaching Recife, we had pulled up
from 9th to our customary 5th position. We were still some
100 miles behind the leaders and very short of our ambition
for the leg, which was to be in the first 3. We had gone
straight north after Rothmans with the idea of punching
through the windless zone as quickly as possible. We ended
up parking badly again. All the others stayed on the rhumb-

line to the West Indies and didn’t stop at all. Rothmans and
ourselves lost about 120 miles with the decision and the uphill
struggle began once more. Whitbread racing does test your
tenacity. At times I think the Atlantic stages are tougher than
the Southern Ocean. If you lose 30 miles in a day, it seems to
take forever to get it back. Eventually, after 5 days, we were
in touch again and we had some close racing with U.B.F
before she took a gybe to oblivion. There is nothing like
having another boat on the horizon to pump a few extra
percent into everybody’s effort. Gradually we nibbled away at
the distance between us and, one by one, we passed the Finns,
then N.C.B. and lastly British Defender, who were having
their best showing so far.
We had been getting dramatic reports about the amount of
icebergs floating around over the Newfoundland Banks and
there were prolonged discussions about whether we should
avoid the area altogether. Roger called the ice-patrol centre in
the Halifax who said it was ’unadvisable’ to cross the banks
but there were a number of boats to the north of us, including
N.C.B. Ireland doing well, who we reckoned must either had
been getting different information, or just choosing to ignore
it. It was impossible to get good satellite pictures on the
receiver because of the cloud cover. Eventually, we decided
the reports were exaggerated and carried on as planned and
only encountered two small bergs in an area where we had
been told there were ’literally dozens and dozens.’ What for
me was more dramatic was the water was at times only 15
metres deep several hundred miles out in the ocean! It also
got damn cold again. Everybody was back in the ’terminal
underwear.’ There were periods when the fog was very dense
and the water temperature went as low as 2°C with a
corresponding effect on the air. Interesting also are the
boundaries of the Gulf Stream, which are quite distinct. It was
possible to tell, without looking at the water thermometer, the
moments we sailed out of and into it. (At least I had a
welcome bottle of Paddy from the Commodore).
The final 40 miles of the 33,000 were covered at drifting
speed. We were lucky to catch the end of the flood to take us
up the Solent and we crossed the finish line with the windseeker genoa and doing 1.5 knots. When the gun went, it
didn’t matter anymore!
There was a large and happy welcome waiting foi ~:~ on the
dock. Champagne followed and we threw Rog~,;
unceremoniously into the harbour. His last entry in the log
reads, ’The Whitbread 89/90 is over and we are content with
what we have achieved. The Card is 5th overall in a class of
15 Maxis.’
A late despatch from Gerry Moran on Meg in Brazil
Reached Madeira having sailed 776 in 8 days, totally
exhausted. Am awaiting spares and also having trouble with a
dry socket (tooth) eventually have gum lanced, cleaned out
and stitched. Quite like the island and stay three weeks.
Really quick sail to Salvagen Island and on down south to
Las Palmas Grand Canaria a distance of 314 miles in 52
hours. 2nd August departed for Mogan marina on the
southern coast. Got badly caught in the wind excelleration
zone between the island. That will teach me a lesson.
Fell in love with the marina bar owned and run by the
Donnelly family of Cork - stayed one month to the day. The
party is over and a job is still to be done so force myself to
leave many friends and nice people behind. Set sail on 30th
August 1990 for Capetown. All downwind for the first five
days. Aeris has broken another part, fitted a replacement,
small job but still took two hours. Next day, very little wind
only just able to fill the spinnaker. In daily radio contact with
Owen Crosbie Nick 39 in Mogan. Great idea, Portishead are
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giving me a tremendous service - linking weekly calls to
home. Hundreds of flying fish, smelly little devils. Have
sailed exactly 3,000 miles since Kinsale in 33 days, an
average of 100 per day, approximately.
Consistently good N/E Trades. Spoke too soon - the start of
the calms. Day 15 from Mogan chasing every little cats paw
in the ocean and heat is terrific, have to stay covered. 32°
below deck in the shade. In the middle of lightning storms.
having plugged everything, switched out the batteries. Heavy
line squalls coming in from the east. Just finished my last
beer. Doldrums - what a pain in the bum. Logged 4+000 miles
since Kinsale on 19th September 1990. Log now faulty. 2nd
Autohelm clutch broken. New wind instrument not recording
wind direction. Motoring and then bang, fouled the prop.
Kaput. Day 24 on this leg 22nd September - not a shimmer of
wind, have been bobbing about like a pregnant duck for 7
days now. Ah well, we must meet the trades shortly as we
have just gone below 7° north.
The log is definitely quite useless at this stage. Am using a
trailing log and immediately loose 2 spinners sharks - that’s
the end of that. Now only have occasional accurate fixes by
Satnav and can only calculate my latitude by Sextant.
Extremely difficult to obtain good fixes as the sun is almost
directly overhead. Have removed the oil filter from the
transmission system - no difference - still overheating although quality and viscosity of oil is perfect. Will just have
to sail as best I can.
Whatever little wind we have has backed south east.
Positions now slightly below 6° north. Have listed stock of
food and water plenty to push on to Capetown but will instead
make for Salvador in Brazil.
25th September 1990 hit by a terrific squall from the West.
Just enough time to strip off and grab a bar of soap. Have not
been as clean since the Creole Hotel in Kinsale. Mag variation
now 16° west. 2,005 miles logged on this leg. Not even
enough to rotate the wind generator. This is pathetic. There is
only one sound worse to my ears than that of a slatting
mainsail and that is the splashing of a transon indicating that
we are not making any headway whatsoever. A madeiran
storm petrel came aboard last night, again no bother to take
her in my hand.
Receiving great encouragement on S/B Radio from Own
Crosbie on Requite berthed in Grand Canaria. He and his
lovely Pat are waiting the tailing off of the tropical storms
before crossing the Atlantic to the Caribbean. A marlin is
keeping us company - I believe he is hoping that I fall in. Yes,
as hoped we are now getting into the South East Trades
having spent 12 very difficult days in the Doldrums. Days
sum 90 miles. Spent a long time hand stitching the working
jib where stitches have broken because of chaffe. Link call to
Maureen through Portishead. Everybody at home well.
Barometer is now steady at 1013. Meg is taking a lot of water
once we are beating to windward. Further investigation
showed a seepage between deck and hull in the bow section.
This is a common problem with the Nich 35. Will have
repairs done when in Salvador.
My neck is under awful strain trying to take a sun sight.
Monday 1st October, day 33 on this leg+ one reef and
working jib - really steaming along. Next day at precisely
12:00 G.M.T. we cross the Equator. Direct call from many
friends in the Marine Bar, Mogan, Gran Canaria. Champagne
all round. Mag variation now 19° west. Am graphing my
daily progress towards Brazil as 1 have no small scale charts
of the area.
Steering 230° with the days sun of 135 miles average 5.7
knots Satnav is giving false fixes. We are now in the 2nd time
zone west of Greenwich and therefore two hours later than
G.M.T. Aries wind vane needing a lot of attention to keep on
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course.
By noon on Thursday the 4th October we have recorded
total of 5,000 miles since leaving home. Making a determined
effort to close on to the main Rio Shipping Lanes - but not to
cross them - just in case. 22:00 could do with a few flying fish
for breakfast, have switched on the deck light. Tracker spotted
on port - Captain says he saw me on radar at five miles
distance. That certainly is comforting to know - the constant
tear is of being run down.
6th October 1990; rolling like a devil - very uncomfortable
motion. Must get more westing, having to adjust heading
about every hour. Getting very little sleep and then only one
hour at a time. Link call to Maureen and Paddy Lawless,
excellent clarity and indeed service from Portishead.
7th., delighted to have my first calls from home, my
brother Richard Derek is in London and Denis whom earlier
in the voyage had organised much needed spares for me.
Day 40 at sea very heaving thunder - lightning strike- it’s a
long time since we have had 30 knots plus over the deck - 3
reefs. It’s so hot - one hour topside is enough - to make
matters worse, I am baking brown bread. Having never failed
yet to enjoy a really good varied sit down evening meal.
14:00 jybed, course now 030° this should bring us back on
target, only 100 miles off coast - lots of shipping - no sign of
bird life yet.
By Wednesday the 10th October we are again hit by a
heavy squall - land sighted at 17:30. We are being escorted by
lovely dolphins, aren’t they really playful creatures. Water is
now a definite shade of green as against the deep blue we
have been used to. 02:00 on the final night, very dark, half
moon trying to show us the way between heavy black clouds.
Heavy traffic, 4 vessels to port and 3 to starboard, nearly as
busy as our experience off Gibralter.
Oil installation Lt. off starboard beam. 12:00 must get a
little sleep, will round up in Salvador harbour at 19:00 G.M.T.
Struck a reef. Lifted a few times on large surfing waves
and bumped onto the beach on Buca Vida not 60 meters from
the rocks and launched life raft, but within minutes washed
ashore in waist high water to helping hands.
What a price to pay for just a little sleep having given
everything over 43 days to cross an ocean. Just for the record,
total distance sailed since leaving home 5,700 miles. The
crossing from the Canaries to Brazil was 3,528.
Meg was not badly damaged, just a section of the main
rudder broken off as well as the auxiliary steering servo
rudder.
Tremendous help and support from local fishing
community. Have presented local family with all foods and
bottled water, also many presents of clothing etc., am being
fed by them. I slept in the liferaft on the beach. Hopefully,
with the help of the Navy, we might be lucky to re-float her,
and tow her into Salvador. I shall then sell her and fly home to
my family. Get a job, hopefully buy another boat within three
or six years and set sail again but not alone. Next time I shall
have a crew of two or maybe three. On reflection I did not
feel the lack of voice contact, probably because of the radio
equipment in use but how I long to shake a friendly hand or
for that matter to hug a tender woman. My stay in Brazil is
certainly warm and friendly in spite of my inability to speak
Portuguese and the awful Binaweray.
Thursday 18th October 1990, the salvage; The Navy decided
as an exercise to salvage Meg using a corvette (Cobacle)
under the command of Commodore Alvare to act as tug. The
firstly prepared Meg by cutting a deep trench exposing her
entire keel and outward to windward at low tide. As many as
twenty men did the digging. Very heavy towing warps were
then wrapped around her hull at two levels. Further lines were
then passed from top slides down around the keel and back up

again. These lines were then knotted together which in effect
resulted in a net being slung around the hull. As the incoming
spring tide flooded the trench a team of eight men furiously
shovelled and compacted sand on her landward side. A
constant pull was kept on the tow rope from her stern and as
she slipped to seaward her progress was controlled by another
two lines tied to nearby palm trees. These lines were also tied
to the net which distributed the pulling force throughout her
entire hull. She dipped her rails on a number of occasions as
she was being towed through the surf - I believe the motion
was much the same on my arrival. Later she was towed
slowly to Salvador. I boarded her again by dug out canoe on
Monday 22nd October at a cost of 500 cruzados paid to one
of the happy "fishermen". The sand is just about everywhere I simply have to spoon it all out. Give her a damn fine
cleaning, organise repairs to the rudder and clear Brazilian
waters to sell her. The marriage between Meg and Gerry is no
more and I will then fly home to my wife Maureen and family
of three girls and put this experience behind me. One thing for
sure, no more single handed sailing.
Donal Morrissy writes
Prompted (or perhaps guided) by the Hon. Secs. comments in
the summer News Letter, Western members Brian Lynch,
Brian Siggins and Myself accompanied by visiting East coast
member Robert Barr and Jean Kiely of G.B.S.C. on Thursday
July 12th took my GK 34 Joggernaut around Tanin Island and
up the Kilcorgan River to Morans famous pub.
We had a feast of pints and smoked salmon and it was well
after midnight before we returned to our mooring.
We adjuged it a successful mini-rally.
David Nicholson writes
Mike Dwyer, Rob d’Alton and I, all I.C.C. members, and two
others spent a most enjoyable two weeks on a Jeanneau 40 ex
Dubrovnik, Yugoslavia. The second fortnight in September is
out of season and the weather was lovely here, with sunshine
and flat seas. We sailed north from the very fine old walled
city of Dubrovnik to Korcula, the Islands of Vis, Hvar,
Scedro, Lastovo and Mjjet. The whole area is very unspoilt
with few marinas. It is a wonderful cruising area requiring
minimum eyeball navigation, and the people are very friendly.
Easy direct access from Dublin and reasonable restaurant
prices make this area, in our view, one of the most attractive
to visit in the Mediterranean.
David Park writes on Alys in Ireland
Hilary, my wife, son Johnny and daughter Julia, and Duncan
Crawford left Ringhaddy on the evening of July 10th and had
an uninteresting passage to Rosslare. We motor sailed as the
wind was due South. It was overcast with occasional gusts of
25 knots but we made good time and tied alongside the pier at
22:00.
Up at 04:30 on the 12th of July, and a light breeze filled in
from the N.E. allowing us to sail round Carnsore Point and N.
of the Saltees across St. Patrick’s Bridge to Dunmore East
arriving at 10:30. That evening saw the start of a cruise in
company with Russell O’Neill (Miss Molly I.C.C.) and
Winkie Nixon (Turtle I.C.C.) aboard for drinks. Warm high
pressure weather now established itself and we were to see
S.W. Ireland at its very best. Unfortunately from a sailing
point of view, there was never much wind. Alys then
participated in the various cruise-in-company meetings on the
south coast.
The gardens on Illnacullen (or Garnish Island) are not to be

Hilary Park on Skellig Michael with Alys below.
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missed and we walked round them before motoring the 10
miles to Adrigole and alongside Miss Molly for dinner.
We left our friends at 08:00 on and motored in flat calm
and sunshine through Bearhaven and Dursey Sound. The sea
was a millpond and the perfect day to visit Skellig Michael;
an ambition held for many years. It did not disappoint. The
climb to the beehive monastery was memorable. Puffins
landed at our feet and you could have touched the Kittiwakes;
an unforgettable experience. Little Skellig was white with
gannets and guano and the stench could be smelt half a mile
off. We anchored that night in Derrynane and had dinner
aboard of roast lamb.
After a lay day we left Derrynane and motoring and
sailing, arrived at the entrance to Dingle Harbour to find 6
fishing boats filled with tourists all looking for the Dingle
Dolphin.
Navigational note on Dingle: The crooked channel leading in
from Flaherty Point is now marked with small Port and
Starboard buoys leading to the dredged channel. A new inner
harbour is in the course of construction in the N.W. comer of
the main pier. The area to the E. of the pier has been dredged
and a town quay constructed where yachts are encouraged to
lie in the N.E. comer. A garage selling green diesel lies close
by.
We tied alongside for the night at Dingle and the next day
on leaving the harbour entrance the Dingle Dolphin gave us a
private display; this time jumping right out of the water
alongside. It was a calm misty morning so we motor sailed
through Blasket Sound but the wind didn’t arrive from the
S.E. until teatime which gave us a reach through Gregory
Sound to Inishmore, the largest of the Aran Isles. We
anchored in the dark off Trawnmore Strand in the S.E. comer
of Killeany Bay which gave us shelter from the prevailing
wind which blew F.5 - 6 for the rest of the night. In the
morning we landed on the beach and walked to Kilronan and
took a bus to the prehistoric fort of Dunhengus - marvellous
cliff scenery. We had no great desire to linger as the island
was crowded with tourists and Roundstone was only 22 miles
away. We motor sailed there on and had a memorable meal at
O’Dowd’s seafood restaurant. Unfortunately the good weather
now left us and fronts passed through bringing rain and E8
gales. Roundstone Regatta on the Sunday was cancelled and
the Galway Hooker race was abandoned; a pity because at
least ten hookers had arrived. We attempted to round Slyne
Head on Monday July 28th but it was gusting 32 knots on the
nose so we retreated again to Roundstone for another night.
The forecast the following day was not wonderful but we
were underway at 08:30 and beam reached to Slyne Head
with the wind S. gusting 25 knots. We gybed 2 miles west of
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the gusts were hitting 40 knots. We anchored off Camlough
Harbour at 22:45 and had a sleepless rolling night. We
departed at 08:00 on 11.8.90 and reached the coast through
Donaghadee Sound to Strangford Lough going alongside the
pontoon at Ringhaddy at 18:00. We were away just over one
month, had 28 ports of call and logged 948 miles.

Fungie - the Dingle Dolphin.

Photo David Park

the Head and ran to Inishbofin Harbour surfing through the
narrow entrance into a fiat calm. The 28 miles were sailed in
43 hours averaging 5.89 knots. There was a gale again the
following day so we had a day ashore exploring Cromwell’s
Fort and Day’s Hotel produced a good dinner.
On the August 2nd we broad reached the 16.5 miles to the
anchorage at Clare Island in sand just N. of Granuaile’s
Castle. Clare is beautiful and unspoilt and has a softness
which appealed. We walked to the abbey and ended in the pub
by the pier.
We motor sailed round Achill Head on 3.8.90 but the sun
then came out and in a light breeze reached and ran inside the
Inishkea Islands, Inishglora Eagle Island and Carrickhesk to
tie alongside Ballyglass Pier at Broadhaven in the evening.
We ate a crayfish for dinner that night: we bought him in
Clare Island the day before and kept him in a bucket of water
in the cockpit. He made a marvellous meal.
The wind remained in the W. overnight and freshened to
F.5 - 6 giving us a wonderful run across Donegal Bay in a
boisterous sea. We sailed at 08:00, inside the Stags of
Broadhaven and tied alongside Killybegs at 18:00 sailing the
62 miles in ten hours. There my son Michael joined us. He
had taken a bus to Galway and then to Killybegs arriving
shortly after us.
After a morning shopping and getting water aboard we
motored the 9 miles to Teelin Harbour for a quiet night in a
lovely anchorage. We sailed at 10:10 on August 6th through
Rathlin O’Bime Sound and beam reached to Aranmore Island
entering through South Sound to anchor south of Calf Island
at 16:30. After a walk ashore to the pub (where else?) we
dined well aboard. We left Aranmore at 10:30 and reached
through Owey Sound the 19 miles to Tory Island with the
wind W. 15 - 18 knots. The Camusmore Bay anchorage was
untenable due to a big scend so we sailed to Port Doon at the
E. end of the island. We anchored in 8 metres outside several
fishing boats enabling us to go ashore and walk the 2.5 miles
to West Town for a drink in the only pub. Tory is interesting
in its bleakness and the survival of such a large community in
such an inaccessible place. We could have remained the night
but the swell made the anchorage too uncomfortable so we
weighed and reached across to Downings in Sheep Haven. In
the morning we had showers in the camp site and left at 14:15
to catch the tide at Malin Head. It was a run with the genoa
boomed out and we arrived in Portrush in blinding rain in the
dark.
Michael left us and went home by train so we waited until
the next day and left at 07:30. On approaching Rathlin Sound
the wind went due south gusting 32 knots so we anchored for
the day off Ballycastle. At 21:00, as the wind had slackened,
we motor sailed around to Carnlough but crossing Red Bay

140

Bill Rea writes on his new vessel
I first became acquainted with Elysium in January 1988 when
her white hull was popped from the mould on Dublin’s North
Wall. I had hoped to sail her away from the yard that summer
but problems of every kind developed almost at once and
early this year we were still embroiled in an agony of
construction.
Elysium is a Shipman 28 but I have been able to
incorporate some ideas of nay own into her design to make her
more suitable for short handed cruising. She has a roller
reefing and jib and the main is fitted with the ’Dutchman’
system to facilitate easy sail handling.
Down below a for’d facing chart table, complete with
adjustable stool, dominates the main cabin and it is built so
that the navigator can keep watch out the window while
working at it. I consider that a 9 h.p. engine, with a saildrive,
is adequate for this size of boat and the little Volvo has been
tucked away beneath the modified cockpit leaving quiet a lot
more space and less noise in the main cabin.
We had thought of a party but in the end it was just more
work until one day in July this year Eithne and I finally put
our gear aboard and sat quietly at our new teak table with our
son Brendan (then almost four years old) asleep up for’& At
that moment I felt great empathy with King Pyrrhus after his
famous victory so many years ago.
The weather t‘or our maiden cruise was absolutely perfect.
We sailed to the Isle of Man before a light S.E.’ly breeze with
hot sun beaming down on us out of a cloudless sky.
In the evening Eithne cooked a fine dinner of sea trout and
fresh vegetables and we sat sipping white wine in the cockpit
as the hot red sun dipped towards the smooth dark sea.
We made the usual call to Port St. Mary and a few days
later sailed around Langness Point and up the East Coast to
Douglas. A very useful pontoon has been provided at the
Battery Pier for visitors and we used this as our base to
explore the town. The weather was still beautiful and we had
a memorable evening trip around the sea front by horse tram
past the miles of Victorian guest houses and gay coloured
lights. When the wind turned N.E.’ly our berth at the pontoon
became uncomfortable and it was time to put to sea again.
This was not a cruise [’or beating to windward so we ran down
the coast to Castletown which turned out to be the most
delightful place on the island.
We arrived at low tide and anchored S.E. of the pier in five
metres of water. Dr. Kemp recommends anchoring a bit
further North but I found it too difficult to dodge the shallows
and we were very happy in the position described.
We explored the town by rubber dinghy and went in the
next day at high water. The harbour master was on hand to
show us to our berth and gave me every assistance in setting
up the boat to take the ground comfortably as the tide fell.
The supermarket at Castletown is close enough to the quay
to borrow a trolly so it is an ideal place to purchase stores. We
were very pleased indeed with the bill for our groceries which
showed a considerable saving against Dublin prices. We
enjoyed our visit to Castle Rushen and the Maritime Museum
but the highlight of our visit was a trip to Port Erin by genuine
puff-puff train.
On Tuesday 24th July the tide lifted us for the last time at
Castletown and we sped away around Chicken Rock on

course for Strangford Lough. Once again we had a beautiful
sunny day with the wind from astern and we arrived off St.
Patricks Rock at dusk and near low water. We were swept up
into the Lough by the first of the flood and anchored at
Audley Roads in pitch darkness.
The next day we went around to the Quoile Yacht Club and
were treated with such kindness by the members that we left
the boat there when our holiday ended.
We used the Quoile as our base to explore the lough during
the next few week-ends and on Friday 10th August I was
joined by my two daughters, Hazel and Gillian (who have
both left their teens behind) and together with their friend
Wendy Bailey brought the boat back home andso completed
the maiden cruise of Elysium.
Peter Ronaldson writes on Nittan 11 one way to the
Azores"
During a particularly frustrating calm patch in the 1975
Fastnet, Derek Tughan and his crew aboard High Noon
decided that ocean racing was not for them and they
determined that some day they would get hold of a decent
boat and head for the Azores. Well it only took another 15
years to get the act together and the llth July 1990.found
Derek at the Mayflower Marina in Plymouth, proud skipper
of the Swan 65 Nittan I1 - surely a decent boat if every there
was one. The crew totalled 11 - including 2 professionals and a fellow club members Willy Dickinson, George
McCann, Michael McKee, Peter Ronaldson and Robin Simms
ensured that our passage and subsequent arrival at Horta
would be the quiet and dignified event one would expect from
such company.
We departed on the evening of 12 July and experienced
winds from forward of the beam for most of the passage never particularly strong and often very light. Unfortunately
the engine was not one of the jewels in Nittan’s crown and we
could only motor at about 4.5 or 5 knots which explains why
it took 8 days and 20 hours to cover the 1,200 miles to Horta
where we arrived on Saturday 21 July. At this stage I should
point out that if it hadn’t been for Willy Dickinson’s, Robert
Duffy’s and Norman Sheals’ skill in making a Nyloc nut out
of the ship’s chopping board we wouldn’t have been able to
motor at all. Michael McKee worked his sextant to a frenzy
so we were never lost and he also found time to persuade
Bridget, the ship’s cook, that the words of the old song
’Bridget lie close to the wall’ didn’t really mean what she
thought. By the time we arrived in the Azores she was
beginning to understand Ulster humour.
For everyone on board to sail so far out into the Atlantic
and so far south and west was a new experience and we had
plenty of time to enjoy the whales, dolphins, flying fish,
Corrie’s shearwaters, sunsets, sunrises, thunder storms and the
great emptiness of the ocean. Twice daily happy hours came
and went with a regularity which was never monotonous
thanks to Roger Killiner’s keen eye and ear (and nose) and to
many story telling an doubtful singing talents on board.
Norman Sheals was the only teetotaller on board so he was
appointed manger of the bonded store which at least ensured
that it lasted until we arrived. Highlights of the last couple of
days of the passage included a cocktail party to celebrate
1,000 miles at sea and swimming in about 10,000 feet of
water - not necessarily in that order.
The Azores landfall at dawn on the Saturday morning was
something none of us will ever forget with Pico and its ever
changing cloud pattern appearing on the horizon precisely
where Michael had told us to expect it. Horta was everything
we hoped for, lively, friendly, full of interesting boats and
people and we hadn’t been there 5 minutes when we bumped

Some of the crew of Nittan 11 at Horta.
into Billy Smyth ICC in Globestar on passage from Bermuda
to Colonsay he claimed.
Peter’s Bar wasn’t a disappointment either and once we
discovered that five gin and tonics cost the same as two ice
creams we had no further problems with the exchange rate but didn’t eat much ice cream. We managed to tear ourselves
away from Horta after a couple of days. A quiet overnight
passage to Angra Do Heroismo on Terceria provided an
opportunity for heads to clear after a particularly energetic
Sunday and this was followed by a further quiet passage to
Ponta Delgada on Sao Miguel. The final port of call for home
by air from Ponta Delgada was Vila Franca Do Campo about
I1 miles east of the capital where our visit ended with our
only unfortunate experience at the hands of Azorean
bureaucracy - we were literally bundled out of town in the
middle of a meal by the local guardia and told to return to
Ponta Delgada immediately despite the fact that we had
cleared with the authorities there before leaving and told them
of our intended destination. So it was back to Ponta Delgada
with our tails between our legs not knowing what we had
done to offend our hosts. Nittan H was left in the hands of her
professional crew and we returned home with many happy
memories of good fun, good food, good company and a first
class cruise on a first class boat.
Brian Smullen writes on Flyer’s clipped wings
Curacao is an orange flavoured liqueur which when mixed
with brandy and other goodies makes a champagne cocktail; it
also has alphabetical connections, as when mixed with Aruba
and Bonaire it forms the A.B.C. Group of Islands off the north
coast of Venezuela and is part of The Netherlands Antilles.
A dreary 9.5 hour flight from Amsterdam brought me there
on Friday March 30 to join Flyer - a very well known boat
owned by a Dutch friend of mine. She is a 76’ Frers design,
built of aluminium by Royal Huisman in Holland. In 1982/83
she won the Whitbread Round the World Race, winning each
stage in the process, since then she has been converted for
cruising. This she does very well and very quickly in
maximum comfort.
Our plan was to take her across the Caribbean to Panama,
then through the Canal and hopefully on to the Galapagos
Islands and ultimately to the Marquesas Group of Islands in
the Pacific. I say "hopefully the Galapagos" as permission to
visit them is very difficult to obtain from the Chilean
Government which owns them. However, we were all
optimists and it is amazing how many yachts have minor
emergencies in this area which usually take 72 hours to put
right!!!
Willemstad, the quaint Capital of Curacao, is an intriguing
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city. A 100-yard wide channel runs through the middle of
town and it is quite something to watch 75,000 ton tankers
meander through downtown on their way to the inland oil
refinery. The channel is guarded by a floating pontoon bridge
which is hinged at one end and when the bridge is opened the
other end is propelled by a large long shaft food mixer type
outboard. The channel is so narrow that a hotel at the entrance
is one of only two in the world to carry marine collision
insurance.
Spaanse Water is a delightful landlocked lagoon further
east along the coast and is the home of the Curacao Yacht
Club - a delightful and most hospitable organisation with
excellent water and fuel facilities. Venezuela is an oil
producer so fuel is amazingly cheap. Diesel was 29 US cents
per gallon - about IR£0.17p. As a result cigarette type power
boats abound in the area. The noise is incredible and it is not
unusual to find them being driven with careless abandon by
12 - 14 years olds accompanied by adoring mothers and
grandmothers. Nobody bats an eyelid, so, what the hell?
Having stocked the larder we departed early on Tuesday
morning and within the hour we were bowling along in the
N.E. Trades, under spinnaker at speeds up to 12 knots. Since
her racing days Flyer has been fitted with a Scheel keel which
aside from reducing her draught makes her very stable down
wind and very easy to handle. A course was set to take us
about 70 miles north of the coast of Columbia to try to avoid
being boarded by drug patrol vessels and thankfully we were
successful in this, as 1 am told thai whilst they are necessary
they are a d-- nuisance and can make a hell of a mess of
your boat.
By evening the wind had freshened and backed so we
handed the spinnaker and carried on during the night with
main and genoa and by 08:00 the following morning we had
covered 207 miles in 24 hours.
However, soon after this the wind deserted us, so on with
the compulser and up with the awnings to protect us from the
sun which was directly overhead at the meridian passage. The
breeze was not to return until the following afternoon. The
nights were punctuated by the constant arrival on board of
kamikaze flying fish - one morning we found fourteen wrecks
in the scuppers. Take my word for it; there is nothing like a
smack in the chops from a flying fish at 4:00 am to jerk you
out of any night time reverie you might be indulging in?
Our next stop was the San Blas Islands: a delightful
archipeligo belonging to Panama which is populated by Suna
Indians said to be the last of the original Caribs who gave
their name to the Caribbean Sea. The women wear gold Incatype necklaces and nose jewellery and dress is molas.
Molas are rectangular panels sewn into the front of their
blouses. They are hand sewn and extremely colourful in a
variety of patterns, varying from biblical to pop art and
everything in between. They make marvellous souvenirs and
are most aggressively pedalled by the ladies. These and
coconuts seem to be the mainstay of the economy.
The islands are lovely and well worth a cruise;
unfortunately, however, due to the burning of the Rain Forest
there is a constant smoke haze so visibility is down to about
three miles. As a result we never did see what is said to be a
most magnificent backdrop that is the peaks of Darien on the
mainland. In fact, we didn’t even get to have a stout with
Cortez??
The city of Colon. although it is in the Caribbean Sea, is at
the most westerly end of the Panama Canal (Trivial Pursuits
fans take note). In the wake of rioting and looting following
the US invasion and arrest of Col Noriega we were advised
not to move outside the US controlled canal zone, which is a
narrow strip of land either side of the Canal itself. Yachts may
only transit the Canal on two days per week, so one lies in the
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anchorage until the appropriate day and it is a fascinating
experience to do so. The Canal operates 24 hours a day and it
is madly romantic to sit there day dreaming as the incredible
procession passes by within yards of you.
When the appointed time to transit comes, each yacht must
have two mooring lines at least 70" long. As you enter the
first lock chamber a couple of heaving lines come hurtling
aboard and it’s a good idea to keep a weather eye on the line
handlers as they have an odd sense of humour and the
monkey fists on the end of the lines are pretty hard. Each
yacht now passes a bow and stem line ashore to a bollard and
the crew take in on the lines to keep the boats in the centre of
the chamber as the lock fills. After the first lock this is easier
to do than it sounds.
Having negotiated the locks we now emerged into Gatun
Lake which is the central portion of the lake and runs almost
the full length of the isthmus. Normally it takes two days to
transit the Canal but because Flyer could make 10 knots and
our pilot knew a few short cuts we were able to get to
Miraflores Locks with enough daylight remaining to lock
through to the Pacific in one day. This proved to be our
undoing?
A large container vessel was being worked by a canal
company tug boat who pushed and shoved until he had the
freighter positioned to his liking. When he was satisfied he
proceeded into the lock so as to be first out on the other side.
Fh,er was instructed to follow next and we joined the tug at
the front of the chamger and tied up to her very securely.
Finally came the freighter towering about us like a great
Colossus. The lock gates closed and down we all went and
when the water levels had equalised the gates opened and we
passed into the middle chamber of this three-chamber lock.
Down we went again and when the gates opened we could see
the Pacific over the top of the final set of lock gates. Slowly
the tug, with us still tightly attached to them, moved up to the
head of the lock and as before nosed bows in and put her bow
line ashore. As we had done this manoeuvre before we were
all quite blase about it and not paying too much attention. I
was vaguely aware that her stern was drifting towards the
centre of the lock but was not concerned as these tugs can
move backwards and forwards or to either side at the touch of
a button. It did occur to me that the tugs stem man was going
to have a long throw, so I glanced in his direction and horror
of horrors there was nobody there at all. A shout to the tug’s
bridge brought disaster as suddenly she gained momentum
but in the wrong direction and before our eyes we were
crushed between the tug and the opposite lock wall. The
nearest analogy I have is crushing a beer can. I have a hazy
recollection of hunkering down and sticking out my leg to
f

Fh,er - Frers 76’ (1983 winner of the Whitbread Round the World
Race).

fend off but when I realized the speed we were travelling I
changed my mind about that.
In the twinkling of an eye it was all over; the damage was
horrific, the port side had been pushed in about 18", the deck
with turning blocks and winches attached was buckled and
stood 6-7’ proud. There was a mass dive for the
companionway to get below and see if we were making any
water, which, happily, we were not.
What then followed was a bit Gilbert and Sullivanish with
lots of screaming and shouting in Spanish. The tug which had
broken her bowline now disengaged herself and slunk to the
other side of the lock.
The to crown it all, as we were still trying to sort ourselves
out, some rotter opened the sluices and the lock began to
empty rapidly with us trying to cling desperately to a slimy
lock wall which had a liberal coating of oil on it. Then the
lock gates opened and disgorged us into Balboa Bay in total
disarray and with darkness coming on. Luckily, our engine
and steering still worked. With great difficulty we found our
way to the Yacht Club and at the third attempt picked up a
suitable mooring. A jar or three were greatly appreciated by
all concerned.
There followed a week in Panama City which, with the
remains of looted shops and burned out buildings, the
temperature at 105 degrees and humidity of 100% is not the
place to bring Great Aunt Matilda to take the waters. By the
end of the week and assessor from the German insurance
company had flown out and declared her a total loss, so there
was no point in hanging about any more and I left for the US.
The good news is that I met the skipper in September who
told me she was bought by an American and together they
welded in some aluminium rods and sailed her back to
America via Yucatan Channel, then north of Cuba to Key
West and finally to Derektors Yard in Connecticut where she
is being rebuilt. In spite of being winged she still managed a
231 mile 24 hour run on the trip. work is well advanced and
launch is due next April, so happily, Fiver will fly again in the
near future.
Johnny Smullen writes on the "Round The World Race"
In May 1987 a friend told me that Ireland was putting an
entry into the Whitbred ’Round the World Race’. I dismissed
it immediately ... just another Saturday afternoon post-sailing
bar story.
Five months later I was offered a job with the Syndicate,
within three months I was building Ireland’s first entry. The
previous dismissals had changed to excitement, the work was
new and demanding, eight days a week, full on! - it was worth
it for the experience, something new for the C.V.
On November 30th, 1988 the boat was launched and was
christened N.C.B. h’eland. I thought that was it... job done...
tick!., we were only just starting.., the next step was to get her
going.
At this stage I wanted to stay with the project so I secured a
shore support position, this way I could travel - sail on and be
with the yacht., not realising at this stage that we had two keel
changes, a rig change and a rating problem ahead, which
would mean adding one foot on to the bow of the boat in a
limited time., after all of these mod’s., the line was drawn., we
were ready !
Shore support was very interesting. Our job was to back up
the whole project, a travelling roadshow! We had containers
in every port with spares for Africa! From RC241
kevlar/carbon to a spare toilet seat! We had to deal with
Shipping Agencies, Air Freight Agencies, Insurance
Agencies, Dating Agencies! - we had to have the
accommodation and personal gear ready and the beer chilled
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when the boys came in. For me the shore job was great
experience. I made a lot of friends, contacts and learnt
basically what it takes to set up and run a project, which may
prove useful if there is a next time!
On February 4th, 1990 I joined N.C.B. as a crewmember
and was to continue until the finish in May ’90 covering
approx 15,500 miles in just under four months. I learnt more
about sailing in those four months that I ever had to date. My
experience with the project over the last three years has been
very valuable to me, firstly the building, then the shore
support and finally, experiencing life on board, sailing skills,
and now winding it up.
The boat has been put to rest in H.Y.S. in Southampton
where she now lies in Stud, eating money instead of grass. We
didn’t win the Whitbred Race, but all of us ended up winners.
My thanks to everybody who supported the project and
what we were trying to achieve, and to my friends who made
it possible.
Andrew Somerville writes
On Tuesday 10 July, Sue and I set off on a 53 hour sail to
Crosshaven, where Emanuel joined the ICC fleet. We
followed the party as far as Glandore, and then slipped away
for our first expedition through Dursey Sound and points
west. After a few days in the Kenmare river, we returned via
Dunboy and Crookhaven, in time for the final party in
Baltimore.
Between Kinsale and that final party we had 10 days of
perfect cruising weather - the first such spell in five seasons
with Emanuel - so when the rains came the following
morning, we were very happy to hand the boat over to Mike
Harrison and drive home.
Postscript; overheard at Crosshaven:
Paid hand from large yacht: ’Fill those diesel cans, please.
they’ll take about fifty gallons.’
Marina manager’s assistant (aged 7): ’You’re at the wrong pier.’
Hand: ’Eh?’
Boy: ’Whitegate’s across the harbour.’
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Emanuel (with punt) in Glandore.
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Jonathan Virden writes in Twayblade around Ireland
Our cruise was divided into two parts. The first with the
Cruise-in-Company in Cork. The second was to complete the
groove round Ireland and return to Plymouth by way of
Beaulieu for the R.C.C. meet. Our course from Crookhaven
after the Cruise-in-Company took in over a dozen anchorages
including Aran and Aranmore. Sailing down the East Coast it
was most pleasant and exciting for me to come back to the
new Howth having been away sixteen years. From Howth we
sailed for Land’s End and on to St. Mawes, Salcombe,
Portland, Lymington and to the R.C.C. meet in the Beaulieu
river. With the crew having departed I then set sail by myself
for Plymouth where Twavblade was hauled our ashore so
quickly that I did not have time to adjust to the idea. It was
most strange to flick back from single-handed coastal cruising
to shore life in a matter of minutes, but it was a good end to a
great 1,500 mile cruise.

Ed Wheeler writes on Kilderkin’s Short Solo
With perfect timing, I managed to pick the week when the
weather broke to set out on a single-handed shakedown cruise
on Kilderkin. my recently acquired T24 quarter tonner.
Although only 24’ LOA, she is fast and powerful, with plenty
of room below, and l was looking forward to sailing over to
join my family on the Gower peninsula on the Welsh side of
the Bristol Channel. The plan was to leave Kilderkin in
Swansea Marina, spend a few days ashore and sail back via as
many interesting places as possible.
At 05:55 on 15th August, the forecast predicted W or SW
5-7 increasing to 8, from a 990rob low over Rockall. I
departed at 08:00 under double reefed main and No. 3
headsail and, once past the Baily, found the wind WSW 6-7.
By 12:00 crossing Wicklow bay, the wind had backed slightly
and increased to the extent that Kilderkin was badly pressed,
so handed the main and sailed on under headsail only, still
making a good 6 to 7 knots, estimated, as the Sumlog
propeller was airborne. The Autohelm packed up at this point.
Roared into Wicklow at 13:15 with the floorboards awash and
no labels on the tinned goods, which was how the pump got
blocked. Surprise stew for lunch.
Next day was spent redding up and repairing damage.
Another attempt to get south on Friday 17th August resulted
in turning back into Arklow after a fruitless bash into the
SSW force 5 that day. Serious problem in the poor visibility
with the extensive Salmon nets stretching along the coast at
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Arklow. Saturday brought a calm, lowering day and the new
diesel proved its worth. We left at 07:00 and carried the ebb
as far as Rosslare bay, making use of the two hour delay in the
turning of the tidal stream inshore to allow me to cross the bar
into Wexford harbour with no delay, since two hours of the
flood was already in place there. The Wexford Boat and
Tennis Club have done a splendid job of buoying the channel
and have even laid a dayglow bar buoy with green fluorescent
paint scheme. I never had less than 3m under the transponder
all the way into the city. by now, faced with a forecast of
implacable southerlies for the foreseeable future, I had
decided to leave Kilderkin in Wexford, take the ferry to
Fishguard and collect her the next week. The Club, in the
person of Vincent O’Leary, couldn’t have been more helpful,
lending me a mooring and ferrying me the not inconsiderable
distance to their fine clubhouse upstream of the 1959 low
level road bridge.
I left Wexford again on Sunday 26th August to return to
Howth. Light S’erly gradually freshened, reaching 5-6 at
Wicklow Head. As noted going South, the bottom now gets
very near the top inshore of Rusk No.4 buoy and would make
the Sluice passage somewhat chancy in other than calm
weather. A very long day, 15 hours on the helm with no
Autopilot. Jibing off Wicklow Head with a confused sea and
the genoa boomed out would have been most entertaining to
spectators had there been any. Arrived in darkness at Howth
knackered at 21:50.

lan Wylie writes on Europa 1992
No, not the EEC custom barriers coming down the the ending
of "Duty free’ allowances within the Community but a fifteen
month round the World ’race’ organised by Jimmy Cornell.
All the fifty entrants have obtained a channel Handicap for
this fun event, the start is from Gibraltar early in January
1991 and the stopover points are Las Palmas, Barbados,
Antigua, Panema Cenal, Galapagos, Marquesas, Tahiti,
Tonga, Fiji, Vanuatu, Darwin, Indonesia, Singapore, Thailand,
Sri Lanka, Djibouti, Port Sudan, Port Suez, the Canal,
Alexandria, Malta and back to Gibraltar in April 1992. Most
places have a few days to explore but there are long breaks to
cruise the Society Islands, Tongan and the Fijian
Archipelagoes and two months in Western Malaysia/Thailand.
Peter Bunting has purchased a Hallberg-Rassy 45 - 46’
overall - for the event. This beautiful and able yacht has been
named Gulkarana I1. Many members of the Irish Cruising
Club are involved crewing Gulkarna I1 during this mammoth
undertaking.
Peter and Anne Bunting sailed from the builders yard to
Gothenborg - full marks to Hallberg-Rassy having the boat
ready - to be joined by Dennis Faulkner, Jimmy Henshall and
Ian Wylie for the delivery trip from there via the Limfjiord in
Denmark to the Hamble where most of the electronics were
fitted and a few minor bugs sorted out before heading to
Bangor Marina.
A short cruise to and amongst the Scottish islands with
Dermod Davey (who has sailed with Peter to Finland in Sue
and both ways across the Atlantic on Gulkarna 11 followed.
Gulkarna II passed Davey’s critical eye with flying colours!
Next part of the operation was to get the yacht to Gibraltar
in preparation for the start. First, a quick trip ’north about’
Ireland to Baltimore, Co. Cork where the Commodore, Hugh
Kennedy, joined for the trip to Bayona and finally Gibraltar
with Chris Bunting and Hazel Barr.
For the round the World trip most of the aforementioned
folk will be doing legs along with Roger Aplin, Ronnie Barr,
Barbara Fox-Mills, Dickie and Deirdre Gomes, John and Jan
Gore-Grimes, Jennifer Guinness, Brian and Betty Hegarty,

Liam McGonagle, Arthur Orr, Frank Sadlier, Robert Shanks,
Bill Watson and Jack Wolfe.
People who see plans of the boat comment on the two
Parker Knoll-type chairs in the saloon. They are not only
comfortable and good in a seaway but they are also part of
Peter’s home for the next fifteen months. Also the microwave oven, electric kettle and toaster have been described as a
’little over the top’. Not so! You can purchase a gallon of
diesel oil for the generator virtually anywhere in the World
but suitable bottled gas is not universally available.
As well as the delivery trip on Gulkarna H I had a splendid

week on board Frank Sadlier’s Ocean Dove, sailing from
Ringhaddy and stopping at Wicklow, Dunmore East (Gale
bound for two days - it is well worth the trip up the river to
Waterford), Crosshaven (where Marion Sadlier and Margaret
Haddow joined bringing the heat wave at the beginning of
August with them), Kinsale, Castletonshend, Glandore and
Kinsale.
Frank stayed on another three weeks and with Kinsale as
the crew changeover spot he passed the ’Old Head’ a dozen
times. However next year Frank plans to sail clockwise
around Ireland so hopefully only once pass the ’Old Head’!

Gulkarna H - Hallberg Rassy 45 - designed by German Frers.

The way of a ship at sea. Woodchester
Challenger tramping along, southward bound
through the Irish Sea for the finish of the Round
Ireland Race.
Photo W.M. Nixon
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List of Award Winners

THEFAULKNER CUP
1931
1932
1933
1934
1935
1936
1937
1938
1939
1947
1949
1950
1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990

Winner
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.R Campbell
RH. Greer
R.D. Heard
N. Falkiner
R.D. Heard
T.H. Roche
R. O’Hanlon
L. McMullen
R. O’Hanlon
R.P. Campbell
R. O’Hanlon
J. Virden
J. Virden
R. Sewell
J. Virden
A. Leonard
J. Gore-Grimes
J. Eves
G. Leonard
B. Law
J. Gore-Grimes
M.P. O’Flaherty
J. Gore-Grimes
J.E Coffey
E.RE. Byrne
R. Cudmore
O. Glaser
J. Gore-Grimes
B. Bramwell
Paddy Barry
Terence Kennedy
Cormac McHenry
Paddy Barry

Yacht
Marie
Nirvana
Foam
Nirvana
Dauntless
Alden
Foam
Gull
Embla
Aideen
Rainbow
Marama
Zamorin
Mavis
Caru
Minx of Malham
Galcador
Euphanzel
Harmony
Minx of Malham
Ann Gail
Huff of Arklow
Euphanzel
Huff~Arklow
Neon Tetra
Tjaldur
Rainbow
Tjaldlur
Verve
Tjaldur
Sharavogue
Sharavogue
Thalassa
Sharavogue
Wishbone
Shardana
Aeolus
Wishbone
Sai See
Shardana
Cuilaun o]Kinsale
Shardana
Meg of Muglins
Beaver
Morgana
Verna
Shardana
Top
Saint Patrick
Icarus of Cuan
Ring of Kerry
Saint Patrick

THE STRANGFORD CUP
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
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Winner
R. O’Hanlon
M. Park
R. Gomes
J. Beckett
J. Guinness
G. Leonard
W. Clark

Yacht
Clarion
Kitugani
Ainmara
Dara
Sule Skerry
Wishbone
Wild Goose

I977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
199(I

J. Guinness
J. Villiers Stuart
J. Gore-Grimes
M. Villiers Stuart
J. Guinness
D.J. Ryan
W.A. Smith
J. Guinness
J. Gore-Grimes
A. Morton
P. Barry
Brian Dalton
Hugo du Plessis
David Nicholson
Tommy O’Keeffe

Deerhound
Vinter
Shardana
Winifreda of Greenisland
Deerhound
Red Velvet
Velma
Deerhound
Shardana
Sung Foon
Saint Patrick
Boru
Samparcin an lar
Black Shadow
Tit na nOg

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990

Winner
R. Cudmore
A. Doherty
David Nicholson
M.H. Snell
David Nicholson
J.E Coffey
J.F. Coffey
J.E Coffey
Hugo du Plessis
James Cahill
Brian Smullen
Dermod Ryan
Jarlath Cunnane

Yacht
Morgana
Bali Hai
Blaek Shadow
Golden Harvest
Black Shadow
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Samharcin an lar
Ricjak
Cuilaun
Sceolaing
Lir

THE ROUND IRELAND NAVIGATION CUP
1941
1951
1954
1955
1956
1957
1961
1963
1964
1965
1967
1968
1969
1971
1973
1974
1975
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987

Yacht
Winner
E.J. Odium
Brendan Maguire
Minx of Malham
Wallace Clark
Caru
Dr R.N. O’Hanlon
Ancora
Maid of York
R.C. Arnold
R.P. Campbell
Minx of Malham
C. O’Ceallaigh
Julia
Wvnalda
W. & B. Smyth
N. Falkiner
Euphanzel
L. McMullen
Rainbow
Helen
C.H. Green
J.D. Beckett
Dara
Osina
R. Mollard
Pellegrina
M. Tomlinson
Shardana
J. Gore-Grimes
Verve
R.R Campbell
Sai See
J.B. Law
G. Leonard
Wishbone
R.P. Campbell & J.R. Osborne Verve
Deerhound
J. Guinness
P. Gray
Korsar
Ronan Beirne
Rila
Turtle
W.M. Nixon
A. Doherty
Svegala
J. Guinness
Deerhound
Orion
T. O’Keeffe
B, Hegarty
Freebird
Wallace Clark
Wild Goose

1988
1989
1990

W.M. Nixon
Tony Morton
Bernard Corbally

Turtle
Lamorna 111
L’Exocet

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
1988
1989
1990

Winner
L. McMullen
R.I. Morrison
H.W.D. McCormick
W.M. Nixon
W.M. Nixon
W.M. Nixon
H.W.S. Clark
Miss E. Leonard
E Dineen
R.C.A. Hall
N. St.J. Hennessy
J. Oliver
C. Green
M. Tomlinson
J. Wolfe
J. Gore-Grimes
A. Morton
R. Dixon
B.J. Law
R. Paul Campbell
S. Orr
D.J. Ryan
C.P. McHenry
B.H.C. Corbally
R. Barr
W.M. Nixon
Dermod Ryan
John Ryan
Brian Hegarty
Seamus Lantry

Yacht
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
DenArent
Red Velvet
Ring of Kerry
Puffin
Joliba
Turtle
Sceolaing
Saki
Safari of Howth
William Tell of Uri

THE WYBRANT CUP
1933
1934
1935
1936
1937
1938
1939
1940
1941
1942
1943
1944
1945
1946
1947
1948
1949
1950
1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973/77

Winner
Yacht
J.B. Keamey
Mavis
Dr L.G. Gunn
Albatross
J.B. Kearney
Mavis
Leslie Chance
Britannia
A.W. Mooney
Aideen
Dr O.P. Chance & R. Storey Saphire
J.B. Keamey
Mavis
K. McFerran & Dr O’Brien
Hazure
D. Keating & R. O’Hanlon
Evora
J.B. Cotterell & J.E McMullan Minx

)
No Award
)

J.B. Kearney
H. Osterberg
Dr R.H. O’Hanlon
P. O’Keeffe
A.W. Mooney
P. O’Keeffe
H. Osterberg
No Award
T. Crosby
R.P. Campbell
S.E Thompson
Col. W.S. Knox-Gore
D.N. Doyle
G. Kimber
J.C. Butler
S. O’Mara
D.N. Doyle
Lt. Com. T. Sheppard
T.F. Doyle
S. O’Mara
D.N. Doyle
EH. Greer
D.N. Doyle
R.I. Morrison
Hugh Coveney
J.A. McKeown
J.C. Love
No Award

Mavis
Marama
Evora
John Dory
Evora
John Dory
Marama

if

Alata
Second Ethuriel
Arandora
Severn H
Astrophel
Happy Morning
Fenestra
Severn H
Greylag of Arklow
Elsa
Oisin
Moonduster
Helen of Howth
Moonduster
Querida
Dalcassian
Korsar
Fionnuala

* 1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990

Chris Green
D.J. Ryan
D.A. McMillan
W.M. Nixon
Ronan Beirne
M.M.A. d’Alton
R. Barr
B. Hegarty
M.M.A. d’Alton
Paul Butler
Paul Butler
Roddy Monson
Roddy Monson

Norella
Red Velvet
Goosander
Turtle
Givusa Kuddle
Siamsa
Condor
Freebird
Siamsa
Arandora
Arandora
Mazara
Mazara

*From 1978 onwards the Wybrant Cup was awarded for the best
Scottish Cruise.

THE FINGAL CUP
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990

Winner
Robert Barr
W. Walsh
J. Gore-Grimes
R.M. Slater
P. Barry
B. Corbally
Frank McCarthy
Robert Barr
Bernard Corbally
Michael d’Alton

Yacht
Condor
Carrigdown
Shardana
Tandara
St. Patrick
L’Exocet
Scilly Goose
Joliba
L’Exocet
Siamsa

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

P. Campbell
J. Moore
Jennifer Guinness
Harold Cudmore Junior
Capt. E "Eric" Healy
Capt.Tom McCarthy
Sail Ireland Project
Ursula Maguire

ROCKABILL TROPHY
1959
1960
1961
1962/63
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972/72
1974
1975/78
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984

Winner
P.H. Greer
R.I. Morrison
R. O’Hanlon
No Award
J.D. Faulkner
J.H. Guinness
P.H. Greer
No Award
P.H. Greer
No Award
J.P. Jameson
R. Courtney
No Award
J.P. Bourke
No Award
J. Gore-Grimes
J. Wolfe
No Award
J.R. Olver
K. & C. Martin
No Award

Yacht
Ann Gail
VanjaW
Harmony
Angelique
Sharavogue
Helen of Howth
Helen of Howth
Ganiamore
Bandersnatch
Korsar
Shardana
Deerhound
Moody Blue
Estrellita

From 1985 onwards the Rockabill Trophy was awarded for "A Feat
of Exceptional Navigation/Seamanship."
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990

J. Gore-Grimes
No Award
J.B. Law
No Award
Colin Chapman
Colin Chapman

Shardana
Redwing~Spirit of Shell
Deerhound
Deerhound
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Port Representatives

Name
W.M. (Winkie) Nixon
Dick Watson
Brian Layng

Phone
01-323929
01-322472
01-324104

DUN LAOGHAIRE
National Yacht Club
Royal St. George Yacht Club
Royal Irish Yacht Club

J.D. (Cas) Smullen
Roger Aplin
Paul Butler

01-862679
01-857248/756426
01-884393

WICKLOW

Neil Watson

0404-2152

ARKLOW

Henry Horseman

0402-9804

CROSSHAVEN

Dan Cross

021-831521

KINSALE

Bob Cassidy

021-871203

DERRYNANE

Roger Foxall

0667-5155

TRALEE

Jerry O’Sullivan

066-21011

LIMERICK

Tony Clarke

061-51823

GALWAY

Frank Sheridan

091-63920

CLEW BAY/B LACKSOD

James Cahill

094-21364

GREENCASTLE

Kevin McLaverty

077-82239

PORTRUSH

Wallace Clark

0648-42737

LARNE

Dr. Michael Hill

04-493-22245

CARRICKFERGUS

John Moore

08-096-68818

BANGOR

Peter Ronaldson
Michael McKee
Robin Simms

08-0247-465681
08-0247-472692
08-0247-473563

DONAGHADEE

George Ralston

08-0247-882330

STRANGFORD (Town)
(Ringhaddy)

David Maxwell
Maitland Eves

08-039-686205
08-039-828923

CARLINGFORD LOUGH

Michael O’Farrell

08-069-37-72620

DROGHEDA

Desmond Gogarty

041-8740/8165

SKERRIES

Tony Walsh

01-490113

Port
HOWTH

DUNMORE EAST
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Officers of the Irish Cruising Club

Commodores
1929
H.M. Wright
A.W. Mooney
1942
1950
M.A. Sullivan
1953
J.B. Hollwey
R.E Campbell
1954
1958
E Cudmore
H.W.S. Clark
1960
1963
P.H. Greer
1966
R.L. Berridge
1969
J.D. Faulkner
1972
R.H. O’Hanlon
D.N. Doyle
1975
1978
J.H. Guinness
EJ. Bunting
1981
1984
C.J. FitzGerald
J. Gore-Grimes
1987
1990
H.P. Kennedy
Vice-Commodores
1929
H.EE Donegan
1941
A.W. Mooney
H.E. Donegan
1942
1947
E O’Keeffe
M.A. Sullivan
1948
1950
J.B. Hollwey
1953
R.E Campbell
1954
B.C. Maguire
1956
E Cudmore
1958
H.W.S. Clark
1960
P.H. Greer
1963
C. Riordan
1965
W.H.D. McCormick
1967
J.D. Faulkner
D.N. Doyle
1969
1971
R.H. O’Hanlon
1972
P.J. Bunting
1974
G.B. Leonard
1976
J.M. Wolfe
A.D. MacIlwaine
1977
1978
P.J. Bunting
1980
G. Kenefick
1982
C.J. FitzGerald
L. McGonagle
1984
1986
J. Gore-Grimes
H.E Kennedy
1987
1989
D.H.B. FitzGerald
Rear Commodores
1929
H.R. Wallace
A.W. Mooney
1930
H.E. Donegan
1941
1942
D. Mellon
H. Osterberg
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
1988
1989
1990

K. McFerran
R.P. Campbell
B.C. Maguire
E 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. MacIlwaine
J.M. Wolfe
G. Kenefick
M. McKee
J. Gore-Grimes
L. McGonagle
M. McKee
H.E Kennedy
M.R. Sullivan & D.H.B. Fitzgerald
B. Hassett & D.H..B Fitzgerald
B. Hassett & A.S.P. Orr
Clayton Love Jnr & D.J. Ryan

Honorary Treasurers
1929
W. MacBride
1948
G.B. Moore
1964
N. Watson
1973
L. Shell
1979
R. Shanks
1984
D. O’Boyle
Honorary Secretaries *
1929
H.B. Wright
1933
D. Keatinge
1935
R.P. Campbell
1937
K. McFerran
1941
D. Keatinge
M.E Hally
1944
1948
T.J. Hanan
P.D. Morck
1960
1965
A. Dunn
1977
P.J.D. Mullins
1981
B. Hegarty
1990
C.P. McHenry
*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.
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List of Members

An asterisk denotes an Honorary Member.
The year when honorary membership was conferred is shown in brackets.
# denotes a Senior Member.

NAME AND YEARELECTED

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

Adams, Peter J., 1970
Ahem, Michael J., 1990
Allen, Harry, 1971
Anderson, Gordon E, 1974
Andrews, Dianne, 1988
Andrews, Tom, 1988
Aplin, Roger, 1972
Ashenhurst, C.G., 1980
Baker, Arthur R., 1990
Balmforth, M.B., 1966
#Barnes, Dermot, 1955
Barnwell, Henry, 1990
Barnwell, Ivy, 1990
Ban., Mrs. Hazel, 1971
Ban., R.G.M., 1973
Ban-, The Hon., Mr. Justice Robert, 1969
Barrington, Desmond J., 1983
Barry, Frederick, 1990
Barry, Paddy, i984
Barton, Robert W., 1982
Beck, Horace R, 1963
Beckett, Dr., W.K., 1973
Beirne+ Ronan, M., 1975
Hon. Editor ICC Annual

Elm House, Mannamead Avenue, Mannamead, Plymouth, Devon, Cah+aria
Belmont, Rochestown, Co. Cork, (021-363092/Office 021-363011 )
Shangri La, Port Oriel, Clogherhead, Co. Louth
30 Avondale Crescent, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (853390)
Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co. Down BT23 5NR (872233), Braw Lass
Springbank, 55 Old Ballygowan Road, Comber, Co. Down BT23 5NR (872233), Braw Lass
Synge Street, Dublin 8, (857248/756426)
5 Wilson Road, Mount Merrion, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (881491), Ailsa
Shoumagh Lodge, Carrigrohane, Co. Cork, (021-87003 l/Office 021-841005), hish Mist (PO)
Westgate, Toward, Dunoon, Argyll PA23 7UA, (Toward 0369-87-251), Sgeir Ban
D320 Punto Romano, Marbella, Spain, Cu Two
Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary, (01-806254), Lady Jane
Menapia, Silchester Park, Glenageary, (01-806254), Lady Jane
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down BT23 4TB, (813369)
60 Tullynagardy Road, Newtownards, Co. Down BT23 4TB, (813369)
Heather Lodge, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Co. Dublin, (893269), Ar Men
37 Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (855732)
2nd Floor, 2530 Arnold Drive, Martinez, California, 94553, USA, Finesse
2l Belgrave Road, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, Saint Patrick
Laurieston, 164 Shore Road, Greenisland, Co. Antrim BT38 8TT, (0232-865370), Timella
Ripton Middlebury, Vermont, U.S.A., (Vermont 05766), Jack Ivor
44 Green Road, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (880162)

Benson, Dr.,R.,1975
Black, Brian, 1981
Blaikie, James A., 1969
Bohane, William A. 1990
Bourke, Dr., Michael Paget, 1975
#Bourke, J. Roger, 1940
Bourke, John E, 1965
Bourke, Philip, 1983
Bowring, Wing Cdr., J.H., 1973
Boyd, Kenneth M. 1987
Bradley, Brendan, 1980
Brady, William, 1985
Bramwell, Dr., B.R., 1963
Branagan, Michael, 1989
Branigan, Brenda, 1990
Branigan, Patrick M.C., 1982
Brazil, Donal E, 1990
Bruen, J., Chris, 1990
Bryce, Robert G., 1969
*Buckley, Christopher, (1986)
Hon. Sec. RCC
Bunting, Christopher J., 1986
Bunting, Mrs. E.A.M., 1969
Bunting, Peter J., 1962
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(After 15/1/90, 5 Doonanore Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin), (Office 788644/
Fax: 01-788997)
64 Bellevue Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (802352), Marlou
Carrafreagh Cottage, 52 Glebe Rd., Strangford, Co. Down BT30 7HY, (Strangford 678/Fax
Strangford 220)
Lyndhurst Crescent, Springhill Road, Bangor, Co. Down, (Bangor 2209), Different Drummer
1 Brookdale, Rosebank, Douglas, Cork, (021-361860/Office 051-80337), Santhia H
18 Brighton Hall, Brighton Rd., Foxrock, Co. Dublin
Corbiere, Ashboume Avenue. Limerick, (061-28026/Office: 061-31544), lduna
20 Frognal Lane, London NW3 7DT, (01-433-1450), Joliba (PO)
96 Mount Anville Park, Dundrum, Dublin 14, Fiacra
Momington, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (853899)
Coolbeg, 23 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down BT18 0BB, (Holywood 4422),
Jeremy Fisher qf Hamble
Fairview, Kindlestown Hill, Delgany, Co. Wicklow, (874034), Andante (PO)
81 South Mall, Cork, (Office: 021-20917)
Killinchy, Co. Down, (5415(/5/Belfast 669300), Tor
14 Blackberry Rise, Portmarnock, Co. Dublin, (462554)
Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Co. Dublin, (01-956273/Office 01-896106)
Tahilla, Woodside, Sandyford, Co. Dublin, (956273), Maximizar
Killard, John’s Hill, Waterford, (051-75636/Office 051-72039), Ruinette
Calypso, Fairy Hill, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841896/Office 021-277322) Irish Mist (PO)
St Benedicts, Thormanby Road, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322829)
2 Arlington Road, Twickenham, Middlesex TWI 2BG, (081-892-1685)
20 The Gilligans, Burgess Hill, West Sussex
Ballyreagh Farm, Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, (812310)
Ballyreagh Farna, Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co. Down, (812310), Gulearna H

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

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

Burke, J.E, 1971
Bums, Richard M., 1969
Butler, J.C.. 1959
Butler, Paul, 1987
Byme, Dermot, 1977
Byme, E. Philip E., 1982
Byrne, H.E.O’C., 1974
Cagney, Mrs. Romaine, 1978
Cahill, Bernard M., 1984
Cahill, Daniel, 1990
Cahill, James, 1978
Carr, Mrs. J.E., 1972
Carr, W. Derek, 1972
Cassidy, Brendan, 1982
Cassidy, Liam, 1978
Cassidy, Robert, 1984
Chapman, Colin A., 1989

Richmond House, Blackrock, Cork, (021-33730), Golden Shamrock
Box 409, Osterville, Massachusetts 02655, U.S.A., Adele
Belgrove, Cobh, Cork, (021-811343), Tam O’Shanter
32 Oakley Grove, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (884393), Condor (PO)
C/o Apartment 6, Dawson Court, Cross Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin
S unnydale, 4 Nugent Road, Churchtown, Dublin 14, (981951), Growltiger
Lismoyle, Shore Road, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (450498), Rapparee
7 Roncalli Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323239)
Cuan Ban, Colla Road, Schull, Co. Cork, (028-28309), Whistling Oyster
Cuan Ban, Colla Road, Schull, Co. Cork
Rathbawn, Castlebar, Co. Mayo, (094-21364/Office: 094-23767), Ricjak
Portland House, Downpatrick, Co. Down, (2051)
Portland House, Downpatrick, Co. Down, (2051 ), Melora II1
Dunluce, Strand Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322254), Anita
10 Vico Rock, Sorrento, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (857091), Tudorose (PO)
Lee View, Inniscarra, Co. Cork, (021-871203)
The Old Rectory, Comeragh, Kilmacthomas, Co. Waterford, (051-91166/Office:051-75855),
Deerhound
Mertoun, Cliffside Road, Torquay, Devon TQ1 3LB, (0803-34726), Tresillian Iil
Gorteade Cottage, Upperlands, Co. Derry BT46 5SB, (0648-42737), Wild Goose of Moyle
Cillenamara, Ringhaddy Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, (541814)
12 Westfield Park, North Circular Road, Limerick, (061-51823/Office: 061-44852)
Glevins, 38a High Street, Lymington, Hants. SO41 9AF, England
The Kerries, Tralee, Co. Kerry
Noreville, Inistioge, Co. Kilkenny, (056-58417), Raasay
Craigie, Monastereven, Co. Kildare, (045-25300)
Liscahane, Ballycorus, Kilternan, Co. Dublin, (820579)
Rathronan, Lower Road, Cobh Co. Cork, (021-811397), Stella Maris
48 Tansey Crescent, Goatstown, Dublin 14, (985625)
70 Beechwood Park, Ballinlough, Cork
"Inniskeel", Quill Road, Kilmacanogue, Co. Wicklow, (868109)
Montana, Crab Lane, Blackrock, Cork, (294165/Office: 543102), Mashona
22 Offington Drive, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322403/Office: 747021), Vinter
Salia, Dublin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322348/Office: 771801), Kumaree
Islandreagh House, Dunadry, Co. Antrim, Misaja
"Willville", Carlingford, Co. Louth, (Office 042-73170), Lazy Dazy
Gilspear, Kilmacanogue, Co. Wicklow, L’Exocet
"Femdale", 36 Howth Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (322973)
6 Old Orchard, Templeogue, Dublin 14, (904192), Zubenubi (PO)
Seamount, Balscadden Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322008), Oona
7 Roncalli Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323239), Jabberwok
14 St. James’s, Hollybrook Park, ClontarL Dublin 3
10 Brookdale, Rosebank, Douglas, Cork
Lynton, Dalkey Avenue, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859775)
35 Harbour View, Howth, Co. Dublin
Woodlands, Montenotte, Cork, (021-510963), Senta
Woodhouse, Aghamarta, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (021-831521 )
5 College Green, Dublin 2, (793888), Morgana
30 Rockliffe Village, Blackrock, Cork
Ocean Approach, Myrtleville, Co. Cork
29 Richmond Est., Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-362126/Office: 24019), Setanta Too (PO)
9 Queens Road, Cowes, Isle of Wight, PO 31 8BQ, (0983-291376), Silver Slipper
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork, (Office: 24091), Auretta
29 Richmond Est., Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-362126)
29 Kensington, Rochestown, Douglas, Co. Cork, (021-294307/Office: 24019)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork
6 Camden Place, Cork, (021-53726)
Merlin, Maryboro Hill, Douglas, Cork, (021-293625), Anna Petrea
5 College Green, Dublin 2, (793888), Morgana
274 Seacliff Road, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5HS, (465066), Leemara of Howth
Grainblah, Palmerston Park, Dublin 6, (977002/Office: 778932)
9 La Vista Avenue, Sutton, Dublin 13
Knock, Co. Mayo, Lir
11 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down, (Holywood 6469), Leanda
Kilda Lodge, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (Office: 763671 ), Siamsa (PO)
74 Sugar Loaf Crescent, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (861484)
368 Strawberry Hill Road, Concord, Massachusetts 01742, USA, (508-369-9707), Boru
Rockmount, Montenotte, Cork, (021-505969/Office: 505399)
The Glade, Moneygrouney, Douglas, Cork (021-362833/Office 021-277911 ), Prelude
37 Church Road, Holywood, Co. Down
37 Church Road, Holywood, Co. Down, Suvretta

Clapham, John E, 1965
Clark, H.W.S.M.B.E.DL, 1951
Clark, Peter, 1971
Clarke, Anthony A., 1985
Clarke, S.H.R.. 1967
Clifford, Thomas E, 1988
Coad, Brian P., 1982
Coe, R., 1957
Coffey, John E, 1981
Coleman, Michael C., 1988
Colleran, Patrick, 1980
Collins, James A. 1988
Collins, Michael D., 1975
Condon, K. Cal., 1988
Connor, Brendan J., 1980
Cooke, K.L., 1959
Cooke, Victor A., 1977
Cooper, Paul D., 1983
Corbally, Bernard H.C., 1984
Costello, Walter F., 1980
Cotter, William J., 1975
Courtney, Peter, 1982
#Courtney, Ross, 1948
Cox, James F., 1970
Creighton, Marilyn, 1990
#Cresswell, R.S., 1949
Cronin, T.P., 1981
Crosbie, E., 1957
Cross, D., 1986
Cudmore, Anne, 1979
Cudmore, Denis, 1986
Cudmore, Fred Jrtr., 1966
#Cudmore, Fred, 1947
Cudmore, H. Jnr., 1959
Cudmore, Harold, 1956
Cudmore, John, 1977
Cudmore, Justin R., 1966
Cudmore, Mrs. Mary, 1970
Cudmore, Peter E, 1966
Cudmore, Richard B., 1966
Cudmore, Ronald, 1964
Cuffe-Smith, Capt., W.R., 1970
Cullen, M., 1971
Culleton, Peter, 1990
Cunnane, Jarlath, 1988
Currie, John D., 1985
d’Alton, M.M.A., 1956
d’Alton, Robert, 1978
Dalton, Brian, 1967
Daly, Dominic J., 1968
Daly, John E., 1990
Davis, Mrs. Helen, 1980
Davis, Samuel, 1980
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De Quincy, Mrs. Sheila, 1974
Deane, Douglas, 1965
Dempsey, J.A., 1973
Denbam. Dr., EC., 1975
Devenney, E.K., 1973
Dick, J.R. William, 1971
Dickinson, William B., 1979
Dixon M.B.E., Hon., Robin, 1977
Doherty, Tony, 1969
Donegan, James D., 1983
Doonan, Francesca, 1988
Doonan, Paul S., 1986
Dorman, Dr., J.K.A., 1971
Dowey, Jimmy, 1988
Doyle, D. Conor, 1966
Doyle, Denis N., 1956
Doyle, Frank, 1966
du Plessis, Hugo, 1978

C’an Mestransa, Pollensa, Majorca, Spain, Acushla
Churchbay, Crosshaven, Co. Cork. (021-831002), Darinda
Inwood, South Strand, Skerries, Co. Dublin, (491326)
2 Floraville, Brookvale Road, Donnybrook, Dublin 4, Charles Whittan (PO)
4 Vernon Park, Bangor, Co. Down. (61410/Office: Dundonald 4535), Phoenix
Shango, Near Blessington, Co. Wicklow, (045-65233)
15 College Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down. Jaxon (PO),
Drumadarragh House, Ballyclare, Co. Antrim BT39 0TA, (Ballyclare 40222), Lazy Life
2 Southern Road, Cork, (021-21327)
Carrigmore, Glounthaune, Co. Cork, (021-353137), White Rooster
Martello Tower, Sutton, Co. Dublin
Martello Tower, Sutton, Co. Dublin
Sketrick Island. Killinchy. Co. Down, (370). Maid of Skye
5 Windermere Avenue, Carrickfergus, Co. Antrim, (Carrickfergus 67219)
C/o D.E Doyle Ltd., 1 Connell Street, Cork
Tideways, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, Moonduster
17 Barnstead Drive. Church Road, Blackrock, Cork
Temp. Address - Yacht Samharcin, C/o 29 Greenway Close, Lymington, Hants. SO41 9J J,
Sarnharcin an lar
11 Greypoint, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down, BT19 1LE (0247-852668/Office 0232458287), Water Spaniel
PO Box 484, Port Moresby, Papua, New Guinea
2 Nutley Road, Ballsbridge. Dublin 4, (691158/Office: 770733). Eblana
Sealawn, Sutton, Dublin 13, (01-322853)
The Wilderness, Glanmire, Co. Cork, (021-353441/Fax 021-354138)
Bell vue, Glenbrook, Co. Cork, (021-841453/Office: 021-273131)
Benwell, Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (807918)
PO Box 161, St. Lucia, West Indies, One Time (PO)
70 Thornleigh Gardens, Bangor, Co. Down, Wheesht (PO),
4 Myrtle Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (805160), Ariadne, Verve (PO)
Loughside Farm, 57 Ringdufferin Road, Toye, Downpatrick, Co. Down BT30 9PH,
(Killyleagh 0396-828923), Takahe (PO)
The Sheiling, Downshire Road, Bangor, Co. Down
Carrig-Gorm, 27 Bridge Road, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down
8 St. Marys Road, Taylors Hill. Galway, (091-23997)
4 Sunningdale, Clifton, Bristol
Earlscliff Mews, Baily, Co. Dublin
Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541114)
Ringhaddy House, Killinchy, Co. Down, (Killinchy 541114)
214 Grange Road, Rathfarnham, Dublin 6, (941980/Office: 685777)
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, B lackrock Road, Cork, (021-292210/Office: 021-20095), Mandalay

Duffin, Nicholas S.R., 1990
Duggan, John P., 1986
Dunn, Aidan, 1963
Dunphy, T. Austin, 1990
Dwyer, Kevin E, 1966
Dwyer, Michael R., 1989
Dyke, Stanley W., 1965
England, Mrs. Elizabeth M., 1967
Escort, William P., 1980
Espey, Fred J.K., 1979
Eves M.B.E., E Maitland, 1967
Eves, Alastair R.W., 1984
Eves, Roland E., 1982
Fahy, Patrick J., 1982
Fannin, Robert J., 1981
Fannin, Robert N., 1959
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.E, 1969
#FitzGerald, C.J., 1944
Fitzgerald, David H.B., 1966
Vice Commodore ICC
Fitzgerald, Jack, 1986
*Fitzgerald, Mrs Jean, 1989
Fitzpatrick, Thomas J., 1985
Flanagan, Jack J., 1980
Flowers, Maurice H.. 1983
Fogerty, Walter B.C., 1983
Foley, Mrs. Clare, 1980
Forde, John B., 1990
Fowler, Robert J., 1969
Fox-Mills, Barbara, 1981
Hon. Publications Officer ICC
Foxall, Roger, M., 1988
Freeman, E 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
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The Quay, Kinvara, Co. Galway, (091-37290), Peigfn Eile
27 Hyde Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin
The Quay, Kinvara, Co. Galway, (091-37290)
2 Baily Green, Howth, Co. Dublin, (325554/Office: 688644), Fifi
Reamount House, Lusk, Co. Dublin, (437233)
3 Carisbrooke Terrace, Upper Clifton, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JA, Joker Of Lymington
Burnley, Ennis Road, Limerick
2 Richmond House, Richmond Hill, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (806632), Flying Ferret
Elmford, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork, (021-291299/Office 01-717181), Roaring Water
Mont Alto House, Sorrento Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (858529/Office: 801422), Spectra
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823)
Derrynane, Caherdaniel, Co. Kerry, (0667-5155), Canna
Knollycroft, Coliemore Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859439/Office: 760261), Twocan
4 Fairfield Park, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (876374)
27 Mountain View, Glencrutchery Road, 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 Mist
Thalassa, Baily, Co. Dublin, (324797/688227), Tritsch-Tratsch, Tritsch-Tratsch IV
2 Coolong Road, Vaucluse, Sydney 2030, New South Wales, (02-337-4342), Melite
Oakwell, Shallon, Julianstown, Co. Meath, (041-29105)
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co. Down, (365)
Ballygarvan House, Portaferry Road, Greyabbey, Co. Down, (365)

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED
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*Gore-Grimes John, 1973 (1990)
Gore-Grimes, Anthony, 1978
Gore-Grimes, Mrs. J., 1975
Gore-Grimes, Natascha, 1990
Goulding, Tom, 1980
Gray, C. Peter, 1980
Gray, Susan D., 1990
Green, Dr., Michael, 1964
Greenhalgh, David, 1978
#Greer L.L.D., P.H. 1951
Greer, Ms Heather, 1966
Guinness, Ian R., 1979
Guinness, Mrs. M.J., 1966
Guinness, Peter, 1963
Hall, Mervyn J., 1970

The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670/Office: 748537)
Roxboro, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322449/Office: 748537)
The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670)
The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670)
12 Asgard Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, Walrus
45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (853911/Office: 777623), Andromeda (PO)
45 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (01-853911), Andromeda (PO)
3 Sycamore Close, Woddingdean, Brighton, Sussex BN2 6SJ, (33676)
15 Ashley Park, Bangor, Co. Down, Freemew
22 Greenfield Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323195/Office: 77 1801 ), Tarquin
Cynara, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (323731/Office: 832397)
Rosbeg, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322152), Hera
Censure House, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323123). Alakush
Chapel Farm, Great Missenden, Bucks. HP16 ORF, England, (Great Missenden 2322)
Gleenhook, Ullardmore, Ardeevin Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (858264/Office: 773167), Baily
of Howth
Lisniska, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841083), Roane
Kinsale, 6 Roy Court, Mount Eliza, Victoria (3930), Australia, Rosbeg
25 Sandycove Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin
Inishbeg, Nashville Road, Howth, Co. Dublin
Mill House, Coosheen, Schull, Co. Cork, (028-28385)
15 Maryborough Hill, Douglas, Cork, (021-891169), Diva
77 Tullynakill Road, Ardmillan, Comber, Co. Down
Shandon, Albert Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin
Stone Cottage, Killiney Hill Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852258), Harklow
South Winds, Ulverton Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (804372)
Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421)
Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421), Freebird
30 Offington Drive, Sutton, Dublin 13
Cairngorm, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323421)
6 North Mall, Cork, (Office 021-962027), Beagle
Raford House, Kiltulla, Co. Galway, Knocknagreena
15 Brookvale Downs, Rathfamam, Dublin 14
The Master’s House, Rotunda Hospital, Dublin 1, Jacqueline
Carrignacreevy, 11 Plantation Road, Saintfield, Co. Down, BT24 7JB (0238-511384),
Maimoune (PO)
Ganaway, 107 Whiterock Bay, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0238-541447), Roe (PO)
86 Rashee Road, Ballyclare, Co. Antrim
Barlogue, Ard Foyle Avenue, Ballintemple, Cork, (021-291061/Office" 021-831453)
Monkstown Castle, Co. Dublin, (808103)
Glenteigue, Arklow, (0402-39804)
Rockcliffe, Blackrock, Cork
Long Meadow, Ballylesson, Belfast, (Drumbo 323), Taitsing
Fortview, Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (021-72534)
18 Chaine Memorial Rd., Lame, Co. Antrim BT40 lAD (0574-77284/Office 0232-864331),
Tieveara
24 Rugby Drive, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3PZ, (460588),Vagrant
37 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5HP, (Bangor 462273), Sea Otter
Irwin Yachts, 13 Grays Hill, Bangor, Co. Down, (455967)
Evora, Dumbo Hill, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322931/741231 ), Findabar of Howth
Frazerbank, Strathmore Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (851439/Office: 523000), State
O’ Chassis (PO)
Kilnburn, 33 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down BT21 0PD, (883951), Trininga
Woodside, Upper Kilcop, Woodstown, Co. Waterford, Shardana
55 Wyvern, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (805982)
Rust en Vreugdlaan 10, Wassenaar 2243 As, The Netherlands, (01751-78852/Off: 020262209), Jojeto
Moorpark, Fountainstown, Co. Cork, (021-831235)
11 Stradbrook Hill, New Road, Monkstown, Co. Dublin
Rey Jaime II, 32 07183 Costa de la Calma, Mallorca, Spain, (71-690377)
Tigeen, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-294761/Office: 021-892813/4)
Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, Killinchy (541470), Icarus Of
Cuan

#Hall, 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, Andrew M., 1990
Hegarty, Brian, 1957
Hegarty, Dermot, 1959
Hegarty, Mrs. Betty, 1986
Hegarty, Neil, 1990
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 E, 1952
Hosford, W.K., 1974
Hughes ER.S.C, N.C., 1972
Hunt, C.K., 1963
Hutcheson, Thomas C., 1990
Hutchinson, William R., 1969
Irwin, D.M., 1973
Irwin, John, 1982
Jameson, J. Patrick, 1968
Johnson, Terence C., 1960
Johnston, Denis B., 1979
Kavanagh, Gerald P., 1980
Keane, Barry, 1975
Keatinge, William D., 1988
Keily, D.J., 1973
Kelliher, E. Brenda, 1983
Kelliher, Malcolm E., 1982
Kenefick, Neil G., 1985
Kennedy F.R.C.S., T., 1973
Kennedy Q.C., Hugh P., 1963,
Commodore ICC
*Kennedy, Mrs Aoife, 1990
Kennedy, Mrs. B., 1973
Kenset, David J., 1978
Kidney, Noel J., 1986
Kilkenny, Joseph, 1971

Edgebank, 16 Deramore Park South, Belfast BT9 5JY, (660500/Fax 669556),
Tosca IV of Bangor
Edgebank, 16 Deramore Park South, Belfast BT9 5JY, (660500)
Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, Killinchy (541470)
17 Silverbirch Road, Bangor, Co. Down BTI9 2EU, (0247-62128) Ceres
Littlefield, Glencullen Road, Kilternan, Co. Dublin, (953782), Dulcibella
Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323442/Office: 778932)
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Kilroy, Howard E., 1989
*King, CDR.W., Dso* Dsc (19871
Rn. Retd.
King, Marshall G.B., 1989
King, Mrs. Heather R., 1989
Kirby, Tom, 1971
Knatchbull, Michael W., 1986
Knight, R.D., 1971
Knott, H.B., 1964
Lane, Dr., Victor, 1983
Lantry, Seamus, 1990
Larkin, Frank J., 1982
Latham, Leslie D., 1984
Laurence, David T., 1975
Law, J. Brian, 1975
Lawless, Peter D., 1964
Layng, Brian, 1988
Lee, Reginald, 1961
Lennox, George A., 1969
Leonard, Alan G., 1964
Ley, John E., 1986
Ley, Mrs. Angela, 1986
*Love, Mrs Betty, 1990
Love, Clayton Jnr., 1971
Rear Commodore 1CC
Love, Clayton Mnr., 199(I
Love, D.B., 1963
Love, Mrs. T. 1963
Lovegrove, Richard V., 1981
Luke, Derek, 1959
#Luke, Dermot, 1955
Lynas, Mrs. Marla, 1981
Lynch, Brian R., 1988
Lyster, W. Bruce. 1985
MacAuley, Daniel J., 1979
#Macken, J.J., 1949
MacLaverty, K.J., 1961
Magan, Arthur S.C., 1981
Magee, John R., 1990
Magennis, C., 1975
Maguire, Neville D., 1985
Maher, Patrick J., 1959
Malone, Mrs Anne, 1990
Malone, Stephen A., 1979
Markey, James A, 1984
Marshall, A.H., 1963

129 Old Church Street, London SW3

Martin, Clive C., 1978
Martin, ED., 1954
Martin, J. Kenneth, 1982
Masser, Bill., 1966
Massey, Nicholas W., 1980
Maxwell, Cdr., J.D., R.N.Retd., 1982
McAnaney, E., 1975
McAuley, ED., MCh.D.O.M.S.,1961
McBride, Denis, 1972
McBride, Edward D., 1970
McBride, Frances M, 1987
McCann, George, 1968
McCarthy, Francis, 1985
McClement, Donald J., 1983
McConnell, J.C., 1958
McConnell, John H., 1965
McConnell, Mrs. M.T., 1959
McConnell, Stafford C., 1971
McCormack, Sean, 1990
McCormick, W.H.D., 1956
*McFerran, K., 1931 (19871
McGonagle, Liam, 1959
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Oranmore Castle, Oranmore, Co. Galway
42 Sterndale Road, Hammersmith, London W14
The Cabin, Rathdown Road, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (874944), Seareign
Park Road, Clogheen, Clonakilty, Co. Cork, (023-33553/Office: 023-332401, Yami Yami
Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin, (801420)
15 Wyvern, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin
Marlay, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (853312)
Ballinagee, 4 Countybrook Lawns, Ballyman Road, Enniskerry, Co. Wicklow, (824694)
5 Lancaster Quay, Cork, (021-272374/Office 021-270788), William Tell of Uri
San Jose, North Circular Road, Limerick, (061-53267)
7 Richmond Avenue, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, Siamsa (PO)
31 Sutherland Avenue, Jacob’s Well, Guildford, Surrey GU4 7QX
East Sketrick, Sketrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down BT23 6QH, (0238-541386)
Heydere, Westfields, North Circular Road, Limerick, (061-5167/Office: 45290), Mokav 11
Ashvale, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (324104), Leigh Mary
Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Avenue, Booterstown, Co. Dublin, (889486), ,laney Mac
8 Norwood Gardens, Belfast BT4 2DX, (656989), Sarita
Graigeveagh. Sketrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0849-541579), Wishbone
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, (454937), Hijack (PO)
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down, (454937), Hijack (PO)
Clanricarde. Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-293977)
Clanricarde, Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-293977/Office: 021-276841 ), Assiduous Of Cork
Cooline, 11 Rockcliffe Tce., Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-292747/Office 021-275352)
El Medano, 75 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852837)
El Caribe, Currabinny. Co. Cork, (021-831139)
Corrig, Convent Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859782)
Seafield, Ballure Road, Ramsey, Isle of Man
15 Asgard Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324181/Office: 771801 )
29 Bridge Road, Helens Bay, Co. Down
4 Courthouse Square, Galway. (091-24960/Office: 091-63131 ), Peggy West
Huckleberry, Knocknackee Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, Errislannan
4 Norton Drive, Malone Road, Belfast BT9 6ST, (6137121, Capella of Kent
White House, Dalkey Avenue, Co. Dublin, (859585), AUeen
Ballynally Lane, Moville, Co. Donegal, (077-82239), Eoin Rua
Cloghreen, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322408)
91 Baker Street, Warren, Rhode Island, 02885, USA, (401-245-6400), Sea Fox
Landfall, 43 Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (22371, Snow Goose of Moygannon
2 Sarto Road. Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323229), Demelza
Ballinglanna, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-293966/Office: 25252)
57 Sydney Parade Ave., Ballsbridge, Dublin 4 (696100/Office 694533 Ext. 4548)
57 Sydney Parade Avenue, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (696100/Office: 6827811, Symphonie
Stagg Rock, Nashville Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322906)
Sunnyside, 16 Killoughey Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down BT21 OBL, (0247-883553),
Mandarin
Erinagh, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Dublin, (893565), Lindos
Woodley, Eaton Brae, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (824457), Lovely Lady
Tres Fleur, Westminster Road. Foxrock, Dublin 18, (8939811, Jaded
114 High Street. Eton, Windsor, Berks., England (Windsor 867285), Pintail of Kew
2 Thormanby Lawns, Howth, Co. Dublin, (325058)
Old Court, Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, Virago of Strangford
88 Sandford Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6, (971421)
45 Upper Leeson Street, Dublin 4, (604580)
25 Thormanby Road, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (322126)
Iona, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323335)
Iona, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323335)
21 Riverside Road, Bangor, Co. Down, (0247-62035)
Kedges, Forthill, Summercove, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (Office: 505338), Scilly Goose
2 Cedar Grove, Glasheen Road, Cork
McConnell House, Charlemont Place, Dublin 2, (85845 I/Office: 7815441, Marula
Breeoge, Ardmhuire Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (Office: 781544)
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, Kala
Derryverogue, Donadea, Naas, Co. Kildare
15 The Avenue, Woodpark, Ballinteer, Dublin 16, (984120/Office 364399), Marie Claire 11
Brooklyn, Greencastle, Lifford, Co. Donegal, (077-81005/Derry 65014), Manaan Maclir,
Vinga H
Dangan, Carrickmines, Co. Dublin, (893153)
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823/Office: 761818), Ounavara of Howth, Meander 11I
(PO)
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McGuire, Gary E., 1990
McGuire, John E, 1975
McHenry, Cormac E, 1980
Hon. Sec. ICC
McIlwaine, A.D., 1960
McKean, William W., 1986
McKee, Michael, 1962
McKeever, Maxwell, 1988
McKenna, David C., 1964
#McKinley, Fergus, 1953
McKinney, John H., 1975
McMahon, Brendan, 1988
McMahon, James, 1973
The Hon., Mr Justice
McMillan, Alistair, 1968
McMordie, H.M., 1972
McMullan, E Gerard, 1986
McMullen, Colin E, 1975
McSherry, Desmond 1989
McWilliam, John A., 1990

Spindrift, 802 Howth Road, Dublin 5
The Garden Flat, 22 Hyde Park Gardens, London W2 2LY, (01-262-1363)

#Mellon, D.E., M.D. 1947
Menton, James E, 1986
Metcalfe, Peter, 1989
#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., EB., 1958
Morck, Mrs. EC., 1962
Morehead, R., 1950
Morris, Arthur, 1961
Morris, Dr., Geoffrey, 1983
Morrison, R. Ian,1957
Morrissy, Donal, 1982
Morton, Admiral Sir, Anthony, 1970
G.B.E.K.C.B.
Mosse,W.E, 1964,
Mulhem, James, 1958
Mullins, John, 1972
Mullins, Peter J.D., 1971
Murphy,W.J., 1963
Nairn, George E., 1980
Nairn, W. Stuart, 1987
Nicholson, David, 1980
Nixon, Georgina A. 1987
Nixon, James, 1971
Nixon, W.M., 1963
O’Boyle, Donal, 1974
Hon. Treasurer 1CC
O’Brien, Daniel D., 1978
O’Callaghan, Brendan, 1990
O’Ceallaigh, C., 1959
O’Connor, Daniel, 1971
O’Connor, Dr., M., 1957
O’Connor, Gilbert J. 1987
O’Donnell, Barry, 1984
O’Donoghue, Dr., R.E, 1971
O’Donovan, Adrian, 1986
*O’Farrell, Kevin, (1989)
O’Farrell, Michael, 1975
O’Farrell, Phillip V.J., 1990
O’Farrell, Vincent J., 1981
O’Flaherty, Michael, 1968
O’Flynn, Dominick, 1990
O’Gallagher, Malachi, 1968

8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14, (884733), Ring of Kerry
Glebe Cottage, 7 Church Hill, Killinchy, Co. Down, Sheenan
27 Fotheringay Road, Glasgow G41 4NL, (041-423-6370), Siolta (PO)
52 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5HL, (Bangor 472692)
Stickillen, Ardee, Co. Louth (041-53257), Judy R
C/o OTBIFL, 12A floor, OTB Building, 160 Gloucester Road, Hong Kong
Beechfield, Sydney Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (888376)
3 Balally Drive, Dundrum, Dublin 14, (982514/Office: 978490), Zubenubi (PO)
Moyarta, North Circular Road, Limerick (061-53934), Salar
18 Palmerstown Grove, Milltown Road, Dublin 6, (698471 )
Treborth, Corr Bridge, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324042)
Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, Anolis
39 Victoria Road, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5ER, (472826)
Cuilin, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (821018)
12 Bayside Square North, Bayside, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323938)
3 Braddock Reach, Whiterock, Killinchy, Co. Down BT23 6PY, (0238-541118/0238-542300)
Stack Polly
The Old Barn, Ballanank, Ballasalla, Isle of Man
Straffan, Co. Kildare, (288580), Caranja
Penthouse 150A Marlborough, 61 Walton Street, London SW3 2JJ, (01-584-6780)
Shortalstown, Killinick, Co. Wexford, (053-58836), Calloo
Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (831392), Windrose
27 Sion Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (854317/Office: 505677), Korsar
2 Castlehill Road, Stormont, Belfast BT4 3GL, (656051), Mazara
78 Northumberland Road, Dublin, (681903/Office: 761201)
C/o Ulster Cruising School, The Marina, Carrickfergus, Co. Antrim BT38 8BE, (0960368818)
Ballylug, Rathdrum, Co. Wicklow, (0404-5164), Samantha
23 Albany Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6
Leeward, Marina, Blackrock, Cork, (293297/Office: 502381 )
Clonmore House, Piltown, Co. Kilkenny, (051-95105)
Clonmore House, Piltown, Co. Kilkenny
Weatherly, Claremont, Howth, Co. Dublin (322086), Safari of Howth
Clarenbridge House, Clarenbridge, Co. Galway, (091-96306)
Flat 6; Amhurst, 90 St Cross Road, Winchester, Hants,SO23 9PX, (0962-56393), Lamorna IlI
Dunedin, Bennets Bridge, Co. Kilkenny, (056-27125)
Struan Hill, Delgany, Co. Wicklow, (01-874785), State O’Chasis
38 Avenue Morley, Fort George, St Peter Prt, Guernsey, C.I., (0481-26991)
M.Y. Captiva III, c/o Antigua Slipway Ltd., English Harbour, PO Box No. 576, St. Johns,
Antigua, West Indies
15 Cleve Hill, Blackrock Road, Cork
3 St Helen’s North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (808765), Lola
23 Tullyvarraga Hill, Shannon, Co. Clare, (061-61464/Office: 061-61655)
Diamond Lodge, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (842160)
14 Evora Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323929)
FarmHill, Cultra, BT18 0AD, Co. Down, (Belfast 0232-428196)
14 Evora Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323929), Witchcraft ofHowth (PO)
Drake Lodge, Drake’s Pool, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (021-831028)
Small Acre, Church Road, Ballybrack, Co. Dublin, (852754), Live Wire
Bank of Ireland House, Bandon, Co. Cork (023-41155), Midnight Marauder
46 Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (852619)
The Pines, Westminster Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (858012/Office: 764661 ), Leprechaun
58 Fitzwilliam Square, Dublin 2, (767136), The Lady Beatrice
Penny Lane, 58 Rhanbuoy Park,Craigavad, Co. Down BT18 0DU (Holywood 4603/Off:
Belfast 246220)
58 Ailesbury Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4
Halyards, Camden Road, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831734), Looking Forward
North Harbour, Fountainstown, Myrtleville, Co. Cork, (831424), Felicity Friend
Post Office, Killaloe, Co. Limerick
Moorcroft, Rostrevor Road, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (72620), Cuchulain
15 Malwood Road, Balham, London SW12 8EN
Corrydorrigan, Schull, Co. Cork, (028-28253/Office: 021-276945), Sandy Ways
Le Fainel, St Martin’s, Guernsey, C.I., (0481-37650), Cuilaun
Janeville Lodge, Sundays Well, Cork (021-543744/Office 021-543505) Cavatina
12 Cypress Lawn, Templeogue, Dublin, (905800/Office: 689690), Triona
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O’Halloran, Brian, 1983
*O’Hanlon Mrs B 1962, (19841 M.D.
O’Hanlon, Andrew. 1969
O’Keeffe, Dr., Maurice, 1972
O’Keeffe, Thomas, 1983
O’Leary, Archie, 199(/
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
O’Tierney, Dr., Donal, 1986
Olver, John R., 1971
On’, Arthur S.P.VRD., 197(/
Hon. Compiler - Sailing Directions

"’Springmount", Ferndale Rd., Shankill, Co. Dublin, (822032)
8 St. James Tenace, 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
Strand Lodge, Currabinny, Co. Cork, (021-378526/Office 021-2775671, h’ish Mist
Ardgarry, Gorey, Co. Wexford, (055~218031
59 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down, Miss Molly of Hamble
38 Dornden Park, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (695285)
9 Rock Street, Tralee, Co. Kerry, (066-210111. Ceili
4 Princes Street, Tralee, Co. Kerry
41 Seaview, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co. Down BT34 3N J, (73388)
Lochalsh View, Balmacara, By Kyle of Lochalsh, Wester Ross, Scotland IV40 8DH

Orr, S.A., 1973
Osborne, James R., 1974
#Osterberg, Paul, 1949
Park, Dr., David S., 1969
Park, Jonathon S., 1987
#Park, Mungo, t955
Patton, Henry A., 1969
*Paul, Alan H. O.B.E., (19581
Payne, J. Somers, 1969
Pearson, Alan J., 1983
#Pearson, J.D., 195(1
Perkins, R. Forbes, 1980
Petch, John A., 1987
Pilling, Jnr. J. Ross 1987
Prendeville, Neil J., 1990
Pritchard, Mrs. Maura, 1966
Pritchard, P. Marshall, 1966
Radley, George, 197 I
Ralston, George L. D., 1986
Rea, William T., 1977
Reilly, Norbert, 1983
Revill, Reginald G., 1979
Richardson, Cecil, 1989
Riordan, S. William, 1985
Roberts, Grattan d’E., 1989
Roberts, Rex, 1974
Roberts, T., 1973
Roche, Pierce, 1975
#*Roche, T.H., 1935 (19881
Rogerson, Frederick J., 1983
Rogerson, Frederick, 1969
Ronaldson, Charles E., 1967
Russell, John E, 1965
Ryan, David E, 1973
Ryan, Dermod J., 1971
Rear Commodore ICC
Ryan, Eoin, Senator, 1957
Ryan, John, 1956
*Ryan, Mrs Shiela, 199(I
Ryan, Paul J., 1984
Ryan, Peter, 1988
Ryan, Yvonne, 1988
Sadlier, Frank A., 1985
Scott, Denis G., 1986
*Seaman, Avery, (1989)
Commodore CCA
Selig, Ivan, 1965
Sewell, Richard G., 1969
Shanahan, Timothy R, 1984
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Evergreen, Old Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2HJ (763601/Office: 452428/Fax 731827),
Maimoune (PO)
Chapel Cottage, Burray, Orkney KW17 2SZ ((/856-73-3501
Glenbrook, Enniskerry, Co. Wicklow, (863509), Verve (PO)
The Old Manse, Hillsborough, Co. Down, (226)
Ros Cuan, Mount Stewart Estate, Newtownards, Co. Down BT22 2AX, (Grey Abbey 024774625), Alys
The Croft, 144 Portaferry Road, Newtownards, Co. Down BT22 2AH
Carrig Breach Cottage, Baily, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322210), Black Pepper
Four The Trees, Donaghadee, Co. Down BT21 ODU, (882517/Office: 0232-6631661, Nisha
Broadlands Cottage, Britwell Salome Nr., Watlington, Oxon, England
4 Camden Terrace, Crosshaven. Co. Cork. (021-831128), Melody
35 Offington Park, Sutton, Dublin 13
Craigview, Claremont Road, Howth, Co. Dublin (322276)
Owl’s Nest, Box 398, Manchester, Massachusetts 01944, U.S.A., (617-526-14921,
Goldeneve 11
Seaview Farm. Kilbrittain, Co. Cork
3(15 Downer Avenue, Mantoloking, New Jersey 08738, U.S.A.
Meelough View, Norwood Court, Rochestown, Co. Cork, (021-895102/Office 021-8410051
Mary P
The Coach House, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down, (852237), Hayrider (PO)
The Coach House, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down. (852237/Office: 8536341, Hayrider (PO)
The Brake, Cobh, Co. Cork, (021-811394), Cec’ille
Whinstone. 39 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down, (8823301, Insouciance
17 Maretimo House, Newtown Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (832901/Office 683571),
Elysium
20 Offington Court, Sutton, Dublin 13, (3931861, Comanche Raider
11 Burrow Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (325544/Office: 765801 )
52 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (853800)
Greylands, Knocknacree Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859081/Office 760631 ), Tudorose (PO)
28 South Mall, Cork
90 Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co. Dublin. (Office: 808305)
The Residence, Kilboroney, Rostrevor, Co. Down, (470), Petrel
Lough Rynn, Mohill, Co. Leitrim
Ros-na-Greine, Avoca Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin (881093/Office: 775014), Neon Tetra
113 Lakelands Close, Stillorgan, Co. Dublin, (886437)
Creevagh, Dundrum Road, Dublin 14, (Office: 9844441, Happy Return
72 Whinney Hill, Holywood, Co. Down, BT18 0HG, (6459), Wheesht (PO)
34 Killnakin Road, Killinchy, Belfast, Macfin
PO Box 11082, Manama, Bahrain, Saudi Arabia
Ashdale, Castle Close, Castle Park Road, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (803585/Office: 605011 ),
Sceolaing
81 Park Avenue, Dublin 4, (691770)
Elstow, Knaplon Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (8071511
Ashdale, Castle Close, Castle Park Road, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (803585)
Ashdale, Castle Close, Sandycove, Co. Dublin
44 Banbridge Road, Waringstown, Craigavon, Co. Armagh BT66 7QD, (0762-881418/Office:
07622-327411 ), El Vigo
Ashdale, Castle Close, Sandycove, Co. Dublin
3 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down, (02317-39751, Ocean Dove
The Mews, Woodside, Balkill Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, Moody Blue
357 Indian Avenue, Middletown, Rhode Island 02840, U.S.A.
Bree House, Craigavad, Co. Down BTI8 ODE, (Hollywood 4361 )
7 Edith Terrace, London SWI0, (352-7367), Thalassa
Sonas, Windgate Road, Baily, Co. Dublin

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

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

Shanks, T.R.J., 1972
*Sharp, Ronald, 1974, (1990)
Commodore CCC
Sheil, David J, 1985
Sheil, Leonard Jnr., 1988
Sheil, Leonard, 1968
Sheil, Robert, 1988
Sheppard, T., 1957
Lt. Comm. RN Retd.
Sheridan, Frank W., 1981
Siggins, Brian, 1985
Simms, R.J.A, 1969
Sisk, H.B., 1973
Slater, Ronnie, 1977
Slevin, James, 1986
Smiles, Alan E., 1958
Smullen, Brian E, 1968
Smullen, John A., 1987
Smullen, John D., 1961
Smyth, B.T., 1960
Smyth, Francis G., 1979
Smyth, Nicholas L., 1983
Smyth, W.A., 1960
Snell, M.H., 1974
Somerville, Mrs. Susan M., 1989
Somerville, R. Andrew, 1980
Hon. Librarian ICC
#Somerville-Large, ET., 1946
Speidel, Noel, 1968
Spence, Ralph E., 1988
Steadman, David, 1967
Stevenson, John A., 1964
Stevenson, John C., 1984
Stewart, Alan C., 1959
Stewart, R.R., 1968
Stillman, Chris. J., 1985
Stokes, Adrian, 1990
#Sullivan, C. St. J., 1955
*Taggart, A.G., 1970 (1987)
Hon. Sec. C.C.C.
Taplin, David M.R., 1986
Thallon, Myra A., 1990
Tierney, John, 1960

10 Massey Avenue, Belfast BT4 2JS, (63809/Office: 084-245454), Maimoune (PO)

Titterington, Ian H., 1989
Tomlinson, Michael, 1962
Tomlinson, Mrs. Molly, 1965
Traynor, Frank, 1985
Tucker, Brian A, 1985
Turvey, Desmond E., 1980
Tyrrell, Aidan, 1971
Tyrrell, Dr., Declan, 1985
Villiers-Stuart, James, 1977
Villiers-Stuart, M.E, 1957
Virden, Jonathan, 1968
Waddell, Dr., John CBE., 1981
Waldron, Dr., Oliver C., 1978
Walsh, Anthony, 1979
Walsh, Brendan P., 1986
Walsh, Mrs Enda, 1990
Walsh, Patrick J., 1982
Walsh, Reginald T., 1950
Walsh, William, 1968
Waters, L. Roy, 1985
Watson, Mrs. Patricia, 1966
Watson, Neil, 1962
Watson, Richard R., 1962

Ardbeg, Craigmillar Avenue, Milngavie, Glasgow G62 8AV (41-956-1984), Siolta (PO)
Cloonbane, Doneraile, Co. Cork, (022-24148/Office: 021-968935)
24 Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin
Portlet, Haddington Park, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (801878), Gay Gannet
29 Agnew Road, Honor Oak Park, London SE23 IDH, (291-2208)
Derrybawn, Military Road, Ballybrack, Co. Dublin, (85337 l), Greylag of Arklow
The Bearings, Lough Atalia Road, Galway, (091-63920)
Kingston, Taylor’s Hill, Galway, (Office: 091-51706)
80 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5HW, (473563), Blue Bandit
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)
Pomegranate Inn, 49 Neal Street, Portland, Maine 04102, U.S.A., (207-772-1006
33 Leeson Park, Dublin 6, (806729/Office: 605011 )
Seaview, Corrig Avenue, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (807296/Office: 888847)
11 Connolly Square, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (862679)
14 Mount Boone Way, Dartmouth, S. Devon TQ6 9PL, (Dartmouth 080’43-4159), Tara
7 Dufferin Villas, Bangor, Co. Down, (60081 ), M’Lady of Down
Ardkeen, Castletroy, Co. Limerick, Flight of Fantasy
14 Mount Boone Way, Dartmouth, S. Devon TQ6 9PL, Globe Star
Ballagilley Cottage, Maughold, Isle of Man, (0624-813586), Golden Harvest
12 Elgin Wood, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (828891/Office: 772941)
Economics Dept., Trinity College, Dublin 2, Emanuel
Vallombraossa, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (862216)
The Lodge, Clifton, Port St. Mary, Isle of Man
Raughlan, Derrymacash, Lurgan, Co. Armagh
123a Sydenham Avenue, Belfast 4, (656145), Dolphin
22 Baring Road, Beaconsfield, Bucks HP9 2NE, England
Ardmore, 1 Seaforth Road, Bangor, Co. Down
6 Haile Park, Haile, Egremont, Cumbria CA22 2ND, England
Elsinore, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322937)
3 Thomastown Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (852084/Office: 772941 )
Summer Lodge, Wellington Rd., Cork, (021-502464/Office 021-277622)
9 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (854744)
Highlaws, 3 Camstradden Drive West, Bearsden, Glasgow G61 4A J, (041-942-0615)
Deva, 70 Coliemore Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (859393)
21 The Bay, Ballyholme, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JT, (455929), Kittiwake
Aisling, Knapton Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (804391/Office: 767998), State
O’ Chassis (PO)
12 Marino Park, Holywood, Co. Down BT18 OAN, Moody Blue
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)
34 Rathdown Park, Terenure, Dublin 6
Carrick, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323690/Office: 532937)
Gorsehaven, Shielmartin Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (324241) Meander HI (PO)
Adelaide Cottage, Adelaide Place, Gardiners Hill, Cork, (021-508419)
1200 North State Street, Room 14-901, University of Southern California, Los Angeles,
California 90033, (213-226-7748)
Ballynaparka, Aglish, Nr. Cappoquin, Co. Waterford, (024-6144), Arctic Tern
Doonan Cottage, 160 Ballymena Road, Carnlough, Co. Antrim BT44 OLD, (Carnlough 309),
Winefreda of Geenisland
The Court Lodge, Yalding, Kent ME I8 6HX, Twayblade
Ringveagh, 10 Whiterock Road, Killinchy, Co. Down BT23 6PR, (Killinchy 541264),
Heather of Mourne
The Cottage, Littlewick Green, Nr. Maidenhead, Berks. SL6 3QU, (0628-82-2013), Big Easy
Harbour Road, Skerries, Co. Dublin
198B Strand Road, Merrion, Dublin 4, Charlotte Rose
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork (021-831483)
Beaumont House, Woodvale Road, Beaumont, Cork, (021-292556)
Kildary, 65 Merrion Road, Dublin 4, (691385), Sapphire
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831483/Office: 502358), Carrigdoun
15 Ballymullan Road, Crawfordsburn, Bangor, Co. DOwn BT19 IJG, (Office Belfast 234466),
Melandy
29 Balkill Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322472)
Wentworth House, Church Street, Wicklow, (0404-2152/Yard: 2492)
29 Balkill Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322472), Bright Eyes
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Watson, William R., 1979
Webb, Michael J., 1986
Wheeler, Edwin M., 1975
Whelan, Geoffrey E, 1985
Whelan, Michael D., 1988
Whelan, Michael J., 1985
Whelan, Patrick, 1980
Whelehan, Harold, 1979

4401 43rd Street South, St. Petersburg, Florida 33711, U.S.A., Strathspey
M.B. "Snipe", The Watergate, Athlone, Co. Westmeath, (Office: 72039), Moondrifter
The Riggins, Greenpark, Dunshaughlin, Co. Meath, (256643), Witchcraft ofHowth (PO)
Thulla Lodge, Nashville Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323536/Office: 777532)
55 Glenomena Park, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (692737/Office: 776801 )
Flat 1, 51 Mount Street, London WIY 5RE. Maunie
Lotaville, Tivoli, Cork, (821227), Charlina
Treetops, Claremont Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324139/Office: 720622), Witchcraft of
Howth (PO)
Ashkirk, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-292542/Office: 021-273295), Alvnele
3 Marlborough Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin. (808364)
Boardman Avenue, Manchester, Massachusetts 01944, U.S.A., Witcho:v
c/o Billiton International Metals B.V., Dr. V. Zeelandstraat 1, 2265 BD Ledschendam, The
Netherlands (Office 31-70-(317) 2116), Shemite and Reynadine
Pant-Y-Llawr, Llanbeulan, Gwalchmai, Holyhead, Gwynedd LL65 4ST, (0407-720750),
Kalyanda
4 Prospect Park, Ballygowan, Co. Down BT23 6LW, (Ballygowan 528832), Reiver (PO)
The Whins, 25 Ballykeigle Road, Comber, Co. Down BT23 5SD, (Ballygowan 528360),
Reiver (PO)
Gribton, 12 Ralston Road, Bearsden, Glasgow G61 3BA, Nan of Gare
The Spring House, Grimston, Melton Mowbray, Leicister LE14 3BZ, (0664-812785)
12 Anglesea Road, Dublin 4
4 Dunbo Hill, Howth, Co. Dublin, (391964)
Robbs Wall, Malahide, Co. Dublin. (450717)
26 Guilford Road, Sandymount, Dublin 4, (694316/Office: 608795)
Rostynan, 1 Haddington Lawn, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, Misty (PO)
Bridge House, Skibbereen, Co. Cork
Chartwell, Douglas Rd., Cork, (021-291215/Office 021-273327) Moshulu HI
22 Marmont Park, Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2GR, (760158/Office: 320202)

Whitaker, David J., 1988
White, John N., 1974
White, Lawrence W., 1980
Whitehead, David, 1972
Wilby, K.A., 1964
Williams, David J., 1984
Williams, W. Peter, 1968
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.EW., 1958
Woodward, Joseph B., 1990
Wylie, Ian E.. 1971
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List of Yachts

The letter G before the rig indicates gaff rig. The letters following the rig description indicate that the yacht is built of wood,
fibreglass or steel.

Yacht
Acushla
Adele
Alakush
Alys
Andante
Andromeda
Anita
Anna Petrea
Anolis
Ar Men
Arctic Tern
Ariadne
Aronele
Assiduous Of Cork
Auretta
Baily of Howth
Beagle
Big Easy
Black Pepper
Blue Bandit
Blue Belle
Boru
Braw Lass
Bright Eyes
Calcaria
Calloo
Canna
Capella of Kent
Caranja
Carrigdoun
Cavatina
Cecille
Charlina
Charlotte Rose
Chloe of Mourne
Comanche Raider
Condor
Cu Two
Cuchulain
Cuilaun
Deerhound
Demelza
Different Drummer
Diva
Dulcibella
Eblana
El Vigo
Elysium
Emanuel
Eoin Rua
Erlin Mor
Errislannin
Felicity Friend

Owner
S. De Quincy
R.M. Burns
M.J. Guinness
D. Park
B. Bradley
C.P. Gray & S. Gray
B. Cassidy
R.B. Cudmore
H.M. McMordie
R. Barr
J. Villiers-Stuart
F. Espey
D.J. Whitaker
C. Love Jnr
H. Cudmore Snr
M.J. Hall
N. Hegarty
O.C. Waldron
M. Park
R.J.A. Simms
B.N. Gallagher
B. Dalton
T. & D. Andrews
R.R. Watson
P.J. Adams
C.G. Miller
R.M. Foxall
D.J. MacAuley
J. Menton
W. Walsh
D. O’Flynn
G. Radley
P. Whelan
B.P. Walsh
J.C. Gibson
N. Reilly
P. Butler
Dermot Barnes
M. O’Farrell
M. O’Flaherty
C.A. Chapman
N.D. Maguire
J.A. Blaikie
B. Hassett
N.J. Kidney
A. Dunn
P. Ryan
W.T. Rea
R.A. Sommerville
K.J. MacLaverty
C.E. Ronaldson
W.B. Lyster
A. O’Donovan

T.M.
28
20
11
13
4
0
6
15
10
11
0
14
22
9
33
8
50
18
12
10
15
10
10
10
4
11
16
22
22
11
12
30
10.5
--8
20
11
28
28
10
5
14
7
14
8
7
7
5
9
15
6

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

Built
1969
1985
1984
1982
1962
-1976
1900
1983
1982
1938
1985
1983
-1981
1978
1985
1984
1978
1977
1979
1980
1980
1977
1959
1971
1964
1981
1981
1990
1970
1976
1980
--1980
1987
1971
1970
1970
1979
1974
1979
1980
1989
1961
1988
1962
1964
-1990
1972

Designer
Hood 50
Rob Humphreys 40
Sadler 34
Yamaha 35
Dragon
Howth 17 O.D.
Peter Brunn 28’ Grinde
E.H. Hamilton
Niels Jeppeson; X-102
Nicholson 32
-P. Brett; Rival 36
Frers S & S Swan 46
Yamaha 30
Holman & Pye; Oyster 46
D. Thomas; Impala
S&S; Swan 65
D. Thomas; Sigma 36
Nicholson 35
David Sadler Contessa 32
V. Aarnipalo Finmar 36
David Sadler; Contessa 32
David Sadler; Contessa 32
Holman & Pye; UFO 34
A.C. Robb Jenny Wren
Nicholson 32
Buchanan
A. Primrose; Moody 40
Philippe Briand; Sun Fizz 40
J.A. Bennet; Colvic 31
S & S; Swan 36
Moody 52
Hakon Soedergren; Condor 32
M. Griffiths
-W.P. Brown; Ruffian 8.5
Nauticat 40
P. Brett Rival 32
G.T. McGruer
Hood 50
R. Holland Club Shamrock
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 23
A. Primrose; Moody 33
L. Giles; Westerly Griffon
Bill Dixon; Moody Eclipse 33
Robert Clark
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
Raymond Wall
Tord Sunden Folkboat
-D. Thomas; Sigma 38
O’Brien Kenedy; Kerry Mark II
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Yacht
Fiacra
Fifi
Findahar O/Howth
Finesse
Flight of Fantasy
Flying Ferret
Freebird
Freemew
Gay Gannet
Globe Star
Golden Harvest
Golden Shamrock
Goldeneye 11
Greylag o[ Arklow
Growltiger
Gulkarna II
Gyn Trapp
Happy Return
Harklow
Hayrider
Heather of Mourne
Hera
Hijack
Icarus q[" Cuan
Iduna
Insouciance
Irish Mist
Irish Mist
Jabherwok
Jack lvor
Jaded
Jane
Janey Mac
Jaxon
Jeremy Fisher Of Hamble
Jojeto
Joker Of L_vmington
Joliba
Judy R
Julia
Kala
Kalyanda : ,
Kenbane
Kilderkin
Kirmew
Kittiwake
Korsar
Kumaree
L’Exocet
Lady Jane
Lamorna 111
Lazy Dazy
Lazy LiJ~~
Leanda
Leemara of Howth
Leigh Mary
Leprechaun
Lindos
Lir
Live Wire
Lola
Looking Fop#ard
Lovely Lady
M’ Lady of Down
Maid of Skye
Maimoune
Mandalay
Mandarin
Manutara
Marie Claire 11
Marlou
Marula
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T.M.
Owner
6
P. Bourke
T.J. Fitzpatrick
9
16
J.P. Jameson
13
F. Barry
14
N.L. Smyth
5
Clare Foley
8
B. Hegarty
10
D.H.T. Greenhalgh
7
L. Sheil
14
W.A. Smyth
16
M.H. Snell
9
J.F. Burke
22
R.E Perkins
12
T. Sheppard
6
E.P.E. Byme
P.J. Bunting
20
R. Cassidy
8
5
F. Rogerson
12
Mrs Ruth Heard
12
Mr & Mrs M. Prichard
10
J. Waddell
0
I.R. Guinness
8
J. & A. Ley
15
T. & B. Kennedy
4
J.R. Bourke
G.I_.D. Ralston
27
13
A. O’Leary
19
A.R. Baker & C. Bruen
14.5
R. Courtney
20
H.P. Beck
5
J.K. Martin
4
J. Finnegan
15
R. Lee
14
W.B. Dickenson
K.M. Boyd
9
W.D. Keatinge
14
M.H. Flowers
11
12
J.E Bourke
7
M. McKeever
5
C. O’Ceallaigh
4
M.T. McConnell
K.A. Wilby
P. Ryan
5
E. Wheeler
5
T.N. Taggart
11
M.A. Thallon
10
R. Mollard
6
K.L. Cooke
B.H.C. Corbally
14
11
H. & I. Bamwell
7
A.S. Morton
9
E Cooper
12
Hon. R. Dixon
6
J.D. Currie
17
W.R. Cuffe-Smith
12
B. Layng
4
D.E. O’Connor
7
C.C. Martin
14
J. Cunnane
10
D.D. O’Brien
11
G.E. Nairn
7
R.F. O’Donoghue
16
F.D. Martin
10
F.G. Smyth
9
J.K.A. Dorman
ASP Orr/JA Henshall/R. Shanks 2.5
14
C.J. FitzGerald
7.5
A.H. Marshall
15
G.J. O’Connor
l0
S. McCormack
9
R. Benson
15
J.C. McConnell

Rig
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Cutter S.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Power
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Motor W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
G. Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Motor F.
Sloop F.
Sloop G.
Sloop F.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop S.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
G. Cutter W.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Junk W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Motor
S.S.D.M.Y. S

Built
1979
1980
1970
1981
1986
-1976
1961
1963
1982
1974
1976
1980
1961
1978
1990
1977
1965
1963
1976
1973
1899
1977
1980
1939
1976
1988
1973
-1982
1959
1988
1979
1973
1978
1984
1979
1980
1947
1974
1975
1983
1969
1947
1981
1969
1970
1971
1977
--1973
1950
1990
1981
1962
1977
1990
1976
1978
1979
1982
1979
1955
1902
1979
1981
1983
1980
1934
1982

Designer
Westerly Centaur
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
Sparksman & Stephens 40’
D. Thomas: Sigma 33
B. Dixon Moody 34
Johnson, J24
C.J. Butler Achilles 9 metre
Nicholson Jolina
C.R. Holman Sterling
Ted Brewer; Goderich 35
Giles Bowman 40’
Ron Holland
Jock White
Laurent Giles
Westerly; GK 24
Hallberg Rassy 45
Cuthbert & Cassian
Holman-Stella
J. Tyrrell
R. Holland
Holman & Pye: Centurion
Howth 17’ O.D.
Holman & Pye; Seamaster 925
Moody 36
L. Giles Lymington L.
A.E. Luders; Offshore 47
C. Schumacher; Lightwave 395
D. Carter; Carter 37
D. Thomas; Sigma 41
Moody 44
Johnson: J24
Dragon O.D.
D. Thomas: Sigma 38
A. Primrose; Moody 33 MK II
Gordon Wyatt: Fisher 30
Holman & Pye; Gladiateur
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
Holland N.I.C. 345
L. Giles: Westerly Griffon
M. Giles; W. Channel O.D.
Derek Stukins: Downcraft 21
Sadler: Seawytch
Ohlson 38
Guy Thompson T. 24
Robert Clark
Moody 29
Sparkman & Stephens 34
Ohlson 38
Nicholson 31
Holman Twister
Group finot; Fandango
Nicholson 35
Warrington Smith Falmouth Pilot
S. Jones: Sadler 38
J. A. Bennet Colvic Victor 34
Peterson Thuesen Dragon O.D.
Van De Stadt; Prospect 900
Van De Stadt 34
High Tension 36 De Ridder
A. Primrose; Moody 30
L. Giles; Westerly Pembroke
German Frers. First 42
John Perryman; Rathlin
D. Hilliard
L. Hope Fairy
A. Primrose; Moody Eclipse 33
A.H. Marshall
Ohlsen 38
A. Mauric, Beneteau First 30
Musler 35’
Bekebered; PEDRO 1000

Yacht
Maly P
Mashona
Maunie
Maximizar
mazara
Meander II1
Melandy
Melora I11
Midnight Marauder
Miss Demena
Miss Fionnuala
Miss Molly of Hamble
Misty
Mokav H
Moody Blue
Moody Blue
M oondrifter
Moonduster
Morgana
Moshulu 111
Nan of Gare
Neon Tetra
Nisha
Ocean Dove
Onaway
One Timee
Oona
Ounavara of Howth
Peggy West
Peigln Eile
Phoenix
Pintail of Kew
Prelude :
Quiver VII
Raasay of Melfort
Rapparee
Reiver
Reynadine
Ricjak
Ring of Kerry
Roane
Roaring Water
Roe
Roma
Rosbeg
Ruinette
Safari of Howth
Saint Patrick
Salar
Samantha
Samharcin an lar
Sandy Ways
Santhia H
Sapphire
Sarita
Sceolaing
Scilly Goose
Scotch Mist
Sea Fox
Sea Otter
Sea Pie
Seareign
Senta
Setanta Too
Sgeir Ban
Shardana
Sheenan
Shemite
Siamsa
Silver Slipper
Siolta
Snow Goose of Moygannon

Owner
N.J. Prendeville
K.C. Condon
M.J. Whelan
P.M.C. Branigan
R.G. Monson
L. McGonagle & D. Turvey
L.R. Waters
W.D. Carr
B. O’Callaghan
Dr. M. O’Keefe
J.P. Bourke
J.R. O’Neill
T.R.C. Wood
P.D. Lawless
D.G. Scott
I. Titterington
M.J. Webb
D.N. Doyle
R. Cudmore
J.B. Woodward
P. Wilson
T.H. Roche
H.A. Patton
F.A. Sadlier
J.D.R. Fisher
F.J.W. England & E.M. Leonard
P. Courtney
L.D. McGonagle
B.R. Lynch
D.H.B. Fitzgerald
E.K. Devenney
Bill Masser
J.E. Daly
S.H.R. Clarke
B.P. Coad
H.E.O’C. Byrne
W.P. & J.D. Williams
D. Whitehead
J. Cahill
C.P. McHenry
R.C.A. Hall
J.B. Forde
H.R. Hicks
B. Black
T.J. Hanan
D.P. Brazil
R.I. Morrison
Paddy Barry
B. McMahon
R Morck
Hugo duPlessis
V. O’Farrell
W.A. Bohane
Reginald T. Walsh
G.A. Lennox
D. Ryan
E McCarthy
W.R. Gilmore
J.R. Magee
D.M. Irwin
J. Nixon
H.R. King
T.E. Crosbie
E Cudmore
M. Balmforth
G.P. Kavanagh
A.D. Maclllwaine
D. Whitehead
M.M. d’Alton/L.D. Latham
H. Cudmore Jnr
W.W. McKean & R. Sharp
C. Magennis

T.M.
10
8
14
9
8
11
10
27
6.5
9
9
9
17
5
14
14
10
20
10
17
13
20
8
9
6
11
0
21
I0
I 1
9
7
14
24
11
10
12.5
10
22
6
14
14
4
11
2
l 1
17
15
6
5
16
12
19.5
7
12
16
11
10
65
7
7
12
I 1
10
9
10
15
7
5
8
11
6

Rig
Sloop F.
Sloop E
Sloop F.
Sloop E
Sloop W.
Sloop E
Sloop E
Ketch W.
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Ketch E
Sloop W.
Ketch E
Sloop E
Sloop W.
Cutter W.
Sloop W.
Ketch W.
Sloop W.
Sloop E
Sloop W.
Ketch E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Ketch E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop S.
G. Yawl W.
Sloop S.
Sloop E
Ketch W.
Sloop E
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Lug W.
Sloop E
Ketch E
G. Cutter W.
Sloop E
G. Cutter E
Ketch E
Sloop E
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Cutter W.
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop. E
Ketch W.
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Sloop E
Yawl W.
Sloop E
Sloop E
SSDY
Sloop E
Sloop E

Built
1979
1981
1976
1978
1957
1978
1965
1959
1977
1965
1974
1988
1978
1975
1978
1981
1970
1976
1965
1954
1965
1959
1961
1980
1974
1976
1980
1978
1973
1981
1972
1972
1979
1988
1972
1985
1973
1969
1978
1921
1960
1973
1971
1982
1909
1970
1978
1977
1978
1981
1965
1910
1969
1979
1977
1940
1985
1979
1973
1983
1977
1980
1977
1937
1973
1972
1966
1978

Designer
R. Holland; Club Shamrock
Group Finot; Yamaha 29
A. Primrose; Moody 33
Pelle Peterson Maxi 95
McGruer
McGruer Grampian 34’
Nicholson 32 Mk IV
A. Mylne & Co.
L. Giles; Westerly Pembroke
J. Alden; Mistral 36
Albinson Comfort 30
Sadler 32
Dehler 38
Ron Holland Eygthene 24
A.Primrose; Moody 33
A. Primrose; Moody 33
J. Roy; Macwester Seaforth
German Frers 52’ A.C.
Holman & Pye; Bowman 36
L. Giles; Salar 40
Sparkman & Stephens 8 C/R
D. Hilliard
A. V. Burnard Fairey Fisherman
M. Griffiths
R. Warrington-Smith
Peter Boyce; O-Day 37
Howth 17 O.D.
Laurent Giles Moody 46
Westerly Berwick
Dubois, Westerly Fulmar
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 30
H.T. Rossiter; Pintail"
A. Primrose; Moody 33
Camper & Nicholson
Peter Brett; Rival 34.
R. Holland Club Shamrock
A. Mylne
A.H. Buchanan
Cahill 42
Kerry 27’ O’Brien Kennedy
D. Hilliard
A. Primrose; Moody 33
A. Mylne; River Class
A. Buchanan; Saxon
G. Gletcher Ultimate
Nicholson 32
Hallberg Rassy 42
40’ Galway Hooker
White & Hill; Cutlass
Roger Dongray
Westerly; Conway 36
Oyster 35
Beneteau
Colin Marine
H.W. White
Camper & Nich 43
Group Finot; Fastnet 34
D. Sadler Contessa 32
Wm. Hand Motor Sailer
Westerly Griffon
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
Nicholson 35
Van de Stadt; DBI 3/4 Ton
Holland Club Shamrock
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 8.5
Camper & Nicholson 31
A.M.Dickie & Sons
SHE 27
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 23
Ray Hunt/Jon Bannenberg
Van de Stadt; Excalibur
Maxi 84

161

Yacht
Spectra
Spellbound of Skellig

Owner
R.J. Fowler
R. Fielding

Stack Polly
State O’ Chassis
Stella Maris
Strathspey
Sula
Suvretta
Symphonie
Taitsing
Takahe
Tam o’ Shanter
Tandara
Tara
Tarquin
Thalassa
The Demonstrator
The Lady Beatrice
Tieveara
Timella
Tosca IV of Bangor
Tresillian HI
Trininga
Triona
Tritsch-Tratsch
Tritsch-Tratsch IV
Tudorose
Twayblade
Twocan
Verve
Vinter
Virago of Strangford
Walrus
Water Spaniel
Wheesht
Whistling Oyster
White Rooster
Wild Goose of Moyle
William Tell of Uri
Wind Rose
Winifreda of Greenisland
Wishbone
Witchcraft of Howth

J. McWilliam
T. Johnston & J. Tierney
M.C. Coleman
W.R. Watson
E.M. Booth
S. Davis
S.A. Malone
N.C. Hughes
EM. Eves
J.C. Butler
R. Slater
B.T. Smyth
P.H. Greer
R. Sewell
J. Nixon
M. O’Connor
T.C. Hutcheson
R.W. Barton
H.P. Kennedy
Mr. & Mrs. Clapham
D.B. Johnston
M. O’Gallagher
Dr. O. Glaser
Dr. O. Glaser
L. Cassidy & W. Riordan
J. Virden
ED. Freeman
ELK. Espey & J. Osborne
B. Connor
Cdr. J.D. Maxwell
T.J. Goulding
N.S.R. Duffin
C.E. Ronaldson & W.P Escott
B.M. Cahill
J.D. Donegan
H.W.S. Clark
S. Lantry
J. Minchin
M.E Villiers- Stuart
A. Leonard
W.M. Nixon/E.M. Wheeler/
H.A. Whelehan
L.W. White
T. Kirby
W.J. Cotter

Witchery
Yami- Yami
Zubenubi
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Rig
Sloop F,
Ketch F.

Built

1965
1989
1986
1980
1979

7
19
10
9
15
15
4
50
20
12
9
7
10
10
11
6
10
12
30
14
10
23
6
13
9

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

15
12
6
10

Sloop E
Yawl W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.

1976

T.M°

9
20.5
25
15
29
18
6
5
9.5
l0
15
12
16
5
10
16

1981

1979
1961
1972
1977
1987
1906
1979
1968
1960
1971
1979
1962
1988
1981
1973
1963
1978
1962
1978
1975
1974
1986
1980
1936
1988
1969
1965

1978
1973

Designer
Walsh Wakefield Ltd. Mirage 28
Moody 42AC Mark II Primrose &
Dixon
E Jones; Inch Cape 38
D. Thomas; Sigma 38
Bruce Roberts; Roberts 45
Bill Shaw; Pearson 40
Walsh Wakefield
West Solent O.D.
Briand Symphonie
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
G.L. Watson; Colvic Watson 35
Reg Freeman Seadog
C. Nicholson Jolina
Nicholson 38
W.F. Rayner; Atlantic Power Ketch
Dragon O.D.
German Freres; Mystic 60
German Freres 44
Buchanan; Neptune 33
Buchanan
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
A.C. Robb; Princess
Westerly Berwick
Nicholson 36
Super Seal 26’ Ron Holland
L. Giles; Westerly Pentland
Nicholson 35
Holman & Pye; Oyster 53
S. Jones Hustler 36
M. Griffiths
Chuck Paine; Bowman 40
Camper & Nicholson
The Admiralty
Holman North Sea 24
Doug Peterson; Contessa 35
Sparkman & Stephens 35’
Sadler 25
Nicholson 32, MK 10

