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Honorary Secretary’s Report

After the rather hectic summer of 1990 which was dominated
by the very successful Cruising Club of America/Irish
Cruising Club Rally, the past year has been quieter and as no
doubt the logs show, not the best of sailing weather for those
who stayed around the shores of the British Isles. However,
members have been sailing far and wide and in particular in
Gulkarna H participating in Europa ’92, the Round the World
Rally which is still in progress. Our past Commodore Peter
Bunting has had our burgee well to the fore and on one leg
was assisted by Commodore Hugh Kennedy and past
Commodore John Gore-Grimes. No doubt the results of that
worthy trios deliberations on the future course for our Club
which I am sure occupied their evening cockpit sessions will
be published in due course.
Annual Dinner
This year we returned to Killarney on 9th March. Many of the
225 members and guests who dined extremely well that
evening had arrived the previous night and spent a very
pleasant Saturday in and around Killarney. David and Joan
Nicholson entertained a group to lunch over at Dingle Bay
and afterwards led a walk to show the beauty of the area.
Ross Pilling of the CCA who had returned to Ireland
specially for the dinner was enchanted and no doubt we will
see him and others of our CCA friends many more times
apart from the occasions of the Rallys.
Our special dinner guest on this occasion was Paddy
Barry, in recognition of his outstanding achievement in being
awarded the Blue Water Medal, the premier award of the
Cruising Club of America. Other guests included Geoffrey
Nockolds, Commodore of the Royal Cruising Club, Ronnie
Sharpe Commodore of the Clyde Cruising Club who
proposed the toast to our Club and Mary Barton, Commodore
of the Ocean Cruising Club. The reply was well delivered by
Mr W M Nixon, in spite of his preface that he needed
urgently to visit the heads. Dancing continued to the early
hours and Mary Barton in her letter of thanks to the
Commodore said not only had she thoroughly enjoyed the
function, but had not stayed up dancing so late for a long
time. The Annual Dinner confirmed itself again as an
.outstanding social event. May I urge proposers and seconders
of new members to arrange that those members and their
spouses etc. attend our dinner. The social activities of our
Club are very important and new members are expected to
participate, as they commit themselves to do on their
nomination form.

Annual General Meeting
The Royal St George Yacht Club Dun Laoghaire was the
venue on Friday 22nd March for the Annual General
Meeting. There was an attendance of 80 members whose
signatures could be deciphered by the Hon Secretary,
together with a number of illegibles. 26 members were kind
enough to convey apologies for their inability to attend. The
formal but sad ritual of standing in memory of members who
had passed away in the previous year was observed. The six
being remembered included Neil Watson, who had been our
Honorary Treasurer for nine years from 1964 and a great
supporter of our Club, whose interest in the sea had
blossomed into a second career. His death at such an early
age was a sad loss.
The present Honorary Treasurer Donal O’Boyle circulated
a report on the financial position of the Club. This showed an
increase in subscription income for the year to £11,392, an
increase over the previous two years. Current cash flow from
1991 subscriptions was also healthy, due in large part to the
determined application by Mr O’Boyle of the credit card
system. This is applied with such efficiency that I am not
aware of any members who escape the net, but at least one
member has been upset by being debited twice! Profit from
sales for the year amounted to nearly £7,500, up substantially
on the previous year due largely to the new edition of the
South & West Sailing Directions. Postage and printing had
increased in cost very substantially, partly because of costs
associated with the Cruise in Company. The Club’s finances
are in a healthy position and are such that a call on members
to assist in advance with printing costs of new editions of our
Sailing Directions as occurred in the not too distant past is
unlikely to recur. In spite of this some members were not
satisfied and in the discussion that followed, questions were
asked about the Cruise in Company costs. The Hon.
Treasurer in reply mentioned the presentations to visiting
participants, the costs of the receptions and the costs of
providing ice. He reminded the meeting that Americans
cannot function without ice.
In the absence of other nominations from the general body
of members the Commodore put forward a list of names of
Officers and Committee, which was proposed by Michael
McKee seconded by Michael d’Alton and adopted
unanimously. Clayton Love Minor was re-elected as
Honorary Auditor, then the Hon. Treasurer read out the
names of two members whose subscriptions were in arrears,
under Rule 7 iv. No members present having spoken to pay

Paddy Barry was awarded the Blue Water Medal of the Cruising
Club of America for planning and successfully carrying out many
voyages in the highest traditions of seamanship. The Presentation
took place at the New York Yacht Club in January 1991.

Paddy Barry with the CCA Blue Water Medal and
crew in the NYCC
JohH (]ore-Grime,v

Paddy Barry with Bunny Burns (ICC) & CCA Commodore Avery
Seaman (ICC). Btmnv was also presented with the CCA ’s premier
award, the NYE Trophy
John Gore-Grimes

Paddy responds to lhe Cruising Club q/America
Jolm Gore-Grinte,v

Tunin,~, up in the New D,*k Yacht Club

for either member the two names were removed fi’om the List
of Members.
The Commodore asked the Honorary Compiler of the
Sailing Directions, Arthur Orr to talk about the new edition of
the East & North Sailing Directions to be published in April
and, displaying some of the new colour photographs which it
will incorporate, he asked for members continued support
with new and updated material. The arrangement entered into
with Imray Laurie Norie and Wilson Ltd. to distribute our
Sailing Directions in all countries outside of Ireland has
functioned very smoothly. Not alone are out publications
now available in a wider range of outlets than previously, but
the physical effort involved in the distribution of the
Directions by our Honorary Publications Officer Barbara
Fox-Mills has been reduced considerably, leaving her with
the still daunting task of dealing directly with members needs
and the administration ol: the sales accounts. The proposed

sub committee to look to the future of our publications was
mentioned and assistance from members with specific
expertise in this area asked for. The main committee are
aware of growing competition and improving standards in
this whole field, with for example colour chartlets replacing
black and white.
In his address the Commodore said the Club was steady on
course and he had pleasure in welcoming the 22 new
members who had been elected this year. They are, he said,
birds in common, with a love of the sea and fond of good
company. The Club is very proud of its members
achievements, we cherish them all whether accomplished in
boats large or small. Cruises had been made to Scandinavia,
the Americas, Venice, the Iberian Peninsula the Scottish
Islands arid nearby waters. He paid tribute to them all and
thanked them for the logs which they had produced. He also
paid tribute to Ronan Beirne our Honorary Editor for turning
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John Gore-Grimes

them into such an excellent Annual. Thanking the committee
for their support and guidance during the year, he commented
on the changes which were occurring at this AGM. Vice
Commodore David FitzGerald was thanked for his courtesy,
wit and charm while Rear Commodores Dermod Ryan and
Clayton Love Junior had given tremendous support. He
referred to them as rocks of common sense. Clayton he
singled out for his organisation of the Cruise in Company in
West Cork, saying that he himself had done nothing but turn
up. Donal and Liz O’Boyle had headed a tremendous amount
of work by all the Cork team which had been acknowledged
by the Americans and the other participants with many letters
of thanks.
He then called upon the adjudicator Michael McKee to
present the Cups and Trophies which he did with relish and
zest and following the conclusion of the meeting most
members dined at the Club.
East Coast Rally to Strangford Lough
This was the best attended summer rally in the experience of
your Honorary Secretary. 22 yachts came up from the south
and were joined by 9 from the north. All of the yachts
whether they left Howth or Dun Laoghaire early or late on
Friday had the wind on the nose and nearly all motor sailed
up. The exception was of course Philip Byrne and Cecil
Richardson in Growltiger who sailed the whole way in 15
hours.
Entering the Lough, some yachts came in earlier than the
Sailing Directions suggest and fought their way up against
the last hour of the ebb. A number took the west channel by
Angus Rock and confirmed the existance of the rocks whose
position is so carefully pointed out by Arthur Orr in the
Directions. Saturday morning the ICC took over the
restaurant at Castle Ward House and the Rally really got
under way.
Unfortunately only the first 80 who booked could be
seated for lunch, many others were turned away. A brief look
around the magnificent estate and then up the Lough to
Strangford Lough Yacht Club where Commodore Hugh
Kennedy and Vice Commodore Arthur Orr hosted a reception
on Stack Polly, John McWilliam’s Inch Cape 38 ketch. There
were over 100 members in and on her and she took quite a
list but got the evening off to an excellent start. The yacht
club produced a splendid sit down meal for 150, the vast
majority ICC members. The location and the occasion
allowed members to get on with what Rallys are for, to meet
as many others as possible and to talk of cruises achieved and
to come. In addition to those who came by sea it was
appreciated that many other northern members joined us by
road, among them Terence Kennedy, whose Icarus of Cuan is
based on the Lough. The Commodore of Strangford Lough
Yacht Club Alex Cooke welcomed us all but with his words
issued a warning that the rights to the bottom of the Lough
were being claimed by the Crown Commissioners, who if
successful will claim a fee every time we drop a hook. Our
Rear Commodore Dermod Ryan who had just rushed back
from a Scottish cruise in Sceolaing to be with us replied in
short, simple and appropriate terms. It was well after
midnight when Roderick Monson (he who is seeking to claim
the Wybrant Cup for his own) completed his task of ferryman

ICC Rally at Strangford Lough June 1st & 2nd. At Audley’s Roads a
group including the Honorary Editor (Sailing Directions), the
Commodore and the I-Ion. Treas. blithely disregard an Official
Notice
W.M. Nixon

/

Getting underway after lunch at Audley’s Roads, the Commodore’s
burgee at the masthead aboard Joh and Di McWilliam’s Stack Polly,
while the Rear Commodore and the crew of Sceolaing embark in
their rubber duck and one Nixon pooch continues the never-ending
quest for food
W.M. Nixon
for the night with all safely back on board their yachts.
For some reason crews were slow to leave Whiterock on
Sunday morning, but getting under way were blasted down
the Lough by a N/NW which gusted at least to F6 leaving
little time for the identification of the pladdy marking poles,
which, Rear Commodore Dermod Ryan assured me, must by
regulation be not less than ’/8" in diameter. All piled up at the
bottom of the Lough at the Quoile Yacht Club where again a
ferry service was provided and space alongside the pontoon
as well. A simple lunch was all that was required while the
talk was of the northerly gale just forecast. The forecast cold
wind had already arrived and sailing jackets were the order of
the day. The Quoile must rival Dunmore East as one of the
most friendly Clubs in Ireland, their members could not have
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Southern Notes (from Barry Hassett)
Our Summer outing was to have been held in Kinsale, but
due to the sad death of Mrs Paddy Cassidy, wife of our
member Bob. the rally was cancelled.
The end of season rally was held in East Ferry on Saturday
October 12th. Despite weather forecasts of doom and gloom,
the afternoon turned out to be bright and sunny. Eleven boats
turned up and a good time was had by all. We rafted up at
Murphys Pub Pier. this was dictated by the fact that Ireland
were playing a rugby international the same day, and some
members wanted to see it on television. The delay occasioned
by the match could account for the fact that some yachts are
missing from those listed below: Diva, Thalia. Carrigdown,
Mandalay, Aronele, Irish Mist, Deerhound, Midnight
Marauder, Setanta 1H, Cavatina, Santhia H.

John Gore-Grimes, Aic~[e Kennectv, Jan Gore-Grimes and
Commodore Hugh Kenne~tv in Galway.[k.~ the Autumn
Committee Meetin~
C. McHenrv
been more hospilable and helpful.
As evening came on boats left, either to anchor off for an
early start or to take the tide and go round to Ardglass for an
early departure on Monday. Some boats used the Rally as the
start of a cruise to Scotland, among them State O’Chassis,
Black Pepper IL Diva and Rin~,, of Kerl?~. So ended a most
successful Rally. The weather may not have been exactly
mediterranean, but that did not limit the enjoyment of the
event. Full marks to Vice Commodore Arthur Orr for his
superb organisation, including in an exercise of his
apparantly limitless powers personally effecting customs
clearance for the yachts from the south. Sincere thanks to the
Commodores and committees of the Clubs who hosted us.
The following yachts were noted as participating; Ar Men,
Andante, Alakush. Black Pepper II, Cuilaun, Diva, Icarus of
Cuan, Ring ~[Kerrv, Misty, State O’Chassis. Mazara. Tritch
Tratch IV. Lovely Lady, Lindos, L’Exocet, Growltiger,
Sceolaing, Symphonic, St. Patrick, Gay Gannet, Sakai, Lola,
Fidem 11. Jabberwok, Leigh Mary, Lady Beatrice, Marie
Clare, Stack Polly, Timella. Moody Blue, Braw Lass,
Leemara of Howth, Rook’all

Donal McClement being ’Oh so polite/’ to Liam Blake at the South
Coast end of season rally
Kevin Dwyer

Bill Cuffe-Srnith’s Leemara in BelJ~s’t dock.s L!~er completing the
Cork-Be(fast race
W.M. Nixon

Yachts r~(fting up at East Ferry pier for the Sound Coast end of
season rally in October
Kevin Dwyer
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Western Notes
Due to the wide geographical spread of the members of this
area along the western seaboard arranging a Rally has always
been difficult, but this year the new marina at Kilrush was the
focus for what has been by far the biggest Rally to date.
Frank Larkin arranged a wine and cheese reception followed
by a tour of the facilities and in the evening an excellent
dinner in Kelly’s Restaurant was enjoyed by 31 western
members and their guests.
House Flag
The proliforation of electronic sensors at the top of the mast
results in difficulties for some in flying the Club Burgee.
Some members have overcome this by complicated
arrangements allowing the burgee to fly abaft or above the
sensors but for most the pain in the base remains. Your

1991 Flag Officers and Committee
Commodore
Hugh P Kennedy
Vice Commodore
Arthur S P Orr
Rear Commodores
Clayton Love Jnr and
Dermod J Ryan
Honorary Treasurer
Donal O’Boyle
Honorary Secretary
Cormac P McHenry
Northern Area
Michael O’Farrell
T Robert J Shanks
C E Ronaldson

Cork Area
C J Fitzgerald
Donald J McClement
Western Area
Frank J Larkin
Gerry O’Sullivan
Deceased Members
Tom J Hannon
Stafford Mansfield
Mike Villiers-Stuart

committee, always conscious of the needs of its members, has
taken a design for a house flag prepared some years ago,
modified it slightly and it will be available from the Hon.
Secretary if demand is sufficient to warrant carrying a stock.
The design is rectangular, red/black/red horizontal with white
Fastnet Rock on the black background, with a slight angular
indentation in the fly. It is to be flown in the manner of a
courtesy flag beneath a yacht’s cross trees.

East Coast
Ronan M Beirne
M Jennifer Guinness
Brian Hegarty
Terence C Johnson
J Gore-Grimes (ex officio)

Barry Hassett
David Nicholson

David H B FitzGerald

Lance McMullen
C G Miller
Neil Watson

New Members Elected 1991
Terence Anderson, Cultra
John Clow, Renfrewshire
Leo Conway, Dublin
Joe English, Cork
F A Hutchinson, Newtownabbey
John Kidney, Dublin
Norman Long, Dublin
John Malcolm, Essex
Joan Nicholson, Cork
William O’Mahony, Cork
Ian Stevenson, Bangor

George Clarke, Helens Bay
Geoff Coad, Waterford
Mary Dwyer, Cork
J Courtenay Good, Kinsale
Norman Kean, Limavady
Pat Lavelle, Galway
Paget McCormack, Dublin
Desmond Moran, Sligo
Brian O’Kelly, Co. Sligo
Adrian Spence, Comber
Mark Whittaker, Cork

Cormac P McHenry
Honorary Secretary

George Ralston’s 47ft Insouciance in Cork - she won her class and
was eighth overall in the race to Belfast
W.M. Nixon
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Challenge Cup Awards 1991
Joe Fitzgerald

There were 17 Logs entered in 1991. The general standard of
logs has become better each year. However, some good
accounts had to be eliminated for various reasons. Of the
remaining submisions there were a number of excellent
accounts that have not received an award. I would like to
make mention of a few.
"Island Hopping from Iceland" was a noteworthy cruise
well-written and laid out in Verve. Sqfari ofHowth’s lengthy
cruise in the Med., well-written by Brian Hegarty, deserves
mention for navigational detail and port information. Just on
deadline time I had a fine ten-day cruise around Malta with
Clayton Love Jnr. and was very grateful to Barry Hassett for
his great assistance in judging the Logs.
The Faulkner Cup: Peter Bunting’s cruise of a lifetime
round the world in Gulkarna with famous ICC members
coming and going to such unusual ports. A remarkable
account makes most interesting reading.
The Strangford Cup: David FitzGerald’s excellent of
Peigin Eile’s cruise to Brittany gives a fascinating
description filled with interesting comments. A good read.
The Fortnight Cup: Brendan O’Callaghan’s Marauder to
the rade, was an excellently written Log, a pleasure to read, a
carefully prepared trip.
The Wybrant Cup: Dermod Ryan’s cruise to the Shetlands
was very good going in the time allowed. An amusing and
informative log very well presented.
Round Ireland Navigation Cup: Bobby Barf’s most
enjoyable and well put together account "’The Ultimate
Cruise". A good blend of navigation, shore facilities and
good eating.
The Atlantic Trophy: Tandara’s cruise to the Azores. This
is an excellent account of a voyage whose log captures the
thrill and enjoyment of long passages and exotic ports of
call.

The Fingal Trophy: Winkie Nixon in Witchcrqft of Howth
writes a most entertaining log filled with interest and fun well done!
The Rockabill Trophy: Wallace Clark’s unique story of an
epic voyage in a rowing galley from Ireland’s west coast to
Scotland - What a feat of navigation and seamanship.
SUMMARY OF AWARDS
The Faulkner Cup
The Strangford Cup
The Fortnight Cup
The Wybrant Cup
Round Ireland Navigation
The Atlantic Trophy
The Fingal Trophy
The Rockabill Trophy

...
...
...
...
Cup
...
...
...

Peter Bunting
David FitzGerald
Brendan O’Callaghan
Dermod Ryan
Robert Ban"
R.M. Slater
W.M. Nixon
Wallace Clark

The adjudicators lot is tough - Joe Fitzgerald

Report and Plea from the Vice-Commodore
wearing his Honorary Compiler of Sailing
Directions Hat
Arthur Orr
In 1989 Commodore John Gore-Grimes drew up a list of
sections of the coast of our Island with a view to allocating
surveyors to report on changes which occurred from time to
time each year, to a long list of items for inclusion in the
Sailing Directions published by the Club and their yearly
amendments. The list of members appointed was to be
published in the Annual each year, together with their areas
and duties. Unfortunately, this has not happened until now,
owing to pressure on myself with the actual revision of the
Sailing Directions. Some members may also have been asked
to act as Port Officers, whose duties are different.

19
20
21

THE LIST:
1
Mine Head to Carnsore Point

25

2
3
4

8
9

l0

11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18

Colin Chapman/
Donal Brazil
Carnsore Point to Kilmichael Point Donal Brazil
Kilmichael Point to Wicklow Head Terry Johnson/
Paul Butler
Wicklow Head to Dublin Port
Terry Johnson/
Ronan Beirne/
Paul Butler
Dublin Port to Balbriggan
Terry Johnson/
Jenny Guinness
Balbriggan to Carlingford Entrance Dr. Jack Flannagan/
Brian Layng
Carlingford Entrance to
Strangford Lough
Michael O’Farrell/
John Fisher
Strangford Lough - S
David Maxwell
-N
Terrence Kennedy
Strangford Lough to
Ballymacormick Point
Michael McKee/
Peter Bunting
Ballymacornfick Point to
Black Head
fan Wylie/
Arthur Orr
Black Head to Torr Head
Roy Barton/
Michael Hill
Torr Head to Inishowen Head
Wallace Clark
Inishowen Head to Fanad Head
Wallace Clark
Fanad Head to Bloody Foreland
James Slevin/
Wallace Clark
Bloody Foreland to Donegal Town James Slevin
Donegal Town to Eagle Island
James Slevin
Eagle Island to Achill Beg
James Cahill
Achill Beg to Slyne Head
Brian Lynch

Slyne Head to Liscannor Bay
Liscannor Bay to Kerry Head
Kerry Head to Valentia Harbour

22 Valentia Harbour to Kenmare
River South
23 Kenmare River South to Dursey
& Mizzen Head

24

26

Frank Sheridan
Tony Clarke
Jerry O’Sullivan
Tom O’ Keefe
T. F. Clifford

Joe Woodward/
Bill Hosford/
Joe Fitzgerald
Dursey & Mizzen Head to Schull E. Derek Harte/
Bernie Cahill
Schull to Old Head of Kinsale
Raymond Fielding/
Dominick O’Flynn
Old Head of Kinsale to Mine Head James VilliersStuart/Donal
McClement/
Donal Brazil

THE DUTIES:
Read the present entry in the Sailing Directions and
Amendments for your area.
2 Visit the area annually by boat or car.
3 Gather updated information regardinga) Availability of fuels, gas and stores, eating houses,
pubs, hotels, showers, launderettes, etc..
b) New works on piers, jetties, quays, marinas, etc..
c) New or changed fish farm positions.
d) Changes of inshore lights, which are not the
responsibility of Commissioners of Irish Lights.
e) .Update information on those who will do repairs to
boats, sails, engines, electronics, with addresses and
telephone numbers, and chandlers.
f) Update names of persons who will look after boats
left at anchorages or help in emergencies. Also
Harbour Master names and telephone numbers.
g) Changes in navigational information, e.g. new
soundings, shifting banks, dredging, etc.. Note for
soundings, be careful to get accurate positions, time
and depth of water. Missing or new beacons, perches.
h) VHF channels in use at the large harbours.
As the amendments are published in the Spring of each year,
and there is a fair amount of editing and checking work to be
done, will those designated please send in their reports to me
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direct or through their Area Flag Officers by 28th February
1992. Any other member who has anything of interest to
report is more than welcome to send it to me. I try to
acknowledge everything, no matter how small, individually, in
the hope of further correspondence.
The new editions of the Sailing Directions have been greatly
enhanced by the addition of colour photographs, reflected by
our sales this year, so [ am very anxious to obtain good colour
shots of any of the anchorages, particularly for the South &
West area, as this will be the next edition to be published. In
the new edition of North & East, a number of new Appendices
were added. Two of which I am particularly keen to obtain
further information for the next S.W. Edition :-

2)

Eating houses round the coast within easy reach of
anchorages. These are published without recommendations
as tastes vary and chefs change!
Things to occupy children and adults if held up by bad
weather, e.g. ancient castles and monuments, wildlife
parks, good bathing beaches, nice walks and nature trails,
houses and gardens open to the public, amusement parks,
museums and items of maritime interest, etc..

I would like to thank the members who undertook the
checking of proofs of the new Admiralty charts of their areas.
James Villiers-Stuart- Youghal (2071), Derek CarrBaltimore (3725), Terry Johnson and Donal Brazil Carnsore
Point to Wicklow Head (1787). The new editions will be
available shortly. Galway Bay (1984) is also on the stocks for
1992. The efforts of our members were greatly appreciated by
the Hydrographer of the Navy, and were of enormous help
when negotiating with the Department for use of their material
in our books.
All members, please do your homework during the long
winter evenings when you are not banging a splice into a new
main sheet!
Arthur Orr
Vice-Commodore and Hon. Compiler Sailing Directions

Vice Commodore & Hon. Compiler (~[the Sailing Direction,s
Arthur Orr
C. McHenrv
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Port Representatives
Port
HOWTH

Phone
Name
W.M. (Winkle) Nixon 01-323929
Dick Watson
01-322472
Brian Layng
01-324104

DUN LAOGHAIRE
N.Y.C.
R.St.G.Y.C.
R.I.Y.C.

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

01-2862679
01-2857248
01-2884393

ARKLOW

Henry Horseman

0402-9804

DUNMORE EAST

Geoff Coad

051-75651

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/BLACKSOD James Cahill

094-21364

SLIGO

Desmond Moran

071-42886

MULLAGHMORE

Brian O’Kelly

071-63197

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)
(Rnghaddy)

David Maxwell
Maitland Eves

08-039-686205
08-039-828923

CARLINGFORD LOUGH Michael O’Farrell

08-069-37-72620

DROGHEDA

Desmond Gogarty

04 1-8740/8165

SKERRIES

Tony Walsh

01-490113

ICC-RIYC Library Annual Report 1991
R.A. Somerville

During 1991, our collection of charts has continued to expand.
Notable additions include sets of North American charts,
donated by Larry White and Ross Pilling. Ross has also given
us a magnificent plotting instrument, and this is kept in the
library for our members’ use.
Our chart collection has now outgrown the three chart
chests in the library itself, and the RIYC has bought us an
additional AO-size chest. This is housed in the small coat
room beside the telephone, opposite the door to the library.
The Hon. Librarian’s winter programme includes the
arrangement and labelling of our chart collection, and offers
of assistance with this task would be most welcome.
The bookshelves are continuing to fill up. During 1991,
Peter Guinness gave us long bound sequences of Yachting
Monthly, along with numerous issues of the RCC journal.
We are rather short of up-to-date sailing directions and
pilots. The RIYC and the ICC have each given us £150 to
spend on books during this winter, and the intended purchases
include yachting pilots for British and Irish and north
European waters.
Members are reminded that the library is available for their
use mid-week, and that they may lunch in the club on these
days. The library is sometimes used for private functions, and
members are advised to telephone the secretary of the RIYC
(Miss S. Smith, tel. 01-2809452) before visiting the club.
Members for whom a midweek visit is difficult to arrange are
also advised to contact Miss Smith.
A visitors’ book has been placed in the library, and
members are invited to record their visit.

Andrew Somerville

Sue Somerville

R.A. Somerville
Honorary Librarian
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Honorary Editors Note

’~

re due to the many contributors who have submitted their
this years bumper annual.
~y"~her
members have contributed in some way to the
’mmll~limnillp- ~ -~udtion and in particular 1 thank Kevin Dwyer and Ronnie Barr.
Kevin hasprovided the cover photographs and the colour separations
which make the co[our cover possible. Ronnie has drawn many of the
track charts which greatly enhance many of the logs. Cormac
McHenry looks after the lists of Members and Yachts. Alterations to
these should be reported to Cormac.
This year we have incurred additional costs by laminating the cover
stitching the binding. The laminated cover will be more durable
and tl’~e stitch binding will help keep it all togebter. However, it is not a
b6okWand must be treated with care and will not stand up to
as this damages the spine. Members are reminded that
ional copies for your crew, family, etc., are available from
Fox-Mills our Publications Officer.
production schedule aims to have the annual published for
This requires that we go to press in November, giving less
weeks working time from October 15th, the last date for
It is therefore important that logs are received
and it is of great help to receive a log on disk. I therefore
members to endeavour to present their log on disk and in
Clancy, Eileen Fagan and their busy team at D.O.T.S.
i are a pleasure to work with and their enthusiasm is
L. D.O.T.S. Limited type in the text. scan the photographs
the publication on imposed ~m for the printer.
printer.
the ~errors are many and for these I apologise. If there is
assist t~ I-Ion. Editor, perhaps they would

The Ultimate Cruise
Robert Barr

Ninian Falkiner of immortal memory, who ranged the seas of
western Europe from northern Norway to Portugal in the
5O’s, 60’s and early 70’s, was firmly of opinion that the
ultimate cruise is an odyssey around Ireland. Over the years I
have often intended to take that advice, but at crucial moments
insidious Gallic charts have slid across my desk and Hibernian
endeavours have been shelved. However, when thinking about
1991, my final year, I realised that the last chance had come.
What better than Ninian’s "Ultimate Cruise" as a swan song ?
My first step in planning the operation was to read again
Wallace Clark’s delightful book on sailing around Ireland in
Wild Goose; the Sailing Directions and numerous Round
Ireland logs in the Club journals. I quickly realised that in
selecting ports and anchorages for a three week
circumnavigation one can do no more than discover a little of
the contrasting essence and flavour of Ireland. The real
problem was deciding what had to be left out. The second step
was recruiting the crew. In the event, a most agreeable
collection of old cruising friends joined Ar Men for varying
periods. Geoff Purcell,that eternally effervescent gannet ex
patriate from Arberdeen, re-appeared and, like me, completed
the entire cruise. He insisted that Fergus McKinley should be
"taken out of moth-balls" for the occasion. This impertinence
so upset Fergus that he promptly signed on for the western
section. It was great to have them back again. Alan
McGettigan left his new bride to join us for the north west and
north; Philip Wall-Morris was on the western section and
Peter O’Neill was on the east and south. There were also guest
appearances for a few days from Ronnie Robins, Claire
O’Grady and Garry Fleming. Success was assured.
The cruise was early in the season from 10th May to 3rd
June, so I expected cold and plenty of wind. In the event I was
mostly wrong on both counts. A clockwise course was
decided on culminating in the East Coast Rally at Strangford
Lough. On Friday evening, 10th May, we set sail from Dun
Laoghaire to Dunmore East with main only in 15 kts
following wind. This got us off to a pleasant start and we had
an uneventful passage. There is something special about the
hospitality of Dunmore. We were the only visiting yacht and
without any prompting the Waterford Harbour Y.C. on the
quay was opened specially for us so that we might have
showers and the hospitality of the house. Their season had not
yet begun. Dinner at the Candlelight restaurant was pleasant
but expensive. We were told that The Ship might be better,
but it was full. Camping gaz, a scarce commodity around
Ireland, is available at Dingley’s shop.

We were tied up on the outside of a trot of fishing boats. At
05.45 on Sunday there was some excitement when the trawler
inside us decided to leave. It seems that the Sabbath is losing
out - even in Dunmore. Later on, when the tide was right, we
set sail for Youghal and had an exhilarating beat in a brisk
south westerly and fairly steep sea. Youghal is ignored by
many yachts - perhaps because the entrance is narrow with
sand banks and there is a fast-flowing tide. However, it should
present no real problem except in a strong wind over tide
situation. Some visitors’ moorings are now provided in the
channel between the old harbour which dries out and the
commercial quay up river. A local fisherman advised that the
outer string is best as the ground tackle was renewed this year.
The town itself has retained much of its mediaeval and
Georgian character. A renaissance of thoughtful
reconstruction is in progress. But I must confess that it was
none of these things that brought us to Youghal. It was
Aherne’s - undoubtedly one of the best fish restaurants in
Europe. In all our travels over the years we have found none
better. John Fitzgibbon with his brother and their wives are
carrying on admirably the tradition of his parents who
founded this gastronomic oasis. Another reason for chosing
Youghal is that Ballycotton, the other possible alternative in
the area, has become very over-crowded and there may be no
room inside the harbour.
Monday morning was overcast but cheerful as we cast off
and headed for Kinsale. Care must be taken leaving Youghal
to avoid shallow spits and shoals on either hand - particularly
to port. The harbour plan in Imray chart C 57 is very helpful.
Once out into Youghal Bay the wind was 30 kts S.W. with a
fairly big steep sea. This gave us a tough lively dead beat, first
in murky conditions and ending in glorious sunshine. It was a
memorable 52 mile passage which culminated in tranquility at
Kinsale marina.
Tuesday was the first of many near tropical days which we
had on this cruise. The sheer delight of Kinsale requires no
comment - except to add simply that it is fundamental to any
circumnavigation of Ireland. The morning was spent
provisioning the boat with diesel, water and food. There is a
good supermarket beside the P.O. They will deliver to the boat
or lend a trolley. Before all that the five S’s (sauna and swim
of course) were attended to at Acton’s hotel leisure centre near
the marina (£4).
The final chore was taking on water prior to departure for
Castletownshend in the early afternoon. But a kindly fate
intervened. A French yacht arrived and tied up nearby. It was

not long before there was a discussion about our favourite
ports in western France, first over Black Bush on Ar Men and
then over Alsatian liquour on the French boat. It was like old
times. We had wind for the first few hours of passage to
Castletownshend, then it faded gently and we motored the rest
of the way.

Castletownshend

By late morning another tropical day was in full bloom and
conditions could not have been better for a visit to the idyllic
Barlogue creek. The entrance is very narrow and satisfying
oneself that it is in fact the entrance is a somewhat uneasy
decision. However, it is all gloriously well worthwhile. We
anchored between Bullock Island and the mainland in 3.5
meters at L.W.S. as one enters a delightful small lagoon
surrounded by high ground on all sides. We went ashore and it
seemed to be a good idea to climb to the top of a hill to see
Lough Hyne on the far side as the tide was not right for taking
the dinghy through the rapids from the lagoon. The "hill"
turned out to have more in common with the north face of the
Iger than I had bargained for, but with enormous courage and
determination your aged scribe made it to the top - and took
the photo of Ar Men to prove it. The effort was well
worthwhile as in the prevailing conditions the lough in all its
glory was truly a sight to behold.

R. Barr

The final leg of the passage from Galley Head across
Glandore Bay was an incredible experience as a large bloodred sun set behind the hills leaving gently fading, still,
cardinal water as the light slipped away. We had never seen
anything like it before. As night was falling we picked up the
tiny green sector light of Reen Point L.H. which marks the
entrance to Castle Haven. The white sector clears Skiddy
Island comfortably, after which it is safe to enter the red sector
to mid channel and head for the lights of Castletownshend
village. Everyone who knows it shares the view that this little
port is one of the gems of west Cork. It is not surprising that it
has a long tradition as a retirement retreat for naval officers.
My last visit was in 1974 and 17 years on it still looks much
the same and has lost none of its Sommerville and Ross
image. Near a small trawler we found a spare mooring which
looked good for the night. Geoff and Peter went ashore for a
night-cap with instructions to enquire into the availability and
suitability of the mooring. They were assured by locals that
we could have it and that it was strong enough for us. All was
totally calm and we had already assured ourselves that the
mooring appeared to be sound and unyielding; so we accepted
the advice and decided to rely on it.
The night passed in tranquility. One of the joys of arriving
at an attractive unfamiliar anchorage after dark is to see it all in
daylight. Next morning, as soon as I awoke I went on deck to
enjoy the scene only to discover that our mooring had dragged
about a quarter of a mile towards the eastern shore and the tide
was ebbing. All hands were on deck in seconds and we cast off
with alacrity. Happily all was well and we returned to the
village. Later I made a clean breast of what had happened to
the local Garda officer. He very kindly agreed to arranged for
one of the local trawlers to winch up the mooring at high water
and return it to its proper place. No charges were preferred.
Exploration of the village brought us to the Church of Ireland
church on high ground which dominates the scene. We learned
that Edith Somerville was organist there for over sixty years
and that a group of American admirers have commemorated
her life and that of her cousin and collaborator, Judith Martin
(Martin Ross) by presenting a new organ to the church.

Ar Men at Barlogue

R. Barr

In the afternoon we embarked on a dead beat to
Crookhaven. The wind was miserable at first but it picked up
its courage as the evening wore on. One interesting event on
the passage was the arrival of three customs officials clad in
wet suits in a fast rubber dinghy. They enquired all about us
but did not seek to search the boat. Their vigilance was
impressive.
That night the crew were obliged to face up to an oriental
extravaganza prepared by the skipper. They took it like men.
Thursday was extraordinary. It had more in common with
the Caribbean than west Cork. It was very hot with glorious
visibility as we rounded Mizen Head and crossed Dunmanus
Bay before heading up Bantry Bay to Glengarriff.
Fergus McKinley, one of the elders of our Club, is an
outstanding cruising sailor and I think that he would have my
vote as the ideal cruising companion. His exploration of the
west of Scotland over many years, much of it single -handed,
makes him one of the leading authorities on that area. But he
is also a remarkable garden designer and constructor. He
retired some years ago and spends much of each year at Drom
Cottage which is perched quite precariously on a steep hill
high above Glengarriff Bay. Fergus and his wife, Joan, have
created, mostly from virgin forest, exquisite lawns and
gardens around the house which it is no exaggeration rival
those of Garnish Island across the water. That evening at
Drom Cottage is a delightful memory.
Early next morning Fergus joined us and we set off on a 70
mile passage to Knightstown, Valentia. En route we paid a

The pier at Glengarriff

R. Barr

short visit to Castletown for water and I was sorry that we did
not have more time to spend in that friendly pleasant fishing
port. We were lucky that the wind freed us sufficiently to
point the Great Skellig which was awe-inspiring in the
evening sun. We sailed close by but we had not sufficient time
to land as we had an arrangement to meet friends that evening.
The fetch from the Skelligs to Beenaller Head was the first
time we had been off the wind since leaving Dun Laoghaire.
The approach to Knightstown is restricted but presents no real
difficulty. There are two large orange leading marks to port of
the lighthouse which give the correct line through the narrows
at Church Island. Thereafter you should steer for the E
cardinal mark off the town quay. There is 4 feet at L.W.S. at
the end of the pier with a bottom of mud and small stones
which is suitable for taking the ground in settled conditions.
Our friends, Des Lavelle and his wife, entertained us royally.
He is a man of many parts - sailor, diver and author of the
definitive history of the Skelligs. He is not well pleased with

Fergus McKinley joining ship

R. Barr

all that the Board of Works has done in restoring the monastic
settlement on the Great Skellig last year. There were remains
of six dry stone "bee hive" buildings 1500 years old where the
monks had lived. Now there are seven. He told us with
indignation that the new one, which is nine months old, is a
lavatory. It does seem a pity that as the monks managed for
600 years with no such convenience, it should be introduced
at this late stage!
When we retumed from the Lavelle party the night was still
and Ar Men had taken the ground nicely. We put Geoff on
board and the rest of us walked most of the island in the
moonlight. When we returned the boat was afloat.
One cannot expect tropical conditions forever in south west

Ireland. Saturday morning was decidedly soft and murky with
a brisk S.S.W. gusting 25 kts. Outside, there was a steep
confused sea and dense fog with visibility down to a cable or
less despite the wind. Our Decca system had given up several
days earlier due to an aerial problem, so finding Ventry was
not easy. The village is at the eastern end of what I am told is
one of the loveliest beaches in Ireland. We found Ventry but
could see little of the beach. We dropped anchor near another
yacht off the pier. Our intention had been to go ashore and
review the scene. That was pointless in the prevailing
conditions and we set sail for Dingle where we had planned to
spend the night. We knew that we were near when we met
Fungi, the famous Dingle dolphin. He makes it his business to
greet every boat entering or leaving the port. In fact in recent
years Fungi has become a major industry in Dingle. There are
four official launches which spend each day bringing tourists
out to meet him. If you are adventurous you may don a wet
suit and swim with him. He is a loner but seems to welcome
human company.
Fungi is by no means the only attraction in Dingle. It is a
cheerful, bustling place and even in May was full of people.
The entrance to the harbour is well buoyed and we were told
by one of the commissioners that, contrary to information in
the charts, the fairway is dredged to 3 meters L.W.S. The
fishing port has been extended. In addition, a large new berth
is nearing completion. It will have a depth of 20 ft. at L.W.S.
and is intended for cruise liners. The harbour commissioners
also hope to provide a 60 boat marina in the new port, but
there is some controversy about it and a public enquiry was
about to open in the week following our visit to decide
between the latter and another rival marina development.
Another major plus factor is that Dingle has at least three
first rate restaurants. The most famous is Doyle’s which had
just re-opened after a major fire. Unfortunately, it was fully
booked. The Beginish, which also looked interesting, would
not have us either, but the Half-Door beside Doyle’s was
willing to take a chance. It transpired to be very good indeed.
On Sunday we were up at dawn with Fungi at the start of a
62 mile passage to Kilrush, Shannon via the Blasket Sound.
The fog had lifted and visibility was moderate though still
very overcast. We had a spectacular passage through the
Sound at 8 kts with the tide. Later on visibility closed in again
for a few hours . As we approached Loop Head the day
became more cheerful and good visibility returned in time for
the 19 mile passage up the Shannon in a lively sea.
Kilrush marina which had just opened was a revelation. We
were the second visiting yacht. Brendan Travers, the managing
director, arranged to meet us at Cappagh pier and kindly acted
as pilot to the lock gates as dredging work was still in progress
and the fairway marks had not been laid. At the gates we met
John O’Hehir, the manager, and Marie, the berthing mistress,
who accompanied us across the new artficial lagoon to the
pontoons. Although the lagoon is locked-in, one may leave at
any time by arrangement as there is always sufficient water
outside. When completed the marina will have about the same
capacity as that at Howth. The fee per day is 90p per meter.
Water and electricity were being laid on at the pontoons and by
now diesel will be available also. The manager took away our
spare cans and had them filled, he also laid on a long hose-pipe
from the shower/laundry block to fill our water tank. The entire

staff could not have been more helpful and the project deserves
to succeed. Whether it will get its reward remains to be seen.
The problem is that Kilrush involves a detour of 19 miles up
the Shannon with formidable tide constraints. The key to
success may well be the town of Kilrush itself. If it were less
somulent and developed some of the joi de vie of Dingle, it
would be an attraction in its own right which would
compensate for the detour. The marina also has much to offer
as a place to winter yachts. The complex includes a repair yard
with a lift-out crane for boats up to 20 tonnes.
Monday morning was very soft indeed with visibility down
to 3 or 4 cables. At 07.15 John O’Hehir was on hand as
arranged to open the lock gates and soon afterwards we set off
on our 78 mile passage to Galway. The wind at Loop Head
was W.N.W. 12 - 18 kts with a moderately steep sea and
visibility of 1.5 miles. We never saw the cliffs of Moher but
did get a glimpse of Inisheer. The best part of the passage was
an encounter with a large school of dolphins - dozens of them.
Luckily visibility improved a little as night fell and with some
difficulty we were able to pick up the leading lights for
Galway docks. We arrived at the commercial wet dock just
before the lock gates closed. A part of it is reserved for yachts
free of charge. Frank Sheridan, the harbour master, is, of
course, one of our own. Unfortunately he was not available
when we called to thank him for such an excellent facility
close to the heart of Galway. This delightful ancient city is
enjoying a cultural and architectural renaissance . It is a
university town and there are 7,000 students to liven the
scene. Major urban redevelopment is of comparatively recent
origin and many of the mistakes made elsewhere have been
avoided. But the best thing about Galway is the people. They
have a proud, kindly spirit and hospitality is second nature. To
my mind no one cruising the west of Ireland should miss
Galway. It is surprising that it attracts so few yachts. I gather
that a marina is mooted which ought to be very successful.
When planning the cruise, Galway was included not only
for itself but also for another special reason - to be a base for a
maritime visit to the inimitable Moran’s of the Weir on the
Kilcolgan river. High water is an important ingredient and the
tide was right for lunch on Tuesday. We were joined in
Galway by Brian and Onora Lynch and also by Ronnie
Robins, our guide to Connemara. The 10 mile passage
provides an interesting perspective of the south side of
Galway Bay with its islands and ruins, and it ends with the
excitement of the river. The delights of the table at Moran’s
were well earned.
The return passage to Galway provided a brisk reach across
the bay from Kilcolgan Point. We tied up at the lay-by on the
starboard hand at the entrance to the wet dock. This mini dock
is available at all stages of the tide and is no longer crowded
as stated in the Directions as the trawlers referred to are now
at Rossaveal. The day was crowned by handsome Lynch
hospitality.
Wednesday 22rid was overcast with the wind as usual on
the nose as we set sail for Roundstone. Things improved when
we approached the Arran Islands and the day began to warm
up as the sun struggled with the mist. All was reasonably well
until soon after we had committed ourselves to the inner
passage to Roundstone leaving Namacken rocks to port.
Suddenly we entered a bank of fog and visibility was down to

a cable or less. It was certainly not the best place to be in those
conditions without Decca as several course alterations were
necessary to avoid islets and rocks. We were relieved to find
the lighthouse at Croaghmakeela island. About an hour later
we emerged out of the fog-bank and found ourselves about a
mile off Gorteen Point. The curtain had risen on Connemara at
its enchanting best in a glorious evening sun with superb
visibility. The Twelve Pins formed a perfect Paul Henry backdrop and altogether it was pure Cecil B. de Mille.
This is Robins country. He is known to ever~cone and is
regarded by all as a prince in his kingdom. Roundstone is an
unspoilt village, but none-the-less vibrant and very much
alive. As always in Galway the people are kindly and
welcoming. We had an excellent dinner at Beola restaurant,
which is presided over by the formidable Mrs. Anne
Conneely, the doyenne of Roundstone, who has a heart of
gold. A bag of scones for breakfast were pressed into Fergus’s
hands as we were leaving.
Robins told us that he was spending the night in his house
nearby as he had "one or two things to do". I did not believe a
word of it and wondered what he was up to. All was revealed
next morning when we picked him up from a friend’s curragh
on our way to Inishbofin. They were sitting there surrounded
by crustations which were leaping about. There were five
lobsters, ten enormous crabs, a large pot full of prawns and, to
assist it all down, a magnum of admirable claret. The
luncheon which followed was a marvellous maritime
experience.
On one view it is not surprising that we failed to find
Inishbofin. But the actual explanation was the sudden return
of dense fog in late afternoon. When the island failed to
materialise we retraced our course and then headed hopefully
towards the mainland. Eventually we emerged thankfully from
the fog-bank which had been even more dense than the one we
had encountered on the previous day. We found ourselves
approaching Clifden Bay in the setting sun. We dropped
anchor one cable off in good holding ground (hard sand and
rock) near the Clifden Boat Club’s new premises abeam a
long white concrete seat on the hill opposite Drinagh Point in
3.5 meters at L.W.N. The "seat" is shown on chart 2708. This
anchorage provides good shelter in most conditions. It may be
helpful also to pass on what seems to have been good advice
which we received in Roundstone from a local fisherman. He
told us to give Slyne Head a clearance of at least half a mile as
there are many lobster pots in that area with long floating
lines. He also advised against taking the very narrow Joyce’s
Passage inside Slyne as, to quote him - "Its mined with pots".
In the west generally we found that there are many pots often
highly concentrated. On the other hand, we encountered only
two salmon nets as the season had hardly begun. One of them
was unattended and we saw it too late to take avoiding action.
The nets and small floats are very light. If they are crossed at
fight angles the leading edge of the keel will force them down.
They rise slowly and if your boat speed is 5 kts or more they
will probably miss a skeg or spade rudder.
The Clifden Boat Club’s new clubhouse was built and
opened in 1990. It was designed by a local architect, Liam
Flynn, who is a club member. It is an intriguing shape - two
storied with a very steeply pitched two sided roof. The white
gable wall which faces out to sea has a narrow window from

the apex of the roof to ground level dividing the wall like a
mainsail and genoa. The interior design is equally interesting.
Showers (£ 1) and all usual amenities are available and there is
also a good welcome from the club manager and his wife who
provide excellent hot and cold snacks.

The Clifden Boat Club
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Next morning we bid farewell to Fergus and Ronnie who
had been such good companions. After yesterday’s adventures
in the fog, I decided that I would have to make a major effort
to deal with the Decca aerial. To my delight and surprise
wonders were performed and the problem was solved.
In the afternoon we cast off and headed once more for
Inishbofin. This time we arrived. It is a large, stark island with
a well-sheltered anchorage near the village of Bofin. An
elaborate new pier is under construction . There is a
population of 140 people. Those we met were interesting and
friendly. At the time of the Famine in 1842 fifteen hundred
people lived there. It has been in decline ever since. There is a
primary school. Second level education entails sending
children to boarding school in Galway, but a grant is available
to cover fees and expenses. We were told that most young
people leave the island and that it is doubtful if in the end
Inishbofin will avoid the fate of Inishturk nearby where the
remains of the population were evacuated to the mainland in
the early 50’s. It is hoped that the new pier will generate an
enlargement of the fishing industry. Everyone had advised
that we must visit Inishbofin. We enjoyed our stay, but there
was something of the Emperor’s clothes about it.
On Saturday morning (25th) we made for Cleggan and tied
up to the Dun Aengus ferry at the end of the pier in 3.5 meters
at L.W.N. The purpose of the visit was to take on water and
await the arrival of Alan McGettigan. Water from the tap at
the head of the pier is not drinkable according to local
fishermen. However, the proprietor of the Pier Bar supplied all
we needed. This was the hottest day yet at 25° c. By noon the
sun had throttled what little wind there had been.
As soon as Alan arrived we set out on passage for Tory
Island (120 miles). It was tantalising to sail by Killary
Harbour, Achill Island, the isles of Blacksod Bay, Aran Mor
and other delights of the north west, but some special haunts
in the north awaited us and time was running short.
On Saturday night Philip was chef de cuisine. He delighted
us with roast Connemara lamb which was brought to perfection
by a sauce the ingredients of which included Roumanian
Chianti and other things for which a patent is pending.
On Sunday morning as we motored in total calm we were
joined by three very large porpoises which played around the

boat like dolphins. The sea was so still that we could observe
them clearly as they circled the boat. After that, Alan
revitalised the navigation lights which had misbehaved and
Geoff prepared another of his five star breakfasts. It was with
much difficulty that he was restrained from adding fried
potatoes to the obligatory eggs, bacon, black and white
pudding, fried bread, tomatoes and mushrooms.
On Sunday evening we dropped anchor off the harbour at
West Town, Tory Island. The leading line is along the inner
edge of the pier lined up with three pink mooring buoys for
the local fishing boats. Drop you hook to seaward of the outer
buoy.
I was glad to be back in Tory again after 18 years. There
was not much discernible change. We had interesting
discussions with several of the elders. The permanent
population of the island (190) is quite remarkable having
regard to its barren nature and harsh winter climate. There
were plenty of young children around and we were told that
the primary school continues to thrive. Five stained-glass
windows have been added to the church since my last visit. A
development in recent times has been that about a third of the
population have moved to the mainland at Falcarragh where
they have been provided with new housing. Most of these
families return to their old homes on the island for three
months each summer for lobster and salmon fishing. A pub
has been built and it seems that life is very good during that
period. However the elders all took the view that the effect
was harmful because it unsettled the permanent inhabitants by
making the rest of the year more dreary than otherwise it
would have been. Another development which the elders
depricated has been the effect on island life of regular supply
by helicopter and ferry in the last decade. Few families now
grow vegetables or even keep a cow or hens. The view was
expressed that an important consequence has been that the
islanders are losing their rugged sense of independence and
capacity to survive which used to be their traditional hallmark.
Some believe that the combination of these factors could bring
about the demise of the island which has been inhabited from
time immemorial as its early Christian remains bear witness.
Tory was the only place we visited which seemed to have an
air of gloom. It was not like that in the old days.
We moved from West Town to Portdoon for the night - a
lovely anchorage as can be seen from the cover of the new N.
& E Sailing Directions. Early next moming we set sail for my
personal Shangri-la, Lough Swilly. I had been singing its
praises for days and was not well pleased when the mist came
down again as we approached Fanad Head. But my spirits
soared when quite suddenly the sun melted the gloom and
there was Knock Alla, Port Salon and the lough stretching
between mountains to Buncrana and Rathmullan. My feelings
would have been readily understood by a devout Arab
contemplating Mecca.
Our first task was a visit to a very old friend, Rita Smith,
who has presided over the Port Salon Stores from, it seems,
time immemorial. She is well known to yachtsmen who
regularly visit Lough Swilly and at 88 years young she is part
of the stuff and fibre of north Donegal.
Later in the afternoon we sailed down the lough and
anchored off the beach at the Rathmullen House hotel in 30 ft
at H.W.S. Although there is deep water at all stages of the tide
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at the end of the town pier, its open construction makes it
unsuitable to lie against and it also has suffered a lot of
damage by large trawlers which shelter there in heavy
weather. The hotel has been one of my favourites for a long
time. We got a generous welcome from Bob and Robin
Wheeler who allowed us the use of the new swimming pool,
showers and sauna which prepared us for the banquet to
follow. It was good to meet Robert and Liz Shanks after
dinner and to end a memorable day with them.
Tuesday, which was hot and sunny, was the first real Rest
Day. We said farewell to Philip who had been, as always, a
quiet tower of strength. In the evening we headed back to Port

/

Salon for the night. I had intended visiting a new marina
which I was told was being built at Fahan, but it seems that it
is still a gleam in the promoter’s eye.
We were early astir at 6 o’clock on Wednesday morning
with the sun high in a speckled sky as we sailed out of the
lough on the flood tide heading for Inishtrahull Sound and
Greencastle in Lough Foyle. By 14.00 we were tying up to a
trawler in the fishing harbour and Liam McCormack was there
to greet us. Greencastle is another port which was full of life.
It has been extended to accommodate an enlarged fishing fleet
and still more harbour works are in progress. The only
problem is that there really is no room for yachts. Eventually,

as more trawlers came home, we had to leave and instead we
dropped anchor off Liam’s house a few cables down the
lough. We passed a most agreeable evening with the
McCormacks and at midnight set sail for Bangor. Conditions
were right for a fast passage to Belfast Lough and we tied up
at the marina before lunch. There followed a full scale "spring
cleaning" of Ar Men to have her presentable for the East Coast
Rally at Strangford Lough. We dined that night splendidly at
the Royal Ulster Y.C. and we are grateful to Vice Commodore
George Ralston and other members for a warm welcome and
hospitality. As to the marina; this was my second visit and it
confirmed my view that it is one of the best that I have
encountered. The staff are helpful and the comprehensive
range of services are excellent. What I like best was that,
having paid £10 for the boat, there were no other charges for
showers, laundry and so on.
On Friday we had another early start to catch the tide at the
entrance to Strangford Lough. Apart from a steep, confused
sea at the north end of Copeland Sound, the passage was
uneventful and we carried the tide up to Killyleagh Y.C.
where we tied up to the end of a pontoon. It is a very
welcoming small club where all the usual facilities were made
available to us. The nearby village is charming and is
dominated by what looks like a Hollywood concept ^of King
Arthur’s castle. Camping gaz was run to earth at the Esso
garage. In mid afternoon the wind died away and the lough
became quite literally a tropical paradise. Garry and Claire
arrived just in time to join forces with Terry Johnson, James
Mulhern, John Tierney, Phelim Meade, and Norman Long
from State O’ Chassis at "The Smugglers" - an admirable new
restaurant which lived up to its reputation. Afterwards, while
having a final nightcap with the Chassis crew in balmy
conditions, a mini gale suddenly switched on and lying at the
pontoon became untenable. We moved to a spare mooring and
spent a fairly tranquil night, except for Garry in the aft
quarters where in those conditions it is like living inside a
Lambeg drum.
On Saturday nothing much stirred until noon when dull
overcast conditions began to look as though there were better
things to come - and once more tropicana returned in mid
afternoon. We decided on a visit to Strangford village for
lunch where The Lobster Pot was found to be everything it is
reputed to be and the fact that Castlewood House was too full
to have us was borne with fortitude.
The next event of the day was the cocktail party kindly
hosted by our Commodore and Vice Commodore at
Strangford Lough Y.C., White Rock. This was a most
congenial affair and put us in good mid-season form for the
fork-supper at the S.L.Y.C. The anchorage is well sheltered by
islands and the club had provided us with a mooring for the
night. They also operated a launch service until the last
reveller had been prised out of the club. They did us proud.
Sunday had another early morning start. Heavy rain gave
way to a gloomy, fretful sky but not much wind at first. We put
Alan ashore at Portaferry bound for Aberdeen. It was great to
have him back this year - he adds his own special dimension.
On leaving Portaferry we noticed steam from the engine
water outflow. The fan-belt had gone. Soon afterwards the
wind rose to 38 kts N.W. With a fully reefed mainsail only
our speed through the water was over 7 kts. Conditions

remained spectacular for the passage to Carlingford Lough.
On reaching the lighthouse at the entrance we hoisted the No.
4 genoa for a glorious dead beat in a steep sea, wind over tide,
up the lough all the way to Warrenpoint. We tied up alongside
some boats from Skerries to a decidedly lively "lee-shore"
pontoon inside the new breakwater. It continued gusting a full
gale until early evening when there was some moderation and
life on the pontoon became less difficult. Garry and I fitted a
new fan-belt and the engine was fully operational again.
Monday 3rd June was appropriately a perfect sailing day to
end our odyssey. The ingredients were a bright sun, a flat sea,
a favourable tide and a brisk north westerly. The wind fell
away in the afternoon in time for Garry’s final luncheon
which was classically Irish - boiled bacon and cabbage but
with a number of Fleming refinements.
At 18.00, having logged 1136 miles, we were back in Dun
Laoghaire where it all began on 10th May. Ninian was right.
Date

Port/Anchorage

Time Engine Distance
(Hrs) (Hrs) (Mls)

10 May Dun Laoghaire
11
Dunmore East
20
12
Youghal
9
Kinsale
13
10
14
Castletownsend
7
15
Barlogue
2
Crookhaven
6
16
Glengarriff
7
17
Castletown
2
Skelligs
8
Knightstown (Valentia)
3
18
Ventry
4
Dingle
1
19
Cappagh
12
Kilrush
1
20
Galway
15
21
Moran’s, Kilcolgan
2
Galway
2
22
Roundstone
9
23
Clifden Bay
11
24
Inishboffin
3
25
Cleggan
1
26
West Town, Tory Island
27
Portdoon, Tory Island
1
27
Port Salon, L. Swilly
5
Rathmullan
2
28
Port Salon
2
Greencastle, L. Foyle
29
8
30
Bangor
13
31
Killeleagh, Strangford L.
6
1 June Strangford Village
1
Whiterock
2
2
Portaferry
2
Warrenpoint, Carlingford L. 7
3
Dun Laoghaire
11

1
2
1
6
1
4
10
3
1
8
1
2
2
2
2
3
2
1
2
2
4

94
54
53
38
8
30
38
10
43
16
19
5
66
1
76
10
10
48
64
14
5
134
3
28
8
8
38
69
32
4
8
8
42
52

TOTALS

84

1136

Average speed 5.16 kts
Nights at sea 3

220

6
1
7
1
2
5
1

Ports/Anchorages visited 31
Total duration of cruise 24 days

Brothers in Arms with Brothers-in-Law
David O’Morchoe & Joan Nicholson

The very sad state of Yugoslavia makes us thankful now that
we had our holiday there in May before the violence actually
began, but not before people began to get worried about the
advisability of going there. We were heading for Dubrovnik,
intending initially to go to Venice, change crew after a
fortnight, and return the boat to Dubrovnik. However having
looked in more detail at charts and distances and the virtual
impossibility of changing crew successfully in Venice, we
decided we would change crews in Dubrovnik and hope that
those sailing the second fortnight would not have to cover any
of the ground sailed by the early birds.
Before we left lreland we took the precaution of seeking
advice from Foreign Affairs who told us that the Adriatic
coast was still alright for tonrists but we were advised to steel"
clear of Split. We left Dublin on May 1 Ith on a Yugoslavian
aircraft and arrived at Dubrovnik marina in the late evening. It
was a blissful starry night, with the silhouette of the
mountains on either side of the rive, and a warm and pungent
smell of orange blossom. The attendant at the marina, who
spoke no English, took us to the boat and we were much

relieved to find a light on and a welcoming note indicating
that we were expected. Our skipper was coming later the next
day and we spent some time exploring the nearby countryside.
Whilst walking we watched a cherry tree being picked and
saw a little bittern flying down river.
The skipper and Joan were aboard by the time we got back
and so there was a happy reunion and we spent the afternoon
settling in. On Monday ( 13 May) Tony, employed to take care
of the ship while in harbour, collected our passports and ships
papers and obtained "clearance" for us and then handed the
boat over to the skipper. After buying our supplies in the
marina shop and some beer in the duty free shop (foreign
currency only) we set off at 11.35 from the very constricted
arms of the marina, reminding ourselves not to return when a
wind was blowing.
We headed down river and turned SW to the town quay of
Gruz from where we were able to get a bus into the old town
of Dubrovnik. The town is completely surrounded by old
walls on which we were able to walk. looking down into the
narrow streets of the town as we went. It was a fascinating

Brothers-in-law - David Nicholson, David O’Morchoe with Rob d’Alton and Margaret O’Morchoe.

J. Nicholson

experience and we were interested to see that workmen were
repairing parts of the wall which had obviously fallen into
disrepair. Now, as we write we worry what havoc has been
wrought by the blockade of Dubrovnik by the Federal forces.
While we sat for a meal, we witnessed our first glimpse of
political activity in that a convoy of about a dozen cars drove
round the town with the occupants, young people, waving
Croatian flags, as opposed to federal ones, hooting horns, and
generally trying to stir the population into support. The
incident gave us an uncomfortable feeling, wondering if the
rest of the holiday was going to be incident free.
Back to the ship in Gruz, we set off for Sudurad on the
South coast of the island of Sipan. The harbour was a tiny,
delightful, fishing harbour surrounded by, what we found to
be, typical red tiles Yugoslav houses. There was no interest in
our arrival but we found the only shop which sold everything
the island wanted, from whom we bought some very warm
beer. Communication here was a problem as the owner spoke
no English, however we were able to ascertain that if stayed
where we were we would be run down by the ferry which
came in at 06.30 the following morning. After moving the
boat along the jetty as a precaution we had a meal aboard and
went to bed.
Woken by the ferry the following morning, we found we
need not have moved. The early morning scene was blissful,
as it turned out to be in almost every port we went into. The
day starts with the ferry when all those who work away, travel
to their workplace. And so there is a hive of activity but with
little noise. This morning it was flat calm, the sun was rising
and the peaceful scene and scenery was just what we had
come on holiday to witness.
Two of us went walking into the interior of the island and
found a flat plain surrounded by the hills which encircle the
island. There were tiny fields in the plain, many of which had
vineyards in them. Vegetables were grown in every spare
space and cultivation’ was done with a rotary cultivator. This
was a multi-purpose machine which could swap wheels for
blades, had a seat for the driver, and could tow a small trailer
in which it operated as the island taxi service!
After a leisurely breakfast, some did not rise as early as the
villagers, a force 2 wind took us round the SW corner of Sipan
and then north to the invisible, from seaward, gap between the
islands of Sipan and Jackljan. Rob’s memory of the very
narrow channel from the year before, helped and we found it
first time. It is a spectacular channel with high rise hills on
either side opening into a lovely bay with the village of Luk at
its southern end. We had lunch here in company with a
converted Yugotours motor schooner full of tourists and a
charter yacht with four aboard. Otherwise no holiday making
activity.
After lunch we headed under engine across the bay to Slano
on the mainland. Again Rob’s previous experience was
invaluable, for he set course for Romano’s restaurant on the
north side of the bay about half a mile West of the village
itself. The restaurant has its own dinghy jetty off which we
anchored. As soon as we had, Rob went ashore in the dinghy
to establish the evening menu. He returned shortly with the
choice available. Decisions had then to be made and shouted
ashore to Romano who fortunately spoke very good English.
After a suitable interval a shout summoned us ashore to a

pleasantly sophisticated restaurant the skills for which
Romano certainly hasn’t learnt in Slano. After a starter of
local mussels, quite different to the usual, a leg of roast lamb
arrived for the three who had ordered lamb and a whole duck
for the two who had made that choice. Carving was left to us
and the dinner was washed down with carafes of very pleasant
local wine. A different meal, presented with unusual flair,
costing the equivalent of IR£9 each. Great value!
Wednesday 15th began with shopping in the village of
Slano where we tied alongside the town quay. A town with
plenty of tourist facilities, post office, two mini-markets, bank
and tourist office as well as a ’gutsy’ ice-cream shop. All to no
avail because sadly for them there were no tourists. We were
introduced here to the splendid Yugoslav phone system where
one picked up the phone in the post office, dialled your
number and at the end of the conversation paid at the desk
where a print out of time spent and cost was available. Simple
in the extreme so long as there wasn’t a queue for the phone.
The morning NW wind had all but blown itself out by
midday when we left so we sailed when we could and
motored when we couldn’t up to the Stonski Kanal, past
Kobas on the west side, which we took note of for a night
stop, and on to Ston, about 10 miles from Slano. A dirty
harbour which was a pity for the town was a place of great
antiquity and charm. A walled town which traditionally had
gained income (and invaders) from the extensive salt flats. A
wall connected Ston across the isthmus to Mali Ston was off
the beaten track and is a fishing village in a quite magnificent
scenic setting. There were some fish farms there which we
hadn’t seen before.
Ston was not a place we would have wanted to stay the
night because of the state of the harbour, so we headed for
Kobas to be greeted by Toni of whom we had read in the local
sailing directions. He helped us to moor stern to the wall by
his restaurant. The small bay was delightful and peaceful and
the anchorage gave shelter from the north, west and south. So
far as we could see it had a tiny population of fisherfolk,
though we saw no women and it was approachable only on
foot or by sea.
Toni had a very basic restaurant with a long table and
benches which we shared with a German sailing couple. There
was red wine only, home brewed and served in large pint
sized enamel mugs. The meal was fish recently caught by
Toni, cooked by Toni, with the help of an uncle, and served
by Toni. All for the unbelievable price of IR£2 per head!
Toni himself spoke English and is a merchant seaman out
of the holiday season. He had just returned to Kobas after
seven months at sea as a cook. He was a useful source of local
information as this was the day when the Yugoslav President
should have changed by rotation, but the expected one, a
Croat, was not elected, leaving a vacuum and some
apprehension not least among the crew of Brothers In Arms.
On Tuesday 16th we woke to a cloudy sky and a good
stiff SE breeze so we took in a reef and, leaving about 10.00
beat out into the Stonski Kanal, heading for Pomena at the
West end of Mljet Island a distance of about 23 miles. It was
our first good blow of the holiday. We rounded Olipa Island
off the SW end of the Peljasac peninsular and had a fast
rolling run up the north coast of Mljet. We had left in our
oilskins as were expecting spray over the bows. Despite the
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force 3 to 4 winds there was little but by the time we altered
course to the NW it was raining and cold so we were glad of
our oilies. In fact, by this time we had put on all the warm
clothes we had brought from Ireland and we were beginning
to regret we had misjudged the degree of chill we might meet
in a Yugoslav May.
The coastline on either side of the Mljetski Kanal is
spectacular. Sadly, visibility was not good so we could not
enjoy the best of it. By 15.30 we had rounded the NW point of
M!jet and shortly afterwards secured alongside a jetty of
Pomena. Within walking distance of Pomena is a Yugoslav
National Park, It was well worth a visit, peaceful, fir tree
cover hills full of songbirds which were impossible to spot
despite much time spent under trees in which we were certain
they were perched. The second crew, Janet, later identified
these as nightingales. We saw interesting rural agriculture in
terraced plots, mainly vegetables and vines but not
particularly intensive despite the apparent shortage of good
land.
We had a good but simple meal that night in a family run
restaurant. There were a few about, but all were empty, as was
the large hotel near the jetty. Indications and rumours of a
"boro’ the following day suggested to us that we would be
wise making and early start for Korkula the following
morning. There we would feel more sheltered and be close to
more extensive facilities if we were storm bound for a day or
two. So we set the alarm for an early rise.
Friday 17th May, birthday of the two Davids, brought no
sound of wind in the shrouds so the alarm was switched off!
However the day turned out to be very cold and nasty so we
decided to head for Korkula, 14 miles away, after piling on
every warm and waterproof gamlent we possessed. A force 3
SW wind gave us a good sail on a loose reach and despite the
cold we enjoyed it. Rounding the NE point of the island, the
roughness had gone out of the sea and we glided gently
towards the marina enjoying the very impressive sight of the
walled city of Korkula, not however shown to its best on this
dull and chilly day.
Kurkula marina, like the rest of the ACY marinas, was
excellently appointed. So, having showered at the marina and
walked and shopped in the town we started for another ACY
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marina on the NE end of St.
Klement, an island to the
SW of Hvar, 35 miles away.
A dull day, with almost no
wind decided us on
motoring to our destination.
This turned out to be a
delightful natural harbour at
Luka Palmezana in which
the marina is situated.
Instead of the normal 50
yachts, there were only 6
including ourselves. Several
restaurants waiting eagerly
for customers were half
open, but altogether there
was a scene of disappointment at the lack of holiday,1. Nicholson
makers. Again the island
was delightful with a walk through the woods to the south
side, about 10 nmmtes away which opened out to the lovely
anchorage in which the more hardy of us swam.
Sunday 19th was still very cold and the day was marked
by Rob having a rest from making breakfast, which task he
did superbly each morning. Skillful he was, but we suspected
his efforts might have been to secure brownie points to avoid
other less pleasant chores during the rest of the day!

Looking down on Hvar from the fort

J. Nicholson

Next morning we motored the two miles across to Hvar
which turned out to be one of the most attractive places of our
holiday. We moored bows to the quay, having dropped a stem

kedge. Hvar was busy with locals and street cafes were
abundant in the main square. After lunch at one of the cafes
we braved the climb to the fort overlooking Hvar from which,
of course, there was a magnificent view.
Then we set off for U. Stracinska on the SE coast of Solta
which we had been told was a lovely anchorage and stopping
place. We set course, and as we closed the navigator got cold
feet, lost confidence, decided that we were heading for the
wrong destination and turned west to search for the right
place! Skipper became increasingly irritated with navigator
and proved conclusively that we were wrong without actually
saying so! So, as often happens on these occasions, we backtracked only to find that the first landfall was correct! By this
time enthusiasm for the stop had waned, particularly as there
were no facilities there, so we headed on to Milna, 16 miles
from Hvar, on the island of Brac and moored stern to at the
marina.
On Monday 20th the weather improved and we were
undecided as to whether to head to Vis, an island which had
previously been a prohibited military zone, with the wind
behind us, or beat to Trogir. Trogir, 18 miles away, won but
we had a very good sail and so the Vis fans were reasonably
satisfied. Having beaten out of Milna, a delightful totally
unspoilt town which had not been affected by a visitor
complex, we ran out of wind in mid-sea. But the sun was out,
the surrounding scenery fabulous and so beer, lunch and a
swim in the middle of nowhere, was just why we had come to
the Adriatic.
As soon as we had finished lunch the wind got up again and
we had a good beat into Trogir. Trogir is a busy yacht
chartering place just North of Split, but we saw no sign of
trouble; though many of the charter yachts on the marina were
for sale. It is a well appointed place with good local shops.
Our meal aboard that evening was made by a good purchase

Brothers In Arms in Pucisca

J. Nicholson

of delicious spinach by the skipper!
We left at about noon on Tuesday 21st having decided to
return to Dubrovnik inside the islands along the main coast
line. We were, at last, to visit places where Rob had not been
before! His expert knowledge had guided us safely and
interestingly but now we needed a new navigational challenge
anyway.
A search of the Adriatic Pilot for nice stopping places
brought us to Stomorska, on the NE coast of Solta for lunch
and then on to Pucisce, 32 miles from Trogir, on the north
coast of Brac. We had a superb sail all day with the wind
almost directly aft, making 6.5 knots in an easily controllable
boat. The entrance to pucisce is through a neck of water about
3/4 mile long which opens into a wide and sheltered bay with
the town on the west side. We tied alongside the quay and sat
and admired the splendid peaceful scene. The town was very
picturesque with some very old houses unspoilt by the
building of new ones. We seemed to have tied up on the route
for children returning home from school and it wasn’t long
before they were practicing their school english on us! We
were impressed by their politeness and they came aboard to
have a look round and enjoyed having their photos taken,
which subsequently we sent to them! It was here that we
found a stone sculptors’ workshop and came away with some
lovely purchases. The white stone quarried here was used to
build Diocletians’ Palace in Split at the turn of the 3rd and 4th
century.
We left at 10.00 on Wednesday 22nd and sailed into a NW
force 2 to 3 wind which just enabled us to maintain our
course. We called into Uvala Rasotica, a small inlet on the
east side of Brace, which the author of the Adriatic Pilot
described as his favourite anchorage in Yugoslavia. It was
idyllic and very small, but hardly the place for an overnight
stop. We had a swim there, admired the scenery, including a
elderly couple of nudists, as well as a myriad of wild flowers.
We then motored on round the SE corner of Hvar before
turning SW towards Loviste on the West tip of the Peljasac
Peninsula.
As we entered the Neretvanski Kanal the wind got up from
the direction we were heading! However we had a pleasant
beat to and from across the Kanal, eventually taking on a
German yacht, whose aggressive competition frightened the
life out of our crew! We tied alongside the north side of the
quay at Loviste, 38 miles from Pucisce. We went ashore for a
fish meal from which two of the crew suffered during the
night!
We left at 10.00 on 23rd May in very light winds. Half
sailing, half motoring, past Korcula nd inside the islands to the
east of the town. We anchored on the NW side of Vrink out of
the wind and in a very hot sun. Painting the scene, swimming
and lunch passed the time, as well as a flotilla of about six
yachts which passed by having, we discovered, been bought in
Split and were on their way to Corfu; no doubt at bargain
prices.
After lunch we left for a long motor to Sobra, on the NW
coast of the island of Mljet, 62 miles from Loviste. Not an
attractive place, being further spoilt by a house building
programme. A noisy bar, no restaurant, trailing ropes on the
water where we tied up bow too; all made us wonder whether
we had come to the right place! In addition, over the last two
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itself out and we made it up to the marina where we
conducted our crew change.

From the walls o/the oM town of Dubrovnik
Sketch by M.J. O’Morchoe

days the barometer had dropped from 1027 to 1013 and the
sky didn’t look good. The good book said that the holding was
poor in the bay. But we were tired and we decided that we
would leave first thing in the morning.
’First thing’ happened at 04.40 when the terry came in,
fortunately not wanting to tie up where we were, but near
enough. There was a little wind and the waves were lapping
on the stern so we went back to sleep - to be woken with a
bang! One of those fearful noises at sea which when they
happen when you are asleep, simply catapult you from your
bed! On deck in pyjamas, with the rain beginning and the
wind blowing, we soon realised that the stern anchor had
dragged slewing the boat at an angle of about 45 degrees to
the quay wall and that the bow had banged gently on the quay.
We were on a lea shore and it was not going to be easy to get
off, particularly as the trailing lines we had encountered on
arrival were still floating on the water and were a strong
deterrent to letting the propellor turn. However, we started the
engine and gradually managed, to get away.
As we left the bay we decided that the long talked about
’boro’ was fairly near and that we would head for the
Dubrovnic marina rather than making a planned lunch stop on
the way. We set the jenny only and headed for the channel
between the islands of Sipan and Lopud. As we reached the
channel the wind speed was registering 42 knots and we were
labouring into it. We took down the jenny and with the engine
full on made about 2.5 knots or less through the water. Round
the north end of Lopud we were able to ease off the wind and
made better speed but the wind was whistling down on us
from the very high mountains to the east. Cold, wet and by
this stage not as strong as we would have liked, we buffeted
our way towards Dubrovnic. As we turned again into the wind
to head up the river to the marina the wind gusted up to 57
knots on the clock. The rain and the flying seas cut into our
faces and we could hardly see. We knew that it would take
ages to get up river and it was almost certain, remembering
the difficulty we had had manoeuvering out of the marina, that
we would have extreme difficulty, to say the least, getting
back in again. So we bore away and headed south to the town
quay at Gruz where we successfully, though not without
difficulty, tied up, much to everyone’s relief. We had left
Sobra at 06.45 and were tied up at Gruz by 11.45, a distance
of 25 miles. By the afternoon the ’boro’ had almost blown
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May 25th
This was the end of the holiday for Margaret and David who
flew back to Dublin. We had planned to do various repairs
and chores and somehow get to the airport in the evening to
meet Janet, who had quite a bit of trouble changing her flight
and reorganising her trip due to the threatening national crisis.
We were just sitting down to a farewell breakfast when a
knock on the bow and a small voice calling, had us rushing up
to find Janet had arrived. The tale of her journey was
exhausting. She had been twenty four hours travelling from
Heathrow. Starting with a six hour delay in London, she then
arrived in Belgrade and spent what was left of the night in the
airport. From there she finally got a flight to Dubrovnik and
then had coped with two bus journeys to arrive at Dubrovnik
Marina. All this chaos was the result of the very unsettled
situation in the country. Sleeping and washing took care of
most of that day while the wind still blew strongly. In the
evening we took another look at the old city, walking the
walls in the evening sunlight . The wind was a very cold one
and the temperature was 13 degrees celcius. At this time in
Ireland the temperature was well into the 20’s.

Dubrovnik old town

J. Nicholson

Sunday, May 26th
As we had plans to try to reach the Kornati Islands further

north, we needed to get started. It took us eleven hours to
travel the fifty three miles to Korcula town, motor sailing all
the way. There were 20 knots of wind but no rain - just plenty
of spray. We noticed this time that there were more boats
about and more tourists in the town. We returned to Adio
Mare restaurant and enjoyed another good meal there in a
friendly family atmosphere. The next morning we had a quick
look round the town and visited the church and an icon
museum, both of which had been closed on our last visit and
at mid-day we set off for Vela Luka on the north-western end
of Korcula Island. This was a six hour trip - again mostly
motorsailing as the wind was on the nose - though we got a
few hours of sailing on the jib alone. We noticed the
barometer dropping slowly.
We tied alongside a tourist ferry boat which cost us
nothing. After a meal on board we strolled about and
discovered a fish cannery and a boat yard and sweet black
coffee and Slivervitz!

Olive trees and stone walls, Kornati Islands

J. Nicholson

7 a.m. next day we left Vela Luka to continue north, hoping
the wind would drop. However an hour later we turned back
as the forecast was bad and the wind was increasing. The day
continued bright and very windy and we used the time to
make phone calls and take a long walk out the headland.
The wild flowers all over these islands are so varied. They
have not suffered the fate of insecticides and chemicals. We
managed to have a small vase of flowers on board throughout
the trip - though at times the crew wondered at the wisdom of
this!
May 29th
Another 7 a.m. start this time with a NW wind force two
which later changed to Westerly force four. We were getting
good at these early starts, having breakfast on the way. We
reached Hvar about mid-day and made a short diversion into
the harbour to view the city once more from the water. At
anchor there, we saw a Dutch boat with the catchy name of
Gargle Blaster. We were to meet them again.
We made another diversion over to the small island St.
Klement for a very very cold swim. No nudies yet - too early
in the season! We headed off again and were able to enjoy a
really lively sail for a few hours when the wind went round to
the West. However we were not making very good progress
so we decided to put in to Milna on Brac Island. It was
sheltered and warm and we were able to sunbathe at last. We

had completed forty two miles in about eight hours. As before,
we were tied stern to the quay right outside Adriatic Club
Yugoslavia (ACY) Restaurant - the government run
organisation for yachting tourists. The yachties occupy one
side of the water and the main town is the other side - all of
ten minutes walk away. It is a busy place for yachts with
excellent facilities.
May 30th
Things were improving - it was warmer and the wind was
favourable for sailing. We left Milna after an early breakfast,
having been able to get a few fresh supplies before the shops
shut for the day.
Today is a national holiday to celebrate independence - but
from whom? The Turks? We made a lunch stop at Vinesce - a
small bay being developed for holiday homes. The one shop
was shut and the one pub was open! While Rob and David
enjoyed the refreshments, Janet and Joan went walking. The
countryside was incredible with lots of small fields
surrounded by stone walls. There did not appear to be any
soil, only stones, but yet the olive trees were growing.
Building was taking place everywhere and we thought that in
a few years the place would be full of tourists - now perhaps it
will never be completed. Donkeys were the mode of transport
in general - being the only way to negotiate the very rough
roads.
After lunch we sailed again with a NW force 5 as far as
Rogoznica on the mainland. The village had been build in the
16th century on an island but was linked to the mainland this
century. The scenery en route was very barren and rocky. As
we went North we were leaving behind the lush green fields
and majestic mountains that were typical south of Split. We
tied up alongside the quay which was right in the heart of the
village. It did not take too long to find a small restaurant
which served the most delicious scampi in hot tomato sauce at
a very reasonable price. For dessert, we walked to the other
end of the village for an ice cream and were entertained to a
remarkable performance of juggling by the young man serving
us,as each scoop was put into the cone. The folk are so
friendly and nearly everyone can speak some English - though
we were always presumed, first of all, to be Germans. The
majority of other yachts we met were German.
We had been having a lot of early starts and had been
covering many miles each day, so next day we had a lazy
morning, beginning with a lovely swim off the rocks on the
edge of the village and followed by a wander round all the
holiday development that was taking place. We came across
the graveyard next to the church. Because the soil is too rocky
for burials as we know them, vaults are dug. These contain six
shelves. When they are full, the concrete vault is covered with
marble and decorated most elaborately with plastic flowers.
Many of the graves had photographs of those who had died.
This was quite interesting, as a historical record of the style of
dress worn in the past.
After a late breakfast we set off again and sailed most of
the day. The winds were light and on the nose but the sailing
was terrific. Our port of the night was Muna on the island of
Zirje. We arrived at the same time as the ferry, so we waited
around waiting for it to leave again so that we could tie up at
the pier. However it overnights in this port, so we had to

13

"1

~. ,J

0

/
/ /

14

anchor in the bay. Having taken the dinghy ashore we walked
the half mile up and over the hill to Zirje, the main village on
the island. It was a very quaint, old place, totally
unsophisticated, with about a hundred houses . The hills are
barren except for olive trees and are covered in stone walls.
But in the valley where Zirje was located, it was quite fertile
with fields of vines and vegetables. Women working in the
late evening there were singing and calling to each other.
On our return to Muna we were in time to see two fellows
land a seven pound fish on the quay. That was special - fish is
scarce and usually the most expensive item on a menu. As the
only restaurant was closed (still too early in the season) we ate
aboard - a feast of potatoes, peas and onions. Although
vegetables are plentiful and every little garden grows them,
they are never served in restaurants. Chips and salad is
standard fare - though Rob always managed to get his potatoes
boiled!
We were now seventeen miles from the Kornati Islands and
took a leisurely day making our landfall at the outermost
island, Piscera. We were able to sail all morning with a SW
wind force one to two. By the afternoon this had died away.
We passed many small uninhabited islands, all barren and
limpet shaped. Some islands had two or three dwellings which
appeared to be unoccupied and some had a few dark brown
shaggy sheep. It is a really remote and quite desolate area but
interesting as a complete contrast to our earlier cruise. The
only habitation on Piscera was the ACY restaurant. We tied
up at the Marina with quite a few others. Showers and dinner
were available - but no choice of menu. It was fish and very
expensive. Walking beyond the restaurant was hazardous, as
the ground is covered in the most unfriendly kind of small,
rough rocks . But the view from the top was fabulous looking back along the chain of islands we had passed.
June 2nd
We had to start our homeward trip as we were booked to leave
Dubrovnik on June 8th. We headed off in a South Easterly
direction and made a lunch stop close to one of these deserted
islands. Swimming was the only way to exercise, as walking
was impossible on the rough rocky terraine. As we made our
way towards Murter Island we noticed a gradual greening of
the landscape and a little habitation. We arrived in the evening
and tied up at Hramina Marina. This was a mistake. Hramina
Marina is very large and impersonal and was totally occupied
by German boats. We did have an option of another Marina in
a small village nearby but we chose badly. We walked into the
town which was bustling with people out for Sunday drinks. It
was a very dirty town, with rubbish everywhere. However by
delving beyond the main street we found a very nice
restaurant called "Tic Tac" which was situated in an old arch
over a narrow road. It was a family-run place with mother and
daughter doing all the work and father supervising!
That night our neighbours on the marina were a bunch of
young German lads starting a holiday. They entertained us
with guitar playing and singing until it rained. We re-stocked
with fruit and vegetables and fresh bread next day and set off
again sailing down wind with one reef. This did not last for
long. The wind swung round and increased and we had it on
the nose again. Most of the journey north the wind had been
northerly and now as we went south it came from the south.

How contrary !
We motor-sailed all day. With the wind increasing, this was
quite exhilarating. We covered twenty three miles and tied up
at Kremik marina on the mainland. The marina provided a bus
to take people to Primosten nearby. This is a tiny holiday town
on what used to be an island, but is now joined to the
mainland by a causeway. There were many restaurants but not
many tourists. We were the sole customers where we ate. Our
singing friends were tied up next to us when we returned to
the marina.
June 4th
The barometer continued to drop. We set off at 11.00 and had
some wonderful sailing all morning. Later in the day the wind
changed every way and ended up on the nose, so we put the
engine on and motor-sailed all afternoon. It was a glorious
day, bright and windy.
This was a long hop of fifty nine miles ending up, after
eleven hours on the water, at Vrboska on the S.E. side of
Hvar. The approach to the 15th century town was up a
wooded inlet. In the past it was frequently raided by pirates
and by Turks. The town is very small but very picturesque.
There were no restaurants open besides the ACY Marina
restaurant and one pizzeria. We opted for the latter and got
into deep friendly discussion with the owner. It constantly
amazed us how many people spoke English in such remote
places.
5th June
The barometer rose - there was no wind and the sea was oily
calm. Janet, David and Joan went for an early swim out along
the inlet at the end of a tree-lined walk. The water was a little
warmer. It really had been very cold and "refreshing" up to
this. We filled up with diesel before leaving and then started
off on another long day’s hop. It attempted to rain and the
visibility was very poor to start with. We motored all day until
late afternoon when there was enough wind to have a sail for
an hour with the jenny only.
It was quite difficult to find the opening in the land for
Racisce harbour on North Korcula Island. It is only evident at
the last minute. We arrived in the evening sun and tied up
alongside the pier. The scenery was wonderful. The vast
mountains of Peljesac to the east were catching the sun.
Racisce is a small village on a hill, only a few miles from
Korcula town. There used to be 1300 inhabitants but due to
emigration there were now only 350. Vines were growing in

Fish vendors in Okuklje

J. Nicholson
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the valley but not many were being maintained. We climbed
the hill amongst the houses with very steep rough streets
between and enjoyed the magnificent view from up there. We
ate on board that night and later went for a drink in a cafe.
Four members of the family were working there, but there was
only enough work for two! This was also evident in other
places.
Next day we had a swim before breakfast and then set off at
10.00. The wind was from the SW and so we motor-sailed
again. Our lunch stop was at Polace on Mljet. We anchored in
this calm, hot spot and topped up our tan and swam. We did
not know that this was the last we would have calm or heat. It
became very cold and windy as we continued our journey
under engine to Okuklje, a tiny harbour on Mljet Island. We
laid a bow anchor and took stern warps to the quay which
bordered the restaurant patio. Then we pulled our dinghy to
the shore, ordered our fish and went for a walk. We walked to
the top of a very steep hill to look at a church which had been
built high up, to avoid pirates. At one time Mljet was the only
island in this group to have a resident priest. The walk through
the wooded hill was frustrating because a nightingale sang but
would not show himself. The meal was served out of doors
and was excellent. We now had neighbours on the quay - the
Gargle Blaster with a crew of two, a Dutch couple who were
making their way to the Caribbean. A lively night was to
follow.
The wind got up and the anchor dragged at 02.00. We
lengthened the warps as we were touching bottom, and relaid
the anchor with the help of Eric from Gargle Blaster. At 03.00
we touched bottom again and there were ferocious gusts of
wind. With Gargle Blaster’s help again we pulled the anchor
and motored out a bit and re-laid the anchor in deeper water.
In the pitch dark this was not easy. The crew on anchor watch
for the next two hours was tantalised by the invisible
nightingale and his lovely song.
At 05.00 we had daylight and the ferry arrived. Once that
had pulled out again we were able to tie alongside and get
some sleep. At 0800 we had a swim to revive us as it was
imperative to make the final journey to Dubrovnik before the
weather deteriorated further. The barometer had dropped from
1008 to 1002 during the night.
June 7th
It was very lively weather with huge seas and the wind
blowing Force 6 - 7 from the South. We beat in with the main
up. It was hard work, but it was not cold and not raining. Five
hours of this took us the 29 miles to Dubrovnik Marina. It was
hard to believe the calm waters of the river up to the marina.
After such a busy night and a long beat we were all pleased to
hit our bunks for the afternoon. Later came the final clean up
and packing. Rob left the ship next day for Dublin and the rest
of us hired a car to spend a day seeing a bit of the country
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South of Dubrovnik. It poured rain in torrents all day and we
were extremely glad not to be at sea just then.
We had a quick look at Budva, the ancient walled town
levelled by an earthquake in 1975 and since rebuilt, and then
on to Kotar another walled town at the foot of Alpine
mountains. We were treated to a magnificent thunder storm
here and torrents of water flooding the roads.
After a long day we returned to Dubrovnik and had one last
look at the old town.
We had had a wonderful cruise. The scenery was
magnificent and navigation to the many ports was easy. All
the marinas are excellent with every facility.
Rob has visited Yugoslavia five times and the skipper has
been twice and we all agreed with them that it is the best
cruising area in Europe.
One wonders how long it will be before anyone can go
back again? Just ten days after our return to Ireland, the whole
Yugoslavian situation exploded.
SUMMARY:
Date Passage

Sailing
Hours

MAY
13
Dubrovnic - Suderad
14
Slano
15
Kobas via Ston
16
Pomena
Korcula
17
18
St Klement
19
Milna via Hvar
20
Trogir
21
Pueisca
22 Lovista via Rasotica
23
Sobra
24 Dubrovnik
26
Korcula
27 Vela Luca
29 Milna
30
Rogoznica
31
Muna
JUNE
I
Piscera
2
Hramina marina
3
Kremis
4
Vrboska
5
Racisca
6
Okuklje
7
Dubrovnik
TOTALS:
26 Days

Motor Dist.

-1.5
2
5
2
-l
5
7
4
2
0.5
6
1
1
1
7

7
1
1
-1
6
4
--3
4
4.5
5.5
5
7
3
--

36
12
15
12
9
33
27
20
33
45
37
27
53
32
42
32
24

1
1
-8
1
---

2
5
5
2
7
7.5
5

17
17
23
59
42
41
29

57
Average Speed 5.1 kts.

85.5
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Gulkarna II- Europa ’92
Peter Bunting

This newsletter is written on Saturday 19th January in Las
Palmas harbour. The sun is shining from a cloudless blue sky..
A strong wind is blowing warmly from the south. The south
would you believe! We leave tomorrow about mid-day and all
hope for a change in that direction.
The start from Gibraltar was an impressive sight with over
30 boats competing and a sizeable press and spectator fleet.
With a total lack of modesty I will note we were windward
boat and across the line just on gun time. We never
experienced more than 25 or so knots of apparent wind - just
right for one slab and a couple of rolls in the genoa. Gulkarna
was 5th or 6th out of the Straits of Gibraltar after a brisk beat
and crossing tacks with the leaders of the larger class. The
crew was Brian Hegarty, Roger Aplin, Jimmy Henshall and
Arthur Orr and it was their smart work at sheets and steering
which allowed us to discover the boat’s potential in the
prevailing conditions.
Passing Tangiers, the breeze began to lighten and by dusk
we were in a drifting match - but had saved our tide. Early in
the night we were totally becalmed and like many others in
the ’cruising section’ started to motor. A pattern developed of
sailing in light winds during the day and motoring in the
customary night time calm. The nights were clear, the sky a
mass of stars and the moon would appear about 3 o’clock in
the morning.
We entered the bay of Las Palmas just after dinner on
Friday night - in fact just at the port and cheese stage and
finished at the pier head at 23.34. Gulkarna was 5th boat of
the fleet over the finish line and on a handicap - devised I
know not how but taking account of engine hours - were 4th
on corrected time in the cruiser section. The Europe ’92
reception committee meets all boats finishing at whatever
hour and really the organization has been first class. A lunch
in an old castle, a reception by the Harbour Board and, last
night, a wing-ding in best package-tour style at Plya de Ingles.
The boats are tied up together, cockpit parties are frequent and
we are now rationing this for the good of our health.
On the issue of health - Jimmy got sick on mussels in Gib
before leaving, Roger developed some sort of a virus in his
chest a day out of the Canaries and Brian got an infection in
his knee shortly after we got here. Ronnie was sick and slept
18 hours the day after he arrived. Ronnie and Amanda joined
in place of Arthur and Roger and all invalids are recovered but
certain lessons are emphasised, like the need for medical
insurance and the absolute importance of dressing the tiniest
scratch or scrape. At the party last night we were awarded a

special prize for having the greatest .number of invalids on
board !
In case the list of maladies might give a wrong impression most boats had some-one down with something at some time
and I have never had such a fun crew as Gib to Las Palmas
and the two replacements, Ronnie and Amanda.
We are all ready now, to leave tomorrow for St. Lucia and I
am heading ashore for the skippers briefing.
Our next newsletter should reach you from St. Lucia.
Stop Press; In the ’interesting things that happen at sea’
category, one American yacht on the radio net recorded "We
are becalmed, we’ve torn our genoa, the for’d heads have
broken down and the door to the aft heads is jammed shut and
no-one can get in !"

Welcome to Tonga

P. Bunting

Rodney Bay, St. Lucia
Crew from Las Palmas: James Henshall, Brian Hegarty,
Ronnie Barr and Amanda Huxtable.
This progress report is being written, as was the last, in
bright sunshine and with a strong wind blowing. The
differences are that the sun is stronger and the wind is off the
land and very warm. Also, we are not about to leave on a long
passage. We will probably go all of 10 miles tomorrow - along
the coast to Marigot Bay where the palm trees come down to
the shore and over-the-side swimming and drinks in the
cockpit life style can begin..
To continue from the last letter, our principal invalid,
Brian, came aboard from two days in the clinic a couple of
hours before the start. He had had the infected knee opened
and was on antibiotics. Although in considerable pain for the
first few days, he never missed a watch and even took his first
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turn as duty-cook. His problem was further aggravated by an
attack of gout in the same leg. The skipper of Eye of Ra is a
vet and we took advice from him over the radio and we had
the suggested drug on board. As the first week wore on, Heg
gradually improved. The pain got less and he got more
mobile. Jimmy’s cut hand healed quickly and cleanly and
Ronnie recovered from the remains of a bug which had given
him a couple of days of trouble before we left Las Palmas.
Not surprisingly our daily mileage improved as convalescence
continued!
On leaving Las Palmas we elected to take the fair wind and
calm water down the west side of Gran Canaria. So did at
least half of the fleet and it didn’t seem to make much
difference for by evening everyone was becalmed and slatting
about at the south of the Island.
In this frustrating calm, Gulkarna never quite lost steerage
way and we managed to resist the temptation to motor although a few boats did. Gradually a breeze came through
and we made our way south and west. A depression to the
west of the Canaries was effecting the winds. Some boats
went largely west and experience some quite unpleasant
weather, although in terms of boat speed it was probably the
way to go. Gulkarna went south, making as much to the west
as we could without a gybe, while trying to keep the mainsail
off the shrouds and the crosstrees.
With the crew restored to health we became more
competitive - in terms of cookery that is. The meals were
indeed memorable. Amanda held a master class in gravy
making and managed to persuade Jimmy that a knob of butter
is not necessarily the cure for all dishes that are going wrong.
Ronnie had brought along a superb and simple cookery book
which was much in demand. Various reasons were found for
special dinners including "The Alternative Fairy Class
Dinner" (Dress formal and dinghies at midnight). This event,
postponed due to inclement weather, was reinstated by
Amanda and very well attended. Reefers and even a white
linen suit were in evidence. Betty Hegarty’s birthday provided
another occasion for celebration (roast turkey) and we
managed a call to Howth via Portishead to say happy birthday.
It was interesting to see progress as the boats called in their
noon positions to Rally Control. The "down wind sledges" of
the Italians and the two big Swans began to move smartly
ahead. The slower cruisers were dropping behind and various
boats were reporting breakages and gear failures. One
American boat got a spinnaker wrap that took four days to
unravel! Our course enabled us to carry the genoa on the lee
side at first, but with decreasing efficiency and sometimes no
efficiency at all. We were lucky that the variables merged into
the trades without a calm and as we turned more west we
boomed it out. Once or maybe twice we put a reef in. This we
found took under three minutes, so Gulkarna Productions
made a video on the operation. Unfortunately the skipper
made a mess of his bit of the exercise so the video shows a
minor shambles.
As we approached St. Lucia, the sea went down and
became more regular. The genoa was dropped and the
spinnaker set to a dying breeze. We carried the spinnaker for
24 hours but our speed had dropped right off. No one even
thought of the engine and we finished with the spinnaker just
having sailed all the way.
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The provisional results are a shambles as all boats were put
in the "racing’" category until and unless they used their
engines. I have complained about this - we are cruising - and
so have others and it will be interesting to see the outcome.
The welcome the boats receive is great, when they arrive,
cheers, applause, fog horns and the rally officers with a
welcome pack. This time it was rum, fruit and bread. Great
fun!
Since arriving we have hauled out, antMbuled and replaced
an anode. We discovered our baby stay was stranding and got
this replaced. A small tear in the main (about an inch) and the
baby stay was our only "wear and tear." Time slides away and
with these few jobs, phone calls, parties, swimming on the
beach we don’t seem to have been here more than a week
already.
Sadly, first Amanda and then, yesterday Brian and Ronnie
left to rejoin the real world. I have had lots of good crews, but
never a better one than this. Ann, Bobby Henshall and Derek
and Gilly McCleeve have joined Jimmy and me and tomorrow
we will leave Rodney Bay for a few days between St. Lucia
and Martinique.
A few statistics
Total time - 17 days 13 hours 30 minutes 17 secs
Under sail 100%
Best noon to noon By G.P.S. towards St. Lucia 172 miles
Dist. through water 194.4 miles
Highest wind strength during a watch - Force 6
Highest anyone noticed on the instruments - 37 knots
Highest recorded speed - 12.2 knots
Average against rhumb line - 6.5 knots
Average against recorded mileage - 7.2 knots
Fish caught - Nil
Other yachts seen after Gran Canaria - 3

Suffering skipper

A. Bunting

Stop Press
Our Ballymena seagull is generally believed to fly around the
fleet at night, interfering with other boats - particularly the
little penguin on Rockhopper.
On Gulkarna he 1. Hid the milk jug for three days.
2. Filled the cutlery drawer with coffee.
3. Spilt a bottle of Baileys over the drinks
locker.
On Sunday 10th march, the last lock gates opened and
Gulkarna entered the Pacific Ocean. This was quite a
moment!
The last Newsletter was written in St. Lucia and the
departure from the island was a considerable event - over
thirty boats crossed the line in a fresh breeze in Rodney Bay,
close reaching four miles down to a turning buoy of Castries.
With press boats and spectator boats it must have been quite a
spectacle. James and Bobby Henshall were on one of the
official boats and waived us on our way.
Our first piece of excitement was a small whale - we
identified it as a pygmy sperm whale - which surfaced very
close indeed alongside. From the look on the face of the
whale, both parties were equally surprised.
Being a fairly short leg, we saw more boats than usual, as
the days went by. Pennypincher, an Oyster 44, were most
often with us and, both boats forgot a few times that they were
in the non-competitive cruising section and spinnakers were
occasionally to be seen. In the end, we beat them to the finish
time by about 45 minutes, finishing within 10 minutes of Jolly
Joker and Twilight.
Entering the Colon marina, disaster struck, and while
manoeuvering hard ahead and hard astern to spin into our slot,
the max-prop stayed in ahead and neutral. Fortunately, the
jetty was (past tense) an old wooden one due to be replaced
and our damage was merely cosmetic. Still it was very
annoying. The prop went into astern just before impact, but I
now have a new drill to follow - test gears both ways each
time the engine is started. We are having the gel-coat repaired
here at Balbao and it is just to be polished off in the morning.
The passage of the Panama Canal was truly breathtaking.
We were rafted together with the Swiss Oingo Boingo, the
two boats being treated as one for the locks and we were
positioned in the centre of the chamber. We shared the first
lock with a 740 foot tanker! On completing the passage of the
three chambers of the Gatun Locks, we split the raft and
proceeded together but separately through the magnificent
Gatun Lakes. We crossed in hot sunshine, a pleasant
following wind and with gentle jungle undergrowth on each
side and covering all the many islands. The colours of the
flowers and leaves among the trees were beautiful. It was
difficult to realize that just a few hundred yards away were
tigers and monkeys, while alligators shared their lake with us.
The passage of the locks went surprisingly well given that our
raft had two boats, two skippers, two pilots and three
languages!
Christobal Yacht Club is really pretty terrible - Unity flats
with sunshine. It is far removed from our understanding of a
yacht club, but the people are all friendly and helpful. The
boats lie to moorings between the shore - the South American
shore - and the buoyed channel. Opposite is North America, a
mile away the Bridge of Los Americas joins the two. In the
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early mornings, about sunrise, pelicans provide an ariel
display, diving cleanly from on high for their breakfast. A
steady stream of shipping passes in the channel, ships from
every country imaginable.
Our reception in Panama City has been impressive.
yesterday, the skippers attended a meeting of the Panama City
Council which welcomed us and presented Europe ’92 with a
parchment scroll. One of the councillors came with us on a
minibus and gave us a tour of old and new Panama - the
flashy new city and the shabby derelict old city with families
living in single rooms, open to the street. The scars of the
invasion are still in evidence and we stopped to look at
Noriega’s house. We were also given - unscheduled - a tour of
the President’s residence, fascinating. Last night the Tourist
Board hosted a drinks night with some food and a floor show
of traditional dancing. Tomorrow there is a safari to the
National Park. On Friday the Minister of Tourism is hosting a
drinks party, while Saturday the British boats are bidden to the
Embassy for swimming, drinks and a barbecue lunch.
Hardship! Hardship!
We leave on Sunday for the Galapagos and on this leg we
will have a full up crew of Ann, Jennifer Guinness, Jack
Wolfe, Roger Aplin and Bill and Barbara Watson. This leg is
supposed to be light winds so we expect to motor quite a bit.
The last two legs were all sail only and this should mean we
arrive at the Galpagos with batteries in good shape.
Postscript; If it is lucky to be bombed by a seagull, what does
it mean to be bombed by a pelican?
Answer; - Ask McCleeve.
At Port Ayors, Santa Crus, Galapagos Islands.
Our passage from Panama was mainly marked by a mixture of
calms and hours of the most perfect sailing imaginable. We
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were seven up for this leg, Derek having left and Ann and the
Watsons having joined. This is really too many, but good
nature and good humour ensured that we stayed a happy ship.
These islands are difficult to describe. We had anticipated
something of a wilderness and the small ’town’ of Port Ayora
was rather a surprise. Due to the development of tourism,
there are now some quite good restaurants and "T-shirt
boutiques’ all cheek by jowl with rickety houses, half-built
buildings, dirt streets and virtually no care. On our first full
day here the crew of Gulkarna took a walk of an hour to a
magnificent beach - a young conscript sailor from the ’naval
base’ was our guide. The path led through scrub and a forest
of tall cactus. We walked on lava outcrops made slightly more
smooth by a dressing of red lava sand and low stone walls,
perhaps two feet high, marked each side of the trail. Bright
yellow butterflies flew around our knees and red faced lizards
darted from underfoot. The sun was directly overhead and it
was hot, very very hot. On topping a small hill, suddenly the
sea was in front of us. It was green, shading to deep blue. The
sand was silver and the waves formed a line of foam as they
rolled and burst on it. Iguanas inspected us and we
photographed them. Land crabs dug holes in the sand and
disappeared. As I waded out to the line of breakers a pelican
plummeted into the sea only a yard or two from me. The sea
was warm and very welcome after our long walk.
We have all been taking the organized trips on local boats
to the different islands, and they are all a little different. Some
have unusual birds - though surprisingly few in number,
others give good swimming among the sea lions who have a
sense of humour and mimic your actions in the water. I
exclude the bulls from this - the guide makes sure you keep
well clear of them. Two days ago we visited Floreana, posted
a card to the Commodore of the ICC in the barrel and swam.I
found the little community by Blacksand Bay a fascinating
place.
A small harbour formed by a low L-shaped jetty of
concrete reminiscent of islands in the west of Ireland held a
roughly built 16 foot fishing boat and the inflatable of the
coastguard. By the jetty a rather dilapidated US quonset hut
containing a naval officer in immaculate whites. A small
shack was nearby. A cement block building was some sort of
government office and seemed unoccupied. A square public
lavatory came next, then the school for the children of the
sixty families who lived somewhere inland. That was the
community of the harbour. We followed a dirt road between
dry stone walls and what appeared to be fields of nettles.
About a quarter of a mile along we arrived at the home of the
Wittmers. Their main room has a large table and several
smaller ones where we sat down to a ’proper’ lunch of
vegetable soup, pork stew and potatoes! Delicious. The
famous old lady was asleep, but we were served by her
daughter - a woman of fiftyish and her two teenage granddaughters. Copies of her book were bough and signed for us
by the grand-daughters. Then it was back on board the tour
boat and, after a swim in a volcano crater, we returned to Port
Ayora on Santa Cruz. The journey was about 30 miles and the
tour boat was a construction of steel and hardboard with two
of the loudest engines I have ever heard. All the commotion
from under our feet produced great disturbance in the sea and
all of 8 knots. It was dark on the return journey and our
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navigation lights were one steaming light and a portlight. I
really enjoyed that day.
We met Pat and Fionnula from Cork who have been
working at the Darwin Institute and they have rather taken us
under their wing. We would never have guessed without them
that the best bread is baked by the Doctor’s wife and how to
set about getting the best of the fruit and vegetables. (One full
hand of green bananas and 200 grapefruit - to be shared with
another boat.)
’The management’, that is Cornell and his helpers,
managed to arrange for all the diesel we needed and also good
water from the desalination plant. I will shortly go ashore to
pay the Port captain for our diesel (I suspect this will include a
hidden ’service charge’ - Equador seems to work like that!)
Roger and I are boat minding today, the rest are off on tours
and I must now start tidying and stowing as we leave on
Tuesday morning early for the Marqueses. Roger and Jack
return home via Quito and Paris while Ann leaves on Monday
via Quito, Miami and London. Then with Jennifer, Bill and
Barbara we are off on the longest leg of all. I look forward to
seeing Hazel, Liam and Roger again in the Marquesas.
Bay de Taohaie, Nuku Hiva.
Crew; Bill Watson, Barbara Watson and Jennifer Guinness.
It is now quite a few weeks since the last issue of the
Gulkarna II newsletter and we have progressed quite a long
way since the Galapagos Islands - some 3,000 miles.
Our passage to the Marquesas was 19 days and mostly in
light to moderate wind. Only in the last couple of days did the
wind leave us totally for some hours at a time and, not being
hooked on racing, the engine took care of these occasions.
Actually we only used it for about 21 hours - motoring at low
revs to spin out our fuel.
This leg of Europe ’92 brought a tragedy, one of the crew
of Cacadu (Skipper, Arne Blassar) was hit by the main boom
as he went forward to take in the spinnaker and was knocked
over the side. He was wearing harness - but at that moment
not clipped on - and also a life-jacket, it is believed he was
knocked unconscious by the boom hitting him on the head.
We heated of this accident on the radio late at night and being
only 80 or 90 miles away altered course a little to reach
Cacadu’s position during the following morning. In all, eight
boats were in a position to join Cacadu and, as they arrived
they joined a group and under engine or engine and jib zigzagged along the likely line of drift. Sadly, we found nothing.
Just as darkness fell Arne called off the search which he had
been organizing throughout the day. This was indeed a time of
great shock, sadness and stress for Arne and he behaved
magnificently. He came on the VHF at evening to tell all the
yachts exactly what had happened and what they, on Cacadu,
had done at the time. Then from somewhere he found the
energy to call up each individual yacht in the search team, as
we hoisted sail and resumed the passage, to thank each
skipper and crew. To lose a man over the side is every
skipper’s nightmare and Arne showed both great competence,
skill and character in how he handled the accident. Needless to
say, the boats involved were a pretty subdued bunch for
several days after the event, and, as in Gulkarna, everyone
was going over again their safety precautions and tightening
up on the rules. But life continues.

The finish of this leg was in Hiva Oa and the yachts
anchored in a spectacular bay formed by the crater of a
volcano. The scene was memorable but the anchorage - as an
anchorage for a lot of boats - was pretty grim. A large scend
came into this bay and we all lay with a stern anchor out and
surged back on our main anchor, then forward on the stern
line. Fortunately, the holding was excellent and only little
squalls off the mountain got to where we lay. We had to clear
emigration in the town some 2/3 miles away along a
surprisingly good road. Quite a few 4-Wheel drives were
coming and going from the little breakwater and jetty into the
town and we all got lifts. The pick-ups stopped for you as a
matter of course. Clearing emigration took - for me in the
queue - three hours. Meanwhile others were in the queue
across the road for the bank, then the post office and then the
telephone.
The little Polynesian ’town’ was a bit overwhelmed by the
influx of people but everyone was pleasant and helpful.
Things just take time.
Rather than spend another night in this ’harbour’ we got
our anchors up late in the afternoon and motored a short
distance to a bay on Tahuatu. This bay had a samll
town/village and the local people were extremely pleasant and
friendly. Quite a few yachts turned up next day. Ashore, Bill,
Barbara and Jennifer took a walk up towards the hills, got
friendly with a lady in a house, were invited in, got lots of
fruit, gave the kids T-shirts and were given a lift with their
fruit to the landing. They had a lovely few hours. The skipper,
not being much into walking, bought a can of cold beer from
the rather basic little shop, and sat down in the shade of a
rather dilapidated building. The pipe I was smoking seemed to
amuse people and soon I had half a dozen men around with an
outer fringe of kids and we passed a splendid time discussing
this and that in ’Franglaise’. There were quite a few small
horses tethered and grazing on the sparse grass between the
houses. I admired one - happily saying so to the man who
happened to own it - a few minutes later a small boy arrived
with the animal on a rope halter. It now became incumbent on
me to ride it - which I did. This was the occasion of further
great hilarity. One of the conversation circle offered fruit and
this was traded for some of Jimmy Henshall’s yellow fishing
line. Then the crew arrived on the back of the pick-up and we
all returned on board - well pleased with the island, the people
and the day’s activity.
Next day we reached down across the Trades to Fatu Hiva,
the most remote of the islands. It had huge towering rock
pinnacles and mountains which were truly spectacular but, I
thought, rather overpowering. The anchorage was on an
underwater shelf which fringed the otherwise impossibly deep
bay. On going ashore, the village was not inspiring and the
people - not at all unfriendly - were just not as pleasant as on
other islands. A day here sufficed and we left Thor
Heyerdahl’s island the following morning, going to a lovely
little bay - sandy beach and palm trees and a four man fishing
party with canoes living in a couple of timber and thatch huts again on the island of Tahuatu.
Our next island was Oa-Pou. The wind died during the
night of our passage and after a few hours of motoring we ran
some of the Galapagos diesel into our main tank. Two or three
hours later our revs dropped to a fast tick-over and we spent

an uncomfortable night rolling slowly towards Oa-Pou. With
the unreliable engine we chose an open bay, easy of approach
and having a plan on our chart rather than the bay in the main
town. It was rather more difficult of access and had an ugly
looking breakwater. Our bay in which there were eventually
three or four other boats had a lovely little village in which the
crew found an English speaking man who kept a log of all the
yachts which called. I fiddled with the engine, changing the
air filters and tightening the joints in the fuel lines.
Unfortunately, the spare fine filter supplied as a spare by
Volvo was longer than the original and I had to make do with
swishing out the old one. This did work for a while but on
sailing over Nuku Hiva a further examination of the
replacement filter and some careful measurements showed
that it might be possible to saw off a plastic drain on the
bottom and get it in two parts. This worked and all is well in
the engine department and a new spare fine filter is arriving
from the Volvo agent in Papeete.
This is a very pleasant open bay off the main town of the
island - Hakapei, I think is its name. We anchored below a
little lighthouse on a wooded bluff and just off a sandy beach.
The town is the administration capital of the group with quite
a few French people resident here. Neat houses and gardens, a
friendly and efficient Gendarmerie and an air conditioned post
office with English speaking staff and telephones that work.
Add a bank, one good and one not so good restaurant and the
sophistication is overwhelming.
A crew member on a "chummy ship’, Oyinbo, had a
birthday on 1st May and somehow the party seemed to last
most of the day and some of it was on Gulkarna where Bill
baked a cake. The day was a holiday and some rather smart
pirogues - long 6 man outrigger canoes - were racing. Barbara,
Jennifer and I swapped with half of the crew of the girls high
school boat and - coxed by the teacher - I think we did a pretty
good job with the paddles!
Hazel arrived on Thursday 2nd as arranged and next day
we went round the coast a few miles to a most beautiful
land-locked bay inhabited by Daniel and his family. He has
laid a small buoy to which is attached a hose to bring fresh
spring water out to any visiting yachts who need it. We filled
up and washed down the boat. Next morning I dropped
Jennifer, Barbara, Hazel and Bill in another arm of the bay
where one scouted a sandbank, scraped by some rocks,
waded over a small sandy bay and into a quite deep river
with a few houses. From there they walked and waded
sometimes on an ancient unexpected stone road and
sometimes in the river to inspect a waterfall. The ’cascade’
was disappointing due to lack of rain but they reported a
splendid morning and a pleasant swim in one of the river
pools. The skipper spent the morning completing the
formalities with Daniel. This involved sitting with him in the
shade and putting our names, a photograph of the boat and a
few remarks in his visiting yacht log. A really delightful visit
to a superb anchorage. Then back to the main anchorage and
- this morning - farewell to the Watsons. I put them on the
ferry to the airport at 5.00am with great reluctance - a great
pair to sail with.
The newsletter ends as we wait, while visiting nearby bays
and anchorages, for Liam McGonagle and Roger Aplin to
arrive on Thursday’s plane. Then it’s on to Tahiti!
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Bora-Bora, 5th June 1991
Crew; Ann Bunting, Hazel Barr, Liam McGonagle, (Roger
Aplin left on Saturday, Jennifer Guinness left in Papeete).
After a delightful and fascinating time in the Marquesas,
Liam, Roger, Hazel, Jennifer and I were the crew for the leg
from Nuku Hiva, round the Tuamotus and to Papeete - the
principal town of Tahiti. This was a short leg of 760 miles.
We started in glorious weather which gradually deteriorated to
rain squalls with shorter and shorter intervals in between. The
shocking culmination was a beat to windward for the last 150
miles or so, two slabs in the main and the staysail! The
conversation on the radio was all about the similarity between
the South Pacific and the seas around the British Isles! After
months of following down wind, it was quite a surprise to
have the main sheeted ill and to remember to chock things off,
down below.
The welcome was brilliant when we arrived at Papeete. All
the yachts were anchored, for almost a week, bow or stern to
the main quay in the centre of this small bustling French town.
The police had loosely cordoned off the quay with crush
barriers and the population promenaded - at a distance - to see
the yachts. We were separated from the busy main street by a
public park and in the evenings little mobile restaurants
parked there and produced all sorts of excellent food. There
were also quite a number of excellent restaurants.
We were entertained to receptions by the Tourist Board, the
Mayor and to a barbecue lunch by the Yacht Club. The
official Europa party was at the Beachcomber Hotel - a full
resort type establishment of first rate standard. The Polynesian
dancing was magnificent and the food and drink both
excellent and seemingly endless. One night the British boats
gave a ’British party’ on the quay, to which all the yachts in
the fleet were invited plus various people who had hosted the
receptions. The main item was a lorry load of beer and two
huge cold chests with bags of ice. Each boat also contributed a
bottle (wine, ,,in vodka, whatever) which was all mixed
together with fruit juice and served as a "fl-uit cup’. Lethal! It
was interesting to notice that most of the Brits were beerdrinkers that night. Each boat also produced some cocktail
bits and pieces. It was a splendid evening.
Boat visiting also continued and Pennypincher had the
Gulkarnas’s on board for a splendid breakfast - bacon,
scrambled eggs, kidneys, fried bread, toast, croissants preceded by large quantities of Bucks Fizz. This sailing
around the world surely is a tough business.

%
Liam McGonagle at the helm
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After Tahiti we visited Moorea (Cook’s Bay); Raiatea,
Tahaa and Bora-Bora. We made a return trip to Raiatea to
have the freezer looked at by the people at an excellent little
boatyard and it is happily back to good health. We are now on
a mooring off the Bora-Bora Yacht Club and the next ten days
will be around this area as Ann leaves for home, Hazel leaves
for home via New Zealand, and first Dickie and Deirdre
Gomes join, then Barbara Fox-Mills. After Papeete, BoraBora is the best centre for communications.
These islands - the Windward Isles and the Leeward Isles
are a complete change from the remote and primitive
Marquesas. There are many very acceptable restaurants and
quite a number of the Tahitian style, thatched roof and cottage
type hotels. Plastic cards are taken most places and the
Chinese-run supermarkets are just fine. It is totally and
unbelievably expensive! Liam is appointed chief of shore
activities and, as a result, we have dined and wined splendidly
and, 1 should think, missed seeing nothing that is worth
seeing.
We will have our full compliment for the next leg in the
coming week and prepare to abondon the flesh pots and
"ratchet up’ to sea-going mode yet again.
Postscript; What is the McGonagle definition of a quiet,
remote anchorage’?
Answer; Any anchorage more than a quarter of a mile from a
good hotel!
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Bora-Bora - Tonga.
Crew; Liam McGonagle, Barbara Fox-Mills, Dickie and
Deirdre Gomcs.
The start of this leg took place inside the lagoon in brilliant
sunshine, smooth water and fine fresh breeze. The course
from the line to a turning mark was a close fetch, or short and
long tack. We got a good start at the windward end of the line
and fetched the mark without a tack. We then reached back to
the reef pass which we entered 6th and emerged from 7th. The
boat that passed us was Locura ’75, so that was reasonably
acceptable.
Once outside, it became apparent that the trades were
blowing strongly and a really unpleasant sea was running. Our
rig was main and poled out genoa, which rig with varying
amounts of main and of headsail we carried for several days.
The Cook Islands were rounded in sunshine, a light wind and
the most northerly island well in view. It was at this time that
I realised all was not well with the radar. There was the island,
there to lee was Wachibou, the Belgian entry and both
Pennypincher and Oyinbo should have been in radar range,
but the screen was blank.
The rest of the passage of ten days was in a mixture of
fresh winds, light winds, no winds, fair winds and head winds.
It included one of the most beautiful days and nights I have
every know at sea. No wind eventually, but always a smooth
sea, long swell, beautiful sky, sunset and starry night.
Our noon-time game of Trivial Pursuits with Midnight
Stroller has now become a well established ritual. Each boat
draws at random, a card from their on-board sets and, on the
Europe frequency 4 Alpha we ask each other the questions.
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About 45 mins and two beers later we re-establish contact and
give the answers. On this leg the result was a draw.
Jimmy Cornell did this leg in his own boat L’Aventura,
crewed by his daughter Doina and Elaine Thompson who is
the cruising editor of Yachting World (and comes from
Saintfield). They did not have a Trivial Pursuits set on board
so each evening we asked them the questions we had
answered that day and told them our score - they then played
to beat us. These rituals become very important on a passage
and a day will revolve around just such personal radio contact.
Jimmy devised a competition which involved writing a story,
using the names of all the Europa yachts. It produced some
very ingenious entries and Gulkarna actually achieved one of
the three prizes!
Tonga Tapu - and the town of Nakualofa, was the
destination. It is a very flat island with a surrounding reef and
one of the yachts Amadd from Austria had the misfortune to
land up on the reef. She was there for a night and part of a
day, eventually being got off by the crew of Who Dares Wins
helped (?) by a patrol boat of the Tonga Defence Force. No
one was hurt and she had surprisingly little damage. There is
now an official Europa cocktail - Amadd on the Rocks.
We had an enjoyable time while the boats were moored
stern-to to a coral breakwater. As usual, there were a number
of parties - official and unofficial. We were also invited to be
photographed with the King at the palace and - although this
may amount to treason or 16s6 majest6 - it was a complete
non-event as the King was late, it rained and he did not speak
a word to anyone! I liked Nukualofa.
Tonga Tapu to Vavaau Group (Northern Tonga)
Crew; Ann Bunting, Dickie & Deirdre Gomes.
Ann joined us at Nukualofa and Liam and Barbara left for
Ireland via New Zealand. A great pair to sail with and
invariably cheerful. Liam’s energy is quite incredible!
The passage up to Niafu in Vavaau was a splendid beam
reach and fast. We left Nukualofa at lunch-time and anchored
off one of the islands in Vavaau at lunch-time the following
day. The seas were slight as we were in the lee of the Haapi
Group and sundry reefs and islands for most of the way. The
Vavaau Group of Islands has been likened and the Bahamas. I
would suggest this does not do them justice. Anyone who
wants a sailing holiday with a difference could do a lot worse
than try a charter from the Moorings who run a fine operation
- based on Niafu - the only town, is like the west of Ireland 50
years ago.
It would have been nice to have seen the Haapi Group, but
one cannot do everything.
The same crew was on board for the passage to Fiji which
took us 3 days. Again, a mixture of mainly light winds with a
sprinkling of rather bumpy wind-astern weather. Our one bit
of excitement was running the Oneatic Passage in the Lau
group at night with no radar and a G.P.S. which was behaving
rather temperamentally. The hand-held battery operated spare
G.P.S. was rather speedily commissioned and all was well.
We made our entry - a full day procedure if you are
unlucky - at Suva. This is a fine harbour though commercial,
busy and consequently dirty. The entrance is - as seems norm
- through a gap in a surrounding reef. There are leading lights
which were clear on the night (a night entry yet again!) when
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we arrived. They can be obscured by smoke from a cement
factory and some people did have a problem. Our anchorage
was among a group of other cruising yachties and a few other
Europa boats, off the Royal Suva Yacht Club. This is a
splendid establishment with very helpful and friendly staff.
We were in need of some jobs to be done and we got the
starter motor on the generator fixed by ’George’ who also did
oil changes and filter changes on the engine and generator. We
paid for three peoples’ time although George was the only one
who did any work. The other two just sat around and helped
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George by being there to be cursed at when the job was going
badly. We eventually got the radar repaired, although this
meant staying an extra day.
Ann had only a couple of days at Suva but managed to take
with Dickie and Deirdre a Wilderness tour. This involved
canoeing 28 kilometres down a river, through rapids, all in
totally empty jungle (one small village, the only sign of
habitation). There was a stop for sausages, eggs and onions,
fried on a portable stove and a swim across the river to a
waterfall. There was a scramble up the waterfall - about 20
feet - where a deep pool hidden in rocks fed the lower fall and
in turn was fed by its own fall, cascading down several
hundred feet of cliff. They swam in the pool and finished by
jumping off the 20’ rocks into the river. Then back to the
other side for the sausages and eggs.
Ann left on Saturday 20th by taxi for Nadi airport not
having had much time in Fiji, but will be back a fortnight later
for a few days more sight-seeing and the next leg to Vanuatu.
Jennifer Ardill had joined us on the 17th and we were so
impressed by Ann’s account of the Wilderness tour that we
put a group of 13 Europa’s together and got them to lay on a
trip on Sunday. It was everything Ann and the Gomes’s had
said and we all had a super day. In the jungle, on the river, one
could have believed no-one had ever been there before.
Monday saw the radar re-installed and the water tanks
filled by noon. The afternoon was for shopping in Suva, a fine
bustling town of Fijians, pushy Indians, quietly busy Chinese
and many ex-Pats or holidaying Australians and New
Zealanders. In my case the afternoon disappeared completely
as I had to clear the boat out from customs, then visit the
Ministry of Fijian Affairs for our cruising permit after which
kakava had to be bought in the market. This is the traditional
gift to the village chief when we get out to the islands. They
make a narcotic drink from it. I have tried it and prefer gin.
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I really like Suva and the yacht club. We met some
interesting yachties - not least a splendid lady from Carryduff
(maiden name Michele Chambers) her New Zealand husband
and small son who had just completed a circumnavigation.
Memorable, too, was the Rugby International England V. Fiji.
Not so much for the match itself as for the whole event as part
of the total Fijian experience. There was a good turnout of
Europa crews - the Brits and Yanks - and thanks to John Rose
of Midnight Stroller who had a friend on the English team, we
got stand tickets. I rather liked the idea of going halfway
round the world to watch a rugby match. England won and the
Gulkarna crew broke the habit of a lifetime and supported
England!
Next morning we crossed to Bequa Island. As usual the
island is surrounded by a reef and within the large expanse of
water there are a number of islands. We spent at night at each
of two. Beautiful still nights, in total shelter, clear clear water
where you could see the bottom by moonlight. Beautiful
swimming and snorkelling.
The following day we went some 30 miles to a break in the
reef of Viti Levu - the ’mainland’ and into a bay called
Narandroga Harbour. We anchored off a huge resort with a
sandy beach where we ’signed in’ and had the use of all the
facilities. It was rather like an up-market Butlins for Aussies
and Kiwis but very well done and immaculately kept.We
spent a pleasant day there.
We arrived from Narandroga Harbour to Muskett Cove
yesterday afternoon. This is a well sheltered anchorage within
the main reef and surrounded by a couple of islands and a
number of inner reefs. There are two resorts on one of the
islands and we are off the main one which caters very much
for yachties and has a Yacht Club attached. As I write this we
are just about to go ashore for pre-Sunday lunch drinks and I
will report on how we find things before I finish this.
Later: Muskett Cove is a secure harbour among the reefs,
with an excellent resort. You can swim over the side of the
boat in this sheltered bay.
After a couple of days in Muskett Cove we moved across
Nadi Water to Lautoka - Sugar City - where we found a
couple of other boats from the Europa fleet Stern-to at a small
pontoon. Attached to the pontoon was a boatyard - or the other
way round - and to my surprise we were able to arrange to pull
out the next morning. All this duly happened. There were
three major events, while ashore. Firstly we anti-fouled the
boat, secondly we discovered the cause of the Panama
syndrome and thirdly we got run into by a bulldozer.
On the second of these events, we found our max-prop still
difficult to change from ahead to astern and after doing this
several times, working the blades by hand, it locked solid with
no astern pitch. Ivan Cornell took time off working on
L’Aventura, where he had just finished taking apart two still
max-props, and showed us how to dismantle and re-assemble
the thing. We had never received a handbook from HallbergRassy and what little grease was left inside was patently
wrong. Ivan had got some grease out from the max-prop
people and gave us enough to pack the propellor. Result, one
can turn it from one position to another with finger and thumb.
Also, we now have a photocopy of the handbook.
The bulldozer collision could have been serious but wasn’t
- and it makes a good story.

At Lautoka, Dickie and Deirdre left for home. Yet another
delightful crew to have on board and sail with.
After three days in the hot and dusty yard it was a delight to
be launched again, so Jennifer and I took a short trip to
another small group of islands twenty or twenty-five miles
away. Inside the sheltering and alarmingly invisible reef was a
horse-shoe bay with two beautiful sandy beaches. An Italian
yacht was at one end, a New Zealand yacht at the other and
Gulkarna in the middle, it felt as if we had the place to
ourselves. Next morning it was back to Lautoka marina to
await the arrival of John and Jan Gore-Grimes who arrived on
schedule. A few days later our respected commodore arrived
after some exciting experiences at the airport - due to non
delivery of a message and a tour of various waterfronts with
an Indian taxi driver for whom Hugh developed a considerable
dislike and a strategic retreat to a good hotel near the airport.
Here he got the second line message and caught up with us on
our second visit to Muskett Cover. His account of the
vicissitudes of the journey would fill a newsletter by itself.
A few days passed very pleasantly and Ann joined us for a
couple of days before the start of the short leg to Vanuatu.
The various arms of Fijian bureaucracy arrived on the
morning of our departure to ’facilitate’ our clearance from
Muskett Cove. My waiting time was over two hours and I lost
count of the forms I filled in. As a result of this delay, the start
was postponed by an hour and took place outside the inner
reef instead of inside it.
The start was somewhat chaotic with the committee boat
dragging its anchor in the fresh breeze. A number of yachts
passed the wrong side of this moving object and have since
been disqualified! Rather fortuitously we passed on the right
side and set off on a broad reach. This was a short leg and
very fast with winds usually at 30 knots true or thereabouts,
and occasionally hitting 40 knots. The sea was uncomfortable
and many boats were somewhat stricken with seasickness.
Gulkarna was not totally immune and not without casualties.
It was really rather pleasant to come into the lee of the land a
mile or so from the finish.
The fleet anchored at the Town Quay in the middle of Vila
and - photographing Gulkarna’s arrival - was Pauline Carson,
out from Cultra to stay with her son Paul, who manages one of
the big resorts here! We have been out to the resort for dinner
and had Pauline, Paul her son, Dagmar his wife and their two
small children on board for drinks. Gulkarna has contrived a
berth at the Yacht Club after a couple of days at the Town
Quay, so I am quite happy to leave the boat tomorrow to fly
out to Tana Island for a couple of days. Paul has arranged all
this for us and Pauline will come too. We will visit a live
volcano and a ’Custom Village’ where the inhabitants live and
dress - if that is the correct term - just as they have always
done. We are looking forward to that.
I was sorry to hear that Ian Wylie had gone into hospital
and would not be joining us and we all do hope he is by now,
or soon will be, back to his usual cheerful good health.
By chance Christopher found he could take some time off
work and arrived a couple of days ago. Hugh and Ann leave for
home in three days time so our crew to Darwin will be John and
Jan Gore-Grimes, Jennifer Ardill and Christopher. It is a great
honour and privilege to have our current commodore sailing
with us and his fund of legal stories were a constant delight.

Musket Cove, Fiji - Skipper awaits crew

C. Bunting

Our next newsletter will be from Australia, where I am
determined to buy a proper Bushranger hat.
Stop Press; Gulkarna is visiting Vanuatu with two past
commodores and the present commodore of the ICC on board.
I rather think this is our first ’first’.
Port Vila - Vanuatu to Darwin, Australia.
Crew; John Gore-Grimes, Jan Gore-Grimes, Christopher
Bunting and Jennifer Ardill. Skipper, Peter Bunting.
(This leg is recorded by John Gore-Grimes.)
After a fascinating stop of Port Vila we were sad to lose
Ann Bunting and the Irish Cruising Club’s Commodore, Hugh
Kennedy but Christopher Bunting joined the boat and the day
of departure was clear and bright. The fleet set off at midday
in a light breeze and spent the first hour on the wind beating
gently out of the bay. Gulkarna showed what she could do on
the wind and was able to match many larger boats. Once clear
of Port Vila Bay the south east trades gently picked up the
boat and blew with fair consistency for the next fifteen days.
The Coral Sea was alive with fish and the skies above it
filled with bird life. The flying fish provided great amusement
and dolphins frolicked the bow for several hours. Albatross’s,
terns and boobies were in abundance. Christopher had an
unusual experience when his nocturnal musing was disturbed
by the flapping of a flying fish which had falled through the
hatch and landed on the bunk beside him.
Our daily routine had several high points as the preparation
of meals aboard became fairly competitive. Some great meals
were dished up and thoroughly enjoyed. The twice daily
games of trivial pursuit by radio with our competitors
Midnight Stroller and Eye of Ra just about prevented the brain
going rusty. We held our own against Eve of Ra but were
convincingly beaten by Midnight Stroller.
By midday on 1st September we had been at sea for seven
days and had logged 1,087 miles. Our progress was most
satisfactory and the fact that the spinnaker did not enjoy a
single airing seemed to make very little difference to our
speed. We reached the entrance to the Torres Straits on the
evening of the 3rd September. During the early morning of the
4th September one of our competitors, the Hungarian yacht
Jolly Joker, lost steerage and struck a reef with such force that
the keel parted from the hull. The hull quickly began to
disintegrate and the three crew members took to the life raft.
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Gulkarna H- Hallberg Rassv 45
Midnight Stroller and Cliolle stood by for a while but it was
Elatz Adventurer who persisted. When Gulkarna arrived on
the scene we stood by until the Australian rescue helicopter
arrived and landed nearby. We assumed that the rescue was
well in hand but we had not realised that the rescue helicopter
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had engine problems and was forced down. Eventually the
Hungarian boys were picked up by Elan Adventurer and by
Washibou. The area where this tragic accidentl occurred was
all the more dramatic by reason of the fact that a large cargo
vessel was perched high and dry at the edge of the reef. We
cleared the Prince of Wales Sound on the evening of the 4th
September which allowed our skipper Peter to take a little
time off from the navigation table. He had spent thirty hours
glued to the charts and after a couple of well earned gins he
enjoyed a good nights sleep.
We had some light wind sailing as we passed across the
Gulf of Carpentaria and Peter generously made several link
calls to the Gore-Grimes’ house to see if their second expected
grandchild had arrived. The grandchild seemed determined,
for a while, to avoid the tribulations of life on earth.
There was a double celebration on Monday the 9th
September when John and Jan celebrated their 25th Wedding
Anniversary and also received news that their grandchild Fern
had been born on the previous day. This was celebrated by a
round of champagne and a thoroughly good dinner in the
cockpit.
Gulkarna arrived at the finishing line at 0631 on the
morning of Tuesday the 10th September after a fast and
enjoyable passage. Work on the boat proceeded at a pace
though there were several interruptions to allow a contest with
a lethal cocktail called B52’s. All the work was completed by
the evening of Thrusday the 12th September and the crew
dispersed. John and Jan flew off to the National Parks.
Christopher flew to Bangkok and a day or so later Jennifer
went touring to Kakadu. Peter left the boat for the first time to
fly down to see his sister in Sydney and daughter and family
in Melbourne. We had compelted a voyage of 2,400 miles
with harmony and with ease which were naturally inspired by
the thoroughly relaxed and competent behaviour of our
skipper Peter Bunting.

Short Cut to Sweden
Brian Hegarty

Safari of Howth is a Hallberg Rassy 42 aged some ten years,
of which about eight have been spent on getting to, and
enjoying Mediterranean cruising. Ian Morrison, her owner
had planned a ten year refit back in Sweden where the H.R.’s
are built and accordingly the cruising programme for this
season was a gentle potter from Sibari Marina in southern
Italy to Portoroz Marina in northern Yugoslavia. From
Portoroz it had been arranged for Safari to be transported
overland to Sweden.
Such was the plan when I arrived aboard Safari at Sibari
Marina on the 3rd April this year. I had flown
Antwerp/Rome from Dublin. Then it was overnight in Rome
before a six hour bus journey to Sibari in southern Italy on
the west side of the Gulf of Taranto. Safari had wintered
ashore and been launched by the yard on the morning of my
arrival.
It may be worth saying a little about Sibari Marina in case
other ICC members are seeking a wintering berth in the
central Mediterranean. Safari has wintered at Sibari Marina
for the past two winters, once afloat and once ashore. After
that experience we can commend this marina without
hesitation. It is a safe and secure place either afloat or ashore.
By Mediterranean standards it is not expensive. Such was our
confidence last winter that all Safari’s equipment remained
on board - and our confidence was justified. The marina is
some twelve years old, built by draining an old swamp and
creating a vaguely Venetian type situation of houses and
canals with berths. The total complex would be almost one
mile square. Access to Sibari Marina is via the Stombi River,
the entrance to which is kept dredged to 3.5 metres. The
managing director of this marina is Fulvio Benussi, an
experienced sailor himself - who lives at the marina complex
and goes out of his way to be friendly and helpful to his
clients. Like everything in life there is a down side however.
In this case it is accessibility for someone in Ireland wishing
to get to and fro - no direct flights. It is very remote and can
be very cold in the winter months - not a bit like Majorca or
Malta! It is a place to leave a yacht with peace of mind for
the winter months, with a competent yard that can undertake
virtually any kind of maintenance work.
By Saturday 1 lth May, when Safari left Sibari, we were
almost a week overdue on our planned departure date
because of bad weather. The political situation amongst the
states of Yugoslavia had deteriorated to the extent that Ian
had changed our programme and we were now bound for
Malta. If the Yugoslav situation improved we could always

resume the original plan - but if not, then Safari would cruise
on from Malta to finish on the French coast and
transportation by road from thence to Sweden. On board with
me were Niall and Vera Humphries, and ICC member Bud
Bryce. After blowing from the south to south west for a
number of days the wind had at last swung into the west to
give us a slant southwards out of the Gulf of Taranto. Malta
lies some 300 nautical miles to the south west which means
that by very little lengthening of the journey we could cruise
along the coast of Italy, across the Straits of Messina, south
along the east coast of Sicily and then hop across to Malta,
all with day sailing and nights at anchor.
As Mediterranean sailors will know it is a sea in which in
many parts there is either too little wind, or too much. Now,
having waited nearly a week to get away, our fine W F5-6
carried Safari along in fine style for some 30 n.m. before
suddenly falling away leaving us to motor over an
increasingly calm sea to Crotone on the south west corner of
the Gulf of Taranto.
Crotone is quite a large harbour, but with limited useful
quay berthage because of underwater rock protusions. On
this occasion we were able to berth alongside, because not
many yachts were there, probably because it was early
season. An elderly German single handed sailor in his
Nicholson 32 Nina followed us in and lay outside us. We
knew him as he had also come from Sibari. His presence
gave us security so we repaired ashore to the Ristorante
"Peppone a Mare" - a worthwhile seafood establishment for
anyone calling here.

Safari at sea off Gozo

B. Hegarty
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Next morning in company with Nina we were away early,
bound for Roccella Jonica, 63 miles to the south west on the
opposite side of the Bay of Squalls. On this day the bay did
not live up to its name - it was calm with occasional variable
light winds that enabled us to help the engine with our sails.
This was a day when we picked up a school of dolphin who
played around us until we left their territory. By 1700 we had
our anchor down in 4 metres in the little harbour of Roccella
Jonica. It is a man made harbour which did not figure in our
edition of Heikells Italian Sailing Directions. It is easy to
find in daylight being 12 n. miles south west of Stilo
Lighthouse and on a coastline free of off-lying dangers. The
anchorage is in sand in clean clear water. It is a convenient
and useful night stop when cruising along this coastline
which is rather destitute of anchorages. No port facilities
exist as yet - like quayside, water, fuel or provisions - though
in case of real need one would get provisions in the little
town of Roccella Jonica about a mile away. On entering this
harbour Safari received welcoming waves from a yacht I did
not immediately recognise. It turned out to be Clive and
Linda in their Warrior 35 Black Pepper, whom we had met
with lan last year at Kiato in the Gulf of Corinth. It was good
to meet them again and exchange news. They, like us, were
bound towards Malta.
Monday found us away from Roccella Jonica by 0800
bound round Cap Spartivento to the south west and then on
to Saline Joniche some 47 n. miles distant. 1 see that my log
claims that this was "the first real Meddy day!" - calm,
smooth, no wind, sunshine. In the afternoon an E F5
developed enabling us to sail to the west from Cap
Spartivento. By 1545 we were moored alongside at Saline
Joniche. It is a fine harbour, but a dismal place. It was built
to serve a brand new large chemical plant close by and
neither have ever been commissioned! The nearest
supermarket is a long mile away as the crew discovered to
their discomfort. However, on this coastline of few
anchorages Saline Joniche offers a secure berth for an over
night stop at the south east end of the Straits of Messina. One
needs to make this port in daylight as the pier head lights are
not in commission.
On a dull, grey morning of poor visibility we were glad to
get away from depressing Saline Joniche bound westwards
across the Straits of Messina for Sicily. A NW 4-5 gave us a
sail for most of the twenty mile passage to the Bay of
Taormina on the Sicilian coast, where we planned to lunch. It
is a pleasant bay, and it was hot. Unfortunately, the water did
not look sufficiently clean to entice us in. For company we
had the Cunard Cruise liner Sea Goddess H with the usual
comings and goings of shore parties.
Following the post luncheon siesta we engined south to
the fishing port of Riposto close to the famous Mount Etna.
However, we simply had to believe it was there! It seems that
for most of the summer months Mount Etna is shrouded in
cloud, and is only revealed in the cooler winter months.
It was quite difficult finding a berth at Riposto. It is very
full of fishing boats, and in addition pier extension works are
in progress limiting quay space. We were greatly impressed
at Riposto by the cleanliness and quality of upkeep of the
fishing boats large and small. Lovely Mediterranean flared
bow vessels in almost yacht condition.
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Safari at lsola Favignana

B. Hegart3’

There are a number of ports on the east Sicilian coast that
we would like to have visited, but it was now Wednesday
15th May and we wanted to reach Valletta in Malta by
Thursday evening or Friday morning in good time for Ian’s
arrival in the early hours of Sunday morning. Consequently,
we were making a 63 n. mile passage from Riposto to
Marzamemi on the south east corner of Sicily, passing
Siracuse which would have been particularly worthy of a
visit. It was mostly an engine job though we did get an hour
of sailing off Augusta. In the evening as we closed in
towards Marzamemi the wind suddenly came off the land. As
we anchored in Marzamemi harbour a breeze was blowing at
a time when in fine weather it should not have been but then
it wasn’t fine as we were soon to learn!
We spent Thursday, Friday and Saturday weatherbound at
Marzameni. On Thursday morning and on Saturday we
attempted the sixty mile passage but in each case we were
beaten back by rough seas and head winds when clear of the
land. The forecasts spoke of the wind veering to NW F 6-7
on Saturday night. Quite suddenly on Saturday evening the
wind died away. Deciding that this was the break we got
Safari away at 2100. In view of the forecast we settled for
genoa and mizzen with the engine. We had a rough passage
with left over sea but little wind. We arrived off Valletta with
the rising sun, an impressive sight, and found a temporary
stern-to berth in Lazzaretto Creek off Manoel Island.
We had arrived at Malta on Sunday 19th May and Safari
was to remain in Maltese waters until Monday 8th July. 1991
has been an unusual summer in the central Mediterranean.
The weather prior to leaving Sibari had been most unsettled
and was still so alter our arrival at Malta. Local people we
met were complaining about the lack of heat and warmth
though it suited us.
Ian joined us with Lennie Higginbotham - Ian for only two
days before returning to business commitments, and Lennie
for two weeks. We spent some time exploring Malta from the
land side. Malta is steeped in history and exudes it at every
turn. We enjoyed our explorations. On Bud’s departure for
home, Safari set out on a short cruise around Malta (the
island group covers approximately 25 miles by 9 miles). We
turned NW from Valletta to St. Pauls Bay where we
anchored in blustery, cool, NW F5-6 wind which gradually
moderated and died away during the night. Next day we
journeyed to Dwejra Bay, Gozo Island, which is a really
secluded anchorage. I see from the log that the water

temperature was 18°C and that I had my first swim of the
season - bracing but good - and this was 25th May!
From Dwejra Bay on the west side of Gozo we made a
passage of ten miles to Santa Marija Bay on the small island
of Comino sandwiched between Malta and Gozo. We spent
several days here, swimming and partaking of the facilities of
the Comino Hotels - a Swiss hotel group. The Comino Hotel
runs a regular ferry service which we were able to use to
shop at, and explore, Gozo. Then it was on to Marsaxlokk
Bay, a 24 mile passage down the west side of Malta on a
calm, sunny, delightful day. Marsaxlokk Bay is known for
many incidents in Maltese history, but most recently as the
venue for the meeting of Presidents Bush and Gorbachev at
sea in the bay. We anchored at Birzebbugia in Marsaxlokk
Bay. It is very much a commercial port with a large container
terminal in operation, and being extended. For all this port
activity, and large ships coming and going, Birzebbugia close
by is a seaside resort with clean water for swimming. Then it
was back to our berth at Manoel Island in Lazzaretto Creek
in time for major crew changes on Saturday Ist June when
Niall and Vera Humphries and Lennie Higginbotham left
Safari to make their ways home. Later in the day Safari was
joined by Betty Hegarty with Harry and Maura Byrne and
Sean Flood, who arrived in rainy conditions with the wind
easterly F6. What’s it all about they wanted to know?
By this stage Ian had decided that Safari would be
transported to Sweden from the south of France, from
somewhere near St. Tropez, so crew planning was put in
hand to take account of Safari’s changed destinations.
Meantime we had the month of June and a week of July to
spend with Malta as base. We had hoped to cruise to Tunisia
and back, but it was not to be. The weather was still unsettled
which deterred us. Also none of the present crew of Betty,
Maura, Harry or Sean had previously been to Malta, and had
therefore a natural inclination to explore it. As it transpired
our fuel injection pump on the engine packed up during their
fortnight on Safari and we were most fortunate to be at Malta
where it could easily get expert attention, rather than in
Tunisia where it might have posed a much greater problem.
On Tuesday 4th June we departed our berth at Manoel
Island and set about a clockwise circumnavigation of Malta
and Gozo. First it was to the Bay of I1 Hofra I1 Kbira near
near Marsaxlokk with a MW F5 for swims, and then on to
Birzebbugia in Marsaxlokk Bay for the night. Next day was
spent at Birzebbugia swimming and cleaning ship. In the
evening we moved across Marzaxlook Bay about 12 n miles
to anchor in the approach to Marsaxlokk proper. It is
renowned for its fishing fleet - those straight stemmed,
heavily sheered vessels painted in a series of bright colours
predominant of which is Mediterranean blue. It is a quaint
town of great character and worth a visit, though with
Safari’s draft of 2.2 metres we had to anchor quite a distance
out. We ate at the Ir Ruzzi Restaurant which we found very
popular and good.
Next day it was on to Comino Island and Santa Marija
Bay via the west coast of Malta and the striking Dingli Cliffs.
We tried to get a berth at Mgarr, the main ferry port for
Gozo, but were unsuccessful. Ferries come and go all day
and occupy the main pier space. The rest of the anchorage is
full of moored fishing boats and some local moorings. There

is nowhere to anchor. As a consequence we spent a
somewhat rolly night at Comino, lying to a sw’ly breeze in a
bay open NW with a gentle roll getting around the corner and
taking us broadside on!
Friday 7th June was engine no-start day at Comino Island.
We were most fortunate to succeed in getting in touch with
Peter Kissaun of S and D Yachts Ltd., our agent in Malta, as
that Friday was a Maltese public holiday (of which we were
unaware) and he was only in his office by chance when I
phoned. He gave us a great service coming to us by speed
boat with a mechanic. But having replaced filters and vented
the fuel system they could not start the engine either. The
problem was diagnosed as a faulty injection pump which
would need an experts attention. It was arranged that we
would have Safari back at our berth at Manoel Island for
Monday morning and Peter Kissaun would arrange for an
injection pump expert. It was also arranged that we would
keep in contact through Valletta Port Control in case a tow
was required. It wasn’t and we sailed into Valletta on Sunday
lunchtime with a fine NW F5. We beat her up the anchorage
in the old fashioned way, and dropped the hook off our berth
at Manoel Island. Then running a long line ashore we were
able to winch Safari into her berth. It was great - we really
do rely on engines too much!
Peter Kissaun arranged for Joe Bonello of Superior Diesel
Services to remove our injection pump. He did a good job on
it, and also recommended and installed a water trap - a
simple unit which works well. However, we lost three days
of sailing which was unfortunate for the visiting crew who
took off on land based excursions instead. By Wednesday
evening Safari was fit and ready for sea again under engine.
When visiting Malta by yacht one does not have to
employ an agent, but we found that it was worthwhile to
have one. We had the name of S & D Yachts Ltd., (run by
the Kissaun family), Malta, before we departed Italy and Ian
had faxed them so that we were expected. This year at
Valletta berthage was restricted because of extensive
enlargements of marina facilities in Msida Creek which was
underway whilst we were there. I doubt if we could have
retained our berth at Manoel Island In Lazzaretto Creek had
it not been for S & D Yachts. They offer wide ranging
services to yachts including yacht minding, charter
management, repairs etc. Their charge is 10% on all services
organised and charged through their company. When one
bears in mind that a weeks berthage in Valletta costs less
than a day in Majorca it puts their 10% in perspective.

Safari and Sea Crest at Dwejra Bay, Gozo

B. Hegarty
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Anyway, I digress so back to Safari. Being mobile again,
so to speak, we returned to Gozo to Dwerja Bay where we
spent a memorable night entertaining Jim Bradley and Jane
of the large motor yacht Sea Crest they were near neighbours
at Manoel Island with whom we had become acquainted - in
this secluded anchorage. Then it was on to Marsalforn, a
delightful bay and seaside town on the north west coast of
Gozo for lunch and swims before making the passage back to
Valletta in preparation for the departure of Harry, Maura and
Sean on Saturday 15th June.
Next to arrive on board was Sheila Morrison on Sunday
23rd June, followed by Ian on Thursday 27th. Safari did
another cruise in the islands to the same places as before with
just one difference. Whilst anchored at Santa Marija Bay a
boatman, named Edward, from Gozo came alongside and
offered a moorings in Mgarr Harbour. We took him up on his
offer and used Mgarr Harbour as our base for three days. He
provided a mooring and we supplied a stern line secured to
the rocks ashore by a loop of one of our kedge chains. He
said that were we to return to Mgarr and require a mooring,
to contact Valletta Port Control (VHF Ch 12), give them his
phone number (554991) and ask them to phone him and all
would be well. On Tuesday 2nd July we were joined at
Mgarr by Amanda Bothwell fresh from home and
examinations. By Saturday 6th July Safari was back at her
berth off Manoel Island, Lazzaretto Creek in time for the
next crew change, when lan, Sheila and Amanda left and we
were joined by the MacKay family, Alan, June, Fiona and
Zander. In the early hours of Sunday 7th July they were
joined by our daughter Lysbeth.
Now Safari was ready to leave Malta on a passage cruise
of 500 nautical miles to Olbia in northern Sardinia where Ian
would rejoin us. First was a 97 n.m. hop from Valletta to
Porto Empedocle, a port close to Agrigento about half way
along the south west facing coastline of Sicily. It was an easy
passage, fine weather, smooth sea, engine, the only thing
with which to contend being fog much to my surprise. In this
fairly busy sea way we blessed radar!
Port Empedocle was reached at 10.00 on Tuesday morning
after a night passage. It is a fishing/ferry port of no great
attraction - yachts are not really provided for in this port. We
made the mistake of mooring stern-to in the inner harbour
which is dirty and hot. We soon decided to leave with a view
to moving north west along the coast to the next port, but it
was not to be - our anchor was well and truly fouled on the
bottom and could not be raised. After lunch Betty and June
took off to Agrigento to view the ruins of some ancient
Greek temples whilst others went off to a beach to swim.
Alan, who speaks Italian, went ashore and found the local
diver who wanted 500,000 Lire (IR £250) to retrieve our
anchor (we had thought £50 to £100 should do it). Whilst we
considered our position we decided on one more attempt to
lift the anchor. We worked very slowly up to our anchor, a
fathom at a time, no strain on, and 1o and behold it came
clear - stuff the greedy we said! We re-anchored in the outer
harbour - no other boats which was much better, fresher and
cleaner. We had a great meal ashore that evening with the
money the diver might have earned!
As we were about to leave Porto Empedocle on
Wednesday morning at 0800 fog rolled in from the sea, so
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we delayed our departure until 1000 by which time the sun
had burned it back to a haze. We anchored near Cap Bianca
for swims and lunch, before moving on to Sciacca for the
night. We did not see much coastline that day due to the
haze/fog. Sciacca has been developed since our edition of
Heikells Sailing Directions was published, and now has
marina pontoons to which we moored stern-to. There does
not seem to be any administrative control over berthing.
Also, whilst there are connections for water and shore power
none yet is available. By the grace of Alan’s Italian we were
enabled to take on fuel and water from a local with tanks in a
small truck.
The following day it was on to Mazara del Vallo 28 n.m.
distant with a stop for swims and lunch near Cap Granitola.
Again the day was hazy/foggy until well into the afternoon
so once again we were denied sight of the coastline. Mazara
del Vallo is a place to avoid with a yacht. It is a major fishing
port packed with really big fishing boats. Presumably the
relatively shoal water between Sicily and Cap Bon in Tunisia
make for good fishing grounds. In any event having been
right up the harbour, and about to leave, the Capitanieri du
Port showed us to a berth alongside but on examination an
underwater ledge to the quayside made it impossible for us.
We anchored outside the harbour, away from the fairway, in
the shelter of the extended outer harbour wall.
Safari was away under engine next morning bound for the
Egadi Islands in particular Favignana the main island - lying
west of Trapani. I had long wished to visit these islands of
which there are three - Favignana, Levanzo and Marettimo.
They are located in an area 10 to 20 nautical miles off the
short west coast of Sicily. I had read of them in the writings
of the late Ernle Bradford who had a special love of Sicily
and these islands.
Anyway, by lunchtime we had our anchor down in a bay
to the east of Punta Longa on the south coast of Favignana. It
was lovely but very windy with a N F5 gusting 6. Mid
afternoon we decided to seek more shelter from the wind and
moved about 2 miles to a bay west of Punta Longa and
beneath the old Arogonese Fortress atop Mount San Caterina.
It was a dramatically beautiful anchorage and very sheltered
with not another yacht in sight, which was surprising because
these islands are becoming increasingly popular with Italian
yachtsmen.
Next morning we made a 7 mile passage east about Isola
Eavignana to its main harbour on the north side. We got in
after the over nighters had just departed and had a choice of
several berths in a prime position. Its a very busy port with
local fishing boats and ferries coming and going. Again the
harbour has been developed since our edition of Heikell’s
book was published and there is more space than used be the
case. In days of yore this port developed round tunny fishing
and the now deserted processing factory is there to this day.
We enjoyed this busy bustling attractive little town. The local
"’corporation" water tanker was about on Sunday morning
and filled our tanks before we left for a beautiful sandy bay 2
miles away for swimming.
Then it was 5 miles north to Isola Levanzo - about 1 mile
square, and the late Ernle Bradford’s favourite. By the time
we got there a westerly F4-5 was sending a swell into Cala
Dogana, the main anchorage, so we moved to a bay south of

Punta Altardla where we lay in 10 metres. Being Sunday this
bay became very crowded with fast motor boats of varying
sizes out of Trapani. However, come sundown we had the
anchorage peacefully to ourselves.
Monday 15th July produced exactly the conditions we did
not want - a falling barometer, with a WNW F4-5. The wind
was a dead noser for our course to Cagliari in southern
Sardinia where Lysbeth was due to catch flights starting
Thursday midday, from Cagliari to Palermo to Malta to
Dublin. We moved round to Cala Dogana and anchored off
the little pier nestling beneath the main village on the side of
a steep hill. It was a lovely spot apart from the ferries large
and small which had us fairly bothered. We moved anchor
twice to get out of the way of large ferries and then found we
were on the flight path of a small hydrofoil who made a quite
unnecessary fuss. We had a lovely lunch ashore overlooking
the anchorage, and from where we could see quite a sea
building between the islands. Back on board we hailed the
Port Captains launch from Trapani who came alongside. We
wanted weather information and he advised against leaving
as there was a NW gale forecast for that night. He also
mentioned that the small hydrofoil had been complaining to
him about where we were anchored, and would we please
move once more further up the harbour. We already had the
anchor clown between to local boats so we could not safely
move in further. In the event we moved to Cala Fredda, the
next bay to the east, where we were the sole occupant until
an American ketch arrived at nightfall.
Tuesday 16th found the barometer rising and the wind and
sea much diminished. By 06.30 we were underway bound
towards Cagliari 167n. miles away on a course 300°m. Wind
was NNW F4 with a biggish lumpy sea. It was main and
engine and we steered off to 290°m to keep the main full. By
evening the wind had gone completely and we were motoring
into a lumpy awkward sea with swells coming from two
directions. By daylight Safari was motoring over a windless
sea which was almost calm. Land was in sight having raised
Cavoli Island light before daybreak. Just before midday we
got the anchor down in a little bay by Cape St. Elia 5 miles
from Cagliari port where we swam and lunched. In the
afternoon we entered Cagliari Harbour by which time a dry
hot wind, NW F5-6 was blowing. We had problems finding a
berth here. The Port Captains launch showed us to a berth
along side a quay in the outer harbour. A stevedore chappy
on the quay said "you can’t stop here there is a ro-ro ferry
coming in here."
"But the harbour master said "Doesn’t know his .........
lives in an ivory tower", says your man. All this translated by
Alan! We finally lay alongside a large German wooden ketch
bound Turkey to Southampton with a delivery crew.
When they left later that evening we got a reasonably
comfortable berth alongside and head to the very strong
north wester. We would like to have explored Cagliari that
evening and have dined ashore, but it wasn’t to be with so
much wind blowing.
Lysbeth left us for home on Thursday morning - a hurdle
crossed! Now we just had to have Safari at Olbia for
Saturday 20th, some 116 miles away. By midday we were
clear of Cagliari and off Cape St. Elia. We soon had the main
and genoa set to a fine WSW F5-6. Our course was just south

of east for 20 miles to Cavoli Island, the south east tip of
Sardinia. Having turned on to a northerly course at Cavoli
Island we reefed both main and genoa to counter the squalls
rushing at us off the beautiful sunlit mountainous coastline.
Safari was scarcely settled down under reefed sails when the
breeze disappeared completely to be replaced by a short calm
and then a dead noser from NNE F4. However, some 3 miles
away was one of the few nice little anchorages on this east
coast of Sardinia - Cala Pira. So we anchored in this
delightful sandy bay with little headland and a projecting
screen of rocks to shelter us from the NNE. The swimming
was the best we had had so far - clear clean water
temperature 24+°C.
Later that Thursday evening the NNE dropped to F2-3 and
we left under engine. We enjoyed a fine clear night as we
made our way north some 3 to 5 miles off the coast. Friday
morning downed calm and later about 0900 or 1000 zephyrs
of wind were falling in from the SE. By noon we were
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moored alongside the fuelling berth at La Caletta Harbour.
We had covered 89 miles leaving us a mere 27 miles to get to
Olbia. We bunkered with diesel but could not get water as
there is only water to the quay every second day and we were
there on the wrong day. La Caletta has been dredged, new
quay’s are in the course of construction round the harbour,
and marina pontoons have been installed for the use of
yachts. It is now a port worth considering for cruising along
this east coast of Sardinia.
After lunch it was northwards again under sail to a fine
ESE F5. By 1200 we had covered 15 miles since La Catetta
and were feeling like swims so put into Cala Coda Cavello, a
popular anchoring spot for yachts. We spent an hour here
before completing the last 12 miles to Olbia. We were now
among the islands and inlets of north east Sardinia and were
beginning to appreciate what a wonderful cruising ground it
is. The big port of Olbia is some 3 miles up a dredged
channel from the open sea. As one passes along the dredged
channel it is interesting to see great areas of different
coloured buoys involved with shell fish farming. There is a
yacht harbour at Olbia but it was full and we eventually
rafted outside several yachts moored at a quay close by the
fuelling berth. We did not know what to expect of Olbia but
it is an attractive town and we enjoyed our short stay there.
On Saturday evening 20th July, Alan, June, Fiona and
Zander left Safari to stay overnight in a hotel prior to
catching the ferry to Genoa and home the following morning.
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lan and Sheila Morrison with Bud and Gowan Bryce arrived
late from Rome just as we got back on board after a meal at
the Trattoria da Paolo.
Ian wanted to visit Porto Cervo so Sunday found Sqf?~ri
heading in that direction. It was hot and sunny with a light
NE breeze. By 1300 we were moored stern-to in a fairly
crowded Porto Cervo. We were put into a berth which the
marina attendants claimed had 4 metres but which we found
only barely kept Sqfari afloat - in fact with the wash of motor
launches Sal’ari would touch the bottom. We had so much
trouble getting the shore power connected by the shore staff
that we were reluctant to move from the berth to another.
Then a neighbouring motor boat man fouled his prop in our
anchor chain - and the heat was ahnost unbearable - and we
got all this for the equivalent of IR£68 a night? However, it
was worth a visit, Porto Cervo is a unique development and
most attractive as well as impressive.
Sunday we were leaving for Bonifacio in Corsica so I set
about having Safari cleared out of Italy. There was interest in
a crew list and checking crew passports, but none at all in
clearing Sq/’ari out of Italy and marking it on the Constituto
until l insisted. Likewise we were to find in Bonifacio and
Corsica generally a complete disinterest in yacht movements
in and out of France/Corsica contrary to what Brandon says
in his latest edition on Corsica.
Leaving Porto Cervo we took the passage inside the
islands of La Maddalena, Stefano and Caprera before
emerging into the Straits of Bonifacio. Unfortunately, what
breeze there was was on the nose so we had to motor. It is
obviously a wonderful cruising ground to which one would
want to return and explore in more detail - maybe in the
future? Meantime there was more yachting activity than I
had seen anywhere so fan- in the Med. In due course we
closed with the Corsican coast off Bonifacio, but before
making that port Sqfari put into a neighbouring bay, Anse de
Paragnano tk)r swims. Then it was into Bonafacio, that most
unique of cliff bound harbours to berth at the Centre
Nautique at the head of the harbour. An excellent meal was
enjoyed ashore at one of the waterfront restaurants. People I
had met who knew Bonifacio said it was a place that must
not be missed. For me it lived up to everything that had been
said of it.
On Tuesday morning 23rd July Ian left us by taxi heading
for Ajaccio airport. We on Safari spent the morning

exploring the old city of Bonil’acio. Then it was away to sea
bound towards Propriano. We put into the Baie de Figari for
a late lunch and swims. Later in the day the breeze set in SW
F6 to hurry us on our way, so that by 2020 we got our anchor
down outside Propriano Marina at the head of an attractive
bay. We had sought a marina berth but it was already full. It
is such a crowded coast in yachting terms that our anchorage
outside the marina soon became quite crowded. Fortunately it
was a very fine night because yachts seemed to me to be
anchored too close together in many cases.
Next it was on to Ajaccio, the capital of Corsica, which
offers two yacht marinas. Corsica is very mountainous with a
heavily indented west coast. Scenically it is very beautiful. It
is an easy coast to cruise being relatively free of off-lying
dangers. On this day we planned a lunch/swim stop off the
east side of small the Ile Piana on the south side of the Golfe
d’Ajaccio. If any ICC member should visit this anchorage,
beware of the odd boulder type rock on the sea bed which is
not indicated on the chart. They did not interfere with us but
they might have. Later as we approached Ajaccio we could
see seaplanes at work. They would land on the sea, taxi along
to take on sea water before taking off again to deposit their
load on the fire. The Vieux Port Marina seemed very
crowded when we arrived off Ajaccio so we continued to the
Port de Plasiance de L’Amiraute Marina.
We spent Thursday 27th and Friday 28th at Ajaccio, held
there not by choice but by adverse weather. North west gale
warnings were posted on the Marina notice-board and many
more yachts were arriving than departing. Safari was due at

S@ri being loaded at Gogolin Marina

lan watches Sq[ari being loaded onto the road trailer at
B. Hegarty
Gogolin Marina. or An Anxious Owner/

32

B. Hegart)’

Cogolin Marina in the Bay of St. Tropez by Wednesday 31st
July, but I was planning to be there by Monday to be on the
safe side. Our plan had been to cruise north to Calvi on the
northwest shoulder of Corsica and then to make the 110 n.m.
passage to Cogolin. However, from Ajaccio, or anywhere
further north along the Corsican coast we could make the hop
to the French coast without difficulty.
By Saturday the wind had abated and Safari with many
others, went to sea. It was fine until we cleared the Golfe
D’Ajaccio and turned north. The wind had gone, but a big
lumpy left over sea made it a decidedly trying passage. We
were bound for Girolata Bay, a strikingly beautiful place
with red/brown rock. Arriving in the bay the wind which had
been NW became SW and the NW’Iy swell also curved into

0
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the bay so that the crowded popular anchorage at Girolata
was a lee shore and most uncomfortable. We moved away to
the northwest side of the bay of Girolata to anchor off a little
cove called Cala Vecchia in company with several other
yachts. A slight roll was getting in but Safari was lying sternto rather than broadside to, so it was acceptable.
Sunday 28th dawned sunny and quiet so breakfast taken
we set course to the northwest for Cogolin Marina 110 miles
away in the Bay of St. Tropez.
It was an easy passage mostly under engine, though for a
period during the day we sailed with a SW F4-5. On a
beautiful moonlit night we entered the Baie de St. Tropez to
anchor just north east of the entrance to Port Grimaud and
Cogolin at 0400. Later that Monday morning we entered
Cogolin Marina. Howard (ICC) and Meriel Kilroy were at
Grimaud when we arrived and we enjoyed several memorable
days with them. Their hospitality was fantastic and they
insisted that we make Sundance, their yacht at Port Grimaud,
our base whilst Safari was prepared for hauling. On Friday
2nd August, we took Safari to the yard at Cogolin Marina
where we were met by Mike Ford who is the haulier for
Hallberg Rassy. Under his guidance the masts were removed.
Then on Saturday 3rd Safari was lifted and snugged down on
Mike Ford’s massive articulated unit prior to setting out on the
short cut to Sweden in the early hours of Monday morning.
It was with mixed feelings that I watched Safari go.
Thanks to Ian she had been my Mediterranean home for three
summers, during which time she had carried me some 6,500
nautical miles and given me a fair overview of sailing those
waters. Quod Sequitur?

SUMMARY:
From/To
Dist.
Date 1991
11/5 to 19/5 Sibari Marina, Italy to Valleta, Malta
via Crotone, Roccella Jonica, Saline
Joniche, Taormina (Sicily), Riposto, and
Marzamemi.
24/5 to 30/5 Valletta (Malta) to Valletta
via St. Pauls Bay, Dwejra Bay (Gozo)
Santa Marija Bay (Comino) and Birzebbugia,
Marsaxlokk Bay.
4/6 to 14/6 Valletta to Valletta
via Birzebbugia, Marsaxlokk, 5. Marija Bay
St. Pauls Bay, Dwejra Bay (Gozo) and
Marsalforn (Gozo).
28/6 to 5/7 Valletta to Valleta
via I1 Hofra l-Kbira, Birzebbugia
5. Marija Bay (Comino), Mgarr (Gozo)
Marsalforn, Dwejra Bay, St. Pauls Bay,
and St. Julians Bay.
8/7 to 19/7 Valletta (Malta) to Olbia (Sardinia)
via Pta Empedocle (Sicily), Sciacca, Mazora
del Vallo, Pta Longa Bay (Isola Favignana),
Favigna, Isola Levanzo, C. St. Elia Bay
(Sardinia), Cagliari, Cala Pira, La Caletta,
Cala Coda Cavallo and Olbia.
21/7 to 29/7 Olbia (Sardinia) to Cogolin Marina (France)
via Porto Cervo, Bonifacio (Corsica)
Bale de Figari, Propriano, Ile Piana,
Ajaccio, Cala Vecchia - G de Girolata and
St. Tropez Bay (off P. Grimaud).
Total Nautical Miles
(To Be Continued in the 1992 Annual)
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(NM)
346

71

104

87

503

260

1371

A Song of the Clyde
Dick Lovegrove

I have learnt by experience that cruising with a full crew of
competent adults is a very different pastime from family
cruising. For example, if the full adult crew returns from the
pub to the anchorage to find that it has piped up a bit, it is not
a major problem for the crew to take turns sitting at the chart
table with a book for a couple of hours, peeping out of the
companionway every ten minutes or so to check that the
anchor is holding. Even if the anchor does drag, lifting and
relaying it, or even laying out a second anchor should not be
half as fraught for an adult crew as it would be for the usual
family crew of Mum, Dad and two or three young children.
When I say that I have learnt this lesson from experience, I
suppose I am mainly referring to the last cruise which we had
as a family in home waters. That was in 1987 when we
attempted to cruise our Scampi Little Egypt around the coast
of Donegal. That year, like this year, the weather was pretty
foul throughout July and early August and persistent
electronic and hydraulic drive problems coupled with many
days of north-westerly gales resulted in slow progress and
ultimately in being storm bound in Lough Swilly for a week.
The fact that the holiday was not a total disaster was due, in
part, to the wonderful hospitality which we received from the
Donegal people we met but mainly to the excellent company
on board. Emma and Philip, then aged twelve and ten, swam
on the magnificent beaches of Rathmullan and Portsalon every
day regardless of the weather and Heather, who would not, I
think, claim to have a real "feel" for sailing was marvellously
supportive and resilient as forecast after forecast gave out gale
warnings for sea area Malin and the engine declined, yet
again, to move us forward.
Indeed, Heather’s attitude to family cruising and to the
1987 cruise in particular points up another relevant aspect of
cruising with less than a full strength crew. I wonder what
percentage of family crews are made up of husband (or wife)
who is a keen sailor and the prime motivator, a wife (or
husband) who is reasonably happy to go along with this
passion but might truthfully prefer to be elsewhere and
children who are too young to vote? Heather is perfectly
happy on a yacht, does not get seasick and has thoroughly
enjoyed sailing holidays both in Ireland and abroad with a full
crew of adult friends where she does not have to take
responsibility for the boat. She does not, however, enjoy
overnight delivery trips, day sails which turn into long slogs to
windward and being left alone on deck while I pop below
once more into the warm saloon to have another "quick look
at the chart". Above all, she does not enjoy a holiday which

involves me becoming tense and irritable from the
responsibility of looking after both boat and family when the
weather deteriorates or other problems occur. The shared
responsibility and work load of a full strength crew make all
the difference.
Anyhow, Little Egypt was sold at the end of 1987 and for
the next two summers we enjoyed relaxed holidays in a rented
house in Crookhaven, West Cork during which I more or less
overcame the urge to engage every cruising yachtsman who
entered O’Sullivan’s pub in nostalgic conversation. But in
1990 we were all invited by Mervyn and Gael Hall and family
aboard their lovely yacht Baily of Howth which was then
based in Andraitx, Majorca and the short but sunny cruise
which followed was sufficient to whet the appetite to try again
on our own and secretly I began to make plans for 1991.
Planning, I decided, was the key to success. Long passages
are not popular, so a compact cruising area with plenty of
options was called for. Drama was definitely not required so
plenty of sheltered anchorages, perhaps even a marina or two
would be nice. Of course, guaranteed sunshine would be
wonderful, but now that the children rank as adults for the
purpose of airfares, the Mediterranean or more exotic
destinations were ruled out on economic grounds. The
essential element was to find somewhere we could cruise
quietly for a couple of weeks with a minimum risk of panic or
stress and not get bored. I narrowed it down to West Cork, the
south coast of England or the Clyde area of Scotland. As so
often happens, the final decision was made for us. The Royal
St. George Yacht Club was challenged to a team racing match
by the Royal Northern & Clyde Yacht Club which is based at

Heather (and troops) in the heather
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35

Rhu on the Gareloch and when I found myself a member of
the team it made obvious sense to stay on after the racing for a
spot of cruising. A couple of phone calls arranged the charter
of a Westerly Konsort named Rhum Lady whose home berth
was actually at Rhu and Friday the 17th of July found the
Lovegrove family crossing on the car ferry to Cairn Ryan at
the start of what turned out to be one of our best family
holidays ever.
That evening, when we arrived at Rhu marina, our first
impressions of Rhum Lady, subsequently confirmed, were that
she was exactly what we wanted. A really snug little cruising
yacht with a good deep cockpit, a spray hood, a massive diesel
engine, a roller reefing headsail and jiffy reefing on the main.
Built in 1981, she was not in the first flush of youth but was
well maintained in a practical way, so that everything on
board worked smoothly but you were not worried about
putting down a hot coffee cup for fear it would mark the
glistening varnish. She came with an unbelievable inventory
of equipment and gadgets including a heater for the saloon, a
rope cutter on the propeller, Decca and Satnav, Navtex, auto
helm, an electric pump for inflating the dinghy and a folding
bicycle. She also had 200 amp/hour battery capacity, a 40
gallon water tank and a 30 gallon diesel tank. What more
could you ask? We lived aboard at Rhu for two days enjoying
the hospitality of the Royal Northern & Clyde Y.C., but, by
the time the racing was finished on Sunday afternoon, we
were impatient for the serious business of cruising to
commence. We excused ourselves from the prize giving and
final reception, slipped our lines from the marina and headed
westward down The Clyde.
We decided on our first evening out to head for Rothesay
on the Isle of Bute. It was a sensible choice, because it
brought us to the heart of the cruising area, and we had
received advice that we should have no trouble getting
alongside the pier there on a Sunday night. Sure enough, as
we motored westwards, we met a steady stream of yachts
silhouetted against the late afternoon sun, returning to the vast
marinas of Rhu, Kip and Largs. It was rather nice to be going
in the opposite direction. As we approached Rothesay, it
looked most attractive with Victorian houses with well kept
gardens reaching down to the sea. On closer inspection
however, the reality was somewhat different as many of the
sea front shops were vacant, presumably victims of the
recession in the UK and also perhaps a change in holiday
habits as Rothesay was formerly one of the great holiday
resorts for Glasgow’s industrial workforce. Nevertheless, the
pier is being improved at present and it is a pleasant harbour
for yachts.
For our first full day of cruising, our original plan had been
to head south to Great Cumbrae Island, but when the
Coastguard weather forecast gave southerly F. 3.- 4., in
keeping with our new policy of painless cruising, we
goosewinged the genoa and headed northwards through the
Kyles of Bute instead. The day was overcast and the forecast
promised rain later with the arrival of a shallow depression,
but, we had a lovely sail and, despite the poor visibility, the
scenery was magnificent. We sailed between the Burnt Isles
and headed for Caladh Harbour which had been recommended
to me by John McWilliams during the McEwans’ series
earlier in the year. A lovely anchorage it is, but on this

36

occasion it was too crowded and we threaded our way through
a maze of yachts, anchor warps and buoyed trip lines before
emerging through the south entrance, retracing our steps to the
Burnt Isles and dropping our hook in the almost deserted
Wreck Bay.

Wreck Bay

R. Lovegrove

Our first intention was simply to have lunch in Wreck Bay,
but the pattern of the cruise was establishing itself quickly and
after one gin and tonic the place seemed so idyllic I could
think of no good reason for moving on. Philip and I inflated
the Avon in about thirty seconds flat with the electric pump
and we headed off for a closer look at the Burnt Isles. Later
Emma and Philip took Biddy ashore for her evening exercise.
Biddy, who had never been so close to the sea before, had
distinguished herself at Rhu marina by walking straight off the
pontoon, legs still prancing merrily in the certain belief that
she could walk on the water. When she discovered that she
did not have that talent she swam rapidly under the pontoon,
hauled herself onto some part of the marina infrastructure and
refused to come out despite blandishments from me. By now
however, she had discovered her sea legs and she quickly
became quite content with shipboard life save that she never
got used to the noise of the engine. Right to the end, at the
first press of the starter button, she would run through the
saloon into the forecabin and bury herself in the sleeping bags
at the pointy end of the V-berths.
That night in Wreck Bay another pattern of the holiday was
established. While Philip read "Lord of the Rings", and Emma
read something even thicker, packed with sex and violence, I
read the handbooks of all the gadgets on board and rehearsed

Wreck Bay and The Burnt Isles
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as many of the more excruciating songs of Sir Harry Lander,
Kenneth McKellar and Andy Stewart as I could remember. I
think it only right that my teenage children should be as
embarrassed by their parents as I was by mine! Part of their
training I say! But otherwise, the night was blissfully
peaceful.
On Tuesday, as forecast, the centre of the low passed right
overhead and the continuous rain of the early morning gave
way to heavy showers. However, we did not complain. This
was our fifth day in Scotland and not only was it our first rain
but also, for the first three days while we were racing, the
sunshine had been genuinely hot. Not bad for the summer of
’91. Anyhow, we were not in a hurry to go anywhere. In due
course, with Emma at the helm, we weighed anchor and beat
the two or three miles down the West Kyle to the Royal Hotel
just south of Tighnabruaich. There we picked up one of the
moorings owned by the hotel and for which they make no
charge, presumably believing that in due course they will
make their money out of you in other ways and they did. We
went ashore at lunchtime and had an excellent bar meal
consisting of home made game soup and delicious Japanese
prawns. We also had piping hot showers for the modest
charge of £3.00 per head and that night on the pretext of
taking Biddy for a walk, I miraculously found myself in the
public bar supping some very palatable local brand of
"heavy".
By the following morning the worst of the weather had
passed. The wind was N.W.F.3. and some blue sky - enough
to make a pair of sailors trousers as my mother would say was appearing through breaks in the cloud. We left the
mooring under engine but soon had the sails filling as we
drifted southwards past Kames. The fishing lines came out
and in due course we rounded Ardlamont Point, hardened in
the sheets, and to the sound of "Road to the Isles", tunefully
rendered by the skipper, headed northward again with East
Loch Tarbert as our objective for the night. Shortly however,
the sun came out in earnest, the mackerel lines yielded three
fish in quick succession and Philip sensibly suggested that we
should stop for lunch. We headed for Asgog Bay just northeast of Sgat Mor Lighthouse which was sheltered from the
northerly breeze and was warm and sunny. When we arrived,
there were two other yachts there but they left shortly
afterwards. I wondered if this was related to my rendition of

The pontoon at E.L. Tarbert - Philip tries out the ships bicycle

"The Bonny Bonny Banks of Loch Lomond" but when I
turned to ask the crews’ opinion, I discovered that I was alone
on deck and that they had joined the dog in the forecabin. We
weighed anchor again at 15.30 and motored the short distance
to East Loch Tarbert.
I like East Loch Tarbert. I have visited it on previous

East Lz)ch Tarbert
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cruises and also during three or four McEwans’ / Tomatin
races series (including earlier this year). During the race
series, it is crowded, noisy, vibrant and brash with rock bands
and caravans selling burgers. At other times it reverts to being
a working fishing harbour and village, although it always has
an eye for tourists including cruising yachtsmen. Sadly, this
time, I noticed some more blank shops on the sea front but
Ann R. Thomas’ lovely bookshop was as delightful as ever.
The name "Tarbert" occurs regularly on the west coast of
Scotland and is derived, I am told, from the Scots word
meaning "portage". In this instance, it apparently refers to the
dragging of boats overland from West Loch Tarbert by Robert
the Bruce, Bonny Prince Charlie or Billy Connolly, I am not
sure which, but in any event it is clear that Tarbert has been
popular with sailing dignitaries for many years. This year also
the McEwans" Regatta, was visited by Princess Anne who
came for a day’s racing (although the wags amongst the fleet
said that she really came to open the brand new toilet block
which the local authority have just provided beside the
floating yacht pontoon). True or not, the facilities for
yachtsmen are excellent as also is the newly decorated
"Victoria" where we had a first class evening meal. They have
hung framed black and white prints of "the big class" by
Beken of Cowes in the
lounge and what wonderful
photos they are too. The
way that the Bekens, father
and son, captured the effects
of light on water and sun
and shadow on sail is still a
lesson for all budding
photographers.
~~’-::;"
Thursday was a real
scorcher. The barometer
rose to 1011mb. and by
common consent a late start
seem appropriate. Some
gentle provisioning was
followed by a leisurely stroll
R. Lovegrove up the hill behind the town
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to the thirteenth century castle and obviously one could not
visit such an historic location without a stirring chorus of
"Scotland the Brave". At least, I couldn’t. The rest of the
family practically fell over each other in their efforts to get out
of ear shot.
At 14.00 we motored out of East Loch Tarbert and headed
northwards in a flat calm. Before long however, a breeze filled
in from the north and we beat and then reached in unhurried
fashion through "’The Narrows", into Upper Loch Fyne and
ultimately into Loch Gair where we dropped anchor at 16.45.
Loch Gair, for those who do not know it, is another
delightfully peaceful anchorage providing shelter in almost
every wind direction. On this occasion we shared it with three
other yachts and large numbers of diving terns. No one
(except Biddy) was in any hurry to go ashore. A few drinks
(for parents only) in the evening sun in the cockpit were
followed by a grand spicy chilli con carne and a monster game
of "’dungeons and dragons".
The following morning, 1 woke early and opted to take
Biddy ashore in the dinghy. I had not shaved for a day or two
and rather than disturb the troops, I brought my wash kit
ashore. Wandering up the main road, 1 located a comfortable
looking country hotel and having tied up Biddy outside, I
went in. l made for the Gents in search of a basin and hot
water but was intercepted by a robust looking elderly lady in a
tweed suit. "I am from a yacht and ...... " l started.
"And you need a bath" she finished and before l quite
realised what was happening I was ushered into a vast
bathroom and a large towel was thrown in after me. 1 had not
realised that I was quite so nifty. Heather and Emma who had
been dying for a bath, were positively jealous when I returned
to the boat.
Upper Loch Fyne seems to be a radio blank spot, so we had
not heard a forecast when we headed out of Loch Gair and
turned southwards again. To start with, it was flat calm, but
gradually the wind increased from ahead. When we were off
East Loch Tarbert again we could just lay our intended course
to Loch Ranza on
the west coast of
the Isle of Arran
so we hoisted the
main and set the
jib with four rolls
in. I called Clyde
Coastguard on
Channel 67 and
as I had guessed
the forecast was
not good. ~’S.S.W.F.5 or 6
overnight with
outbreaks of rain
increasing to F.6
or 7". There was
obviously a new
low coming in
and that called
for a change of
plan.
"Nessie" spotted at Loch Gair
R. Lovegrove
Theoretically,
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Loch Ranza should be sheltered from south or south westerly
winds but there is nowhere to lie alongside there and I had
read reports of severe squalls coming off the mountains in
these conditions. Also Heather and I had spent a terrible
couple of days there many years ago in our Ruffian 23 Ruffino
and we had no wish to repeat the experience so we altered
course and decided to head for Carradale. This broke our rule
about no long passages but it obviously made sense to get as
far south as possible before the wind got up too much, and
also, once there, we could tie alongside in total shelter no
matter what the wind direction. The bad news about Carradale
is that it is a busy working fishing port with very limited
space. The good news is that by the time we arrived, after a
long dreary plug to windward in stopping seas and poor
visibility, all the fishing fleet were in for the weekend and
would not be moving again until Monday morning. We tied
up outside three small trawlers at the head of the harbour and
felt snug.
Saturday was pretty miserable with drizzle, poor visibility

Carra&de

R. Lovegrove

and of course, southerly winds but not I think, as strong as
forecast. Campbeltown was only 12 miles away and after a
discussion we decided to go for it. Heather and Biddy took to
their bunks and Emma, Philip and I looked after Rhum Lady.
Actually it was quite an interesting exercise because although
we were in totally enclosed waters, the visibility was so bad
we could not see the shore for most of the trip and we took the
opportunity for some basic navigation lessons. Philip quickly
learned to steer the compass course to Devaar Island
Lighthouse which Emma had laid off and by way of back up
we programmed the Decca as well. At first the progress was
slow but after one and a half hours the wind veered and freed
us enough to set the main and instantly our speed and comfort
improved. After two and a half hours, three yachts came
abruptly out of the fog heading northwards and it seemed
reasonable to assume that they had left Campbeltown shortly
before. Eventually and quite dramatically the fog lifted to
reveal the bottom of Devaar Island Lighthouse. We did not
see the top of it until we were right alongside.
Campbeltown is about the only port in the area where a full
range of supplies is available. Until recently, it was an
unconffortable place for a yacht. The harbour piers have open
piling which only the largest of yachts can lie against and
although the Yacht Club provides moorings, they are on the
opposite side of the bay to the town itself. A new pontoon on
the town side of the bay specially provided for yachtsman

with berthing charges at £5.00 per night has transformed all
this. When we arrived at 13.00 there was still plenty of room
but a steady stream of yachts arrived during the afternoon,
mostly refugees from the North Channel returning from the
Tall Ships visit to Belfast Lough and by evening the pontoon
was crowded. To add to the sense of occasion some of the tall
ships themselves came in at dusk. First the T.S. Royalist and
then T.S. Urania and T.S. Carola followed by two other
smaller vessels. Fortunately, perhaps, my own distinctive
version of "Campbeltown Loch I wish you were whisky"
rendered late at night from the end of the pontoon was
drowned out by the revelry coming from the other yachts.
We were now in the final phase of the cruise. We had time
The new yacht pontoon at Campbeltown

T.S. Royalist berths at Campbeltown

H. Lovegrove

in hand but if we intended sticking to the routine of a short
day sail we must start heading back up the Clyde. Our next
planned hop was eastwards to the tide-strewn island of Pladda
at the south end of Arran Island and then northwards into
Lamlash. When we woke on Monday, however, it was
blowing so hard that there was much debating up and down
the pontoon as to whether anyone was going anywhere. The
sun was shining which was a nice contrast to the previous
couple of days and the forecast was for southerly winds F. 34. But the squalls shook the boat and set up a hum in the
rigging as they passed over. Eventually some of the hardier
crews decided to chance it and encou.raged by the sunshine
and the surefooted performance of Rhum Lady so far we too
decided to give it a lash. In full oilskins, life jackets,
harnesses, deep reef in the main and greatly reduced head sail,
we flew across Campbeltown Loch with the spray sparkling in
the gusts. When we came to the entrance however, the wind
simply stopped and we came to an abrupt halt. Seconds later
we were enveloped in total fog.
From the cockpit we could see the bow but not much more.
Yesterday’s navigation lessons came in handy and we soon
had our Decca fix plotted and a D.R. course to steer as well as
a waypoint at Pladda programmed in. We edged our way
forward with Philip in the bow with the hunting horn. Now
that the wind had died, the motion of the boat was thoroughly
uncomfortable and we lurched and wallowed in the left over
sea. My principal concerns were the many fishing boats (and
submarines) in the area and also the strong tidal streams off
Pladda, but I felt that, if necessary, we could find our way
back into Campbeltown. We decided to press on for one hour.
Exactly on the hour, the fog began to thin immediately
overhead and shortly light began to appear at sea level. Ten

R. Lovegrove

minutes later we were bounding along in a delightful
southerly F.3-4 in glorious sunshine. Another fog bank, not as
dense as the first, passed in twenty minutes and thereafter we
enjoyed a splendid sail around Pladda and up the east coast of
Arran where we played with the cruising chute until the tack
rope broke with a bang. The wind died as we approached
Lamlash and we finally motored the last mile or so in flat
calm conditions. I had heard mixed reports of Lamlash and,
indeed, I can imagine that it could be quite exposed in winds
with an easterly slant, but the night we spent there was one of
the most enjoyable that I have ever spent at anchor anywhere.
It stayed warm long after it was dark and the moon rising over
Holy Island was breathtaking. The crew of Rhum l_xMy dined
on lobster which we had purchased from the young pontoon
attendant at Campbeltown. Later, Heather and I went ashore
for a night cap at the "Drift Inn" which is quite a pleasant
modern pub with lawns sweeping down to the sea overlooking
the anchorage. We met the crew of Molly Bloom, a Victoria 30
chartered from Ulysses Yacht Charters and based in Malahide
and the chat was grand. The next morning was warm and hazy
and after some tourist-type mooching through the craft shops
of Lamlash, we headed off in the direction of The Cumbrae
Isles under main and engine. The forecast from Clyde
Coastguard was "E. or S.E.F.4 locally 5" and they repeated
this without variation for the next forty-eight hours or so
despite all appearances to the contrary.
Our first indication that the actual weather might be slightly
different came just south of Little Cumbrae Island. The wind
got up from the north east and we had a good old fashioned
thrash up the Hunterston Channel towards our destination of
Millport at the south end of Great Cumbrae. The entry to this
anchorage is on a bearing of 333 degrees true on a leading line
of the Church tower over the pier head. This brings you
between various groups of off-lying rocks and how critical it
is was demonstrated shortly thereafter. Once in, however, the
anchorage is sheltered from all directions except south and
there is an ample supply of moorings. These are provided by
the Highlands and Islands Development Board (H.I.D.B.) at a
dozen or more locations throughout The Western Isles. They
are painted blue and have a large ring on the top of the buoy
and are easily recognised. A similar scheme would be a great
attraction in West Cork, provided, of course, that they were
properly maintained. We were lucky to find one vacant and
we secured to it at 16.45. It was now blowing E.- N.E.F.6 but
the sky was clear and it was gloriously warm. The troops
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decided to take the dinghy and explore ashore but 1 felt that a
G & T in the sun was more appropriate.
As I stretched out in the cockpit, sheltered from the wind
by the spray hood, I noticed a small yacht making very heavy
weather of beating up the Channel between Great Cumbrae
and the mainland. Her jib was clearly not sheeted in hard and
was billowing like a pillowcase. Eventually she gave up and
headed for Millport but missed the leading line and hit The
Spoig Rock with a bang which could surely be heard in
Glasgow. Fortunately, she bounced off and, on the second
attempt, made it in successfully and picked up a mooring phew! The family crew, including a Giles type granny, were
all in the cockpit. However, it seems that they did not share
my relief at their safe arrival because, after five or ten
minutes, they slipped the mooring, headed out again and were
last seen running westwards before the rising gale at
incredible speed. So, wherever they were headed, I hope they
made it safely.
But the entertainment was not over yet. Within minutes, a
motor cruiser came in, aiming for the same mooring. She
missed it and it seems her engine failed for she too drifted
onto The Spoig Rock where she unfortunately stuck fast. One
of her crew lowered himself over the side and onto the Rock
and eventually succeeded in pushing her off. Maybe he was
not popular, because those on board apparently managed to
start the engine and motored off into the next bay leaving their
crewman stranded. Luckily for him a passing yacht with some
very competent people on board anchored up wind of the
Rock and paid out a long line with an inflatable dinghy
attached and rescued him. Finally, the inshore life boat arrived
to take charge and I think they transported the rescued man
back to his boat. Before turning in, 1 doubled up on the warps
to the H.1.D.B. buoy and it was just as well. Overnight it blew
a full gale and although in the anchorage the sea was flat,
Rhum Lady shuddered in the squalls. In the morning, the sky
was blue again and it was still warm, but the north easterly
wind increased, if anything. I regularly recorded 45 knots on
the hand-held anemometer but the Coastguard Radio Station
kept repeating "F.4, locally 5". We had a decision to make.
We were perfectly secure where we were but there was no
question of going ashore in the dinghy and by this time poor
Biddy’s legs were well and truly crossed. I called the
Coastguard on the radio and asked if the gale that we were
experiencing was a local phenomenon and what we could
expect if we headed out. He replied that the only information
he had was "E. F.4, locally 5". Almost instantaneously the
airways were full of reports from yachts all over the Clyde
experiencing gale force winds. The suggestion from someone
that the Coastguard should open the window and stick his
head out met with no response.
From our point of view, the good news, apart from the
glorious sunshine, was that the mighty marina at Largs was
only three or four miles away on the mainland shore and we
eventually decided to make a dash for it rather than spend
another night on the mooring with no hope of going ashore. At
noon we slipped the mooring and fully kitted out with
harnesses and life jackets, we motored out of Millport on the
reciprocal bearing. Once out in the main channel we set a deep
reefed main and motor sailed to Largs. The seas were short
and steep but yet again I was most impressed with the way
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that Rhum Lad)’ handled and also with her genuine sailing
ability in these conditions. We were also grateful that we had
chosen to holiday in the sheltered waters of the Clyde. Other
places might not have had the option of a marina near by and
with less sheltered water between it and us, we would have
had to stay put on the mooring.
The gale moderated slowly, but, in all, continued for
another eighteen hours. Even life on the marina was not dull.
Negotiating our way into our allocated berth caused some
excitement even though we were fortunate to be head-on to
the wind. Biddy made a dive for dry land but humans and
dogs alike were having difficulty in keeping their balance on
the pontoons and she was only saved from being blown away
by the fact that Heather had insisted on her being put on a
lead. All afternoon, yachts straggled in, each one reporting
winds of 45 knots or more. Light displacement yachts heeled
alarmingly in their berths and their rigging became entangled
with that of stiffer yachts in the adjoining berths. In the
evening, the racing fraternity arrived for Tuesday night
exercise. On one boat, someone accidentally let go of the
furling line of a roller reefing headsail with dramatic results.
The jib sheet jammed and the sail filled from astern so that the
yacht leaped forward and tried to mount the pontoon. From
the cockpit of Rhum Lady, I could not see why the sheet had
jammed but they eventually had to drop the sail by the halyard
in order to persuade the boat back into the water. Racing was
abandoned. All the time the sun shone and if it had not been
for the driving dust and sand, it was warm enough to take
one’s shirt off. I suppose this weather was caused by some
combination of easterly winds and the high mountains which
surround the Clyde but it reminded me most of the northerly
wind called "the Meltemi" which occasionally blows up to
gale force in the Aegean.
We thought the marina was expensive at £12.34 per night
for a twenty-nine foot boat but this included full use of shower
facilities and it was certainly worth it for a good night’s sleep.
We finally left shortly after noon the following day
(Wednesday 31 st) by which time the wind had moderated a lot
although the gusts were still powerful enough to make six
rolls in the jib and a single slab in the main necessary for
comfortable sailing. This was our last full day and the plan
was to get close to Rhu marina to give us only a short passage
on the final day and allow plenty of time for the handover and
our drive back to Cairnryan. Once again the sun shone and we
made great time as we reached along the shore past Wemyss
Bay. After Cloch Point, we came hard on the wind and headed
across for the northern shore. For a while we shook out the
reefs but not for long. Emma and Philip did most of the
driving and this was certainly our best sail of the cruise. By
the time we reached our destination (Dalandhui), we had
covered twenty miles as the crow flies in five hours but
considering at least two hours of this was spent in beating, we
felt that Rhum Lady, as usual, had performed well.
Dalandhui had been recommended to us for our last night by
some Scottish folk whom we had met in Campbeltown.
Certainly, its location at the head of Gareloch, only five miles
from Rhu, was ideal. There is also an elegant hotel on the banks
of the Loch with a pontoon for yachts. It is one of three houses
which a local businessman in Victorian times had built for his
three daughters out of stone apparently rescued from a ruined

Glasgow Church. He had actually transported whole window
arches and doorways which gave the building an idiosyncratic
charm. Unfortunately for us, however, the chef had walked out
a week or so previously and our dreams of a final gourmet
dinner were not realised. When we returned to the pontoon
there was a slight scend coming up the Loch and we moved out
to one of the hotel moorings for a peaceful last night.
The cruising guide says that the Upper Gareloch has
"nothing for the yachtsman" but I do not agree. The scenery is
not as dramatic as other places we had visited but it is still
lovely. Even the scar of the huge submarine base at Faslane
has a kind of evil fascination and as we headed back down the
Loch in a flat calm the following morning, we went close to it
so that Philip and I could have a better look at the black sluglike shapes tied alongside. In fact, we went too close and were
rapidly but politely shepherded away by a police launch. At
least, I think that is what it was doing. The policeman who
waved may actually have been asking for another verse of
"Donald Where’s Yer Troosers".
When we handed Rhum Lady back to her owner we were
genuinely sad. She is a super little boat and had given us a
great holiday. It may not have been a very adventurous cruise,
but more importantly, it had been totally enjoyable and we
had achieved all our objectives. We had visited twelve

different harbours or anchorages, six of them new to me, and,
despite some mixed weather, we had completed our trip
without any panics or trauma. For which, of course, no small
thanks is due to the crew. It is with mixed emotions that
Heather and I realised that we are only a season or so away
from the family crew turning into the extremely competent
full adult crew.
Day/Date Passage

21 Jul Sun
22 Jul Mon
23 Jul Tue
24 Jul Wed
25 Jul Thu
26 Jul Fri
27 Jul Sat
28 Jul Sun
29 Jul Mon
30 Jul Tue
31 Jul Wed
1 Aug Thu
TOTAL

Rhu - Rothesay
Rothesay - Burnt Isles
Wreck Bay
Wreck Bay - Tighnabruaich
Tighnabruaich - Tarbert
Tarbert - Loch Gair
Loch Gair - Carradale
Carradale - Campbeltown
Campbeltown - Lamlash
Lamlash - Millport
Millport - Largs
Largs - Dalandhui
Dalandhui - Rhu

Distance

15 n.m.
7
3
12
12
30
12
22
15
5
19
5

n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.
n.m.

% Under
Sail Inc.
M/Sail
Nil
95%
100%
85%
50%
30%
30%
95%
50%
60%
100%
Nil

157 n.m.
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Breton Islands and Rivers
David FitzGerald

Peigin Eile is a 1981 Westerly Fulmar purchased by myself in
Larne in 1987. Our annual cruising programme has been
rather erratic, due mainly to the fact that the skipper retired to
enjoy some serious cruising four years ago only to find
himself hauled out of retirement two years later and put back
to work. Peigin Eile therefore had an extended cruise of three
months duration during 1989, sailing directly from Galway to
Aviro in Portugal. She returned to Bayonna in N.W. Spain
where the skipper took a marina berth for a month and was
joined by the family. Peigin Eile then returned to Ireland with
a crew of two, himself and daughter Grainne, visiting ports
along the N coast of Spain, W coast of France Brittany,
Cornwall and S W Ireland on the way. In 1990, however, very
little serious cruising was possible and it was therefore
decided that in 1991, sufficient time should be made to allow
for a four week cruise to South Brittany. The skipper,
however, would have to break his own time in Brittany to
return home for two or three days work. Crew changes would
also be required as Jean FitzGerald, Louise Fernie and her
daughter Charlotte were to travel down by Brittany Ferries to
join the boat for two weeks - returning home again by ferry.
Grainne would then join the yacht for the trip back to Galway.
In order to be sure that we would arrive on schedule in
Brest to meet the families, it was decided to bring Peigin Eile
to West Cork a week before the cruise proper started as that
part of the cruise was where there was the greatest likelihood
of loosing time due to bad weather. The crew for the trip south
was to be the same as that for the passage to France with the
addition of Michael Craughwell. Michael was thinking of
giving up his Lough Corrib motor cruiser and taking to the
high seas. This was to be his first ocean passage, and,
amazingly, he seems to have been won over. On Saturday
13th July the crew woke at 0400 in the trawler layby in
Galway to a dark drizzley morning with a W/SW 5/6 wind not a very exiting prospect for a trip down to the Blasket
sound. However, we made the effort nevertheless. In order to
make reasonable time we decided to motor-sail with a reefed
and well flattened main. Two tacks in the bay and by 0730 we
were clear of the Black Head and as we were just about able to
fetch the course down the coast on the starboard tack we
decided to continue motor-sailing.
The Loop Head was abeam at 1645 with the weather
showing signs of clearing a bit and spirits rose and it was
realized we would have a fair tide from the mouth of the
Shannon to the Blasket Sound. If we continued motor-sailing
hard on the wind we should just fetch the Blasket Sound and
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clear it by dark. We rounded Sybil Head at 2150 catching a
few breaks of evening sunlight before nightfall.
We set course to pass outside everything on the south coast
during the night. This we did passing one mile outside the
Great Skellig at 0130 and 1/2 mile west of the Bull at 0420
just as it was dawning.
We tied up alongside Crookhaven at 0900, in time to enjoy
a good breakfast.
Peigin Eile is a bilge keeler and as we were leaving two
younger crew members to look after the boat for a week we
left her alongside to take the ground on the sandy beach inside
the little harbour.
Billy Sullivan had kindly agreed to put her out on his
mooring in the middle of the week, as she might get neaped.
The rest of the crew headed back to work for another week
before starting holidays.
The crew for the leg down to Brest arrived in Crookhaven in
time for a few pints, on Thursday July 18th. There were the two
elder members - the skipper and Peter Fernie - and the lads Robert McDonagh and Eoin McDonald. Watches were to be
organised on a four hours on, four hours off basis. We had
found this system to be the best on the long trip from Galway to
Portugal two years before. The hours of darkness were split by
changing watches at 0200. To work properly, however, the
drinking and eating hours must be carefully regulated. Breakfast
must be between 0900 and 1000 to allow the off watch crew the
rest from 1000 - 1300. Lunch (and drinkies) is from 1300 to
1500 and Dinner (including more drinkies) from 2100 - 2300.
If lunch and dinner sessions are too early, it means that one
watch spends most of its off watch time eating and socializing
with little time for sleep.
On Friday 19th June the crew woke up at 0530 to a dry
cloudy morning but with a good forecast NW 4/5. Moorings
were slippedat 0600 and we set off with a fine sailing breeze
W 5 and a clearing sky.
The course was set to leave Ushant to port - a course which
would take us 30 miles SW of the Scillies. We enjoyed a real
days sailing with a sunny sky and a blue sea averaging 6 knots
most of the day.
A clear bright night followed and just before dawn we
caught sight of the loom of the Bishop Rock 40 miles to the
South East. At 0615 Saturday morning, Decca gave our
position as 30 miles west of the Scilly Isles and by 1000 the
wind had dropped light so we furled the jib and started the
engine. We motor-sailed the rest of the way to Brest in light
winds and good visibility.

When it got dark that night we saw the loom of Creac’h
Light and at 0400 on the Sunday morning we had the light
abeam and in the early hours we altered course to round Les
Pierres Noires light and the Basse Royal buoy. On the way
into the Rade de Brest we exchanged pleasantries with the
crew of Errislannan of Royal St George Y. C., the boat on
which the skippers daughter Grainne crews in Dun Laoghaire.
They were heading further south.
We tied up alongside the visitors pontoon at the Moulin
Blanc marina at 0900 on a fine clear morning with everyone
in great form.
We found the marina to be an excellent stageing place well equipped and organised with first class facilities,
chandlers, restaurants and bar. The hinterland is a bit dull
being one of the outer suburbs of Brest.
The logistics were superb for at 1200, three hours after our
arrival, the "ladies", Jean, Louise and Charlotte came tripping
along the Marina pontoon, having travelled by the Cork Roscoff ferry and by train via Morlaix. Eoin McDonald was
leaving us for Paris and for the next two weeks we had a crew
of six, David and Jean FitzGerald, Peter and Louise Femie
and the "youngsters", Charlotte Femie and Robert McDonagh.
Robert was the mainstay of the crew as he was the only one to
stay with the boat all the time from Galway to Galway.
Twenty four hours later we left Brest to head South on
another beautiful day.
The late start was enforced in order to reach the Raz de
Seine as the tide was turning South, but it gave us a great
opportunity to sort ourselves out and to stock up on food,
water and fuel.
We were under engine again in warm sunshine and light
breezes, but nobody was complaining and we were fortunate
to have this sort of weather for most of the rest of the cruise.
The salad was duly prepared and, with a selection of cold
meats and cheeses, made up our lunch - a meal which,
accompanied by wine, varied very little for the rest of our time
in France. This was enjoyed as we motored and sunbathed
through the Passe de Toulinguet and the Raz de Seine, which
was, (thank God), most unlike the postcards one usually sees
of this formidable passage. Approaching the point de
Penmarc’h, we realized it would be dark by the time we
reached the more popular ports of Concarneau or Benodet and
not wanting to spend the night at sea (the rot had set in), we
decided to put into Le Guilvinec, a fishing port just South of
Penmarc’h.
The pilot book had no great regard for it as a place for
yachts, and this proved to be correct - long lines of fishing
boats several deep on the quays on either hand.
We located the buoys for yachts as instructed with only
three yachts tied up to them.
The buoys were clearly marked "Une nuit seulement".
We found it an interesting place, different from the usual
mass of yachts in marinas, but not unpleasant. After dinner we
rowed ashore for a few beers, and found the place very quiet presumably because everyone was off fishing at 0500 the next
morning.
The fishing boats woke us up early and the skipper went
ashore for supplies at 0630 which he had no trouble in getting
at that hour of the morning. Bread, vegetables, fruit, milk and
eggs.

Cast off at 0700 - under motor. Another fine day with little
wind and hazy sunshine. After clearing the approaches, we set
course for the Isles de Glenans, which were not too far off our
course to Belle Isle.
We made the passage through these Islands during the late
morning, entering between La Pie beacon and Les Pierres
Noir, then passing E of Bananec,and rounding the lighthouse
at the W point of Isle de Penfret.
The Islands and anchorages were full of boats, large old
gaff riggers, modem cruisers of all sizes, and several fleets of
racing dinghys hard at work. A far cry from the west of
Ireland, where there was great excitement when you met one
other yacht. We did not linger as we had to get on to Belie Isle
and at 1120 we set course for Belle Isle, enjoying lunch (and
drinkies) and generally lounging on the way there.

Motoring in the Isles de Glenans, Louise, Robert,
Jean & Peter

D. FitzGerald

"Ernie", the autohelm was hard at work.
We entered Sauzon at 1830 about halftide which is just
what we wanted. We passed the deep keeled yachts in the
harbour mouth on our way in. They were tied up between trots
of buoys, several abreast, rolling merrily in the light swell.
Not for us, - we headed on up the harbour and with our twin
keels took the ground on a sandy bottom. We rowed out
anchors forward and aft and congratulated ourselves on the
comfort and comparative seclusion we were able to enjoy,
even though we were still abreast of the town. We were now
in the general area in which we wanted to stay for the next two
weeks, and as everyone liked the look of Sauzon, we decided
to stay put for a day or two. We celebrated that evening with
an excellent meal at the Restaurant du Phare, where we
tackled our first Fruit de Mer. The skipper approached this
with great caution as twenty years before almost to the day, he
recalled devouring a small green crab in a Fruit de Mer, in that
very self same restaurant. The wicked beast fought back for
two days before finally giving up the ghost. Beware of green
crabs. Next morning there seemed to be no after affects, apart
of course from the usual affects of too much wine, which, as
we all know, is quite normal.
We were very comfortable in Sauzon as the bottom is
sandy and we could either walk, paddle or row ashore
depending on the tide. Most of us spent the day exploring the
lovely old town, bathing or generally lounging, but Robert,
having youth and daring on his side hired a motocyclette and
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Who wants water anyway,t Peigin Eile in Sau~on

D. FitzGerald

toured the Island from one end to the other - no doubt at break
neck speed.
Next day, July 25th, was somewhat overcast and windy and
we had a morning ashore, shopping and writing postcards,
followed by lunch at the Car6 de la Cale. Peigin Eile floated at
1530, so we weighed anchor and cleared harbour for the
Island of Houat at 1600.
The weather had deteriorated somewhat and we had a run
down to Houat in dull overcast conditions, the wind NW 5
with a loppy sea. At 1745 we passed through the Chanal de
Beniguet with Le Grand Coin beacon close to Port. When we
reached Houat harbour at 1815, we were greeted by a veritable
maze of yachts made fast "higglety pigglety" to the mooring
buoys in the entrance. (That is the only way l can describe it).
There was quite a lop, too, and it took us the best part of an
hour to get rafted up, a task we achieved by using the dinghy
and running out mooring lines to various buoys.
However,when we finally got sorted we were quite
comfortable and badly in need c~f a gin. As the evening was
not particularly pleasant, we dec~ded that this was definitely a
night for staying on board. A Moody, Serenety of Swanwick
was rafted up alongside by this time, so we had the crew on
board for "cocktails" - (more gin). From them we heard horror
stories of the mooring and marina charges on the South coast
of England, and not surprisingly the owner is keeping an eye
out for a place in Brittany where he could keep his boat.
Off to bed early that night and up early next morning to a
beautiful calm morning with clear skies and warm sunshine.
We were not long in extracting ourselves from the maze of
boats and to motor around to the East side of the Island and
anchor off the beautiful beach "Treach er Gouret’" for a
swim.
The weather being settled, we did not take much
convincing that we should stay here for another day. We were
able to anchor so close to the beach that we could swim
ashore. The wind surfer was rigged and Peter was able to
show off his skill in that department. The skipper declined as
he did not want to take the wind out of Peters sails - so to
speak.
A really idyllic day, swimming, wind surfing, lying on the
beach, sunbathing on deck, chugging around in the dinghy.
There were no limits to the enjoyment.
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We dined on board that night in the sunset, and after dinner
made our way up the short, sandy path to the lovely village.
We spent the evening in a cosy caf6 where the big excitement
was the chess championship of the Peigin Eile.
The only contenders were Peter ("the great") and young
Robert. Peter managed to win by the skin of his teeth
although, needless to say, all the money was on Robert as we
felt Peter took too long over his moves. The walk down to the
boat in brilliant moonlight with wisps of mist around, was like
a dream. There was only one way to finish a day like that coffee well laced with Paddy, in the cockpit.
Another beautiful day - Sat 27th July - and we weighed
anchor at 0800. Every one felt a bit sad leaving this lovely
Breton Island but we were heading for the first of our French
rivers - the Villaine, motoring on a calm sea.
We found our way up to the shallow entrance to the
Villaine, in spite of the hazey conditions, arriving there at
1200. It was low tide and for much of the time in the
approaches we had only two feet under the keel. The lower
part of the Villaine is not too interesting but we were kept
busy in trying to keep to the channel and duly arrived at the
Arzal locks at 1330. The lock gates operate every hour in the
morning from 0800 to 1100, close at lunch time and open
every two hours in the afternoon from 1500 to 2100 and
finally at 2200.
We explored ashore while waiting for the gates to operate
at 1500. There are large marinas on both sides above the locks
with the usual facilities, but the area was not particularly
attractive, with a busy road crossing the barrage.
After clearing the locks at 1515 we motored on up the
Villaine which once one gets away from Arzal, takes on a
much more attractive aspect, with pleasant trees and woods
falling down to the river side.
La Roche Bernard proved to be a pretty town as we
approached at 1600 with a large bridge crossing the Villaine.
We very cleverly turned up into the marina in the vieux port
which is located in a cutting into the river banks on the
starboard hand. It proved to be much more attractive than the
marina situated on the banks of the fiver a quarter of a mile
upstream.
We lay at our berth with woods tumbling down to the
waters edge only ten yards on one hand and on the other lay
the old town up against, and on top of an escarpment with a
pathway leading up it.
After exploring the lovely old town we dined on board and
settled down in the cockpit to be entertained to a "Son et
Lumidre" performance on the rock excarpment next to the
marina at nightfall. The general public were being seated on
stands erected on the shore, but we were equally well placed
with a good view and all the comforts of home (including a
convenient bar). And a right good show it turned out to be. No
one had a clue what the story was about but there were
beautiful lighting effects, loud music, hangings, burning at
stakes, flashing lights, horses galloping up and down (we
nearly lost Louise there), and animated street scenes, and all
for free. We were late turning in. We awoke up on Sunday
28th July to another lovely morning and after our usual
breakfast of croissants, as well as Pain au Chocolat (pour le
B6b6 - Robert), we spent the morning exploring the town and
did some shopping. At 1230 we cast off and headed up the

Villaine to find a nice place for a casual lunch. The idea being
to catch the Arzal lock gates when they opened in the
afternoon at 1500.
The Villaine above La Roche Bernard was even prettier
with rock cliffs and escarpment jutting out between the woods
and fields with cows ruminating in them (just as the Pilot
book had told us).
It was so still that we eventually decided to lie up alongside
one of the cliff faces to have our lunch. We picked a lovely
spot and duly tied up to some pine trees which were growing
out of clefts and fissures in the face of the cliff. With fenders
well placed we settled down to our drinks and lunch, enjoying
the peace and quiet of the place. A complete contrast to the
open sea.
After lunch we motored back down the river and entered
the lock gate at 1515. There was great activity in the locks
with boats at all angles, and luckily, without any damage we
escaped from the lock and motored down river and out
through the Basse de la Varlingue channel to the open sea.
There was a nice sailing breeze so as soon as we left the
Confreneau W Beacon to port we hoisted sail and headed for
Point du Castelli. A very pleasant fine evening with an E 4
breeze had us rounding the Les Bayonelles at 1845 and
hardening up for La Turballe where we duly arrived at 1945
and made fast alongside in the Marina.
The skipper was due to head for home the next day and La
Turballe had been selected as a suitable place to leave the crew
and boat for two or three days. The choice was a good one as
La Turballe is a large fishing village and holiday resort, and the
harbour has been extended in the last couple of years to
accommodate a marina. One of the attractions of the place is
that there is a fine beach just over the harbour wall from the
marina, which is well fitted out and organized. The town is not
too large but has all the facilities and a good shopping centre as
well a plenty of cafrs and restaurants. Situated only three km.
away is the historic walled town of Gurrande and the large
fashionable coastal resort of La Baule is only ten kilometres
away. There is a good bus service for the adventuress.
The next day the skipper headed off, with Robert, into La
Baule to hire a car, exploring the lovely promenade and beach,
Le Pouliguen, and the vast new marina at Pornichet at the
other end of the beach. Robert aged considerably as the
skipper did his best to learn to drive the "foreign" way.
Skipper was up early next morning, off to Nantes Atlantique
airport (1 1/2 hours drive) and back to Dublin via London for
two days. The crew breathed a sigh of relief - peace and quiet.
The weather at La Turballe was not the best, but in spite of
this everyone enjoyed the port and managed to get some time
on the beach as well as walking, shopping, exploring the fish
market and enjoying the cafrs and restaurants. Leonard
Martin, Vice Commodore of the Galway Bay Sailing Club and
his wife Janet and family were able to join up with the crew as
well, as they were camping in the area.
All good things come to an end, which they did abruptly on
Thursday 1st August, when the skipper came thundering down
the marina roaring his usual cry to arms - "Ships and men rot
in Port".
We were off again an hour later at 1500 heading towards
the Morbihan in sunshine with a nice sailing breeze, towing
the Avon behind.

Disaster struck an hour later when we looked astern and there was the dinghy - gone!! No sign of it anywhere around
so we decided to head back to La Turballe in the hope of
finding it on the beach down wind of our course. We reported
it at the marina, and spent two weary hours searching and
enquiring along the beach where we felt it would have drifted
ashore. No luck - wearily we returned back to the marina to be
greeted by a smiling marina attendant. "Your "annexe", she is
found."
This to our delight turned out to be our Avon - picked up
by a sports fisherman at sea. He had reported it, taken it home
and would be returning at 1930. When he arrived with our
dinghy he turned out to be a most pleasant holidaying French
fisherman. He scoffed any suggestion of a reward but joined
us for a few celebration drinks on board. He left us later in
rollicking form clutching a few bottles of "Paddy" under his
arl~.

Ali’s well that ends well -- we had made a friend and
learned the French word for a yachts tender.
It was late by this time so we stayed another night in La
Turballe.
Jean and the Fernies had to leave the next day to catch the
Cork - Roscoff ferry. Robert and the skipper saw them off on
the bus to La Baule early in the morning. It was a sad parting
as they had been such good shipmates for the past two weeks.

The crew was down to two and one hour later at 1015
Peigin Eile headed off to sea again . We were to meet the
skippers daughter Grainne at Lorient on Sunday.
A lovely day at sea. Peigin Eile skirted the shore of Houat,
through the Chenal de Beniguet once again, rounded the end
of the Quiberon peninsula and headed in to the entrance to
Lorient. The approach to this large estuary is well marked and
we motored in by the Passe du Sud, leaving Les Errants white
beacon and Les Trois Pierres B.W. beacon to port. We had
arranged to meet Grainne at the Marina in the old Port de
Commerce, in the middle of the city, so we headed straight up
there passing the imposing Citadel close to starboard on the
way.
We were allocated a most convenient berth in the marina
just below the bridge and lock gate into the "bassin ~t flot".
We were right next to the Maison de la Mer with cafrs and
creperies. This is described in the pilot books as a holding
pontoon, but it is in fact a full blown marina, with plenty of
depth, cleaner than the bassin ~t flot, and much more
convenient as one is not restricted to the opening of the gates
and the bridge at high tide when arriving or leaving.
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We met up with Errislannan once again and Bruce Lyster
and Arnie came on board for a drink.
Lorient is twinned with Galway, and we were to meet
several people from there, including one of the girls working
in the marina. The city was in rollicking form, as the Festival
inter Celtique was on. Irish music everywhere. After an
excellent dinner ashore we adjourned to the fun fair which
was taking place in the park adjacent to the bassin h flot.
Robert was let loose at the dodgems, rifle ranges and various
whirling roundabouts. The skipper observed from a distance,
not being tempted by this madness.
The crew spent a quiet day cleaning the ship and relaxing
on Saturday.
Grainne duly arrived at the boat at 1100 on Sunday
morning , having made the journey from Roscoff where she
arrived at 0600, in record time by a combination of hitch
hiking, bus and train. Unfortunately train timetables are
severely restricted on Sundays - the day upon which the Cork
ferry arrives in Roscoff.
We left Lorient marina at 1330 picking up fuel at the
pontoon at Kernevel Marina on the way out of the harbour.
Our second Breton river, the Aven, was our objective and
we anchored in the entrance off Port Manech at 1830, to await
the tide to cross the bar into the river. It was a sunny and
warm evening.
We weighed anchor at 2000, two hours after low tide and
crossed the bar with three feet under the keel (we draw only
four feet), proceeding up to the pool between Kerdruc and
Rosbras. This is as far as most yachts venture. We had been
here on two previous occasions and enjoyed the visit. It is a
charming place and there is a pleasant restaurant and bar
ashore. It is, however, rather crowded, and it was our plan to
explore up river to Pont Aven, two and a half miles further up.
The river shoals rapidly after passing the pool at Rosbras, and
widens out making the channel, which is sporadically marked
by buoys, rather difficult to follow. By keeping to port we
picked up the buoys again and proceeded with caution, as
much of the time we had less than one foot under the keels.
We touched the bottom three times but got off again without
any trouble, it still being only half tide. A mile below Pont
Avert the river narrows and it is easier to follow the channel
by keeping midstream.
The river is very beautiful and at times less than a hundred
yards wide with woods on both of the rocky banks.
Still only one foot or so under the keel and when we
reached the end of the quay wall at Pont Aven we took the
ground again. Here the chef in the restaurant on the shore put
us right by shouting the correct navigational directions to us
through the kitchen window!!
Following these and keeping to port, close to the quay wall
we found a berth alongside with only six inches under the
keel. It was 2100, just halftide. The bottom was nice and level
so we would sit nicely at low tide. A deep keel yacht which
can dry out alongside should have no trouble making this
passage an hour before high tide. It is well worth while as
Pont Aven is a lovely old town.
The navigable river ended only 100 yards upstream of our
berth. From there on it consists of waterfalls tumbling over
large rounded boulders and rocks. The town is famous for its
watermills and many of the buildings are fitted with water

46

wheels with mill races wandering their way between the
houses. It is very picturesque and was a famous haunt for the
impressionist painters. Gauguin did some of his best known
work here and the "Bois d’Amour" features in some of his
most famous and controversial paintings.
We lingered here for another day and on Tuesday August
6th when we floated at 1115 we made our way down river
again to the open sea, bound for Audierne, as we would not
get through the Raz de Seine by nightfall. Our course took us
W of Isle Verte and NE of the Isles de Glenans. We rounded
Point de Penmarch with Menhir tower close abeam at 1800
and then made our way well inshore to avoid the worst of the
foul tide.
At 2030 we rounded the buoys marking the southern limits
of the La Gamelle group of rocks and headed N on the leading
marks into the outer anchorage at St Evette.
It was just on low water with the tide at mean water neaps
which were given in the pilot book at datum + 1.9M. The
channel up to the Marina at Audierne was shown to have
depths of 0.1 to 0.3 meters with one depth drying at 0.2M.
With our draft of 1.2M we should just about be able to make
it, and as it was a calm evening with little tide running we
decided to go. We crossed the bar at the end of the pier with
0.15M under the keel and the engine ticking over, keeping
close to the pier wall, with the small waves breaking 50 yards
to starboard over the banks.
Halfway along the pier we went aground just on the spot
where it gave 0.2m drying on the chart. We had trouble
getting off as we felt the deeper water would be against the
pier. However a friendly fisherman in a small boat arrived
indicating the channel was further away from the pier and
closer to the breaking banks. We reversed out in that direction
and sure enough floated again. Our friend then gave us a lead
up the channel to the deeper water inside the harbour and from
then on we had no trouble finding our way up to the small
marina, where we duly made fast at 2130. As it was late we
had our meal on board and later went ashore for a few jars.
Audierne is a typical French fishing town not unlike
Cameret and equally popular with tourists. There are all the
facilities and a good supermarket on the W side of the estuary
above the bridge.
In the morning we had considerable trouble getting
someone to take our marina dues, eventually being directed to
the town hall, where we were again directed to various
departments before we found someone who located a tariff
and duly charged us 71.65FF. Everyone was very pleasant and
joked about it but we wanted to get things right. They
apologized for not being able to give us a receipt as the
Capitaine du Port only worked in the afternoon. The receipt
duly arrived in Kinvara by mail in mid September. We noted
on the tariff that the annual marina charge for a boat of our
size (10M) was 5523 FF including VAT.
We had found marina charges very reasonable in this part
of France. We paid from 65FF (La Roche Bernard) to 85FF
(La Turballe) per night. The latter was probably higher due to
its proximity to the fashionable resort of La Baule where all
prices were high. We were not charged at all in such places as
Sauzon, Houat and Chateaulain.
We left Audienne at 1215 (half tide) with plenty of depth
leaving the harbour, and headed for the Raz de Seine, with a

light SW wind. We had La Platte abeam at 1430 and bore off
for Douarnanez where we were to meet daughter Kathy and
her fiancf, Peter Pelly who were camping there. As we
approached Douarnanez we could see a veritable swarm of
yachts ahead, and approached with trepidation. We entered
Treboul in their midst, visualizing all sorts of problems getting
a berth. However we spotted a vacant berth on the new
pontoon outside the inner marina and shot straight into it. To
our amazement we found we were in just the right place, and
there were Kathy and Peter waiting for us on the pontoon. The
logistics were magic. It turned out we arrived at the finish of
one of the races in the "Tour de Finisterre en Voile" with over
eighty yachts competing, and when we saw the boats packed
into the inner Marina later we realized how lucky we had been
in securing such a good berth so easily.
We spent a most enjoyable evening with Kathy and Peter,
visiting their campsite and later being entertained to an
excellent meal in an inland country village by Peter. A
pleasant change for us.

Relaxing at Chateaulin on the Aulne

Robert McDonagh

We planned to visit one more Breton river before leaving
France, the Aulne, one of the tributaries of the Rade de Brest.
We cast off at 1045 dodging the start of the next leg of the
race and had a spanking beat in N.W. force 5 and brilliant
sunshine, around Cap de Toulinguet arriving in Moulin Blanc
Marina at 1915.
Another beautiful day with little wind. We cast off at 1230
under engine, rounding Isle Ronde and headed up to the
mouth of the Aulne river at Landevennec. From there it was
16 miles up to the 6cluses de Guly Glas where one locks up
into the upper reaches. The Aulne is a picturesque river which
twists and meanders through wooded banks and fields. We
noticed an interesting looking restaurant (which is mentioned
in the pilot book) on the East bank about a half mile
downstream of the large bridge at Tfrfnez. There were some
boats moored there and it should be suitable to anchor in close
out of the tide.
We reached the locks at 1640 and locked up into the
canalised river. It was an interesting passage of about 2 miles
past Port Launey up to Chateaulin with a roadway running
along the river. Opposite the Port Launey Hotel we ignored
two rusty buoys in mid river and left them to port. Too late we

noticed they were rusty green and - crunch - we were aground,
on what appeared to be a bank of gravel. An interesting
situation - twin keels - no use to heel the boat - no tide - no
chance of floating off!! Would we have to get a crane?? It did
in fact take us about 5 minutes of engine reving forward and
aft, and swivelling to port and starboard, before we managed
to wriggle off. It seemed like an hour.
We were delighted to pull up alongside the pontoon on the
starboard hand just below the bridge in the town of Chateaulin
at 1730. The gin bottle was not long coming out.
Chateaulin proved to be a comfortable berth with plenty of
room for the few yachts alongside the pontoon, which is
located close to the bridge and the centre of the town. A very
large supermarket was located only five minutes walk from
the pontoon so we decided it would be a good place to stock
up for the trip home.
This was to be our last night in France so we got dressed up
to dine ashore. This was duly accomplished (we even got
Robert into long trousers), and after exploring the town, we
enjoyed an excellent meal followed by a few drinks
afterwards in one of the caffs by the side of the river.
Up at dawn the next morning, Saturday 10th August at
0615 - destination the Scilly Isles. It was still not fully
daylight when we entered the locks again at Guly Glas, having
taken great care to leave the two green buoys to port on our
way down. There was great amusement in the lock as two
training school yachts arrived with students sleeping on the
deck. One of them had a rude awakening when he decided to
roll over in his sleep and ended up over the side - in the water
- sleeping bag and all.
We motored off down river on a beautiful morning and at
1030 were rounding the Cormorandifre and entered the
Goulet de Brest. We were still under engine with little wind
when we altered course to clear overfalls off Le Jument. One
could imagine what it would be like in strong winds.
We had been making remarkable time as we were carrying
the tide all the way.
We cleared Ushant at 1530, set course for the Scillies, and
ended up motoring all the way. Visibility deteriorated a bit
and it started to drizzle, and it gave us some concern when the
0033 weather forecast gave visibility at Lands End at 100
yards.

Grainne & Skipper enjoying the Scilly Isles
sunshine

Robert McDonagh
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However luck stayed with us. We were approaching the
Scillies with the N going tide and at 0530 we sighted the
Bishop Rock light. We dropped the anchor in St Marys
harbour having got in with reasonable visibility.

At 0800 we looked out to find the visibility down to 400
yards. However the Scillies were kind to us and the weather
was magnificent for our two days stay there. Bill Burrows long standing friend and ex-lifeboat engineer and now
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Harbour Masters Assistant was alongside at noon to fill us in
on all the local gossip (and to collect harbour dues) and we
were delighted to hear that Len Dalton who had looked after
us so well on many a previous trip was well again after a long
illness.
I finally caught up with Len later that aftemoon in his usual
comer seat in the Scillonian Club.
We hired bikes and explored the island, sunbathed and
swam and did the usual tour of The Mermaid, Atlantic Hotel
and Bishop and Wolf.
What a pleasant place it can be in settled weather. Our stay
wiped out the memories of previous visits rolling in the swell
and checking the anchor every few minutes.
We could not linger too long for we intended to make it
back for the West Coast rally in Kilrush Creek Marina at the
week-end. On Tuesday 13th August we therefore weighed
anchor at 0845. Another calm day with hazy sun and once
more we were to be under engine for most of the passage back
to Ireland. As we cleared the Islands we could see the first of
the large Fastnet yachts rounding the Bishop. We were to have
Fastnet yachts with us all the way and at the Mizen Head we
could still see the last of the yachts beating up to the rock in
light airs. They seemed to come in bunches. Having not seen
anything for two or three hours, we would suddenly be
surrounded by up to twenty or thirty yachts - Spinnakers
flying as they ran down to the Bishop in light airs. At night we
were at times surrounded by lights. It helped to make what
could have been a dull trip interesting.
We decided to keep going as we approached the Fastnet
and rounded the Mizen Head at 1615 on Wednesday. At 1930
we motored through the Dursey Sound and at 2015 we went
alongside the pier at Derrynane. We were going to dry out
alongside for the night but as it was high tide and we had only
six inches under the keels, we decided to anchor out, in case
we got neaped. Tides can do unpredictable things.
We were all tired, so we decided to remain on board for the
night. Grainne cooked yet another lovely meal, while we
enjoyed a few whiskeys. The duty free gin had expired at the
Scilly Isles. We weighed anchor at 0945 next morning 15th
August and motored out of Derrynane Harbour. The wind was
N of W and force 5 so we were faced with a lively beat to the
Blasket Sound. We tacked outside Scarriff Island and off Bolus
Head. The weather had brightened up and we held the next tack
till we were well inside Puffin Island at 1230. Grainne assured
us that the place was inundated with Puffins, but there were
none to be seen as we skirted the east side of the Island.
Off the entrance to Port Magee we were forced to tack out
for about two miles to round a long salmon net.’When we
cleared this and helped by a wind shift we were able to fetch
the Blasket Sound which we entered at 1700. We bore off for
Brandon and had to dodge one more long net near Brandon
Head before we were able to round it, and run into the
anchorage off Brandon pier, where we duly let go the hook at
2015.
We were back on the west coast and had our first trip
ashore in Ireland that evening. Too late to get a meal but we
managed with sandwiches and a few pints.
Brandon is a congenial stop-over place providing the wind
is in the right quarter.

We had time to spare next morning to catch the tide up the
Shannon so we decided to head over to Fenit. A lovely sail in
a strong force 6/7 SW wind brought us into Fenit at 1300
where we tied up alongside of Orion , Tom O’Keefe I.C.C.
Hon port officer Gerry O’Sullivan and Noreen were there to
meet us, and after entertaining us to a pleasant lunch, drove us
into Tralee for supplies. We visited his impressive new
fiberglass boat factory and chandlery.
We eventually took our leave of Fenit at 1700 and had the
toughest sail of our cruise - a close fetch in force 6 to 7 with
rain squalls up to the Kerry Head. Things improved for the run
up the Shannon and as it was getting late we decided to anchor
in Carrigaholt for the night. This we did at 2130. We enjoyed
a relaxed candlelight dinner on board that evening.
Next morning we made our way leisurely up to Kilrush
marina to join in the West Coast rally.
This will no doubt be documented elsewhere. Suffice to say
here that it turned out to be one of the best supported rallies
we have held, and was greatly enjoyed by all of us. Kilrush
was a much improved town from the days the skipper used to
sell horses there. There are some fine pubs and restaurants to
back up the new marina which has been built there.
Grainne was to leave us here, and we were joined again by
Peter and Louise for the trip back to Galway.
We locked out of Kilrush marina at 0700, blessed once
again by a beautiful day. We motored in light airs to round the
Loop Head at 1030.
At 1330 we had Mutton Island abeam and were able to
enjoy a rare sight on this coast- the twelve Pens in
Connemara were visible over the bow while astern we still
had Mount Brandon in view.
At 1500 off the Hags Head, a SW wind got up and we were
able to hoist the main and spinnaker.
We were also witnessing an air sea rescue operation. A
fishing boat had gone aground on the Kilstiffin rocks off
Lahinch Bay. The crew were taken off by helicopter, and the
Aran Lifeboat managed to get a line aboard and towed the
boat off and into Liscannor.
We were able to carry the spinnaker all the way home
rounding Black Head into Galway Bay at 1800 and picking up
our moorings off the Galway Bay sailing Club at Renville at
1945. Vice Commodaore, Leonard Martin who had last said
"Goodbye" to us in a different world at La Turballe was there
to greet us and bring us ashore in the Club tender.
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To the Island of Goats and Windmills
John Harbison

With apologies to Noah, the author, a long-standing middleaged ICC member and erstwhile perpetual crew, bought a boat
and embarked on a family cruise to West Cork, with four
humans and two animals on board. The boat, Kilderkin should
be well-known to ICC members, having been sailed by the
McMullen family for many years. She was acquired by the
author from Ed Wheeler who had moved on to partnership with
the Country’s best known Sailing and Legal authorities in a
much larger and faster vessel. Kilderkin, is a T24, 24 ft.
composite GRP/moulded ply 5 berth Bermudian sloop with a
recently installed Yanmar 9hp diesel auxiliary motor. For
comfort and safety at sea, the author had installed a "Furlex"
roller-reefing Genoa, which turned out to be an excellent
investment.
The ship’s company comprised the author as Skipper, his
wife Kathleen, fresh out of the HYC sail training school, as the
First Mate, Isobel and Austin, his 10 year old twin children as
crew and the family pets, "Snuff" a 5 year old male Labrador
and "Sasha" an American cocker bitch of uncertain age and
incredible stupidity, as mascots. "Sasha" had been left for safe
keeping by ocean skipper, Peter Cronin, some years earlier, on
his departure for Caribbean waters. The plan was to see the Tall
Ships departing from Cork and then to explore the cruising
grounds further west, both objectives being achieved against all
the odds.
Au Revoir Howth
Departure was achieved at 1135 on Sunday 14th July, in the
hope of getting as far as Arklow on the first leg, but it was not
to be. The Muglins were cleared in a SE 3-4, when, off Bray
the wind veered southerly 5-6. The "Furlex’" proved its worth,
first with a reef and then with a complete roll in and a motor
sail, under full main to Wicklow, where a comfortable night
was spent alongside. Next day, a brief WNW F4 took Kilderkin
out to Wicklow Head, but the wind backed to SSW F3-5
requiring a short beat to Arklow.
Mishap at Arklow
While manoeuvring into a berth alongside a trawler in the
basin, the propeller sheared its pin, necessitating drying out for
an inspection of the damage on the opposite side of the basin.
The site chosen proved to be the edge of the dredged part of the
harbour and dawn found the ship stern down at an angle of 30
degrees. An emergency removal of all heavy objects aft to the
quayside and insertion of bungs into every stern orifice
followed to prevent flooding. The usual "hurler-on-the-ditch"
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advice from quayside onlookers was proffered, one item of
which was followed with good effect. This was to inflate the
dinghy and make it fast under the counter.
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J Harbison
Kilderkin re.floated at Arklow
It was now clear that repairs were not going to be effected in
this location, given that even with the prevailing spring tides,
the tidal range in Arklow would not allow much access to the
propeller. Help was to hand however in the form of Jimmy
Tyrrell, who sized up the situation, took stock of Kilderkin’s
short deep keel and when she floated safely on the rising tide,
whisked her on to his synchrolift. While Kilderkin, looking like
a model yacht sat on this 200ft platform, the freely spinning
screw was once more fixed to its shaft with a new, heavier bolt.
Although this was a setback to the cruise, the delay proved a
bonus for the junior members of the crew, who were taken on a
thrilling, high-speed sea trial on a lifeboat after its overhaul by
the yard.
At 0415 on 17th July the passage was resumed southwards
through the Rusk Channel, motor-sailing against a SW F3-4
and arriving off Rosslare at 0900. The tide turned foul at 1000
off the Splaugh and a slow motor-sailing beat close inshore, in
light airs followed to Carnsore Pt., arriving off it at 1400. The
beat continued westwards on the other tack, inside the Black
Rocks, to the Saltee Sound, while the crew regaled the Skipper
with accounts from a book of the innumerable wrecks in the
area.

Rounding the Corner to Dunmore
Up to this point, the comfortable cruising rig of two slab reefs
in the main, engine on all the time and as much jib as

conditions would allow had been used. On clearing the Saltee
Sound, however the slight alteration in the course northwards
freed the wind and tempted the skipper to shake out the two
reefs. Hardly had he done so, when the wind freshened, but
maintained its direction. A tough fetch followed under full
main and minimum jib to the Hook, which was passed at 1800,
with a most welcome arrival at Dunmore East at 1915.
Unwisely on arrival, all repaired to the Sailing club bar,
leaving the ship tied up at the outer end of a long trot of boats.
A late retum followed, in a rising SW gale and driving rain,
necessitating rigging a long heavy bow line to a fishing boat
ahead. Just before retiring, the dinghy, which had been inflated
to get to and from the Club, was found to have "slipped its
painter" to the trot astern. So a long, wet boat-to-boat climb had
to be negotiated to retrieve it. And so to bed, with vows to give
up cruising and resume camping in France next summer.
Thanks to sailor colleague Bob Tait who had left his boat in
Falmouth the previous week, transfer to his mooring next
moming allowed two relaxing days to be spent in Dunmore.
Undoubtedly, this is the only comfortable way to stay there
nowadays, until that strategic port can develop its much needed
marina.
Tall Ships
Saturday 20th July, was the day of the start of the "Tall Ships"
race. It dawned fine and a departure was made for Cork under
power at 0600. Unfortunately, the dreaded south-westerlies
returned, bringing rain and mist with them. A motor-sailing
beat resulted, with tacks into Ardmore, Youghal and
Ballycotton bays. All this discomfort was forgotten however
off Ballycotton, when that awe-inspiring fleet of sail training
ships emerged out of the mist, bearing down on our little ship.
Fortunately it found us at the inshore end of the line, though the
younger crew members upbraided the skipper for not getting in
among the square-riggers at its outer end. The square-riggers
appeared so enormous, that they looked like blocks of high-rise
fiats in the middle of the ocean. Even the smaller boats looked
superb, the Colin Archer in particular creating a lasting
impression.

The family at RCYC Marina, Crosshaven

John Murphy

Crosshaven
Soon the spectacle was past, and the miserable beat westwards
to Crosshaven continued, making a hoped for passage to
Kinsale the same night with a young and tired crew impossible.
Fears of no room at the RCYC marina were soon dispelled and
with the help of old friend John Goor, a comfortable berth was

found there for the night. Four days of relaxation were spent,
revelling in local hospitality. This included an invitation to a
barbecue at ICC Hon. Treasurer Donal O’Boyle’s villa at
Drake’s Pool. An expedition was also undertaken into the City
for Tall Ships souvenirs and provisions. The ship’s mate
fortunately has cousins in town, where home comforts provided
a welcome respite from the cramped shipboard existence. This
pleasant delay in Cork was enforced by persistent strong
westerly winds.
Baltimore and Sherkin
The forecast of a good offshore northerly breeze, at last
allowed a departure westwards at 0845 on 25th July. A
spanking reach in bright clear conditions to Galley Head
ensued, where the wind died at 1600. After an hour’s motoring,
a power assisted beat into a gentle southwesterly, took us to
Baltimore, where the anchor was dropped at 2130. This was
after the dogs had been dropped ashore across the deck of the
Sherkin Ferry, to attend to their excretory needs.
The family holiday atmosphere of the cruise had now begun,
improved no-end by the junior crew meeting up with their
school-mates the O Laoire’s. Their father and fellow HYC
member Se~in had kindly made the facilities of his summer
home available to us for showers, washing machines, etc. In
return we took the younger members out to Sherkin for the day.
While the adults enjoyed a leisurely lunch at anchor, the
juniors went ashore in the dinghy, Austin saying on his return,
that they had "struck deep inland." Truly the spirit of
"Swallows and Amazons" lives on. Interest was also aroused
by the presence of the French tender Abeille Supporter
anchored close-by. Her submersible had been diving on the
wreckage of the Air India 747 Jet, 100 miles out. According to
the talk in Richard Bushe’s Bar in Baltimore, where her crew
relaxed, she was still searching for evidence of the bomb, said
to have caused the crash. The next day the whole family took a
walk "deep inland" to explore the trackbed of the Baltimore
branch of the defunct Cork, Bandon and South Coast Railway,
passing milepost 61 on the way. Future explorers be warned,
the trackbed has become so overgrown as to be impenetrable !
On a gastronomic note, excellent but simple hot take-away
precooked meals were available from the first floor restaurant
above Dermot McCarthy’s Bar. Attendance at a party in aid of
the Lifeboat, held in the Sailing Club was the social highlight
of the visit, where everyone who was anyone was to be seen.
The stay at Baltimore was marred only by the finding of our
anchor buoyrope wrapped around one of the screws of an
English Motor launch, just prior to our departure for Schull. It
was a case of out knife and cut and away westwards.
Roaringwater Bay
A lazy sail in light airs and bright sunshine took us out through
the north entrance and between Middle and East Calf Islands to
Schull on July 31st and was undoubtedly the most enjoyable
leg of the whole cruise. It was one of those days that looking
back through rosy tinted glasses, one imagines all cruises are or
should be like. The Spar supermarket in the town proved to be
an excellent place from which to stock up with food and drink
and its obliging proprietor ran the groceries down to the boat.
Chandlery was also available, a sacrificial anode being bought
for the propeller shaft. The imminent approach of the Bank
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Holiday with its crowds prompted our departure from Schull,
after a day’s rest. A final sally into Kitty’s bar betbre departure
on the afternoon of the 2nd August, found RCYC Admiral Jim
Collins and Barry Hassett helping Steve Malone to celebrate
his three score and tenth birthday in a quiet and genteel manner
as befitted both the gentlemen and the premises. They
continued their celebrations out in Paddy Burke’s bar on Cape
Clear Island, later the same afternoon. And so to sea !

iii!

Kathleen with produce ]kom The Goat Farm

Kilderkin in North Harbour. Cape Clear

J. Harbison

Cape Clear Island
With the anchor aweigh, this time unfouled, a smart passage
took us to North Harbour, Cape Clear, in time to see the
birthday party departing for the mainland. A brief period was
spent tied to the TSDY Kittiwake of Howth in the harbour
mouth waiting for the tide. Kilderkin then moved into the inner
basin, where she took the ground against the Quay. Three very
interesting but often showery days were spent on that island of
stupendous views towards the Fastnet to the west and out over
"the hundred isles" of Roaringwater Bay to the north and east.
Needless to say these views were enjoyed, when they were
visible between showers, in the course of walks over the island.
The longest walk was up to the "Windmills" on the highest
point of the island. These are two large wind driven electricity
generators and form part of an experimental pilot project,
sponsored jointly by the German Government and the ESB.
They are backed up by two diesel generators and a bank of
batteries and the whole installation is controlled by a computer
system. The Islanders are up in arms and collecting signatures
against the ESB who want the scheme brought to an end. This
is because the cost to the ESB of upgrading the scheme to make
the island self sufficient on wind generated electricity, with
diesel back-up only, would require a third wind generator and a
more elaborate computer. Hence the Islanders" "Save our
Windmills" campaign, to which we appended our supporting
signatures. Incidentally they are most "conspic’" from seaward
and deserve their retention for that reason alone.
The same walk lead to the Island’s goat farm, from which
we bought cheese, yoghurt, sausages, minced meat, a leg of kid
and best of all for the children, goatsmilk ice cream. This
remarkable establishment is run by a blind man and his sighted
wife.
Another curiosity on Cape Clear is a small lake near its
western end, the waters of which harbour a very active colony
of tiny carnivores, up to a quarter of an inch long, which, we
were informed would remove any proud flesh from the feet,
when immersed in the water. The family tried it but withdrew
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their feet quickly because of the unpleasant ticklish sensation.
Austin stuck it out the longest, his feet being black with them
on removal from the water.
The Skipper missed this pirana-like experience, since he had
opted to to bolt on the sacrificial anode and repair the "Whale
Gusher No. 10" bilge pump, which would not prime. Complete
dismantling and reassembly revealed a stray fragment of
plywood preventing a valve from closing. The pump is
mounted very inaccessibly in the stern locker. To gain access
required removal of its contents and entry therein by the
Skipper in the foetal position.
The last evening ashore was spent having dinner at Mrs.
Lynch’s. a homely guest house, where children are lodged
while learning Irish at the College on the Island. Mention must
also be made of the warm welcome extended to us at his bar by
Paddy Burke and his son. It is the only place on the island
where one can have a quiet pint but only up to 7.00 or 8.00
p.m. when Burke senior retires. The other two licensed
premises specialise in traditional music till all hours

EmergenO, surgeo’ to "Whale Gusher No. 10"

K. Harbison

The Return
All good things must come to an end and so an easterly course
was set on a grey, wet Sunday morning, the 4th August. The
consolation was that at last we were putting the southwesterlies
behind us and so a good passage was made to Union Hall,
where we lay to an anchor for the night under a tropical style
downpour. Life on board was made tolerable only by a large
cockpit awning, Kathleen had made out of an old jib, just
before our departure. The dogs had to be rowed ashore for the
usual reasons, but the Labrador, fearing he would be left behind
swam back to the boat. This was not before he had

demonstrated his or his entire species’ colour blindness, by
swimming to a neighbouring French boat first, unaware that the
tricolour was the wrong colour. At the same time his
abandoned cocker companion gave throat to the most blood
curdling howl from the shore, of which more anon.
The morning of August 5th broke clear and dry after the
night’s rain. An invigorating walk to Union Hall for breakfast
supplies almost tempted us to stay, so friendly were the
inhabitants and pretty the village (it had previously won its
category in the Tidy Towns competition). However a fair wind
blew, and so leaving Adam and Eve to starboard, a course was
set for Galley Head and the Doolic rock. On our way west, we
had watched an eastbound yacht going inside it and decided to
follow suit on the way home, since the inside passage offered a
short cut.
Approaching from the NW, with a light SW breeze, big SW
swell and a SW-bound ebb, the passage looked simple enough,
until it was clear that the ICC directions meant what they say.
The ebb was definitely setting us on to the Doolic. It took a 90
degree turn to port and the Yanmar at full throttle to clear it.
Even more worrying was the trail of froth, as good as any pint
of Murphy or Beamish, that the SW wind and swell had
whipped across the sound ahead of us, suggesting breakers on a
nonexistent NE ledge.
With the skipper feeling like Ulysses escaping from Scylla
and Charybdis, the course was set for the Old Head and a
comfortable downwind sail. We were overtaken by fellow
Howth sailors, Dick and Pat Watson in Brighteyes off

Clonakilty. Then a couple of miles off the Old Head, our
waypoint disappeared behind a fog bank, an identical event
having occurred on Bandersnatch a few years earlier. Not
wishing to miss the turn left into Kinsale, a 15 degree alteration
to port was made. About half an hour later, Austin spotted
breakers at the foot of a cliff and we heard the rather puny but
welcome foghorn on the headland. After rounding the head, an
easy reach followed into Kinsale, passing the Courtmacsherry
Lifeboat, outward bound on our way in. On our arrival, Giles,
the marina manager, guided us directly into a comfortable
berth, right alongside Brighteyes. Needless to say an invitation
from Dick to swap a few yarns aboard was gladly accepted, her
saloon being somewhat more palatial than our own.
Unfortunately they left for Crosshaven next morning.
Gastronomic Interlude
All this time, we had kept the leg of kid on ice, since our
cooker lacked an oven. Help was at hand in the Rectory
however, where recently appointed native of Howth/Sutton,
Rev. David Williams and wife Ros roasted it for us. Thanks to
an excellent new gourmet shop in town, where precooked seafood delicacies may be obtained, we were able to return the
compliment on board the following evening with cold lobster.
By the 8th August, after two and a half days of gastronomy
and with a good forecast, an early morning start for somewhere
in the region of Youghal was planned. Once more a gremlin
struck at the "Gusher No. 10." Again it refused to prime.
Another day would have to be spent in the stern locker as there
was no putting to sea without a functioning bilge pump. An
appeal to Giles for a couple of new clack valves to transplant
into the monster was made. Instead he tendered an invaluable
bit of advice, which is passed on to readers gratis. Placing his
hand over the pump outlet and operating it like a valve on the
return stroke of the pump, he primed it and made it cough or
should one say vomit up the cause of the trouble, a matchstick.
This was indeed a masterful feat of non-invasive surgery and a
lesson in keeping ones bilges free of foreign bodies. Thus
without having to empty the stern locker, a reasonably early
start was made at 1030.
Dunmore Revisited
The forecast south westerly materialised and freshened
throughout the day. Off Ballycotton, the forecast moved up to
force 6, "later" and so the destination was changed to
Dunmore East. The main was struck off Ardmore and further
reductions in sail area achieved with the "Furlex" from the
cockpit. What a brilliant invention! By evening we were off
Tramore. The prospect of the Sailing Club Bar at Dunmore
East before closing time seemed a possibility. Such unworthy
thoughts must have been read by Aeolus himself, because he
promptly reduced the supply of wind. However the Yanmar
took up the slack and the objective was achieved with a half an
hour to spare.

Skipper in the Rusk Channel

K. Harbison

Celebration of a Rescue
This time, there were fewer yachts in the harbour, but we still
found ourselves out at the end of a long trot of boats. After a
pleasant sojourn in the Club, all returned on board, across the
boats. All that is except "Sasha" of whom there was no sign. A
retracing of steps back towards the quay wall found a worried
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for cruising boats. The WHSC deserve every encouragement in
their efforts to get their plans for a marina off the ground.

Sasha and Snuff

K. Harbison

boat owner, saying that she had been on his boat, in a state of
some anxiety but had fallen overboard. A glance between that
and the adjacent boat revealed "Sasha" swimming slowly away
towards the next trio of boats. As she is somewhat deaf and
blind, she did not respond to any calls to return. A hectic
scramble by the author to the next trot, calling her name
repeatedly, failed to find her, though a possible faint cry had
been heard, from under the pier.
By this time the owner of the boat immediately inside
Kilderkin, who hailed from Dungarvan, was complaining
bitterly of the disturbance. It was about 0100 and he had a wife
and small child aboard, all of whom wanted a night’s sleep.
Now inside "Dungarvan Man", lay Lyrae, RStGYC, to which
vessel acting Skipper Peter Fagan, his niece and other crew
members were returning after a good dinner ashore. They
offered much advice on the abilities of water dogs to swim and
navigate, but by this time hopes for "Sasha" had evaporated.
Plans were laid for the announcement of the sad news of her
death to Austin and Isobel, next morning, as they were by now
in bed.
Skipper and Mate were just turning in, when the howl was
heard. It was the same, unmistakable howl of abandonment
heard at Union Hall, bloodcurdling and almost wolf-like.
Pandemonium broke out. Lyrae’s ship’s company, still
enjoying their "digestives", came up on deck brandishing lamps
and shouting encouragement to the animal. Kilderkin’s
inflatable had to be unlashed from the coachroof, pumped up,
launched and rowed in under the piles of Dunmore’s hollow
pier. There, looking wet and bedraggled but very much alive
and perched high up on the rocks under the pier, was "Sasha."
She needed little encouragement to come down and jump into
the dinghy, in which she emerged into the bright lights, to the
applause of the crews of Lyrae and Kilderkin. The former
insisted on joining the latter for a celebratory party on
Kilderkin. It was well past 0300 before that broke up and not a
word was heard from "Dungarvan Man" throughout the whole
goings on. Apologies were expressed and accepted next
morning.
Later that day, further mayhem was inflicted on the yachts,
by the manoeverings of the Wexford beam trawlers inside the
whole trot, forcing them out into the centre of the harbour or
outside it altogether. These trawlers, large old steel vessels and
themselves visitors to Dunmore, cause much annoyance to the
visiting yachts in what is a most strategically important harbour
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The Last Lap
Sunday the 9th of August was a good passage day to start the
last lap home with intermittent sun and a welcome westerly 34. A convenient after breakfast departure time was sufficient to
catch the tide around Carnsore. A potential dead run through
the Saltee Sound was a less attractive prospect than tacking
downwind via the Coningbeg lightship and so we took the
offshore option. At Carnsore the wind backed and freshened,
giving us a close reach to the Splaugh buoy and a dead beat up
to Rosslare Harbour. It was impossible to lie alongside in the
NW wind and chop and so a most uncomfortable but
reasonably secure night was spent lying to an anchor a few
cables west of the harbour.
A pre-breakfast 0730 start in a flat calm and a northbound
flood took us up through the Rusk Channel to be off Arklow
shortly after midday. A waning tide was compensated for by a
freshening SE breeze which just about pushed us around
Wicklow Head against a strengthening ebb. And so into
Wicklow Harbour for an undistinguished supper on board,
eating up the precooked meals not used hitherto, because of the
first mate’s expertise in the galley throughout the cruise.
Tuesday August 12th had an end of holiday atmosphere, as
we motored on to Howth on the morning flood in a flat calm,
tying up in Howth Marina at 1330.
Epilogue
This concludes an account of how four humans and two dogs
survived thirty days in a 24 foot boat without serious incident,
and having enjoyed a good summer family holiday in
conditions generally agreed as unsettled weather. That such a
ship’s company came through without being caught out at sea
by bad weather was due to accurate forecasting by the Irish Met
Office, by a policy of passage-making in short legs and getting
into port by nightfall after each passage and by the virtually
continuous use of the engine to ensure that timely arrival. The
last requirement was encouraged by the fact that the boat’s
propeller is a fixed one, fixed propellers cause least drag when
kept spinning and a 9hp Yanmar is a quiet smoothrunning
engine. No apology is made for the absence of a chart. The
route should be familiar to ICC members.
Date - July
14
15
17
20
25
30
August
1
5
6
8
10
11
12
TOTAL

Passage
Howth-Wicklow
Wicklow-Arklow
Arklow-Dunmore East
Dunmore East-Crosshaven
Crosshaven-Baltimore
Baltimore-Schull

Distance
27
16
79.7
78.3
64
12

Schull-Cape Clear Island
Cape Clear- Union Hall
Union Hall-Kinsale
Kinsale-Dunmore East
Dunmore East-Rosslare
Rosslare-Wicklow
Wicklow-Howth

6
20
35
66
33
47
25
509

Marie Claire II explores West Coast of France
Sean McCormack

The idea of a cruise to the West coast of France came about as
we completed yet another jaunt to Scotland’s Western Isles in
July 1989. On that trip we had made a point of getting to some
of the anchorages, including Rathlin Island, that we had not
visited on our many previous forays to this wonderful cruising
ground. On any future trip to these waters we would have had
difficulty finding new anchorages to give that sense of
expectancy which is so important in cruising.
The very idea of going south to warmer climes, seemed to
fire the crew with renewed enthusiasm, and during the early
winter of 1990, the plan was hatched over pints in Howth
Yacht Club. I am very lucky in having a loyal and experienced
racing and cruising crew.
The crew for the trip were Nyles Byrue, Des Simmons, Pat
Hopkins and Jim Stewart, all of whom race with me and have
crewed on many trips on Marie Claire. Myles and Des did the
outward leg and Pat and Jim the return leg. I was also joined
for the full trip by an old friend, Con Moran, who sails a
Ruffian out of Dun Laoghaire. In fact, it was Con who
introduced me to sailing many years ago, and also whetted my
appetite for cruising.
Our home and transport for the next three weeks, Marie
Claire II is a nine year old Beneteau First 30 that has raced
and cruised extensively during that period. She is a robust,
well built yacht and an ideal compromise for racing and
cruising.
Friday 28th June 1991, 13.00, saw Marie Claire heading
south from Howth. The plan was to continue non-stop,
weather permitting until we got well down the French coast. It
was a cloudy, warm day, with little wind, so we motored
down the Irish Sea outside the Arklow bank. In the evening

Solitude on the River Odet

Sean McCormack

"George" the autohelm went on the blink, and over the next
two days, after about two hours use, the same thing would
happen. We then put him to rest until he was repaired in La
Trinite.
About 05.00 Saturday, a nice S.W. wind came up and we
could sail at last. During the day the wind freshened
considerably, and also headed us, sending us a bit up the
Bristol Channel. Morale was a bit low at this stage and the
possibility of putting into an English port, Sunday, was
mentioned after we tacked in a foul tide and seemed to be
heading west, instead of the desired southerly course. There
was a Mayday during the day, involving an injured crewman
on a fishing trawler and another in the early hours of Sunday
morning, when a boat went on to the rocks at Land’s End,
where the visibility was less than 100 yards. Not very
encouraging!
The wind eased a bit on Sunday morning and with the aid
of the engine we were just about able to lay the course. We
passed close to Wolf Rock at lunch time, and soon after the
sun came out for a short time and we had a 3-4 S.W. wind. By
19.00 it was misty and the visibility was not great. Later in the
evening, the wind went light and we were motoring and I was
worried about visibility in the shipping lanes off Ushant. The
plan was to use the inshore traffic zone, west of Ushant and
then outside Ile de Sein.
Monday 01.00 we were motoring and I was off watch
below, when there was a shout from the cockpit to come up,
"the propeller must have fallen off’. The engine was running
fine, and the shaft was turning, but without any drive at all.
We tried forward and reverse many times, but without result.
There was about three knots of wind and visibility roughly
half a mile. During all this cockpit activity, the Ushant Traffic
Controller, speaking English, was getting more and more
excited about unidentified vessels and vessels on collision
courses. The whole situation was a major worry for everyone
on board. Then "that’s us, that’s us, that’s our position" came
the cry from someone, after latitude and longitude figures
were given for an unidentified vessel. Visions of being towed
in and impounded or of being run down by a super tanker,
crossed my mind several times during that period. On
checking, the longitude quoted was the same as ours, but not
the latitude. As all of this was taking place in English, we
could not even claim that we did not understand! We hoisted
all sail and had no choice but to head out to sea, away from
the shipping lanes. We were sailing at between two and three
knots in a W.N.W. direction, which was the very opposite of
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the course we wished to make. The rest of the night did not
allow much sleep, with thoughts of finding a port we could
sail into.
At daylight I went down the boarding ladder and
discovered that the propeller was still there. What a relief. We
started the engine and put it into gear, and away we went. In
September, when dried out for a scrub, I found that there was
slight damage to one of the propeller blades.
Whatever we fouled, it must have contained wire to cause
this damage, and also to fall off by itself. The result of the
incident was extra mileage, and about six hours added to the
trip, not to mention the anxiety.
The winds were light all day Monday and we had to motor
sail. Monday night was a lovely night with light winds
continuing, and still more engine assisted sailing, which
continued until we arrived in La Trinite-Sur-Mer on Tuesday
2nd July at 16.20.
This well known yachting centre is situated one and a half
miles up the Crach River. There is a large marina and all
yachting facilities, but a bit expensive. It is home for some of
the modern French multihulls. Due to silting, there was major
dredging of the harbour taking place during our visit.
We were met in La Trinite by Jean Simmons and Kathy
Byrne, who had taken a car over on the ferry and now join
their weary sailing husbands. The plan was for both couples to
split the time, with one couple touring ashore while the other
cruised on Marie Claire, and then five or six days later to
switch around.
That evening all six had a meal together in a restaurant, and
there was quiet satisfaction that we were all together on
schedule, despite the problems off Ushant.
Wednesday mid morning saw us setting out for lie Houat
where we put into Le Port de St. Gildas. We tie up in the
harbour to fore and aft mooring buoys. Houat is a strange
lobster shaped island, about two miles long and half a mile
wide. It is a must for everyone cruising this area, as is its sister
island Hoedic. Houat has one of the finest beaches in Brittany,
Treach-er-Gouret, one mile of golden sand. In Spring the
dunes are covered with crimson carnations and in Summer by
sand lilies. New harbour, Le Port de St. Gildas is small and
snug and nearly filled by the local fishing boats. It is safer to
avoid week-ends during the high season.
Con and I had a lovely walk on a coastal path, and then we
found ourselves on this beautiful white sandy beach, about
half a mile long. It was very warm and there were only about
fifteen people on the whole beach. We were regretting that we
had not brought swimming trunks, as the sea looked so
inviting. We had just passed four topless ladies and were
joking how we were now sure that we were on the continent,
when I noticed that they were now on their way into the water,
minus their bikini bottoms. We continued on for a discreet
distance and then had our first swim of the trip! That night we
had the crew of a neighbouring French yacht on board Marie
Claire for drinks and it ended up a late night, with heads the
next morning, that were not the best. Thursday morning we
left to travel the 55 N.M. south to Ile D’Yeu. Shortly after
departure, we had very heavy rain, thunder and lightning.
After this cleared we had some good sailing, but the wind
went light again in the afternoon, and it got very hot. We also
lost the Decca signal on this leg. We arrived in the Marina in
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Port Joinville at 15.20. lie D’Yeu is situated midway between
Belle lle and La Rochelle. It is about five miles long and two
miles wide and is the furthest from the mainland of all the
islands on the Bay of Biscay coast. Port Joinville, the islands
only deep water harbour, is an important tunny fishing port. It
is also where Marshal Petain was imprisoned, and his tomb
can be viewed in the local cemetery. The small marina in Port
Joinville was very crowded, but I would hate to see it in
August. It is possible to go into the wet basin, two hours either
side of high water, with the permission of the harbour master,
although this basin is intended for the fishing fleet. Most
reports 1 have read, of visits to this island, have been very
favourable and some people rave about it. Frankly, we were
disappointed, as we found it too commercialised, with too
many visitors. However, we did enjoy the meal ashore. Friday
morning saw us heading back up north again with little wind
and poorish visibility. With no Decca signal, we missed the
Loire river navigation marks. However, we did find our
destination, La Turballe, where we tied up in the marina at
18.20.
La Turballe is a busy fishing port, two miles north of Le
Croisic, with a new marina. There has been a lot of
development in recent times to make this a major holiday
centre. It has every facility, including good beaches, but one
gets the feeling that there is something missing. Perhaps the
whole resort needs time for everything to gel and draw in
more visitors.
We enjoyed a fine meal on board and then a few drinks
ashore before retiring in preparation for an early start Saturday
morning.
We were away next morning at 06.40 and on our way to
catch the tide at Port Navalo to take us into the Morbihan. The
wind was in the S.S.W. force five and we had a great sail all
the way to the entrance.
The Morbihan is a fascinating inland sea of about fifty
square miles. This vast expanse of water has three rivers
feeding it, and then every tide a fair proportion of it runs out
and in, to and from the sea through the narrows off Port
Navalo.
As the stream can reach eight knots at the narrows, slack
water is recommended, as are neap tides, if one is going to
explore this worthwhile cruising area. B.A. Chart 2358 is
recommended as is daylight, since there are no lights other
than Port Navalo lighthouse.
I’m told that there are more boats in the Morbihan than
there are in the whole of Ireland. Between large and small
islands, there are up to sixty in this cruising paradise. Many
islands are wooded, and all except two are privately owned,
most are uninhabited and on these one is allowed to land. The
Morbihans two largest islands, Ile Aux Moines and Ile D’Arz,
are both heavily populated and attract a lot of tourists during
the Summer.
As we had arrived at Port Navalo, just after slack water,
and took the early flood up to Vannes, we did not experience
any of the excitements the pilot prepares you for. We had a
good sail up to Vannes in a force 6 S.S.W. wind, spoiled by
heavy showers and poorish visibility at times.
Vannes is a delightful cathedral city, with marina at the
northern end of Vannes channel. This marina extends right up
to the city centre, which is entered through a splendid ancient

Goue Vas Sud Cardinal Passage de la Teignouse
Sean McCormack
archway. The cathedral is worth seeing and some of the
narrow cobbled streets are rather quaint. The city also has a
fair share of good specialty shops and good restaurants.
We were met by a launch and directed to berth no. 173,
charge 83F.F. Today is change over day for Des and Jean with
Myles and Kathy, and all six of us had an excellent dinne~ in
LeBric Restaurant, situated over dull pub, beside marina.
Sunday morning was wet and miserable, but we did some
sight seeing and got to church. We departed Vannes at 13.30
in a westerly 4 to 6. We look into the very large and modern
marina at Port de Crouesty with it’s new clubhouse. There
were a lot of boats coming and going despite the miserable
day. After clearing the Morbihan, we set a course for Port
Haliguen on the Quiberon Peninsula, arriving at 18.00.
The peninsula is five miles long and is connected to the
mainland by a 100 metre neck of sand. Quiberon is known for
the great sea-battle of 1759, when in a November gale and
growing darkness, Hawke led his fleet into the bay to victory
among the rocks and shoals and strong tides.
The town of Quiberon is the capital and Port Haliguen on
the sheltered N.W. side has an 1991 extended large marina,
with all facilities. Carnac, a popular holiday resort with the
Irish, is close by.
We dined on board this evening and next morning explored
the town of Quiberon. We also visit the harbour of Port Maria
which is closed to yachts except in an emergency.
Monday we were doing the short trip over to Belle lie, but
as the wind is a westerly 6, we had a hard beat to get out
against the tide through the Passage de La Teignouse. We
arrive at 18.05 at the harbour of La Palais. We tied up to one

of the fore and aft moorings. I’m told that this harbour gets
very crowded in high season.
Belle Ile is the largest island off the south Brittany coast,
being about ten miles long and up to five miles wide. It is
rather picturesque and attracts many tourists.
The island has a long and interesting history. Owned at one
time by the Counts of Cornouaille and later presented to an
order of monks who later sold it, and there then followed a
number of attacks on the island and finally in 1761 it was
taken by the British under Admiral Keppel. Two years later,
Belle Ile was restored to France by treaty.
Tuesday morning we received our first and only visit from
the French customs.
We departed La Palais at midday, to make the Penerf river
by evening, but making two short stops on the way. The first
was lie Houat again, but this time to that magnificent beach of
Treac’h er Goured. We had a swim from Marie Claire to the
beach and then lunch in the cockpit. The weather was very
warm again. We left the beach at 16.10 and head for the
lovely nearby island of Hoedic. We anchored off the beach,
west of small harbour.
Hoedic is a small island about one mile long and half a mile
wide. It lies about four miles S.E. of Houat. Up to a few years
ago, the island consisted of two rows of fisherman’s stone
cottages, a church and a little harbour on the north side. In
recent years the harbour has been improved, and there is a
small amount of development ashore. It is a pretty place, but
only to be recommended in settled weather, as the harbour is
shallow and exposed.
We went ashore in the dinghy and walked the island, and
inspected the new fuel and water platform under construction
in the small harbour. Both Houat and Hoedic islands are well
worth a return.
We departed Hoedic 18.30 in a flat calm sea and arrived at
Penerf 22.00.
This quiet and unspoiled river lies six miles to the west of
the La Vilaine river. The village of Penerf is small and
unspoiled and is home for a fleet of oyster boats, used to
harvest the sizeable number of oyster beds in the river. It
would be wrong to describe the river as pretty, but it has a
certain unspoiled charm. There are a fair few yachts on
moorings, off the village of Penerf and off Cadenic on the
other side of the river, half a mile further up.
We had a couple of drinks in the local pub after a brief
sight seeing walk about.
Wednesday 09.30 we slipped the mooring in the Penerf
river and set out to visit another nearby river, the La Vilaine.
The entry to the Penerf is tricky with three channels and
various transits, some a bit on the obscure side. On the way in,
as usual, we were most careful, but as can happen, on the way
out we thought we knew it all and did not prepare properly.
Trying to extract the transits from the pilot in reverse as we
came out, we confused the centre pass with the east pass at the
La Traverse beacon and went aground on a rocky bottom.
Luckily the wind was light and it was also low water, and
after about an hour we got off under our own power, having
earlier politely refused a tow off, from a French trawler.
I’m sure they meant well but! The entrance to the La
Vilaine river is shallow, so we were more careful than usual
after our earlier grounding.
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On a sunny day few places are prettier than La Vilaine,
flowing between pastures where cows ruminate or between
rush covered banks or stony headlands.
With the construction of the Arzal Barrage, this area of the
river once famous for its strong tides, is now a tideless
paradise, given over to a marina and moorings covering both
sides of the river. Further up river there are moorings and a
small marina at La Roche Bernard. For shallow draught yachts
it’s possible to continue through the Breton canals to St. Malo
on the north coast. Traffic through the lock in the Arzal
Barrage is between the hours of 06.30 and 20.30.
We encountered a lot of weed in the river which kept
fouling the log impeller and in the end I gave up trying to
keep it clear. We stopped in Trehiguier, near the entrance, for
a few hours and had lunch in the cockpit. It was a lovely warm
day with a nice wind. In the afternoon we continued up river
and picked up a mooring beside the dam/bridge at Vieille
Roche. We spent a wonderful afternoon and evening in this
most picturesque of anchorages. The nearest grocery shop was
some miles away and there was no restaurant, so we made the
most of what food was on Marie Claire. The next morning,
Thursday, we planned a very early start for the 50 mile trip to
Lorient, where Jim and Pat were joining us and the other two
couples were leaving to get the ferry back next day. We also
planned a quick visit to Sauzon on Belle Ile, since the weather
was so good. We set "Hitler" an ancient Russian made clock
that "would waken the dead" for 05.00. We then found that it
was still dark and could not leave the mooring. We sat around
like fools for thirty minutes waiting for day light.
We motored most of the way, due to nearly calm
conditions, and passed for the last time through Passage de la
Teignouse. We arrived in Sauzon at 12.55 and left again two
hours later. It is a pretty place and a must for a return visit of
much longer duration. We had a good sail that afternoon and
evening to Lorient, in a westerly 3, but with visibility down to
about a mile. We reached Kernevel marina at 19.00.

Submarine Pens. Lorient

Sean McCormack

The city of Lorient is a vast complex of naval base, fishing
harbour, commercial port and yachting centre. The city was
badly damaged during the second world war, but is now a
thriving place in its rebuilt form. The submarine pens today,
situated close to the new Kernevel marina, are a reminder of
that destructive war.
We were now a party of eight with everyone arriving as
arranged and with the help of the car, everyone was ferried
into the city centre in two trips for a farewell dinner.
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Departure on Friday and we headed for Port Tudy, Ile de
Groix, where we arrived at midday.
This high, flat island four miles long and one mile wide,
lies S.W. of Lorient, about five miles off the mainland. It has
only one sate harbour, Port Tudy. In the outer harbour, yachts
moor between large fore and aft mooring bouys. There is a
wet dock in part of the inner harbour, with gates which only
open two hours either side of local H.W. In the days of sail,
Port Tudy was a large tunny port and the beautiful sailing
thoniers tied up to the same buoys that are now used by
visiting yachts.
In the afternoon we hired bicycles and explored part of the
island, including Loc Maria. We had some navigational
difficulties during our cycle tour, but made it back safely to a
very crowded harbour. It should be mandatory for all bicycles
hired to yachtsmen to be fitted with Decca!
Saturday 09.10 we set out for Iles de Glenan. There was
light rain and mixed visibility, a bit miserable and not ideal for
a first visit to this group of low lying islands.
If it’s solitude you require, then this archipelago of nine
tiny islands and numerous off-lying rocks and shoals is the
place for you. Situated seven miles off shore, it is the home of
the famous sailing school which is well known in Ireland. A
large scale chart, settled weather and a fully provisioned yacht
are necessary for a visit to the Glenans. During our brief visit,
there was a lot of sailing activity and I noticed that the
accommodation, dining and other services were of a rather
primitive nature. Perhaps this is part of the attraction of the
place in this pampered age.
We made Ile de Penfret our first call. In the late evening we
moved to the popular anchorage of La Chambre, St. Nicolas.
After a meal on Marie Claire we have a look around ashore
and then adjourn to the main attraction, a rather primitive bar.
We enjoyed a late night here, and there was a great
atmosphere and then at twelve midnight there was singing and
dancing, and a few flares were fired. Yes, Bastille Day has
arrived and the French are every bit as good as the Irish when
it comes to a big day like this. When we got back to Marie
Claire in the small hours, she was well heeled, but was
upright again in twenty minutes. We had anchored a bit too far
out for the big spring tide.
Sunday morning, with nobody feeling too good, we left for
Port la Foret, where we arriveed at 11.50. There is a fine new
marina here, but the approach channel is shallow and needs
watching below half tide. We walked to the nearby town of La
Foret Fouesnant where the Sunday open air market was in full
swing.
We finally got away at 15.00, having to wait one and a half
hours for sufficient water to get out the channel. We were now
doing the short trip to Concarneau, where we were to spend
the night. We arrived in the marina at 16.20 and it was a
lovely sight to see so much sailing activity and, in particular, a
few traditional sailing craft, sailing close under the giant
ramparts of the Ville Close.
Concarneau is a delightfully situated fishing and yachting
port and is a very popular port of call on this coast. The
marina immediately to port on entering, lies in the shadows of
La Ville Close, which is a Vauban fortification, almost
completely surrounded by water. The giant ramparts encircle
the little quaint town of cobbled streets with old houses and

little shops and cafes. It is a popular pastime to walk along the
top of the ramparts and then explore the streets below.
However, it can get rather crowded in high season. The
modern town of Concarneau lies on the other side of the street
and has every facility, including good restaurants.
We found La Ville Close very interesting but rather
crowded. We enjoyed a pleasant walk around the harbour and
town, and an excellent meal at a reasonable price.
Monday, mid morning, we departed Concarneau and
arrived in Benodet 13.30. Situated at the mouth of the river
Odet, which many regard as the most beautiful in France,
Benodet is one of the principal yachting centres in the north of
the Bay of Biscay. It boasts two marinas and numerous
moorings in a postcard setting. For those who prefer moorings
to a marina berth, they are well catered for in Benodet. It is
delightful to watch the comings and goings from the comfort
and privacy of your own cockpit, and then avail of the free
launch service to get ashore.

Pointe du Coq, Leading light Benodet

Sean McCormack

After lunch on Marie Claire we headed up the Odet river
and found a beautiful little inlet south of Lanros, which we
had to ourselves. It was almost completely land locked. We
then decided to explore further in the dinghy, and over one
hour later we had a hard row back against an increasing tidal
stream. We did not take the outboard, so as not to shatter the
peace and quiet and we paid the price with very tired arms.
The Odet river is famous for the beauty of its eight mile
length up to the old cathedral city of Quimper. The river, with
its steep wooded banks and magnificent chateaux and with
ferries plying between Benodet and Quimper, on the tide,
makes this river a must for anyone with a day or two to spare.
We returned to Benodet for the night, staying in the marina
at Anse de Penfoul. We enjoyed a late evening stroll along the
seafront, ending a memorable day.
Tuesday 06.30, we leave Benodet in a sea like glass, with
the object of getting to the Raz de Sein at slack water. This
worked fine for us, and there was not a ripple as we motored
through. We arrived in Morgat at 17.55 with the knowledge
SUMMARY:
Date
28th June
2nd July
3rd
4th
5th
6th

From

To

Howth

La Trinite

La Trinite
Ile Houat
lie D’Yeu
La Turballe

Ile Houat
lie D’Yeu
La Turballe
Vannes

Looking up the Odet River from Benodet

Sean McCormack

that we were seriously on our way home now.
Morgat is situated in the N.W. corner of the Baie de
Douarnenez. The village, on a hill, is a pleasant holiday resort.
Wednesday morning we had an early start to get to
Camaret Sur-Mer. We tied up to the outer pontoon of the
inner marina and went shopping for presents to take home and
also provisioning the boat.
Camaret is a popular port of call with yachts going south,
having passed through Le Four Channel. The town is beside
the harbour and has seen many wars which, thanks to the fort
on Le Sillon and La Tour Doree, both of which were designed
by Vauban, all attacks were beaten off, but with heavy losses.
In 1791, five English frigates were also "sent packing".
We leave Camaret at 13.00 for a late lunch stop off the
beach in Anse de Bertheaume. This anchorage is three miles
East of Ponte de St. Mathieu and well positioned for the
Chenal du Four. This notorious waterway was also on its best
behaviour as we motored through in windless conditions.
About 22.00 the wind came up at last and we had nice
sailing for a few hours until in the early hours of the morning,
it headed us a bit and freshened to a force six W.N.W. We had
planned to go to St. Mary’s, Hughtown, in the Isles of Scilly,
but because of the wind direction, and after consultation, we
decided on Porth Cressa, where we arrived at 13.30. This
anchorage was nicely sheltered and we enjoyed a pleasant
evening with a meal ashore in the Corner Restaurant. Friday
we departed and had good sailing for most of the next thirty
hours, which took us past the Tuskar. The wind then went
light and stayed light until we reached Howth marina 05.30
Sunday morning.
In conclusion, it was a fantastic trip and a great experience
enjoyed by everyone. I thank the crew most sincerely. From
the knowledge gained on this trip I would like to do a return
trip to hopefully involve my wife Mary, who is not mad about
sailing. This future trip would concentrate on about eight or
ten anchorages and would be at a considerably slower pace.
The 1991 crew will understandably say that they will believe
that when they see it!
Dist.
N.M.
519.3
14.5
55.0
43.4
30.9

Time
Hrs. Mins
98
20
2
7
7
5

35
35
50
00
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7th
8th
9th
10th
11 th
12th
13th
14th
15th
16th
17th

Vannes
Port Haliguen
Belle lle
lie Houat
Hoedic
Penerf River
La Vilaine
Sauzon
Lorient
Ile de Groix
Ile de Penfret
La Chambre
Port la Foret
Concarneau
Benodet
Lanros
Benodet
Morgat
Camaret
Anse de Bertheaume

18th
19th/21 st
Isles of Scilly
Total Mileage
1,310
Total Hours at sea
249 hours 45 mins.
Total Engine Hours
112
No. of Ports/Anchorages visited
25

Port Haliguen
Belle lie
Ile Houat
Hoedic
Penerf River
La Vilaine (Vieille Roche)
Belle Ile (Sauzon)
Lorient
Ile de Groix
lie de Penfret (Glenans)
La Chambre (St. Nicolas)
Port la Foret
Concarneau
Benodet
Lanros (Odet)
Benodet
Morgat
Camaret
Anse de Bertheaume
Porth Cressa (Isles of Scilly)
Howth
Total Duration of cruise
Nights at sea
Average speed

23.0
15.0
11.1
4.6
17.8
12.9
31.3
19.0
11.0
16.0
2.5
14.0
4.9
13.4
6.3
8.5
60.1
18.2
6.6
123.0
227.9
23 days
7
5.2

4
4
2

3
1
2
1
l
11
3
1

30
30
00
5O
30
35
15
10
20
10
5O
00
20
45
35
40
25
30
20

22
41

35
35

3
3
7
4
2
4
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Grace O’Malley’s Galley
Wallace Clark

The idea of building a working replica Irish Scots Galley
started at a Clan Donald gathering in Skye in 1979.
Ranald MacDonald and I first discussed the possibility
while breakfasting on his Moody 33 on a passage to meet
some clansmen at Loch Boisdale. Around 3,000 galleys were
built in the Isles in the 400 years after the end of the viking era
but not one has survived. That made it all the more of a
challenge.
As Captain of Clanranald, Ranald had access to many
sources for information about design. Gradually we assembled
the clues. These were mainly carvings on crosses and stones
in Lorne and the Isles and a few in Ireland. Mike Jarvis of
Glasgow University helped to co-ordinate the material and
supplied a lot more of his own ...
Gradually the dream became a scheme. Aileach, meaning
beautiful, was chosen as the name after a Scottish Princess
who in the 4th Century AD married an Irishman. He was
Prince of the House of Colla Uais, and hence a progenitor of
Somerled and all of the MacDonalds. Whew! If only he’d
known ...
Early in 1989 we decided to make it a.joint effort to
celebrate the O’Malleys as Lords of the Irish Isles and Grace’s
career in particular, as well as the MacDonald lords of the
Scottish Isles. They all used similar galleys. The work
intensified as fund raising and the search for a builder and
designer commenced.
No previous effort seems to have been made to build a
replica galley. A parallel effort to ours by Mike Starforth of
Campbeltown might have produced some interesting
competitive sailing. He would by coincidence have been ready
about the same time, but a major sponsor reneged at the last
minute and the project had to be aborted. In spite of his
dispappointment Mike was very helpful to us.
So the galley was built in Moville, County Donegal, by
James MacDonald and Sons below the Grianan of Aileach
where that lovely lady lived 1500 years ago. Her hull was as
lovely as the lady, strong, light and perfectly shaped, with a
bow like a swelling breast.
Liam McCormick ICC was nearby with hospitality and
advice. Alick Johnston of Culmore helped with almost daily
visits and Margaret with meals, beds, coffee and
encouragement when it looked as if Aileach would never be
completed on time.
Ron Chapman, an old associate of John McConnell’s did
PR, and produced a splendid brochure to show to sponsors
and later a voyage programme. Colin Mudie’s design skill and
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the inherited craftmanship of the three MacDonald brothers
with adze, cramp and handsaw made a strong combination.
The first MacDonald to start building in Moville moved to
Ireland rather hurriedly after the ’45, and his family have been
quietly getting on with clinker boats ever since.
Brian started lofting on 1st January 1991, and spent over a
month constructing the laminated oak stem and stern and
joining them to the one piece keel. There was no hog piece.
After that Phillip and Eamon joined him. She was ready for
sea by end April. That left minimum time for trials but we
found her a delight to row and for one afternoon in the
sheltered Foyle she sailed fast and steered beautifully.
Flotation tests showed that she would support all the crew
and ballast fully flooded to oarhole level. That was all the test
there was time for.
There were no shortcuts taken with safety equipment. We
carried two liferafts, flares, Epirb, lifejackets and lifebelts.
Also 12 foot Avon inflatable with a 30 HP Yamaha as tender,
chase boat for photography, and very occasionally when the
need was acute, for a tow. This was a delicate subject with the
purists in the crew - we’d all like to have done the lot under
oar and sail and could of course given time. But having
accepted sponsorship in return for promises to appear at
arranged locations, we had to have a standby, to get us there
on time.
The tow facility was used very sparingly, when absolutely
essential and seemed in no way to damage the sporting or
research nature of the voyage. Other than when under jury rig
with a fished mast we only used the outboard once, when
desperately behind schedule, to shorten the leg across Donegal
Bay against a light northerly. It had persisted to the point of
becoming not a wind, but a mindblower. For the first ten and
last ten days of the trip, the best bits, we did all by oar with a
little sail. Tows were accepted on a strictly limited basis in the
middle when we had a spell of filthy weather and a busted
mast.
Six core crew were on board throughout, others joined for
shorter periods to make up a total which varied from 11 to 15.
Fore pure efficiency it would have been much better to have
one lot throughout. An optimum number would have been
about eight. We could then all have slept comfortably on
board and been less dependant on the shore. But several of
those who had helped most could only spare shorter periods,
and wanted to come so we compromised. We achieved a
balance of half and half Scots and Irish, with a Sassenagh or
two for luck. There was no fighting.

There is nothing unhistorical in sleeping ahsore. Ancient
galleys with large warriors crews has to do it too! Core men
were, Andrew MacDonald, Ranalds son, sailing master and
Mate of Starboard watch, an experienced skipper; Mark
Richards, Rowing Master; Kevin O’Learly cook, Lewis
Purser, Irish orasman, First aider and treasurer. My son Miles
as mate of port watch and myself as skipper.
Irishmen in the crew were Miles Clark, Official
Photographer, and Rowing Blue whose biography of Miles
and Beryl Smeeton known to many cruising club members,
High Endeavours was published during the voyage; John Scott
of Castlederg and Donegal Ships carpenter and radio operator;
Kevin O’Leary born in America now fishing out of
Greencastle, the best sea chef in the game, his skills honed at
sea in the Pacific and Atlantic. Billy Patterson from Donegal
whose singing voice has not failed since he sailed with me in a
replica 6th century currage from Derry to Iona 28 years ago,
and Lewis Purser, Ships Purser and former Trireme rower and
sculling champion from Dublin. Two Irishmen who came to
join us from the south of England were Peter Dobbs of
Kilkenny, former lead diver on the Mary Rose Project and
oceanic sailor, and his cousin Rory Gilbert and young diver
and canoeist from Bristol University. Twelve Scotsmen came
from varying periods.
Simon Pelly, a sturdy Englishman and Durham University
oarsman and Tony Harvey, a New Zealander from
Wellington, both old Wilsd Goose hands made up the balance.
Our first official invitation was to Derry City Quay as guests
of a major local sponsor.
As first printed this indicated that our sponsor would be

opening a new whorehouse ...... This was soon corrected,
however to wide disappointment, with the substitution of A
for the first HO. The attendance was still excellent.
Aileach was then taken by road free by good friends
Aillinghams of Cookstown to start in Mayo. Final
preparations took place at Ardagh in the NE corner of Clew
Bay. Archdeacon and Mrs Stoney most generously acted as
hosts to the whole crew for several days, providing meals for
all, tools, transport, timber, local knowledge and anything else
we needed. Help and enthusiasm was there on every hand.
Alan Stoney would have joined us but his new born daughter
dictated otherwise. Jan Peck helped with preparations but
could only spare two days actual rowing.
I wish we’d had a Mayo man or two all the way but it
couldn’t be. But Crewman John Scott, having a busman’s
holiday from his Rosnowlagh Joinery business, worked
tirelessly at making a special box for the gas cooker, stowage
boxes for valuables, extra cleats, extra seats and anything else
anyone needed. It was reputed he would screw a cleat to your
shoulders if you sat still for more than five minutes. Peter
McGee of the O’Malley Clan Association organised the first
festivities, a barbecue in Newport and a pageant at
Carrigahowley, Grace O’Malley’s mainland castle. Having as
he said himself, fixed perfect starting weather for us, (I wish I
knew how), he sadly had to leave after Clare Island.
There was a tremendous send off from Westport by the
biggest crowd of the whole voyage. The fair wind and bright
sun gave a good chance to show off the linen sail emblazoned
with the figure of Grace O’Malley, who we kept telling the
Scotsmen was equivalent of the Lords of the Isles. The sail
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had been presented by the Louisburgh Development
Corporation. In the evening a dinner and a mooring for the
galley was arranged by The Mayo Sailing Club at their island
surrounded base at Rosmoney. Their Commodore John
Gordon had been endlessly helpful.
The Galley crew next day sailed to Clare Island from where
Queen Grace ruled the western seas. We had a fair east wind
and were well entertained at the Bayview Hotel. There was a
football match against an island team. Their age ran from 8 to
late. As far as I can remember I saved a couple of goals and let
in four and was told I’d done well for an oul fella. I think we
must have won. I had to stand the drinks anyway.
The wind when Magee left us moved to the north. It was to
stay there for most of the next six weeks. But luckily we
didn’t know that and were content enough with the current
fine sunny days.
After rounding Achill Head we made Portmore on the SE
side of Davillaun for the night. A good spot in N. or W.
winds. Its not in our sailing directions (so there’s something
new for you, Arthur Orr!)
It blew of course from SE, and we had a bit of an anchor
dragging panic in the night but all ended without bloodshed.
After making two attempts from there to beat up inside
Inishkea, the Aileach took the inshore route through the
recently reopened canal at Belmullet to Ballyglass.
Its a useful small craft short cut, about 5ft at half tide and 8
foot headroom. Then a calm though misty day then enabled a
close inspection of the magnificent north Mayo cliffs from
Kid Island to Pig Island, round Benwee and inside Doonbristy
off Downpatrick Head. There a sudden breaker threatened to
pour over the gunwhale but Aileach, after what an onlooker
described as a ’tremendyus lep’, rose and surmounted it and
the two following ones in safety.
Overnight anchorages were found in the rock creek of
Porturlin, and, for two nights due to bad weather, in the small
artificial harbour at Kilcummin on Killala Bay. There some of
the crew slept ashore by kind permission of Paddy Lavin in
the newly decorated museum room depicting the Landing of
the French 1796. A couple of ceilidhes gave a chance for the
Scotsmen to hear some Irish songs, sing some of their own
and dance reels, while getting a fine flavour of Mayo
Company.
At Cooangar a mile east of Easkey the anchorage was a
shallow gut open to the north between low slate on the west
and a rough shingle shore. I’d never have gone in there
without John Scott as pilot. We had to keep anchor watches.
Michael Munnelly gave assistance in making the galley safe
and presented the hungry crew with two fine salmon.
Anchored with 25mm nylon rope donated by Swan nets of
Killybegs and balasted with salmon, the crew felt quite secure.
The consistent headwinds had already put us way behind
schedule. But some hard rowing and a little time with the
outboard towing alongside got us 35 miles NE, back on
schedule and across Donegal Bay. Next night was spent
among hundred foot cliffs at Malinbeg where once again
instant help was offered. Colum Byrne who had just come in
from looking at his sheep grazing on Rathlin O’Birne, and
other kind friends offered accommodation and transport to the
nearest hostelry. And so to bed foxed, as Pepys would have
put it except myself, not foxed, who knew we had a plaguey
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early start next day.
A beat against the constant north wind took the galley 20
miles to Dawros Bay. It was just possible for all of the 14 of
us to sleep on board but very cramped, so most nights about
half the crew were glad to seek shelter ashore. At Rosbeg
James Henshall (ICC) lent us his holiday house.
On June 6th the mast which had been bending alarmingly
in strong winds a day before, broke quite suddenly in a 15
knot breeze off Portnoo. We’d been half expecting it, and kept
the crew to windward so no one was hurt. We managed to get
into Butronport without assistance two hours later. There the
mast was shortened and glued scarfed and finished by John
Scott with help in getting a pair of steel half laps made from
Denny Teague Boyle. This jury rig and some assistance from
our dinghy, enabled us to proceed next day and visits to be
made to Gola Island in near tropical weather and later to Tory.
There the crew looked at the work of the island artists and
purchase a couple of Anton Meenan’s famous oil paintings.
The galley was then faced with the tough passage round Malin
Head in strong north winds. After a two day hold up awaiting
a favourable interlude at Fanny Bay, it was a matter of getting
round on Monday 10th June or letting down our sponsors
further east.
The mast could have gone again at any time, so Deny Friel
of Ballywhoriskey kindly sent two of his sons in their boat
(also built by MacDonalds of Greencastle) as escort. Some 15
years ago Deny did a similar service for Tim Severin at the
start of his Atlantic crossing in the Brendan when I was
fortunate enough to be on board for a few days.
We got round the Head in fine style at 6 knots, surfing up
to ten at times down the twelve foot swell. But there was no
way I’d have risked it without help at hand, as we’d have been
in trouble in such conditions if the patched up mast had gone.
It had become apparent by this time that we could not move
Aileach under oars in waves more than 4 feet high or against
head winds of more than Force 4. Even light head winds made
rowing at two knots very laborious. Ten oars had broken and
some local curragh oars obtained to make up numbers but
something better was needed. Our shore support party spent
much time trying to find long seasoned blades but this proved
surprisingly difficult.
Aileach would point up to about 60 degrees off the wind,
but leeway, depending on the amount of sea, was from 10 to
20 degrees so the net gain was small. Half a mile an hour
actual gain to windward in Force 4 was about the best
attained. Thus a five mile passage could take ten hours! How
did those ancient Mariners manage?
The constant north winds meant we were always struggling
to keep up to schedule, and under pressure to make the next
passage. So there was never a day to go out specifically for
trials.
Fifteen miles a day was a big effort under oars. On each of
the two days when the wind was fair we made around 50
miles with ease. Aileach would reach splendidly at 5 knots in
a 15 knot wind and slip along at one or two knots in a scarcely
perceptible breeze. Off the wind she was a joy to sail.
A large crowd welcomed the galley into Greencastle,
Lough Foyle, late on the evening we rounded Malin Head. It
was Kevin O’Leary’s home port and after suitable
celebrations, he offered bunks to some of his shipmates in his
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cottage the oldest in Donegal, complete with ghost! But they
all came back safe ... others of us were entertained at
Brooklyn by Liam and Joy McCormick with their special
brand of hospitality which so many ICC members have
experienced. I don’t just refer to a long hoarded bottle of Old
Coleraine, but it did figure.
Next day it was whistle stops at Portrush and Dunluce
Castle to enter the seacave, once used a galley port, in an
unexpected calm after a wet blowy morning, then Rathlin
Island for the night after a three hour pull when the west wind
dropped. The night there in Tony’s was long and wet too.
Tommy Cecil had escorted us in, and they gave us a welcome
which even by Rathlin’s exalted standard was terrific.
On Wednesday 12th June, Cushendall, Co. Antrim had
planned a big evening pageant and celebration of the marriage
in 1399 of John Mhor MacDonald of the Isles to a local lass
Margery Bysset. She was heiress to the Glens. But it was a
love match, said the shanaghies and property had nothing to
do with it. So it had to re-celebrated in style.
By 14.30 on the day it was blowing F9, of course from the
SW as we were now heading south. The galley was still at this
time in the anchorage south of Ton. Head, tour miles north of
the pageant site. I learned a lot about Ton" that day. There was
six hours to explore while we waited for the tide to turn. There
is an excellent anchorage close in on the north side which I
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didn’t know about until Captain McNeill who runs the salmon
fishery there showed me; and the ebb runs at nine knots - yes
nine - close in off the point!
We up-hooked at 1530 and edged along the shore in a
partial lee, then off Torcor the storm hit us. It was actually
anemometered at force 10 where it funnelled down the Glens.
Aileach with outboard strapped alongside just managed to
fight her way foot by foot for an exposed mile into the river at
Cushendun.
The pageant then took place in spite of the horizonatal rain.
Admiral Sir Arthur Hezlet in his 30 foot Colvic Agivey who
had come round to keep an eye on us told me he had only
once seen winds like in in 40 years at sea.
About as seasonable in June as robin nesting at Christmas.
A replacement mast hastily made by MacDonalds from a
green stick cut near my home and lorried to Red Bay sprung
on on our first attempt to get north next day, in a Force 8 gust.
So we turned back to Waterfood. Red Bay Boats very kindly
did a quick repair job to reinforce the cracked area with glass
fibre but the mast was still not fit for heavy weather.
The next vital rendez-vous was on Islay two days after Red
Bay at the Bunnahabhain with highland Distillers. Tommy
Cecil saw us past the Raghery again. We made it by 18.00 on
Friday 15th June and were piped into Port Ellen by Ruraidh
MacDonald afloat accompanied by Brian and Oonagh Ivory.

Two memorable days on Islay included visits to the galley
port at Dunnyvaig, the secret U-boat cove which everybody
knows about of Glas Uig, and a barbeque at Finlaggan and a
private view of this years excavations and the Display Centre.
Then there was a tour of the Distillery and a splendid ceilidhe
at Bunnahabhain.
The weather had gone cold and wet now, still northerly of
course, and after a miserable slow passage to Oronsay we
were glad of shelter in the house by the Priory lent by my
cousin lobster fisher, farmer and antiquarian Georgina
Hobhouse. It took nearly three hours next day to beat round to
Scalasaigs, where Kevin Byrne, on of our earliest sponsors,
had a barbecue arranged and bunks in a hotel annex.
The weather turned up trumps as it usually does for me at
Iona, which we attained after 8 hours to windward, half oars,
half sail.
A day later we were able to row six miles to enter Fingal’s
Cave on Staffa for breakfeast - this word came out as a
misprint but I though I’d just leave it, as all Kevin’s meals
were feasts - perhaps the morning ones in bright sunlight best
of all with a huge boiling of porridge, endless rashers and
mountains of scrambled egg, toast and marmalade ad lib and
excellent coffee. All the crew tiptoed forrard from thwart to
thwart, or crawled if the tent was up, each clutching plate,
mug and KFS. Then we crouched round the cook pots like the
hungry savages which we’d in part become.
A beat then to Ulva, past a wee headland, with a name in
Gaelic which Allan discover meant the point of the broken
oar. Our sympathy went to whatever fellow sufferer it was
called for. We were down to nine oars now including a bent
one donated at Belmullet.
A lotus eating afternoon dreamed away all to soon in that
peaceful unfish farmed bay of Acarseid Mhor.
Observing the north wind tending to fall each night, we
next assayed a 16 mile row round Ardnamurchan starting at
7pm well ahead of our fair tide. This was hard work but
exciting. It stands out for me inretrospect as one of the best
experiences of the trip.
The things which are hard to endure are pleasant to look
back on as Longinus remarked a few years back. He must
have been a yachtie!
There was time to watch a glorious long ever changing
sunset melting into the afterglow and then become dawn.
Mackerel bit madly, four and five on the line at each cast; the
wee afterdeck became a slippery slope of blood and scales, the
black cliffs were close to starboard; each headland passed
became a minor victory, as we tried to find inshore eddies in
our favour. A doubt then, as we wondered if we would be able
to manage the next one or have to anchor and await another
turn of tide or a fair wind.
Mark, our wise rowing master, relieved a pair of oars every
ten minutes. This worked out that each individual rowed for
half an hour, then had 20 or 30 minutes rest. It was a routine
sustainable for many hours in that light weather, but
frustrating and exhausting in a strong headwind. By midnight
we put Ardnamurchan astern, and feeling quite Homeric as the
rosy fingered dawn appeared groped our way into the white
sands of Canna.
Clan Ranald joined us there is his Birlinn, the Sigma 41.
We’d made it north against a north wind; now our next

mornings leg being east to Moidart, the wind went east.
Endless tacking in mist and rain, then motor-sailing with the
main and four oars, then down sail and row.
We tried everything that day and debated going for Moidart
north at times to get a better slant. Finally because we just
had to get we pocketed our pride in taking a short pluck from
the Birlinn. At last we made the south entrance, wet and
weary about 16.00 and rowed the last mile in against a brutal
ebb.
A big welcome and enormous tea from the Stead family
on Shona gave us renewed strength to set up in pouring rain a
temporary roof on the Banquetting Hall at Tioram Castle.
Sails and tarpulins over-oars kept the worst of it off and a big
fire dried out the muddy floor. This was Clanranalds own
party. Fourteen of his predecessors as Captains of the Clan
had lived there. And what a night he made it. Eating and
drinking, reeling and singing until long after dawn. Then on
Saturday there was Mass at noon, and a picnic lunch.
A long pull followed against a wind although light, had
gone west in our teeth - could you beleive it? It took us five
hours for thirteen miles to Eigg in the afternoon .There, like
Ulysses’ sailors on Circe’s Isle, we dallied as guests of Keith,
Sophie and Nick Schellenberg. In his house party were wives,
maidens and a press corps. They orgarnised barbecues,
midnight football, twilight cricket and daylight croquet. The
bath water in Lodge dried up, the whiskey never. Somehow in
between there was time for the maidenless men to do a big
clean up, scrub and varnish of the Aileach. We also surveyed
the old galley canal and harbour at Laig on the west of the
island.
It is Viking era, perhaps disused by Lordship times. We
got so tired of telling goofers on pierheads and journalists
asking about our Viking ship that I almost gave up explaining
that we were not one but much rarer and fairer and four
centuries younger. If they are so benightedly ignorant,why
bother? A sail then on Tuesday to Mallaig to collect a new
McGruer mast of larch, and a set of oars of ash made by that
best Friend of the Galley John Gormley at his factory in
Thirsk and delivered personally. We’d broken 20 Donegal
deal oars so far and were getting to the stage that we couldn’t
go on without stopping to cut trees and make our own or get a
re-supply.
An inshore session of two wet mid-grey days followed in
Loch Nevis. We had to stick around locally now to be sure of
being in time for the ceremonial bit of the voyage at the
weekend. It was not the most exciting part of the trip but we
learned what a magnificent place Loch Nevis which one often
tends to bypass, can be, full of variety and wee coves to visit.
Tom ’Rockall’ McLean lent us his Adventure Training base
at Ardintagh for a couple of nights . We felt well adventured
already and welcomed a rest. At least one benefit of the
smashing time we"d had with oars was a plentiful supply of
trophies in the form of blades signed by those members the
crew who could write. We left a trail of them in thanks to
many generous hosts. They’ll be collectors pieces in a year or
two.
Friday was drinks on the old pier at Armadale hosted by
Bunnahabhain and beds for some in a rather unfriendly Youth
Hostel. In fact no-one was very friendly at Armadale except
Rob MacParker himself, manager of the centre and charterer
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Mr. Cl k/ Mr. Cl k/ /just came ;ack from

the rest-room andMc Tav,~h here too
my turn for the window seat, Mr. Cl
John Mannal. June, who’d driven to meet us and I stayed with
the Barringtons in Ardvasar who were charming and had a
good fun dinner ashore with Tom and Mary Dinsdale-Young
who were there in their own boat. Next day Sat 30th June was
for a formal welcome from three Highland Chiefs at Isle
Ornsay. We were almost seajacked by a hispid native in a
huge motorboat en route. He boarded us, seized the tiller and
directed towards his watering hole at Balmacara. Then down
in the forest something stirred and I realised it was Good John
Olver (He’d tried hard to get us a tree for a mast in the spring,
but I failed to crack the transport problem. Hence our mast
problems). We broke free, hurled him overboard, landed on
schedule and marched a little unsteadily up the slip at Ornsay.
After speeches came the Skye Pipe Band. Dancing Girls in
the rain, and dinner in the dry. All thanks to Sir lain Noble
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and his charming bride. The party in the Inn went on until
0400, with mirabile Dictu - a fair wind.
Ascot from Glasgow had joined Iain McUvor by name.
Poor fellow went down with mal-de-mer as we sailed and lay
like a corpse on the side deck for twelve hours. Then he leapt
up suddenly crying ’Gie me an oar’. Lazarus we called him
after that and to his best ability he pulled thereafter¯
The Shiants came up at dawn next morning as the wind
failed. It took a tour hour pull to get the hook down off the
low mole which joins the two main islands¯
The sea was studded with many varieties of seabirds. The
picture made it clear the way the Vikings used to refer to ships
as the Ploughers of the Aukbirds meadow.
A day followed of guillemots soaring round cliffs, walks on
high pastures, passages through tunnel caves and scrambles

among kelp and boulders, one of the most bewitching I have
ever spent in the Isles. The puffins flighted through the gap
between the islands at a rate of 60 a minute like the thickest
packs of driven grouse you ever saw.
The evening found us beating once more, splendid sailing
but ineffective as regards getting to windward. We finished
just fetching Loch Brollhum on the Lewis mainland. It was to
be our last night in the wilds and a bivuoac for those who
elected to sleep ashore. The chilly north wind proved strong
enough to disperse the midgets, and even the snores of the
tented sleepers. After a virtually sleepless 48 hours ’I for one
really luxuriated in a peaceful night in the heather. Bliss just
to be able to stretch out straight and not have to try to kip
curled between anchors, thwarts and food barrels.
Forecast next day wa still northeast 2 to 3 but with an
ominous mention of F5 later. If we didn’t make Stornaway
before that came it might be another couple of days before a
chance would occur.
The morning tide was fair and a little lee available from
hugging the land. Port oars scraping the rocks we crept yard
by yard up past Kebok light and by noon made the mouth of
Loch Odhairn. Hook down and a shoreline to the north point
of the mouth for a rest and lunch.
In the tidal lee as we were now almost off the great Eye
peninsula a counter stream might be expected to head north
soon. The coastguard by VHF averred confidenlty this to be
so. At 3pm my gallant lads set out to try rowing in a choppy
F4; only to find once a cable past the point that I and the
coastguards had been wrong. You can’t fight wind and tide, so
we at once retired again to our snug lagoon.
Andrew and I thumbed the pilot books and tidal atlas. Not
much help there, but surely by seven o’clock it should have
turned. Andrew, as befitted the sailing master, favoured trying
under sail this time. In two half hour tacks we lost nearly a
mile. The tide was still lee-going as a buoy in the offing
confirmed, and the sea too rough for efficient oar work.
I had virtually decided to go inshroe and give it up until the
morrow, when a plea came from forrard;
"Let’s stick around and see if the wind drops later." (Very
democratic ship, you see).
I’d tell you who it was but that guy, I suspect, had a lady
friend in Stornaway. "OK, let’s anchor."
So in 15 fathoms and a right rolly sea we dropped the
faithful fisherman. Kevin, nothing daunted by the motion,
refuelled us with a mammoth and appropriate feed of spaghetti
well laced with spinach. At 10 o’clock the wind really was
down and that crew of enthusiastic Popeyes took oar for the
fourth time in the day.
Gradually, grunt by grunt, stroke by stroke, boulder by
boulder along the cliffs we struggled.
"Are we going to Stornoway?" came a plantiff query from
forrard.
"Take it bay by bay," was the stern answer from aft.
"Let’s make Calabost and see how it looks."
Calabost was a mile. We made it.
Possible shelter in there, I’d noted. With a port under our
lee the ignominy of a third return to Odhairn if the wind got
up, no longer threatened.
The tide seemed to be helping a little, the sea down too.
Loch Erisort was another two miles. It was dark now but as

we progressed, the clustered islands off its mouth became
featureless black blobs against the dusky sky. If we could find
our way among them, we’d have two miles to windward in
shelter. Then only five more to Stornoway.
The harbour lights began to loom faint ahead, but if the
girls there had got hold of the two ropes, they still weren’t
pulling very hard.
It was my half hour to row at this stage, and Toby and
Andrew took over the pilotage. Mark’s shoulders before me
moved rythmically like a machine and Lewis’ stroke at my
side seemed as tireless and as smooth as first thing in the
morning.
We’d had a quick glance at Martin Lawrence’s plan in his
Yachtsmans Pilot by shaded torch, at the price of many
minutes of spoiled night vision. Then there was just a mental
picture of the pattern of a dozen islets ahead and the gleam of
water among black shadows to steer by. The entrance was an
L-shaped channel, 50 yards wide, the view forward cut off by
the land behind. There would be no continiung path of bright
water to lead us. Was there a gap there? Looking over my
shoulder the shapes didn’t look right.
Then at the last minute a channel between clusters of what
might be reefs or just kelp appeared.
The water was flat now and our speed doubled with only
half the effort on the oars. In the first lagoon a light beckoned
to port above Marivaig, where Denis Faulkiner had told us to
look in. I knew there’d be friends ashore. But at one a.m. an
unheralded arrival might not get a full failte. Anyway we
mustn’t stop short, there was that guy up forrard with hot
pants to think of.
Half an hour of eyeball pilotage took us north through the
maze of pewter channels between charcoal skerries. Voices
were hushed as if we were on a night raid. It was exhilarating,
but I was relieved to get clear with our record of not hitting
any unintended bits of terra firma undented.
The open water of the north half of the Loch entrance now
seemed endless, as our progress was checked by 18 inch
wavelets. The leading light on Toray Island appeared then
dipped as we passed outside. The land came close aboard
again just south of Grimshader.
At 4am red and green lights loomed ahead, circled astern
and a friendly hail came from our starboard quarter. It was
Ken MacDonald, singlehanded in his yacht to greet us with
hot drinks and biscuits. He shadowed us for the last two miles,
found us a berth in the inner harbour, presented us with a
bottle of whiskey on arrival and then indicated bunks in the
yacht club in a tower across the harbour. What a welcome we’d arrived!
The bottle went down double quick, all the better at 5am.
Wakey wakey came two hours later to tidy the ship. Everyone
in Stornoway seemed to be our friend that day. Breakfast and
showers in the Sailors Rest, a visit from Mrs Sharp, the
Commodores lady and George McGruer from the CCC racing
fleet round the corner, a sit down lunch in the Council of the
Isles Chambers, where chairs and table cloths and the need for
table manners, seemed quite strange. By that time I didn’t
know if I was eating lunch or the Glasgow Herald. Then
Donny MacLeod, bless him, did a bus tour to the stones at
Callanish, drinks in the harbour office, a dinner in town
whereat the crew gave me a signed picture (bless them) and
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dancing for those still on their feet. I wasn’t.
It was a great occasion and a fitting end to a never to be
forgotten sail. There’ll never be another like it; not for 350
years, there won’t!
The voyage was supported by nearly 200 corporate and
private sponsors. Bunnahabhain lslay Single malt whiskey
were by far the largest Scottish one and their excellent brand
remains the crew’s favourie tipple. Thomas Cook were our
largest single sponsor.
Porters of Ireland, Strabane, and Robert Keys of Derry,
Sperrin Metals, The Lough Swilly Yacht Club, Highland
Radio, Desmond and Sons, Fruit of the Loom and Alick
Johnston were generous helpers in the northwest. Cunningham
Covers, Tobermore gave us a beautifully designed cockpit
tent, Springvale EPS County Antrim gave us buoyancy
blocks, Barry Electronics Killybegs lent a VHF radio.
Coleraine Boat Centre helped with rope. Magees did us
splendid thick tweed trousers. And a lot more than I can list
here also helped. Simpson Lawrence presented a big Delta
Anchor which proved its worth. Aileach is now at Badachro
on the Gairloch. She has been invited to be the main feature
vessel at the Earls Court Boat Show from 1st to 12th January
1992.
There will be more sea voyages made in her and perhaps
another galley built soon to make some competition and test
performance. This should allow fresh chances for some of the
many disappointed applicants for places. Including of course,
those many beautiful and athletic ladies whom I was so upset
to be unable to take on board last May. To them I apologise.
Lessons hoisted in so far will be summarised in due course.
We learned enough to realise how much more there is to be
done to attain skill in galley handling in any way
commensurate with that of our forbears.
So we feel that the enormous amount of time and effort so
far put into galley project has already been justified.
My ancient ex-Commodore’s ICC Burgee fluttered on the
backstay through and we had one or two Wurra Wurra calls
along the way. No skipper ever had a better or keener crew
and it is invidious to be selective.
But talking of the Irish gang if you ever want a world class
cook ask Kevin O’Leary, an utterly reliable foredeck man
Lewis Purser and for ingeniuty and application as the radio
operator, carpenter and all rounder John Scott’s your man.
SUMMARY:
S = Sun, D = Drizzle, C = Cloud, R = Rain, F -- Fair and Fg =
Fog
Wind Fce Weather Miles
MAY
W 3
S
3
25
Ardagh to Carrigahowley
W 3
S
3
Newport
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26

27
28
29
30
31
JUNE
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
10
ll
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26

Rosmoney YC
Westport
Rosmoney
Clare Island
Davillaun
Insihkea
Inishglora, Davillaun
Belmullet (Canal)
Ballyglass
Porturlin

W 3
W 2
W 2
E 3
N 4
NE 4
N 4/5
N 0/3
N 4
NE 3

W, NE 3
Kilcummin
Kilcummin
NE 4
Easkey
NE 3/0
Malinbeg
Rosbeg (Mast break)
NE 4/5
NE 4
Burtonport (Jury rig)
NE 4
Gola, Tory
N 3
Magheroarty
Fanny Bay
S, SE 3/6
Greencastle
W, SW 6
Portrush
S, SE 6/3
S 3/0
Rathlin
S, SW 5/10
Torr Hd., Cushendun
Waterfoot (New mast sprung) NW 7
NW 4/5
Port Ellen
NW 4/6
Glasuig, Port Askaig
Port Askaig
Oronsay
N 4/5
Scalasaigs
N 4
NW 4/0
Erraid: Iona
N 0/4
Staffa, Gometra
Sanna Bay
N 2/0
E 4
Tioram, Loch moidart
NW 1/0
Eigg
Eigg
Eigg
Mallaig (Collect Larch mast) S 0/3
S3
Artintagh
N 3
Ardintagh, Tarbert
Sandaig bay
N 3
Armadale
N 4
Isle Ornsay
S3

27
28
29
30
JULY
1/2
Shiants, Loch Brollhum
Loch Odhairn, Stornoway
3/4
MILES
Ardagh to Waterfoot
Waterfoot to Stornoway

341
281

S

C

5
5
5
10
19
3
14
14
6
11

C

20

S
S
S
S

S
10
S 35 (15)
28
S
S 16 (10)
S 20 (20)
S
8
R
20 (5)
C
42
R
11 (5)
C
18
R
13 (5)
10
S
C 35 (15)
S, C 20 (5)
R
12 (10)
F
4
S
20
S
14
S
17
R
20 (5)
F
11
S
S
12
F, R
R
9
F
9
6
F
7
C, R
8
C, R

SW/N 4/0 Fg, F
N 4/0
S

57
20

Kenmare via the Isles of Scilly
Bernard Gorbally

The delights of cruising along the south west coast of Ireland
are well recorded in ICC journals. The few anchorages that we
visited last year certainly convinced us that a more leisurely
exploration would be worthwhile. Some of the crew had
expressed a wish to revisit the Isles of Scilly, and the skipper
bad a strange desire to visit Padstow. So, putting all these ideas
together, we had the basis of a cruise plan for 1991.
On the morning of Thursday the 25th July, Tom Condon and
the skipper got the cruising gear on board, and topped the tanks
up with water and diesel, while Ann Woulfe Flanagan and
Terence Moran filled a couple of trolleys at a local supermarket.
We were ready to cast off when Michael Reid joined us, at
14.00, nursing two large casserole dishes, which Rita had
prepared for us to ensure that our cuisine got off to a good start.
The sun was shining, and there was a light wind on our
quarter, as we sailed gently southwards an an ebbing tide. These
were super conditions to enjoy our first lunch an board and
caused us to hesitate for two hours before starting the engine.
We even tried the spinnaker with little effect on our leisurely
progress. We had hoped to catch the last of the tide round
Wicklow Head, but ended up by creeping round with the aid of
lots of engine power. We eventually tied up in Arklow at 21.55
and were soon enjoying the first of Rim’s gourmet meals.
Friday 26th.July
We left Arklow at 05.52, as the dawn light began to glimmer
through a lightly overcast sky. There was not a breath of wind,
as we motored on our way towards the South Bishop and
Milford Haven. Having left the South Arklow Buoy close to
port, we motored for another hour before there was sufficient
wind to motorsail. The tide was allowed to carry us a bit north,
an the basis that the ebb would bring us back on our course. Our
halfway point was reached at midday, by which time the wind
bad picked up to the forecasted SW F.3-4 and forced us to bear
away further north. For the following 31/2 hours, we enjoyed
super sunshine sailing at 5J/2 k. We were still 14 m, away from
the South Bishop when the wind dropped to about 3k. We
continued sailing until, at 16.02, the South Bishop was sighted
as a pimple on the horizon, quite a lot to the south of our course.
We decided to motor directly towards it. A course more to the
south of it would have been much better, because by 18.32, we
found ourselves in very choppy seas, too far north and with a
strong tide against us.
We were making slow progress motorsailing and beating
towards the South Bishop, with an engine that refused to pick
up speed, when the visibility began to close in on us very

quickly. Within minutes, we could no longer see the Light
House, nor any of the numerous rocks and islands on our port
side, which the tide was persistently dragging us towards. Being
unsure of our engine, we reluctantly decided to alter our course
for Fishguard. We set a course for the North Bishop, which
loomed up, almost immediately, right in front of us. We were
pleased to recognise its shape, having so recently sailed past it
on our route going south. We rounded north of it and made for
St. David’s Head, making sure to keep well clear of Bell Rock.
The tide would keep us clear of the Carreg-Tai Rocks. At this
stage, the visibility had improved just sufficiently to allow us to
identify St. David’s Head. We revised our plan and made for
Whitesands Bay, where we anchored in 3m. close to the shore
at the south end, at 20.12. Rim’s second gourmet meal was most
welcome as darkness joined the mist to isolate us from the
world in this secluded anchorage. We almost resented the brief
appearance of another yacht, which appeared out of the mist,
circled us, and then, made off. They must have been very
familiar with these waters! The swell was quite considerable in
the bay, but we were tired and slept well.
Saturday 27th. July
A brief sleepy glance at the weather, at 06.00, and an adverse
tide situation, easily convinced the skipper that a ’lie in’ could
be justified. Nothing was visible, not even the land less than a
cable away. The visibility had improved to about half a mile by
11.17. So, we weighed anchor, and set sail as we cleared the
bay. The reef to the east of Ramsey Island was clearly visible,
and easily avoided in the slack tide. There was a very
impressive barrier of breaking seas right across the south side of
the sound, which looked a lot more challenging than it really
was, as we crashed through it in a few minutes. Visibility was
now quite good and we were able to identify the entrance to the
Jack Sound, inside Skomer Island. We circled round the west
side of the buoyed research area in St. Bride’s Bay, noting that
there were far fewer buoys than indicated by our chart.
Another yacht had sailed down the west side of Ramsey
Island and tacked right through the buoyed area, before making
off to the west of Skomer Island. Maybe, we too should have
sailed through it and saved ourselves about half an hour!
The tide was flowing strongly when we reached the Jack
Sound. We rapidly picked up speed and were whisked through
whirlpools and dramatic overfalls at an impressive rate of knots.
Steering got a bit difficult. So, we started the engine. Almost
immediately we were glad to have it’s power, because the
genoa suddenly backed, just as we were passing the Crabstone
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Rock, and threatened to take us into the back eddy. We had
given the rock quite a wide berth, but rather wished that we had
given it considerably more, as we observed the powerful swirl
of water that curled viciously round it. We crashed through
another barrier of waves, just south of the sound, before cutting
the engine. During the excitement of the sound, the mist had
closed in on us again, leaving us just sufficient visibility to be
able to follow the coast line at a safe offing. At 14.00, we were
making less than 3k. and decided to use the engine to hurry
round into the Dale Anchorage for lunch.
Dale Yacht Club did not respond to our VHF calls. But,
another unidentified yacht did, "You’ll be lucky, there’ll be
nobody around there until about 4oc!" We tied up to a vacant
mooring which, because of the shallow bay, was located well
off shore. Lunch in the cockpit was an eerie fogbound event,
with only the faint outline of neighbouring yachts occasionally
visible.
After lunch, we could just see the distant shore. An
expedition set out (with pocket compass) to forage for stores
and dump rubbish. Despite the large number of cars parked
along the front, we could not find a rubbish bin anywhere!
We dropped the mooring at 16.55, in time to catch the last of
the tide up to the Pembrokeshire Yacht Club in Gelliswick Bay.
The skipper went ahead in the dinghy to give the new engine a
run. He found a local sailor (there was nobody in the club
house) to point out a guest mooring, to which L’Exocet was tied
up at 18.10.
After an extremely good dinner in the club, we explored the
impressive ruins of gun emplacements and barracks which
overlook the bay. Nightcaps aboard completed a day which,
despite the inclement weather, had been both eventful and
enjoyable.
Sunday 28th. July
The 05.55 forecast of SE F.4-5 winds with moderate visibility
and fog patches was acceptable. The visibility+ as we motored
out of Milford Haven, was about one mile. Having cleared the
estuary, we tried sailing for twenty minutes during breakfast.
However, we were making negligible progress and had to revert
to motoring. We got some wind, and the sun appeared through
the clouds, almost simultaneously, at 11.40. For the next five
and a half hours we basked in sunshine as an E. F.4 took us
along at a steady 53/4k. At 18.02, we sighted the light house on
Trevose Head, and at 19.05, we were able to identify the huge
Gullard Rock which had previously blended in with the cliffs
behind it. The Quies rocks, just west of Trevose Head, were
easily sighted.
The Imray Chart C58 provides an excellent detail insert of
the Camel River with the buoyed channel to Padstow clearly
marked. The McMillan Almanac indicates an anchorage just
downstream of The Pool. However, the Harbourmaster
confirmed a rumour that loch gates had been fitted to the
harbour, when he invited us to berth inside. We had arrived at
high tide in order to simplify the navigation. We were surprised
to see how close the buoyed channel took us to the shore as we
approached the harbour entrance. (See photo). At 20.06, we
secured alongside Ocean Venturer, a Westerly Overloard,
which is the same yacht that we tied up alongside in the
St.Helier Marina in Jersey in 1989. It was an immediate cause
for celebration.
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The red buoy on the approach to Padstow Harbour at L. W.
B. Corbally
Padstow was in a highly festive mood when we arrived. A
brass band was playing and a multitude of tourists thronged the
harboursides, enjoying the holiday environment and the
sunshine. It is a super little harbour with many attractive
buildings around the quays and a wide selection of restaurants.
There is a convenient Customs Office. A new building, with
shore facilities for yachtsmen, was under construction. We
dined in the Clipper restaurant, where the lobster, dover sole
and crab were all excellent and very reasonably priced.
Monday 29th. July
We spent a leisurely day ashore replenishing stores and relaxing
in hostelries. Forecasted gales in Sole were ominous, although
locally, we were expecting SE. F4-5, with thundery showers,
moderate visibility and fog patches. After a delicious meal in
the Blue Lobster Restaurant, we left Padstow at 21.15, which
was about an hour before the gates were due to close. Although
conditions were very calm in the estuary, the sky was heavily
overcast with fast moving clouds. Before we reached Trevose
Point, we were sailing at 6.7k. under a half furled genoa only.
We continued to make great progress until midnight when the
wind dropped considerably and we decided to motorsail. A
cloudless sky allowed us to enjoy a beautiful full moon night.
We were able to sail again at 03.14 and it was magical. We
were abeam of the Pendeen Point Light House at 05.00. We
were within 6M. of the Seven Stones Light Vessel before we
sighted it at 08.02. Very soon afterwards, we saw land dead
ahead. With the sun shining out of an almost cloudless sky and
with a good wind and favourable tide, it was great sailing all the
way to Porth Cressa. We looked into the bay at 11.00, but it was
empty of yachts and the swell was considerable. We sailed on
to St.Mary’s Pool and, at 11.35, were securely anchored after
three attempts.
The rest of Tuesday and all day Wednesday were devoted to
enjoying the good life which is so readily available in these
islands. We patronised many of our favourite old haunts.
Thursday 1st. August
We weighed anchor, under engine, at 07.58, and then sailed
gently, under genoa only, across St. Mary’s Road and through
the New Grimsby Sound to the beautiful anchorage just before
Cromwell’s Castle. It took three attempts to get the anchor to
bite. Breakfast in this really lovely setting was a memorable
experience. After exploring the castle, we crossed over to

Bryher Island and climbed to the top of Watch Hill. The views
were magnificent in every direction. Despite a light sunshine
haze, we could see virtually all the islands of The Isles of Scilly.
We were completely mesmerised by the beauty of the whole
panorama.
After lunch, we sailed, again under genoa only, past Round
Island to Tean Sound. At 15.36, we picked up a guest mooring
opposite the St.Martin’s Hotel. We then took the dinghy across
to the Old Grimsby Harbour. A short brisk walk across to New
Grimsby was rewarded by refreshments in The New Inn. On
our return, St. Martin’s Hotel provided us with hot showers and
the gave us the best meal of the whole cruise. An observant and
thoughtful member of the staff interrupted our dinner to suggest
that we should move our dinghy painter, which had been
tethered to a point that was going to be difficult to reach due to
a very high tide.
Friday 2nd August
The sea surface was like a mirror as we began our passage back
to Ireland at 05.48. The sunrise behind the islands provided a
spectacular view as we cleared Round Island and set a course
for Mizen Head. A light breeze at 07.30 allowed us to
motorsail, which made the motion of the boat a lot more
pleasant for everybody. There was even a bit of sunshine
through a lightly overcast sky. When we cut the engine at
10.49, and began to sail, it was really enjoyable.
At midday, the sky began to fill in with ominous dark clouds,
and the SE wind began to increase in strength. At 13.50, we
were recording gusts of 30k., as the boat surged along at almost
8k. It was exhilarating sailing. However, since the wind was
still picking up, we decided to drop the main and sail under a
partially furled genoa. We continued to sail at over 6k until
17.40. The strength of the wind then dropped considerably and
we soon had to concede to motorsailing to maintain speed. A
beautiful starlit night made watch keeping a pleasure. When the
wind picked up to almost F.4 at 03.30, we cut the engine and
once more began to enjoy the peace of sailing. It was a pleasant
morning with the sun glimmering through a slight haze as we
sailed past Mizen Head. We anchored in the SW. corner of
Dunboy Bay, just inside the point, at 11.02. There were a few
young campers swimming off the rocks. We also saw an
official looking gentleman observing us with binoculars. We
met him later when we were clearing customs in Castletown
Bearhaven. During the afternoon, the sunshine tempted the
crew to have a swim. Afterwards, we explored the impressive
ruins of Dunboy House and made a dinghy trip up the beautiful
Faha Dhura Creek.
Sunday 4th August
We emerged from our bunks at 09.00, and despite a rather
murky grey sky and the fact that the tops of the surounding hills
were hidden in the clouds, we were very happy to find
ourselves in such an enchanting place . The only sound
disturbing the peaceful stillness of the bay was the gentle
lapping of tiny waves against the rock lined shore. We had a
splendid view of the manor ruin. A lone fisherman was tending
his lobster pots. Breakfast in this beguiling environment was a
most delightful experience.
At 11.44, encouraged by a gentle westerly breeze, we
weighed anchor and started to sail the 9M. to the Dursey Sound.

Within forty minutes, the strength of the wind increased
dramatically and we were surging along with two reefs in the
main and only half the genoa. With the tide also in our favour,
we passed through the sound at an exhilarating speed. Soon
after we had cleared the sound, a fishing boat, that we had
passed well off to our starboard, suddenly headed straight for us
at full speed forcing us to make an emergency gybe. We
assumed that his dramatic behaviour was intended to keep us
away from unmarked nets.
Visibility, which had been moderate throughout the day,
closed in on us with a heavy mist, at 15.00. At the same time,
the wind began to gust at over 34k. making us very glad that we
had kept the reefs in the main. We passed a French yacht, also
heading up the Kenmare River, as we surged along at over 8k.
At 16.08, we were feeling our way past Sherky Island in order
to round it into Sneem Harbour, when the mist lifted
sufficiently to allow us to see the surf breaking off the SW point
of Rossdohan Island. We anchored as close as we dared to the
NW facing side of the island in an attempt to get out of the
swell. It was not an ideal anchorage under the prevailing
conditions. But, it was convenient for us to visit Gina and Andy
Walker, who treated us to real baths and gave us lots of nectar
to dissipate the damp. Their house was full of guests, which
made for quite a party.
Monday 5th August
The skipper got up for the early morning forecast, and then
retired promptly back to his bunk. Outside it was damp and
misty and the forecast had promised rain and drizzle. This
inclement weather mitigated the sadness of the departing crew.
It also made the new arrivals, Wallace Beatty, Max McMullen
& Robin Clapham a bit apprehensive!
At 16.00, as we were preparing to move across to the
Garnish Island anchorage, a very thoughtful local fisherman
came over to us in his boat to warn us that strong winds were
expected over the night, and that we would be vulnerable where
we were.
We anchored in 3m. well up behind Garnish Island, close to
some moored boats. Wallace had booked us in for dinner at The
Parknascilla Hotel and arranged for us to be collected at the
Oyster Bed Pier. A hiccup in the arrangements resulted in no
collection. Fortunately, Pat Branigan happened to pass by and
drove us to the hotel. After an excellent meal, the manager,
James Feeney, very kindly dropped us back to our dinghy.

L’Exocet behind the rocks in Gleanderry Bay, Kenmare River
B. Corbally
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Tuesday 6th August
The skipper was awakened at 04.00 by an unnatural boat
motion. There was a little bit of breeze, but not enough to rattle
the rigging. He went on deck to investigate and found the boat
lying at right angles to the anchor chain. The dinghy was lying
at right angles to the boat on the other side. The lead line
indicated two fathoms all round, and the yacht definitely felt
afloat. Puzzled by the situation, he called Robin and then tried
to pull the boat around with the dinghy. When it refused to
move, he finally noticed that the tripping line had fowled the
rudder. It might easily have tripped the anchor had the wind
blown up! We had been careless about the amount of scope that
we had left on the line.
After a leisurely breakfast, we departed for Dunkerron at
10.02, passing Golden Apple an our way out of the little bay.
We were soon sizzling along at over six knots, through ahnost
waveless water. The sun came out and the wind dropped
considerably at 11.57. We could hardly have wished for more
ideal conditions under which to relax and enjoy this incredibly
beautiful place. The Carrignaronebeg Rock Perch consists of a
see-through steel frame, which we found difficult to sight
against the water background. We anchored in 3.2m., just
beyond Reen Point, In Dunkerron Harbour at 12.35. Landing at
the prominent pier opposite the newly opened Bistro Boathouse
(tel. 064-41657), we walked to Kenmare fk~r petrol and returned
by taxi (£5). At 17.10, we set forth, under genoa, for a
delightful sunshine sail across to Kilm’,Jkilloge Harbour, where
we anchored well up the Colloms Harbour bay in 4m. Although
much of the Kilmakilloge bay is heavily populated with Oyster
Farm buoys, these barely detract from the outstanding beauty of
the place.
Later that evening, we enjoyed the convivial atmosphere in
Pat & Joan O’Sullivan’s Bar over in Bunaw Harbour. Returning
to L’Exocet by starlight, we were delighted by the fantastic
effervescence of the water as it left a trail of light behind the
dinghy.
Wednesday 7th August
The sun was shining from a cloudless blue sky, and the water
was so still that it reflected everything like a mirror, as we
breakfasted. We were the only yacht in this serene bay and it

L’Exocet at anchor in Collorus Bay, Kilmakilloge
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was magical. At 10.41, we moved round to Carrigwee and
anchored in 2.1 m, just beyond the boathouse. The walk through
the Derreen Gardens was a delightful prelude to a visit to
Richard Smith’s Pub. We ahnost missed our next port of call
due to some relaxation in our navigation. We expected to to be
able to easily identify the entrance to Cleanderry, as we sailed
gently along the coast. The sun was still shining and the views
of the hills all around us were fabulous. About 1.5M past the
entrance, we checked our bearings and realised that we had
gone too far! The passage into the harbour is between
overlapping reefs and is only about 7m wide. We could see the
reefs clearly an both sides as we sailed into this rook studded
anchorage. We dropped the hook up at the north end beyond a
hugh reef, and congratulated ourselves on finding such a
beautiful secluded location to enjoy our afternoon tea.
We weighed anchor at 17.37 and, under genoa only, sailed
across the Kenmare River to Illaunleigh Island, and then along
the coast to lllaundrane. We entered the anchorage between
Leaghcarrig Island and Illaunsillagh Island and then kept very
close to both Leaghcarrig and lllaundrane Islands until we
mTived opposite the shed on the shore at the east end of the bay.
We eased in towards the shoreline and anchored in 4m at 19.50.
Although there was quite a breeze outside, there was hardly a
ripple an the water in this protected place.
Thursday 8th August
We were careless about keeping close in to Illaundrane Island,
as we eased out of Illaundrane at 07.26, and nudged a rock that
we had failed to locate during our dinghy survey the previous
evening. The sun made an occasional appearance through an
overcast sky as we motored tawards the Dursey sound, which
we passed through at slack tide. We stopped at Adrigole
Harbour to enjoy lunch in this lovely, lagoon type, bay.
Heavy winds, possibly gale force, were being forecasted as
we left Adrigole at 14.10. and headed up Bantry Bay towards
Glengarriff. We already had sufficient wind to sail along at a
comfortable 5k. under genoa only. The visibility was good,
which allowed us to enjoy the fabulous mountain scenery all
around us, while we basked in almost continous sunshine.
These were the sort of cruising conditions that one dreams
about !
We anchored close to Friar
Island, opposite the pier in
Glengarriff Harbour. We had
arrived in yet another beautiful
anckorage. We discovered
later, when we tried to collect
"traffic’ on the VHF radio, that
we had anchored in the one
blind spot in tke whole area!
Max left us here and we were
joined by Shane O’Connor. We
dined in the Eccles Hotel.

R. Clapham

Friday 9th August
Low cloud and same mist
restricted our ability to enjoy
the view from vantage points
on lllnacullen Island. Neverthe-less, our walk round the

Garinish Gardens was a delightful experience. The mist had got
a lot heavier, and reduced visibility to about 1/2M. as we were
leaving Glengarriff at 12.25. We heard an the VHF that the liner
Ambassador was an its way in to the harbour, which
encouraged us to keep a very sharp look out. Visibility got a lot
worse as we came abeam of Four Heads Point. But we had an
important dinner appointment in Dunmanus Bay, which we
considered worth the discomfort of continuing our journey,
although it meant motor-sailing against a W F4 wind.
The cliffs and the shore profile at White Horse Point
confirmed our dead reckoning of our position as we arrived at
the south side of the Bantry Bay. It was then relatively easy to
follow the cliff lined coast line along to Sheeps Head, which we
rounded through some pretty rough water, at 15.58. The wind
was now more favourable, and we sailed the rest of the way to
Kitchen Cove. Carbury Island was a welcome sight through the
mist, as we navigated our way up Dunmanus Bay. We anchored
just outside the reef that extends off the pier in Kitchen Cove, at
18.11. Colin Corbally and James Gotto joined us for a superb
and most memorable meal in the Ahakista Restaurant, and spent
the night on board.
Saturday 10th August
The forecast was for SW F4 backing to S.F5-4 winds with
heavy mist and fog, which might clear later. Colin and James
decided to drive round to Crookkaven and meet us there. We
postponed our sailing decision until after lunch when the tide
would be favourable for rounding Mizen Head. A long dank
walk along the coast road occupied us for the morning. When
we departed at 15.15, Owens Island (2 cables away) was just a
blurr through the mist. Tkere was a light 10k wind dead on the
nose as we motored towards Bird Island on the other side of the
bay. We then followed the cliff lined coast, at times hearing the
waves breaking against them before we could see them. As we
approached Three Castle Head, the waves increased
dramatically in size and were quite awesone. We stood well off
the head to avoid some nasty looking breaking seas. We still
experienced some pretty lumpy conditions until we had rounded
Mizen Head almost as far as Bow Head. We cut the engine off
Reen Point and sailed through Alderman Sound into
Crookhaven. We anchored in 5m opposite the quays at 19.08.
Colin and James joined us for a meal on board followed by a
game of bridge.
Sunday llth August
We sailed out of Crookhaven in glorious sunshine, at 11.48. it
was a perfect day to enjoy the panoramic delights of Roaring
Water Bay. Hills fringed the skyline all around us and in the
foreground were lots of tempting islands. The sight of at least a
dozen other yachts added to the beauty of the scene. Not being
in a hurry to get anywhere, we were able to just potter about and
enjoy the fabulous environment. Eventually, we headed for the
Long Island Sound and sailed into it leaving Turf Island close to
starboard. We anchored, under sail, east of Coney Island at
13.45. Lunch in this lovely sound was an entrancing experience,
as we watched a variety of yachts pass through. We sailed on
again at 14.45, passing through Castle Sound and then back out
into Roaring Water Bay through the narrow passage between
Castle Island and the Dereen Rocks. We left the dark shadow of
the submerged Anima Rocks, and the breaking water over the

Toorane Rocks, quite close to starboard before we headed
towards Drowlaun Point on Sherkin Island. We next headed for
Catalogue Island, leaving the Nullin Rock to port. As we
approached Catalogue Island, we changed course to head for
the west side of the mainland peninsula (almost due north) until
we were sure that we were clear of the rocks to the north of
Catalogue Island. We then swung in a bit towards the middle of
Sand Island in order to avoid the Mealbeg Rock, before making
for the mid channel positian under the lowest point of the HT
Cable, which crosses the sound at Turk Head. We were about
50m away from the cable, and moving fast an the tide, when
Robin, who was at the helm, called out:"Bernard, we are not going to make it, what shall I do?"
The skipper looked up, and despite all the logic of the
situation, momentarily believed him. The thought, that he night
have missed an ammendment to the ICC sailing instructions,
flashed across his mind!
"Turn broadside onto it" He instructed. Maybe the mast
would tilt the boat and allow us to slide under?
Seconds later, as we waited for a blinding-flash, or whatever
was supposed to happen, we passed safely beneath the cable.
The clearance still looked a lot less than the 3m. which we had
expected.
We anchored west of the Baltimore Harbour Pier at 16.58.
Much later, having well doused our jittery nerves, we enjoyed a
delicious fish meal in O’Driscoll’s (Captain’s Table) restaurant.
Monday 12th August
Having filled L’Exocet up with water and diesel, we motored
the dinghy across to Abbey Strand on Sherkin Island. After a
walk to the west side of the island to look at the sound, we tried
fishing off Loo Point before returning to meet the new crew at
Baltimore. Chris Stillman, John Aldridge & Vincent arrived
with a veritable mountain of stores.
At 18.48, we used the genoa to sail gently across to the
anchorage off the castle ruins on Sherkin Island. After dinner,
Vincent and the skipper made an expedition to investigate the
Dun Na Long Pub.
Tuesday 13th August
Skinny Dipping from a neighbouring German yacht provided
breakfast entertainment. Later on, at 10.35, there was a
suspicion of blue sky through motely grey clouds, as we sailed
out of Baltimore and along tbe south east coast of Sherkin
Island. We used the engine to help the tide bring us through the
Gascanane Sound. We kept close to the Cape Clear Island side
to ensure that we left the Gascanane Rock to starboard. In
brilliant sunshine, we sailed round Bullig Reef and on to North
Harbour. There was a yacht aground, on the falling spring tide,
off tbe end of the pier, and the water inside the entrance looked
awful shallow. We decided to anchor off the little bay just
outside the pier, in company with another yacht.
After we had whiled away a hour or so, enjoying the view
from Cotters Bar, we returned on board for lunch. We watched
two yachts grounding in the harbour as they looked for a berth.
At 15.32, we headed out to watch a few Fastnet Racers
rounding the rock. We were surprised by the strength of the east
flowing tide as we approached the light house. Several of the
ccmpetitors also appeared to have been caught unawares, as
they found themselves making progress in the light wind. They
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adjourned to the Marine Hotel for dinner and for, what turned
out to be, one of the most entertaining evenings of the cruise.
Paul O’Connell was there with a singer, Susan Sulivan, and a
small group. They got great audience participation and
generated a lively party atmosphere, he himself was a very
impressive piano player! The party continued on board until the
early hours.
Thursday 15th August
The weather was misty and unpleasant as we weighed the
anchor at 10.47 and sailed out of the harbour. This time we
passed to the east of Eve and Adam. There was only a marginal
improvement in the weather throughout the day. Nevertheless,
we enjoyed a good sail, averaging over 6k all the way to
Charles Fort in the entrance to Kinsale. We tied up in the
marina, outside a German Oyster 37, at 17.36. Our evening was
most pleasurably spent in Max’s Wine Bar, where we got an
excellent dinner at a very reasonable price.

Michael relaxes. Tom holds the course

A. Wou!/? Flanagan

were forced to make a long tack tawards Long Island to avoid
the tidal race inside the rock. We switched on the engine and
rounded at 18.00. It looked great in the sunshine. Twenty
minutes later, the wind dropped campletely and we motored the
rest of the way to Castle Haven, arriving at 21.25¯ We anchored
in 5m about a cable out from the end of the pier, and spent a
very convivial evening ashore in Mary Ann’s Pub.
Wednesday 14th August
Castletownshend looked beautiful with the early morning sun
shining on the stone buildings which line the waterfront. Later,
as we walked up the main street to Mary Ann’s for lunch, we
were campletely enchanted by the friendly anabience and
character of the village¯ After lunch we took the dinghy up the
estuary and were delighted by the serene tranquility of the place
¯ It recalled pleasant memories of a similiar trip up the Helford
River in 1989.
We sailed out of Castle Haven at 15.31, and headed for
Glandore. Having left Adam Island to starboard, we passed
very close to Eve Island, also on our starboard side. We then
motored up towards Glandore and anchored in 3m close to the
shore under the pink house, at 17¯18. The dinghy brought us
across to Union Hall for a drink at Casey’s Bar, and then back
to Glandore for another drink at Paddy Casey’s Bar (couple of
hundred yards up the road to the right). Thus primed, we
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Friday 16th August
The alarm was barely audible to reluctant ears as it persisted
with its unwelcome message at 05.50. Someone silenced it in
time to get the forecast. Then, Chris and the skipper quietly
prepared to slip out of the marina without disturbing Vincent
and John. But they got up anyway! We had an inside berth to
two other yachts which delayed our departure till 06.23.
Vincent prepared a mamoth breakfast that would keep us going
all day, as we motored along the cliff lined coastline at a steady
6k, the tide in our favour. It was a bright almost sunny day with
good visibility. Everybody relaxed, some with a book, others
caught up on sleep, someone sat and steered.
A yacht, heading west, came over to us to warn us to keep
well out from Chapel Island in order to avoid unmarked nets. At
12.17, we encountered our first net off Ram Head, and only just
managed to avoid it. We found the tiny flag, that marked the
end, about half a mile out to sea. When we got onto the VHF to
warn a yacht behind us, a fishing boat came on the air warning
all yachts to keep well out.
The wind picked up, at last, at 13.30. We were soon sailing
at 6.2k under main only. Before long we had 27k of wind and
were having tremendous fun riding the waves at 7+k. We
reached Dunmore East at 17.00, and tied up alongside another
yacht, outside a trawler. We were soon joined by another two
yachts outside us. The crew went ashore to book dinner at The
Ship Restaurant. Fortunately, the skipper had things to do on
board, because the trawler inside us intimated his intention to
move and asked us all to cast off. We eventually ended up
outside a stack of five trawlers and two yachts.
Saturday 17th August
We left Dunmore East at 06.25 and attempted to sail until 07.14
while we ate breakfast. The sunrise through a scattering of dark
clouds had made a very pretty picture and we were expecting a
nice day. We motol’ed, on a favourable tide, through the Saltee
Islands. The barrels were abeam at 10.26, at which time the
wind picked up and allowed us to sail for the next six hours. We
took the inside passage at the Tuskar Rock and the left the
Lucifer and Blackwater Banks to starboard. As we passed
through the Rusk Channel, the surf was breaking impressively
over The Money Weights Ba~. A favourable tide all the way
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to Arklow, and a NW. F. 5-6 wind, enabled us to be tied up in
the harbour at 16.47. Just as we were approaching the entrance,
Chris lost his cap overboard. It was recovered in 22 seconds.
Despite this demonstration of our ’Man Overboard’ drill, we
were unable to get a volunteer to practice the real thing!
Sunday 18th August
We motored out of Arklow at 10.13 as the sun shone down on
us out of an almost cloudless blue sky. A gentle E. F.2 soon had
us sailing along at a comfortable 4.8k. through a calm sea. This
little breeze died on us as we reached The Horse Shoe Buoy
leaving us with the dregs of the neap tide against us round
Wicklow Head. We started the engine and motorsailed, close to
the coastline, all the way to Dalkey. Having cleared the sound,
we cut the engine and sailed quietly through a crowd of yachts
that were out enjoying the Sunday afternoon sunshine. We tied

up to our mooring in Dun Laoghaire at 16.03, which was
perfect timing for a leisurely afternoon tea.
In twenty one days of cruising, we recorded sunshine on
twenty and really unpleasant misty rain conditions on three. Out
of the thirty places visited, twenty one were new to us, and in
twelve of them we were the only visiting yacht. Although we
did encounter some inclement misty weather during our cruise,
the additional challenge that it posed to our navigation was fun.
The Isles of Scilly, which in our experience are perpetually
drenched in sunshine, will lure us back for many more visits. As
for the Kennare River and West Cork, we never imagined that it
could be such a beautiful area to cruise. Although our plan did
provide for some leisurely pottering, we would have very much
preferred to have had a lot more time to have tarried in these
parts. We are now fostering the idea of devoting an entire cruise
to just South West Ireland.

SUMMARY:
Date

Passage

Thurs 25th July
Fri 26th July
Sat 27th July

Dun Laoghaire to Arklow
Arklow to Whitesands Bay
Whitesands to Dale Flats
Dale to Gelliswick Bay
Gelliswick to Padstow
Padstow to St.Mary’s Pool
St.Mary’s to New Grimsby, Tresco
New Grimsby to Tean Sound, St.Martin’s
St.Martin’s to Dunboy Bay
Dunboy to Rossdohan, Kenmare River
Rossdohan to Garinish I.
Sheen to Dunkerron Hr.
Dunkerron to Colorus Hr. Kilmakilloge
Colorus to Carrigwee
Carrigwee to Cleanderry
Cleanderry to Illaundrane
lllaundrane to Adrigole Hr.
Adrigole to Glengarriff Hr.
Glengarriff to Kitchen Cove, Dunmanus Bay
Kitchen Grove to Crookhaven
Crookhaven to Coney I.
Coney I. to Baltimore
Baltimore to Sherkin I.
Sherkin I. to Cape Clear I.N.Harbour
Cape Clear I. to Castle Haven
Castle Haven to Glandore
Glandore to Kinsale
Kinsale to Duomore East
Dunmore E. to Arklow
Arklow to Dun Laoghaire

Sun 28th July
Mon 29th July
Thurs 1st Aug
Fri 2nd Aug
Sun 4th Aug
Mon 5th Aug
Tues 6th Aug
Wed 7th Aug

Thurs 8th Aug
Fri 9th Aug
Sat 10th Aug
Sun 1 lth Aug
Mon 12th Aug
Tues 13th Aug
Wed 14th Aug
Thurs 15th Aug
Fri 16th Aug
Sat 17th Aug
Sun 18th Aug
TOTALS:
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Sailing
Time
Distance
K.Miles
Hrs Mins
1 41
5.3
4 09
21.7
2 16
12.5
5 38
10 21
I 04
0 46
15 59
4 28

31.9
57.2
3.1
1.5
84.1
26.5

1 55
1 20

8.6
4.6

0 46
1 18

2.5
5.9

1 51
I 50
0 23
1 57
2 03
0 47
2 04
2 48
1 20
6 28
3 30
6 04
1 44

9.1
7.2
1.7
8.1
9.0
1.5
6.7
10 0
6.0
38 0
22.6
35.2
6.6

84 30

427.1

Motoring
Time
Distance
Hrs Mins K.Miles
6 06
33.9
10 11
53.6
1 17
5.5
4.6
1 15
8 28
47.6
17.1
4 02
0.2
0 04
0 05
0.3
79.1
13 15
0 37
2.1
O 35
1.6
0 38
2.5
1 00
4.4
O 42
1.8
1 45
7.9
0.8
0 18
5 46
33.9
O 09
0.8
3 56
22.7
3 30
19.9

0 43
3 05
0 27
0 14
7 25
4 20
4 06

2.8
16.1
1.2
1.1
44.1
26.4
23.6

83 59

455.6

Total
Time
Distance
Hrs Mins K.Mlies
39.2
7 47
14 20
75.3
18.0
3 33
1 15
4.6
14 06
79.5
14 23
74.3
1 08
3.3
0 51
1.8
29 14
163.2
5 05
28.6
0 35
1.6
2 33
11.1
9.0
2 20
0 42
1.8
2 31
10.4
1 36
6.7
5 46
33.9
2 00
9.9
5 46
29.9
3 53
21.6
1 57
8.1
2 03
9.0
O 47
1.5
2 47
9.5
26.1
5 53
1 47
7.2
6 42
39.1
66.7
1055
1024
61.6
30.2
5 50
167 29

882.7

Tandara’s Cruise to the Azores
R.M. Slater

Having endured the frustrations of the National Health Service
for too many years I decided to take early retirement in May of
this year. The good weather at the end of May and beginning
of June made fitting out in general and varnishing in particular
a pleasure rather than the usual chore. Our old friends, Bob and
Connie Gilmore (ICC), apparently undaunted by their two
previous cruises with Denise and I, had agreed to come on our
1991 venture which would, hopefully, take us to the Azores via
North West Spain.
In view of the long distances involved, every piece of
equipment was checked and replaced if necessary - we felt we
had covered every eventuality but two days before the
proposed departure date on the 10th June, it was found that the
cooker was badly corroded in places and not worth repairing.
A frantic search round the North of Ireland managed to
produce a very nice stainless steel Plastimo cooker but
unfortunately it wasn’t gimballed nor did it have a safety rail
and this necessitated hurried last-minute modifications. Had we
but known it, there was no need to hurry, as departure day
came with gale force winds from the south. These continued
for the next 4 days and on one occasion it was blowing 64
knots in Ringhaddy Sound.
We finally managed to get away at 1840 on Friday, 14th
June. Although the forecast was giving north-westerlies 5/6
there was little wind until Howth was abeam at 0700. There
were frequent heavy showers and it was very cold but progress
was good. We put a link call through to Heather, our youngest
daughter, via Rosslare radio to wish her a Happy Birthday. The
tide turned against us at the Blackwater Bank and we anchored
in 6m at the north end of Rosslare Bay at 2155 on Saturday
night. We had a couple of hours rest and after the 0033 forecast
(N.W. 4/5) were underway again. It was a beautiful night with
bright stars and a fair wind. The Tuskar was abeam at 0305 and
a course set for 30 miles W. of the Bishop Light.
By 0800 it was blowing F.6 and we were making a steady 89 knots. The jib was partially rolled and one slab pulled down
on the main and we continued at a very comfortable eight
knots. It turned into a lovely day with bright sunshine and big,
breaking seas. As we were about to have lunch Tandara
suddenly gybed and we found that the Neco autopilot had
stopped working. We hove-to, had lunch and then cleaned the
contacts on the autopilot. This helped for a while but the
trouble recurred and as it was out of the question to continue
without an autopilot, we finally decided to head for Newlyn.
We had an uncomfortable sail round Land’s End as the wind
fell away but the big sea remained. We noticed that Round

Island light is no longer red and that the Longships has lost the
red half of its isophase. The change to Round Island light was
mentioned in the Almanac but the change to the Longships was
not. A link call was put throught to Sea-Com Electronics in
Newlyn and they promised to be at the boat by 0800. We tied
alongside a fishing boat at 0655 on Monday morning. It was a
bright, sunny morning and there were many fishing boats
heading out to sea. The Harbourmaster proved extremely
helpful and the electronic engineer arrived shortly after 0930.
He confirmed that the trouble was in the relay switches but
unfortunately was unable to replace these as the manufacturers
had gone into liquidation. However he filed the relay contacts
and got the autopilot going and left us with the words "it
should be O.K. for a few months".
As the shaft brake had also ceased operating we traced the
trouble to a cracked hydraulic pipe and this was replaced by a
garage in Penzance.
Two of the three batteries had been replaced before leaving
home but it was found that the third battery had gone flat. It
was taken ashore to a battery "specialist" and tested. It was
pronounced fit and well. With some misgivings it was put back
on board and the diesel and water tanks filled.
We were entertained by a huge, tame seal which came right
up to the small fishing boats unloading at the quay. He was
hand fed by the fishermen and if they ignored him he splashed
them with his flippers.
After the evening meal we walked into Penzance which is
an attractive, quaint town.
Although there was heavy rain during the night, it was a
lovely calm morning when we set off at 0420. There was a
very picturesque sunrise over the Lizard. Course 204° was set
for La Coruna. This was later altered to 214° as the 1355
forecast mentioned a low moving into Shannon and we
suspected the wind would go into the S.W.
At 2200 the autopilot again packed up. We discussed the
various possibilities, such as going back to Newlyn for repairs
but finally decided it was best to make for Brest, abandon the
Azores venture and cruise the French coast instead. As I was
laying off the course, I noticed that I could hardly read the
chart in the dim light and mentioned to Bob that the suspect
battery was again fiat. After switching over to one of the new
batteries, we tried the autopilot again and thankfully it worked
- back on course for La Coruna!
As anticipated the wind backed into the S.W., the foresail
was furled and the engine started at midnight. The reefed main
was sheeted in tightly and reasonably good progress was made
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against the lumpy sea. Very dark and raining at times.
The 0555 forecast on Wednesday, 19th, was giving S.W.
5/6, 7 later. We had made good 130 miles in 24 hours since
leaving Newlyn but felt that the next 24 hours would not be
quite so good. As the wind continued to imcrease, the
barometer continued to go down and the day degenerated into
something of a marathon. South westerly winds up to F8 on
several occasions, big breaking seas, heavy rain and
deteriorating visibility. Despite all this, Tandara remained dry
below, apart from one large wave which cascaded down
through the vent box into the forward heads. We hove to for
our evening meal and everyone managed to sit down at the
cabin table in reasonable comfort. Although the wind
continued to freshen it veered towards the west and much
better progress was made. The second slab had to be pulled
down at daybreak. At times visibility was down to 200 - 300
metres with thick fog and fine drizzle. Yet again we found it
comforting to have radar. We noticed that the temperature was
much warmer.
Despite Wednesday’s dreadful weather we had managed to
cover 106 miles in 24 hours. We again hove-to for our evening
meal and as we were about to get underway, were called up on
R/T by a large French yawl heading east under spinnaker. Her
name was Chantourelle (or something like that) on passage
from Newport, Rhode Island to La Rochelle. We asked about
weather conditions between Finisterre and the Azores and after
referring to his weatherfax, he was able to tell us that winds
were W. to N.W. 10- 15 knots.
Thursday night/Friday morning was particularly
uncomfortable. The motion was fairly violent and as we were
being pushed considerably east of our course, we went on to
port tack for a few hours. When daylight came it was a really
nasty morning with a very big sea, heavy rain and threatening
skies. By 1200 however there was a most miraculous change in
conditions, the wind had gone down to F.5, both reefs were out,
there was warm sunshine and the seas were blue. We discussed
several options, such as continuing to beat up to La Coruna
which would have required a further 24 hours, motor straight to
La Coruna, although we found that we were only able to achieve
4 knots against the steep seas or pin the main in flat, increase the
engine revs and head for one of the Rias east of La Coruna. We
decided on the latter and headed for Ria del Barquera. Land
(Punta de la Estaca de Bares) was sighted at 1600. The approach
to the Ria was very picturesque. We anchored off a beautiful
sandy beach at Puerto de Bares at 2020. The lapping of the
waves on the beach, the bird song from the surrounding hills
and the continual smell of eucalyptus was heavenly. On the
previous night, around 2100, whilst over 100 miles offshore I
had smelt the same smell of eucalyptus. I had initially thought
that someone was using an embrocation but we had nothing on
board the boat that contained eucalyptus and there was no other
explanation than that the perfume had carried downwind from
the Spanish Coast. After a delightful celebration meal we sat in
the cockpit and revelled in the peace and lack of movement of
the ship.
Despite the delay going into Newlyn and the continual bad
weather across the Bay of Biscay we had covered 788 miles in
exactly one week and made good 290 miles from Ushant at an
average speed of 4.2 knots in continual head winds, which
several times reached gale force.
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As we had approximately 60 miles to go to La Coruna, we
were underway on Saturday, 22nd June at 0435. A beautiful
calm morning with a lovely sunrise, and light headwind until
we came to Cabo Prior from which point we had a great eight
knot sail into La Coruna. The local racing boats were out and
provided a very colourful spectacle. We tied up in the rather
dilapidated marina at the Royal Coruna Yacht Club, with the
help of two Club Attendants and then settled down to lunch in
the cockpit in warm sunshine - bliss!
The afternoon was spent shopping for fresh fruit, bread and
milk. We had an excellent evening meal in one of the local
restaurants, O’Piorno Meson.

Marina and fortress from Yacht Club balcony, La Coruna R. Slater
The 2,000 peseta set menu consisted of thick soup, hake,
veal and sweet or coffee, including bread and litre of excellent
wine each !
Sunday was a beautiful day from sunrise to sunset. An
excellent lunch was taken in the shade of the Yacht Club
balcony followed by a very enjoyable afternoon watching all
the activity in the harbour whilst sipping nicely chilled white
wine. Lunch cost about £5 a head including coffee and
icecreams. There was a very impressive firework display in the
evening as the 23rd June is some sort of carnival. The weather
was looking very settled and the glass was high. There were
several English yachts in the marina making their way back
from the Med. One owner in particular was rather disgruntled
as the proposed three weeks delivery of his new purchase had
already extended out to seven weeks owing to multiple
problems and gear failures. Prior to our departure from La
Coruna on Monday the 24th June we took a taxi up to the Met.
Office and were shown the synoptic charts for the next four
days. There were lots of lows around the United Kingdom with
strong south westerlies but the Azores high was extending into
Biscay and the English speaking Meteorologist said that we
would get light variable winds, probably from the north once
we past Finisterre.
Underway at 1155 local time, flat calm and very hot. In
view of the weather forecast we felt that we had to conserve
fuel as much as possible and kept the revs down to 1450 which
still gave us five knots in smooth water. The sea was an
incredibly blue/green colour until we ran into very dense fog
around Cabo Villano and Cabo Tourinano. As on our last visit
to Spain there was a considerable amount of shipping - both
freight and fishing - around the headlands. We smelt several
fishing boats and clearly heard the engine of one which was
only about 200 metres away but invisible. It remained very

calm all night.
We put a link call through to our daughter before she went
to work and had the invariable prompt, courteous service from
the local shore radio station. Breakfast was a good old Ulster

fry~

survey vessel and they were very helpful in giving us our
precise fix which was exactly on our course but 30 miles
further back than we had thought. I had fitted a new impellor to
the Harrier Log before leaving and suspected that this was
considerably over-reading. However Bob cheered up as it
showed his 1300 fix to have been within 4 miles of our
position.
On Saturday it was hot and humid and the wind was very
light from the east. The reserve cans of diesel, were emptied
into the tank. We felt it was a good opportunity to try our new
(second-hand) Hood spinnaker. After much sweating and
heaving it was up and filling but unfortunately, as we had
suspected, it was too long in the luffs and was inclined to chafe
on the pulpit. After ten minutes of admiration it was lowered
and stored and subsequently returned to the Sailmaker who
generously refunded the full purchase price.
There was great excitement during the midnight to 0400
watch on Sunday when we saw, not one, but two ships. One
was on a similar course to ourselves and came very close until
I flashed a torch at her bridge when she slowly altered course
and passed along our starboard side. I requested a position
check but there was no reply. With the light following wind
there was quite a lot of rolling which made sunsights difficult
and Bob became very frustrated.
He decided his plotting sheets would need to be 6’ square to
get a fix!
Landfall turned out to be quite difficult as every cloud
looked like a mountain. Radio bearings on Sao Miguel, Santa
Maria and Terceira, confirmed that the Log had in fact been
over reading. Course was altered and at 0820 on Monday, 1st
July, the S.E. corner of Sao Miguel was positively identified.
The lighthouse on Ponta do Arnel was abeam at 1750.
As we approached the island a fresh easterly breeze filled in.

I was in my bunk during the 0800 to 1400 watch and had
noticed a high pitched "electronic" chirping sound for 5 - l0
minutes. On going on deck I found that we were surrounded by
a huge school of dolphin. There were literally dozens of them
and they accompanied us for some considerable time.
When the wind eventually came through it was from the
W.S.W. - straight from the Azores! The best we could manage
was 30° off our course so the jib was furled and the engine revs
increased, making inroads into our precious fuel. Even with
this the speed fell off to 3.5 knots. Our miseries were
compounded by a fine drizzling rain.
In the evening there was a dramatic change with a 90° wind
shift into the N.W. The engine was stopped, the main sheet
eased, the jib unrolled and the mizzen set (for the first time on
the cruise), magic! 6 - 7 knots on course. The N.W. wind
continued into the night watches and a beautiful sunset was
followed by one of the most magical nights I have ever
experienced at sea. An almost full moon cast a crystal track
across a wind ruffled sea. We were travelling at seven knots at
times. The concluding note in the log for that day says "maybe
ocean cruising isn’t so bad after all!"
Over the next 4 days we settled into a pattern of beautiful
moonlit night watches followed by days of sunshine, blue seas
and gentle following winds. Each day saw the temperature
rising slightly. The engine had to be run for a few hours each
day to charge batteries and to run the fridge. There was much
"shooting of the sun" followed by hours of playing with the
navigational computer which sometimes gave a position that
agreed more or less with the
D.R.!
There was remarkably
little marine or bird life
apart from an occasional
shearwater or gannet but
just before evening meal on
Thursday, Connie who was
looking aft - said that she
saw "a water spout". She
reported this several times
and we were accusing her of
too much wine at lunchtime
when suddenly a whale
blew a couple of hundred
yards dead astern. 140 miles
was covered from noon to
noon on that day.
On Friday afternoon we
were "buzzed" by a low
flying helicopter and shortly
after we saw the parent ship
on the starboard bow. Bob
put his pride in his pocket
and called them up for a
position check. She turned
out to be a U.S. helicopter Azores landfall - approaching Ponta Delgada
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We were at last able to stop the engine and had a glorious run
along the south coast of the island which looked beautifully
green and mountainous with many small villages and
picturesque churches. The sails were stowed as we motored up
to the breakwater at Ponta Delgada and although it was dark
we had no difficulty finding our way in. The anchor was
dropped off the pontoon in seven metres at 2300. Our next
door neighbour in Helen’s Bay had kindly given us a cake
which had been designated "Arrival or Survival". This was
washed down with a bottle of champagne as we relaxed in the
cockpit and watched the crowds walking on the promenade
closeby. We had covered 850 miles from La Coruna and felt
very content.
After breakfast on the following morning 1 went ashore with
the ship’s papers and passports and was directed to the Guarda
Fiscal. Forms were laboriously completed in duplicate and I
was then directed to the Capitaine but he told me I had come to
the wrong place and sent me to the Maritime Police on the
breakwater. When l got there the office was closed. I called
back some hours later and again our papers were checked and a
Livrete issued and stamped. Lunch was taken in a little
restaurant in the town square and a taxi arranged for the
following day. That evening we had an excellent meal in one
of the promenade restaurants.
Our taxi driver - Jose, known as Joe - arrived late and very
apologetic as he had been waiting in the wrong place. Before
lunch he took us to the west end of the island to see the Blue
and Green crater lakes and drove us around the rim of the
extinct volcano. In the afternoon we drove to the other end of
the island and visited the pineapple greenhouses - the heat and
humidity inside them was unbearable. We also saw dozens of
boiling springs, some of these were being used to cook food.
There was a strong smell of sulphur everywhere. After
travelling all day we were tired and had our evening meal on
board.

Boiling thermal ~prings. $6o Miguel
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After breakfast on Thursday we moved over to the
breakwater to take on diesel which was expensive, 71.5
escudos (28p) per litre. The Maritime Police stamped our
Livrete for the island of Terceira. We tied outside the pilot boat
on the small pontoon to take on water. After 1 hour the tank
was only three quarters full but the pilot wanted to leave in a
hurry so we had to do likewise. We anchored off and went
ashore to have lunch in our usual little restaurant in the town
square. The final visit was to the Guarda Fiscal who seemed to
be rather vague as to the procedure regarding clearing an
outward bound ship. He finally found his rubber stamp but
couldn’t find any ink. We eventually managed to clear the
harbour at 1600 and the main and jib were set outside the
harbour wall. The engine was stopped but immediately there
was an unusual and ominous noise from the gearbox. It
sounded as if the engine was still running. We checked the
coupling bolts and oil level but could find no explanation. As
the wind was quite fresh and dead ahead, we decided to
abandon our plan to go to Terceira and eased sheets and set
course for Horta.
The engine was restarted when the wind fell away but the
gearbox continued to give trouble. The filter was removed and
washed out with petrol. This seemed to give a temporary
improvement but every so often there was a very deep rumble
which seemed to shake the whole ship. The island of Pico was
sighted at 0630 on the following morning. The seas were very
confused at the S.W. end of the island where wind was against
tide and progress was slow.
After turning into the Faial Channel the pier head and
leading lights became visible and entry was relatively easy
despite strong S.W. wind. We were directed to the pier beside
the administration block for the night and were visited by the
Guarda.
As soon as the officials came on duty at 0800 on Saturday
morning we made our official entry, first visiting the Marina
Office, then the Guarda Fiscal
and finally the Maritime
Police. The three offices are
all next door to each other.
We were allocated a berth in
the delightful marina which is
spotlessly clean with loads of
hot water, hot towels and
soap. Water, electricity and
gash buckets are on all the
pontoons. All for the cost of
£2 per night plus 60p for a
shower.
We had requested an
engineer to look at the
gearbox and he arrived
shortly after lunch, took a
very casual glance at the
engine and said he would
remove and dismantle the
box, make a diagnosis and
then order parts from Lisbon.
This discussion took place in
the Marina office as the
engineer could not speak any
R. Slater

English. I thanked him, offered to pay for his time but declined
his offer. I felt that we at least had an engine that was capable
of charging our batteries even if it eventually proved incapable
of driving the ship, but if our gearbox was dismantled in a
workshop in Horta, I could envisage weeks of delay whilst
awaiting spare parts.
We had an excellent dinner in the evening in the O’Barrao
Restaurant In the town. A wedding reception was in full swing
and we photographed and toasted the bride. Her new husband
looked dazed! The meal and wine were excellent, at a cost of
£10 per head. It was a beautiful warm evening as we walked
back to Tandara and turned into our bunks.
Sunday turned out to be another beautiful day of warm
sunshine and fresh breezes. We pottered about the marina and
were surprised how many British couples take 1 - 2 years off,
frequently with young children, in order to do the classic
Atlantic circuit and one boat was returning after nine years
because the children were 13 and 14 and they needed
schooling.
In the afternoon we hired a Fiat Uno and drove round the
island, stopping for cold drinks and delicious ice-creams at a
wayside cafe. We visited the site of the 1957 earthquake when
a new island suddenly appeared off the west end of Faial at
Capelinhos. The lighthouse tower is now about 1 mile inland.
On Monday morning we still had use of the car and drove
up Caldeiro and looked down into the volcanic crater which is
1450 metres in diameter and 400 metres deep. It was a
beautiful run up the winding mountain road with hydrangeas,
hibiscus, morning glory, wild fennel and wild roses in
profusion, and cedars, junipers and beeches forming a tunnel of
green. Bob and I climbed to the top of Cabeco Gardo which is
the highest point of Falal and has a telecommunication centre
with 6 or 7 masts and different types of aerials and dishes.
We shopped and pottered in the afternoon. It blew very
hard, about F.9 from the S.E. An American informed us that it
was the tail end of hurricane "Anna" and this was subsequently
confirmed by another American who had survived - just - in
Santa Cruz harbour in Flores. He had lost all his mast-head
equipment due to the rolling and said the seas were 8’ high in
the anchorage. He thought he was going to lose his ship.
Tuesday was another delightfully warm day, although still
blowing hard from the north. We bought some paint and
started on our mural. There are so many paintings that it is hard
to find any blank space on the wall! Some of the art work is
extremely professional.
We were surprised to see a single hander casting off in his

Thank goodness that’s finished! - The mural at Horta
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32’ - 34’ yacht and then endeavour to beat out to sea under a
headsail only. Although his engine was running he refused to
use it for some unaccountable reason and with each tack he lost
ground and eventually ended up in the landward end of the
marina but not before he had ricocheted off several of the other
yachts. I jumped down on to an unattended yacht to try and
fend him off and as he crashed into the boat he said "please
help me, please hold me" but before I could do anything his jib
filled on the other tack and he careered off to the other side of
the harbour inflicting further damage in the form of torn out
pulpits and smashed stanchions. He finally came to rest
impaled across the bow of a larger yacht, whereupon the local
Police jumped down on to his yacht, grabbed him by the hair,
beat him around the ears and finally arrested him. We were
told later that the yacht had been stolen in the West Indies [
As I was still very concerned about the gearbox trouble, I
decided to try a different grade of oil and change the oil filter.
The manual said that the gearbox filter was superfluous and
only fitted because of overcaution on the part of the
manufacturer. Because of this I did not carry a spare filter and
none was available in Horta. We found a small engineering
workshop run by Senor Manuel Eleuterio Gomes who very
expertly cut the filter in two, removed the paper element and
welded the case together and refused to take any payment.
When we subsequently gave him a bottle of Bushmills his eyes
lit up and he managed enough English to say "thank you". I
would have no hesitation in recommending Senor Gomes to
anyone requiring an engineer whilst in Horta. His workshop is
behind some buildings on the pier close to where the interisland ferry docks.
Much of Wednesday was spent on painting the wall and
several visits back to the Robbialac shop were required for
paints and brushes.
Our final dinner in Horta was taken again at O’Barrao
restaurant, the prawns were delicious. On our way back to the
boat we noticed the mural painted by the R.U.Y.C. crew of
Nittan.
The morning of Thursday, 1 lth July, was calm and sunny.
We occupied ourselves with last minute shopping, the final
postcards and a few adjustments to the "mural". The water tank
was filled - in addition to 100 gallons in the tank we carried
two five gallon reserve cans of water, in case the main supply
became undrinkable for any reason. I dismantled, greased and
re-assembled the steering gear. Lunch was taken in the cockpit
and we then moved over to the Administration pontoon.
Eventually we managed to get diesel, cleared Customs and
paid our pontoon dues which came to £13 for 6 nights. We
took our departure at 1415. It wasn’t long before the growl in
the gearbox re-appeared and became steadily worse. All sail
was set but the wind gradually fell away to a flat calm and we
lay becalmed off the west end of Sao Jorge for several hours.
We were all extremely depressed by the trouble with the
engine and felt that we were probably going to have to
complete the whole journey without its use.
I put through a link call to Billy Barclay at Donaghadee and
found it very re-assuring to speak to someone in English. He
agreed to repair the gearbox as soon as we got home but felt
that it was probably better to engage the emergency "get you
home" gearwheel inside the box. Fortunately I had opened the
box some days previously to familiarise myself with the
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procedure. It did not take too long to operate the emergency
gearwheel and close the box again, but as soon as the engine
was started the growl again became apparent and in addition
we were then deprived of neutral and reverse and the engine
could not even be run for charging the battery. The handbook
stated that the emergency gearwheel could not be disengaged
without dismantling the gearbox but we managed to disprove
this statement after devising some "’micro-surgery" instruments
out of Monel seizing wire. Anytime the engine was required
someone had to sit with a hand on the throttle and as soon as
the growl appeared, (at approximately five minute intervals)
the engine revs had to be instantly increased to 2000 and then
slowly brought back to 1750.
Fortunately a nice breeze filled in t¥om the S.W. at 0830 on
the following morning. The jib was boomed out and the main
and mizzen foreguys rigged. It turned out to be a glorious day
although a little too hot at times and the rolling became
tiresome. Forenoon and afternoon sun sights gave a fix very
close to our D.R.
Throughout the journey home, irrespective of weather
conditions, the cooks continued to turn out excellent meals,
including fresh baked wheaten bread every morning. Dinner
was always a special event when we gathered round the saloon
table. The plates usually stayed on the table with the help of
"sticky" mats, although occasionally an errant wine glass
would take off. Towards the end of the cruise Connie
commented that one of the most enjoyable aspects of the whole
cruise was the chat at evening meal time.

Tandara on the marina at Horta

R. Slater

We had days of cloudless skies and steady following breeze,
F. 3/4, and apart from minor Great Circle adjustments to the
course neither the sheets nor the helm had to be altered. That
bit of the ocean is particularly empty and there were no ships
or marine life and very little bird life. Everyone commented on
the magnificent starry nights, some of the brighter stars and
Venus especially cast bright tracks across the water. There was
great excitement on Sunday, 14th July, as we were slowly
overhauled by a tanker on a course slightly east of our own.
We requested a position check which was 15 miles back on our
D.R. Two hours later we saw a freighter heading south and an
hour later yet another tanker appeared astern. We felt it was
getting awfully congested!
The engine was run occasionally to charge the batteries and
run the fridge.
As time went past we found that it was also possible to put
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it in gear with only an occasional growl. On that evening the
barometer was going back and a very big swell started rolling
up from the S.W. Several of the shackles on the mainsail slides
shed their screws and had to be replaced with lashings. Just
before midnight, I was sitting at the chart table and happened
to glance at the speedometer which was reading zero. I
assumed there was weed round the impellor but on going on
deck I found that she had gybed due to a change of wind and
the main and mizzen booms were held upwind by the foreguys.
She was so firmly hove-to that we could not release the snap
shackles and it was only after a long struggle that we got the
jib furled, the spinnaker boom stowed and the foreguys on the
booms released. In the middle of all this hassle, a pale green
"thing" about the size of the boat appeared close along our
starboard side, just below the surface. It was glowing in the
dark and also appeared to be growing in size. At the time it was
very eerie but in retrospect was probably phosphorescence
generated by turbulence coming up from the keel as Tandara
lay stalled but sliding to leeward. Later in the night we sailed
through several large phosphorescent "’islands" which gave off
a considerable amount of light.
During Bob and Connie’s watch the same thing happened
and I came on deck to help them get her "unstuck". We were
rather puzzled by a light line running across the top of the
sprayhood and disappearing over the stern of the boat but
found it was the burgee halyard which had chafed through and
dropped the burgee out over the stern !
On the following morning the wind started to freshen
around 0700 and I decided to stow the mizzen. By the time I
had completed this relatively short task, it was pouring and
getting up to full gale force with white spume blowing on the
surface of the water. The off duty watch had to be called as our
speed was approaching nine knots and she was getting hard to
hold. The weather continued very unpredictable all day,
varying from blue sky and sunshine to heavy drizzle and strong
winds.
Tuesday, 16th July, brought headwinds. We were hard on
the wind and our best course was 085°. A cargo vessel passed
three miles south of us, bound from Antwerp to U.S.A. I called
her up and got a position check and weather forecast which
said that the wind was going back to the S.W. It became very
calm in the afternoon and we took the opportunity of
transferring our reserve diesel into the tank.
At evening mealtime we opened a celebration bottle of wine
as we had almost reached the halfway point between Horta and
Mizen Head.
Wednesday, 17th July, was a day of fresh following winds
with thick fog and visibility down to 200 - 300 metres. We
occasionally put on the radar but the ocean appeared to be
totally empty. There was heavy rain from time to time and the
glass continued to fall. We steered most of the day by hand to
conserve batteries and fuel and this was difficult on account of
the wind being dead aft and the seas were very high. We
estimated their height at 15 - 16’, although they were not
particularly malevolent. When Denise and I took over the
midnight watch, it was extremely miserable. There was a fine
drizzle, nil visibility, very little wind and a lumpy sea. Two
hours later the skies cleared, it became a fine starry night and
the wind came through which increased our speed and dried
the boat out. She had felt damp all day.

/
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Later in the day it was gusting up to 7 and the second slab
was pulled down. The seas remained huge but spectacular with
bright sunshine showing a brilliant green through the breaking
crests.
On Friday morning when we were still approximately 260
miles from Mizen Head, Bob requested a position check from a
pasaing freighter. The fix that was given put us 14 miles ahead
of our D.R. which seemed unlikely and was treated as slightly
suspect but we were immediately called up by an Irish fishing
boat who said ’TII give you a course for the Tuskar!" Neither
the freighter nor the fishing boat could see us on their radar and
we think it may have been a case of mistaken identity.

In the afternoon I was writing up the log and suddenly heard
Robin Knox-Johnston’s voice calling up a motor ship from
Suhaili. However it was coming from the B.B.C. and not from
the R/T. and was an excerpt from a programme in which he
was following Columbus’ voyage using only an astrolabe for
navigation. We subsequently heard the programme; "In
Coiumbus’ Wake". His navigation was remarkably accurate
although it was being monitored by satellite from home, just in
case.
l~ach day brought an earlier dawn and a drop in temperature.
We had very pleasant sailing conditions with everything
boomed out and making a steady four knots and the evening
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meal was relaxed around the saloon table, the menu being
salmon bon femme, peas and potatoes, washed down with
Sauvignon Blanc followed by Horta cheese and port.
Late in the evening we could hear some of the Irish coast
stations although we were unable to raise them. We managed
to contact Bantry radio when 50 miles south of the Fastnet but
it was not clear enough to put through a link call.
We had to keep a watchful eye for the large fleets of fishing
vessels along the south coast. At 0600 on Monday we passed
the Kinsale gas platform. Sailing conditions were perfect with
F.4 from the S. and we were doing a steady 6 - 7 knots. I
recorded in the log that Tandora seems to be in a hurry to get
home !
We did not have to touch the sheets for hour after hour and
as I was standing in the cockpit scanning a deserted horizon,
the smell of newly baked wheaten bread and freshly brewed
coffee was wafting up through the hatch. The speedometer was
reading seven knots - what more could one ask for?
The Conningbeg was abeam at 1715 with the wind
freshening and starting to rain. The barometer had been falling
quickly all afternoon and it looked as if we were in for a nasty
night. The Barrels buoy was picked up on radar. We decided to
keep well outside all the banks. After gaining our offing,
course was set for Codling buoy. A link call was put through to
home saying that we hoped to be in Bangor marina between
0200 and 0300 on Wednesday morning. It was not a very
pleasant night with fresh breeze dead aft, heavy rain at times
and steep seas. The Neco pilot just managed to cope as the
batteries were getting low. The engine had not been run for 36
hours. We thought of going into Howth but begrudged wasting
a fair wind. Two slabs were pulled down and we continued on
at seven knots plus. This was rather fortuitous as I noticed that
the tack ring on the gooseneck had fractured and was
considerably distorted. It was gusting up to eight at times and
the seas were extremely big and breaking. Occasionally a sea
would break on board, a large one went through the galley
porthole. The wind fell away in the evening leaving a horrible
tumbling sea just as we were sitting down to our evening meal.
The Strangford Fairway buoy was abeam at 2130.
We entered the Copeland Sound at 0100 on Wednesday
morning and were tied up in Bangor marina at 0245. 1404
miles from Horta in twelve and a half days.
As I was taking my oilskins off I heard a voice outside
saying "Hi, Dad". On looking out, our two daughters, son-inlaw and dog were standing on the pontoon with a bottle of
champagne, a bucket of strawberries and a block of icecream
to celebrate our safe arrival. What nicer homecoming could
one have !
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PostScript:
For many years I have had the ambition to cruise out to the
Azores but such a voyage was always impractical with
"normal" summer holidays. Retirement in May seemed an
ideal opportunity to extend the holiday period and take a
leisurely six weeks cruise with no strict deadline to be met on
return.
The fact that 3,200 miles was covered in every possible
variety of weather without injury, mishap or acrimony is in no
small meausre due to our two excellent sailing companions,
Bob and Connie Gilmore.
Breaking the journey in N.W. Spain provided a very
welcome respite in delightful weather after our struggle across
the Bay of Biscay. The passage from Spain to the Azores was
everything that an ocean passage should be with fair winds
(mostly) and nights of brilliant moon and star tracks across the
water.
We thoroughly enjoyed the Azores although unfortunately
only managed to see two of the islands and the Azoreans were
delightful people with an uncommercialised charm that is
nowadays rare.
The nonstop return from Horta to Bangor in 12.5 days gave
us only 1 day of headwinds, and 11.5 with following winds
varying from almost calm to almost gale.
We carried a vast medical kit which fortunately remained
unopened with the exception of a few elastoplasts!
SUMMARY:
Date

From/To

Fri 14 June
Ringhaddy
Mon 17 June - Newlyn
Tue 18 June
Newlyn
Fri 21 June
- Ria del Barquero
Sat 22 June
Mon 24 June
Mon 1 July
Thu 4 July
Fri 5 July
Thu 11 July
Wed 24 July
TOTALS:

Ria del Barquero
- La Coruna
Lar Corona
- Ponta Delgada
Ponta Delgada
- Horta
Horta
- Bangor

Dist

Time
Avg.
Hrs/Mins Spd. Kts.

56 45

5.46

397
88 00
(451 Log)

4.5

310

59

9 55

5.96

860

181 05

4.75

165

30 15

5.45

1404

300 30

4.67

3195

670 00

4.77

Gay Gannet Rounds Ireland in the Rain
Leonard Sheil

Tuesday 2nd July; Left the National Yacht Club pontoon
14.50. Weather fine and hazy. Light N/NE’ly breeze, later
wind picked up to N’ly 3-4, arrived in Arklow basin 20.45. A
good start.
Wednesday 3rd; Cleared Arklow 04.40. Rather lumpy in
river entrance. Wind NE’ly 4. Set main and boomed out
genoa. Sailed inside Glassgorman banks. Spinnaker boom end
fitting carried away so we rigged jury alternative. 08.45 off
Wexford Harbour bar buoy. Altered course for Rosslare visibility poor, rain, wind now E’ly. Entered Rosslare Harbour
10.00 to wait for favourable tide. Tied alongside trawler at
inner end of new pier.
Away at 14.20 . Wind N’ly 5-6 off Carnsore 15.20.
Visibility improving. Thro’ Saltee Sound and altered course
for Hook Head. Just before entering Dunmore East an
inflatable ran over our log line, cutting it and losing the
rotator. This brought the score for the day to: broken
spinnaker boom end fitting, one pair glasses, Conor’s hat! and
log rotator. Tied alongside salmon boat at 20.00. After a meal
on board an early night was indicated.
Thursday 4th; After showers in Waterford Harbour S.C. and
some chat with a visiting Welsh boat got underway at 10.30.
Wind light N/E’ly, hazy with poor visibility. Course set for
Mine Head. Our ancient reserve log streamed, genoa boomed
out. Mine Head abeam 15. l0 altered course for Ballycotton visibility approx. 3 miles. 17.10 sailed over salmon net which
we had not spotted, and another log hits the bottom! Berthed
R.C.Y.C. Marina 21.30.
Friday 5th; Brought Spinnaker pole to Crosshaven Boatyard
for repair. Tried to replace log rotator without success. Left
for Kinsale 16.50. Sailed again with boomed out genoa as far
as Sovereigns where engine was started, almost for the first
time since leaving Dun Laoghaire. (except for battery
charging). Berthed at Marina 20.30.

Monday 8th; Attempted to go to Castletown, but turned back
due to adverse weather.
Tuesday 9th; Bright, sunny SSW breeze. Left Union Hall
11.05. Fine sail to Lough Hyne. Stopped here and had
enjoyable look about. Headed for Baltimore. Arrived
Baltimore 20.16. Gales forecast for tonight.
Wednesday 10th; Waited around for gales! Eventually
decided to motor up Ilen River. Got up as far as Inishbeg and
went ashore for a while. Set out for Cape Clear and landed
20.00.
Thursday llth; Day ashore. Attempted to go out to Fastnet,
but turned back as weather deteriorated.
Friday 12th; Leisurely morning. Midday headed for Schull,
via Man of War Sound.
The following day spent preparing ship for return of Skipper
and new crew. Later car arrived and we arranged to meet up
town for a little food and drink together.
Sunday 14th; Crew change completed before lunch. Sad
farewell to Len and two Russells. Bob remaining with us to
make up the fourth crew member with Skipper, Hazel and
daughter Sue.
About 15.00, we found that the exhaust was leaking, and
we tried various ways of repairing it. Many hours were spent
checking fuel line, carburettor etc. Towards evening we
realised that the whole exhaust would have to be replaced.
This posed a huge problem which could definitely not be done
on a Sunday evening in Schull - in the rain! So having had
some dinner, we called it a day.

Saturday 6th; Quiet day. Did some maintenance.
Sunday 7th; Son Bob arrived to replace the Skipper, who was
relinquishing his post for a week. Gay Gannet departed
Kinsale Marina 14.00 now skippered by son Len. Minds fresh.
Dropped hook Glandore 18.40 hrs. Moved later to Union Hall
for better shelter.

87

!
On Monday we rose to a gloomy start, with thoughts of
having to go into Cork for replacement tubing, but a chance
meeting up town with a man named Finn Reilly, rapidly
changed our fortunes. "A piece of ordinary Hydrodare pipe
will serve you admirably." We only had to go to the local
hardware and buy a piece of tubing.
The neighbouring yacht was aptly named Tranquility. It
had suffered a knock-down on way from Azores. This was a
fifty foot ketch. Left Schull at 17.30 motored up Long Island
Sound to Crookhaven where we dropped the hook at approx.
19.30 in pouring rain. New exhaust behaved perfectly.
Tuesday 16th; Woke to sunny morning. Collected some
stores and water at pier and cleared Crookhaven at 9.50. Wind
W’ly 3-4 hazy sun, good visibility. Had good views of

Fastnet, and Cape Clear. Almost
slipped past Mizen Head - abeam
at noon and gently sailed through
Dursey Sound at 16.30, with
engine assistance as south going
tide had started. It was very
beautiful in the sunlight.
Beautiful reach to Derrynane
which we entered at 18.30 just
after the forecast which told of
"frontal troughs" and strong
winds for tomorrow. It looks as if
our leisurely days are over! Sue
and Bob went ashore, while we
planned for an early start with
view to landing on Skelligs before this promised front arrives.
It was a good day.
Wednesday 17th; All rose in good spirits. Left at 08.00 to
make our pilgrimage to Skelligs. Wind SE’Iy 3-4. Arrived off
Skelligs at I0.00. Inflated dinghy with our newly acquired
electric pump and Sue and Bob gradually disappeared into
swell!! Motored around, which was not very pleasant, but we
were pleased to get a call from Bob at the summit on VHF
borrowed from repair crew. All back on board safely at 11.45
and headed for Valentia under sail with the wind freshening
all the time. At 12.30 Valentia gave gale warning, and after
some very lively running past Bray Head we anchored just
inshore of lifeboat off Knightstown at 14.15, although we
could hardly see it as it was almost dark with very poor
visibility and still only afternoon!
At 19.00 anchor started dragging - wind now 6-7. Rigged
angel which did the trick. 20.00 watched Valentia lifeboat
getting underway ... Most impressive. Heard on VHF of
capsized boat in Blasket Sound. All very sobering. The rain
continued to lash down. We enjoyed one of Bob’s excellent
stir-fly’s by candle and lamp light. It helped to close out the
conditions outside. Gradually the winds eased, and we got a
fairly quiet night.
Thursday 18th; Morning, overcast but dry. Wind West’ly 45. Weighed anchor at 11.00 and broad reached under headsail
only across Dingle Bay. Arrived at the beautiful entrance there
to be greeted by Fungi a great omen we felt. But if we lost
him, we found a whole cluster of little boats, who seemed to
be steering straight for us. All anxious to catch a glimpse of
the famous dolphin. Tied alongside at 13.40. More discussions
re progress in view of weather forecast, tomorrow really being
the point of no return. Had showers courtesy of local Youth
Hostel and dinner in a local take-away! Good supermarket
here, so a good place to get stores, also petrol and water.

Gay Gannet from Skellig Michael
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L Sheil

Friday 19th; 06.30 Forecast gave a moderation of wind and
favourable WNW 3-4 with moderate to good visibility.
Cleared Dingle 7.40 and again we were treated to the sight of
Fungi bidding us farewell. Motored up to Slea Head.
Visibility came and went, and brief snatches of sunlight
showed us picture postcard views of Bord Failte Kerry. It
improved as we came closer and picked up the three islands. It
is quite an experience going through for the first time. It takes

t

//
a while to actually see where the passage through is even with
the aid of the compass.
Cleared Blasket Sound 10.30. Set full main and genoa on a
reach towards Brandon and a big cheer goes up as all now
know there is no going back! We gazed in wonder at the cliffs,
the tops shrouded in a rolling blanket of mist, challenging the
imagination and a satisfied silence fell.
Sighted Loop Head at 14.30 and had good sail into Kilbaha
which is just 4 miles east of the Head, achoring south of pier
at 18.20 as there is shortage of water alongside. Had evening
meal aboard, and crew went ashore to investigate and returned
with supply of milk and bread and tomatoes from pub and
news of possibility of showers there. Skipper delighted at
thoughts of hot water to soothe his creaking bones! Later we
all went ashore and watched the news of Tall Ships in Cork
(so that’s where all the cruising yachts are!) Skipper enjoyed a
luxury shower, for which the proprietress of Pub refused to
charge. Despite its rather suspect holding, Kilbaha has a lot to
be said for it for anyone who wants to break the passage from
Dingle or Valentia to Aran Islands without adding milage.
On the Skellig
Saturday 20th; Cleared Kilbaha 09.00 motored the four miles
to Loop Head. Set course under main and boomed out genoa
for Gregory Sound a distance of 38 miles. Log (yes, yet
another borrowed one!) streamed at 10.00. Visibility poor to
moderate, wind SW variable 3-4, with the now practically
constant drizzle. Have only seen one yacht on passage so far,
(probably all in Cork). Picked up Innismaan at 15.50. Our
position was a little east of what it should have been probably
due to the difficulty of steering an accurate course in a swell.
All very impressed by approach to Aran Islands with its
practically barren rock face. Tied up alongside trawler in
Kilronan at 17.50. The half way point had been reached. After
meal on board went ashore for walk about. There are one
thousand bicycles hired out each day during the tourist season,
and there was little doubt amongst us that all of them were
being ridden at that moment by young Spanish students! In
spite of this touristy image the island was everything we
expected. We discovered there was evening Mass in the Parish
Church at 8 p.m., which we were delighted to attend. We then
returned on board while Bob and Sue went to investigate the
hot spots - and it sounded like a good time was had by all.

L. Sheil

/

Sunday 21st; We woke to sunshine. Had a leisurely breakfast
and chatted to owner of yacht from Galway who was very
familiar with these parts, then all ashore across to Dun Aengus
Fort. The taximan was very informative and by the time we
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had reached the foot of the Fort, he had given us a history of
the island. The Fort was truly awe-inspiring. It took us about
30 rains, to climb up to the top. This was the best day of all
weatherwise. On board again at 16.00 and having shopped in
the excellent supermarket there, we set out for Shruthan Pier
near Carraroe. Wind was very light and we motored most of
the way. Skipper brought Gay Gannet alongside a hooker at
the steps of the pier with about a foot to spare. About twenty
minutes later we heard the car arriving, bringing new crew son Len again this time accompanied by daughter Gill who
had come from Paris. For the first time since 1983 we were
again all hands on board so it was quite a moment. Bob again
did something good on the stir-fry theme and as we were
celebrating our 30th Wedding Anniversary, we opened a
bottle of champagne! Later we moved out to anchorage and
managed to all stay aboard for the night, quite a squash.
On Monday we awoke to more heavy rain. Brought boat back
into the steps and some went ashore to get petrol etc. Left the
pier 13.25 in pouring rain. Len decided to drive to
Roundstone. Motoring wind on nose, now familiar gloomy
forecast with poor visibility. Sailed inside English Rock
somewhat anxiously because of its awsome description in
Sailing Directions. Past Golman Head which keeps
disappearing in the mist. Took the inner passage which was
interesting if only we could see a bit more! Everyone really
wet now, wind S’rly 4-5. As we headed towards Roundstone
we went the wrong side of Inishlackan heading in towards
Gorteen Bay with its beautiful golden beach. Retrieved our
steps and motored very slowly from Inishnee point as we were
on a falling tide, but the sounder showed 10 ft. over the bar at
half tide and we dropped the hook just off the north quay at
18.19 where Len appeared out of the mist. Again lit the candle
and oil lamp and tried to forget about the gastly weather
around us! Again spotted the French yacht - we’ve met in
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Crookhaven, Valentia, Dingle and now Roundstone. All
settled in for the night, after trip ashore for the usual pint etc..
Tuesday 23rd; Usual wet and windy morning. Sadly said our
farewells to Bob and Sue and set about getting ready to leave
anchorage, as new crew were anxious to be up and away. We
were now headed for Inishbofin with double reefed main and
rolled genoa. Passed between Caulty and Murvey Rocks
which were quite impressive. We were now getting our first
real taste of West Coast weather and Atlantic rollers which
made progress very slow, the wind being NW’ly 4-5 at first
but increasing later 6-7. Off Slyne Head, heavy rain made it
very difficult to get an accurate bearing before altering course
to pass west of High Island, as going through the Sound in
these conditions was out of the question. Near Barrett Shoals
we were accompanied by a school of dolphin which provided
some distraction. Their enjoyment could not be fully
appreciated by crew, who by now were fairly soaked through.
After what seemed like an eternity, we entered the harbour
at Inishbofin at 21.10. Dropped the hook which promptly
fouled on a mooring chain. Tiredness and hunger won, so we
just paid out enough chain to allow us to tie alongside the old
postboat. We had only sailed 28 miles but it had taken us over
nine hours of hard slogging to get here, and now anchor is
fouled. Just hot soup and bed. Len had rigged up lines all
round loops for leeboards and we crawled into our bunks
surrounded by a large assortment of wet clothes, the two
"’oldies" gratefully clutching hot bottles! This really must be
the low point of trip!
Wednesday 24th; We all slept late. It had really lashed rain
all night, so nobody felt like getting to work. However,
nothing was going to happen by magic so after breakfast
Skipper and Len got into the dinghy while Gill worked on
anchor chain from deck. Weather conditions were really bad,

and it was not until about 17.00 that we eventually cleared it,
to a rousing cheer from crew of a nearby American yacht, who
were watching with interest from the comfort of their well
sheltered cockpit, and had kindly offer their diving gear if all
else failed. Went ashore and booked for dinner in Day’s Hotel,
a much needed boost to morale.
Thursday 25th; Cleared Inishbofin 09.00, wind N’ly 4. Grey
day. West of Inishturk 11.30 with Clare Island barely visible
in the mist. Started engine 14.30 to get around Achill Head
which we did by 16.30, altering course to pass inside the
Inishkea Islands. Annagh Head abeam by 20.00 and passed
outside Eagle Island. Shafts of light on green hills tantalize us
with the thoughts of the beauty we have not seen of
Connemara and all west coast so far.
From Erris Head had an enjoyable sail into Broadhaven
where we tied outside trawler at Ballyglass Pier at 22.30.
Once again like Kilbaha, the land rises high so one could not
see over the immediate headland, so horizon consisted of a
straight line with one house and further along one illuminated
telephone box which shone out in the gloom. Settle down for
night amid usual collection of damp clothes hanging on lines
around us.

Once more the angel was put to use to improve anchor
holding.
Saturday 27th; Rose early in order to avail of ferry, if
necessary but later we motored across to Burtonport through
what must be the most unusual of all entrances around the
coast. Old walls of quite large buildings invited our curiosity.
Tied up alongside some trawlers, and about midday again had
to say our farewells.
Highlight of the afternoon was finding a kind lady with a
B&B who allowed us to use one of her showers. To help other
damp and dreary sailors, the name is Campbells, with shop.
After supper we plodded ashore in our oilies to the local pub
which was friendly and cheerful with music and chat.
Sunday 28th; Damp, still morning. Set compass course for
Owey Sound in very poor visibility. Tornamullane Rock
abeam 12.35 and through Sound by 12.55. Set compass course
again for Illanmore Sound, trying to catch a glimpse of the
famous Rosses. Still motoring as wind 1-2 N’ly. Just as we
sighted Tory the sky began to clear, and as we approached the
pier at Camusmore Bay, a weak shaft of sunlight lay across
the land. With strong memories of events in Inishbofin, we
were delighted to see a few strong moorings vacant, and,

Friday 26th; Awoken very
early by departing trawlers,
but it helped us to get going
ourselves for the long haul
across Sligo and Donegal
Bays. The 6.35 forecast
sounded good - Wind SW
3-4 later increasing 5-6 rain
clearing. Left Broadhaven
08.00. Log streamed at
09.00 abeam of Kid Island,
genoa boomed out, and
course
set
for
Rathlin’O’Birne, which we
had abeam to starboard at
17.50. Had to use engine
several times as wind
dropped. A calm, hazy day
as we crossed these bays,
with glimpses of distant
hills. Sighted Aranmore
Lighthouse as dusk fell,
and were abeam at 22.05
but did not see Bob and
Sue waving at us! Wind
picked up again to F5 as we
rounded the Island.
Anchored abeam obelisk
Aran Roads at 23.15.
Collected the others who
were doing their best to
encourage us with their
loud "O16 O16’s" in spite of
freshening wind, pouring
rain and darkness. All
together again, briefly.
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having got the nod from a passing ferryman, we picked up one
of them. Quite content, we went ashore, and stepped back in
time to another life. The main street is just a dust road. The
houses on either side are all different in size, shape, and
indeed states of repair. Some brightly painted, some deserted.
Hens pick about, geese waddle across the street. Old men sit
at top of pier and greet us gently in Gaelic. Two dogs rush
about barking. An air of expectation hovers about as people
watch out for approaching ferry. It seems the whole
population has assembled to meet it. Babies are handed out
over heads into outstreached arms, sacks, parcels and baggage
of all kinds are unloaded. It is an open boat not built for the
fainthearted. Three tractors come tearing along the street, and
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converge in an untidy queue at the pier head. This is the island
taxi service. People clamber aboard, swinging their legs, their
bags thrown up beside them. They pull away noisily, and a
quiet returns. The old men remain sitting. The two dogs chase
the tractors into the distance.
Len headed out towards lighthouse on Western side, and we
strolled towards island church, reflecting on the ages of those
buired in graveyard, the average of which is around eighty
years. Inside is quiet. Stainglass window of Christ calming the
waters. Two or three kneeling in prayer. Some candles are lit
on the altar. A shuffle of footsteps indicate more arrivals
behind us. The priest emerges and behind us a gentle murmur
which gradually builds up into one of the most moving and

memorable sounds we have experienced. The voices of the
men of Troy singing unaccompanied the Irish welcome, "Cead
Mile Failte A Iosa". We left the church feeling very privileged.
Met up with Len again to dine in the Island’s first chipper while listening to the ever constant sound of the huge rollers
crashing against the rocks. The shop was in the house of one of
the Tory Primitive Painters. We entered a dark narrow hallway
into back room of house, passing on the way his tiny Gallery of
Paintings. Len talked to him about his paintings, while we
gazed in wonderment at this Aladdins Cave! Far, far removed
from the conformity of supermarket shelves. There were tins of
beans on top of packets of candles, boxes of Birds Custard
balanced precariously on alarm clocks, some toys decorated
the mens underwear, wooden spoons stirred in saucepans
containing needles and thread. There were books there too.
Indeed Meave Binchy’s "Firefly Summer" had pride of place
as a hardback leaning happily against the creamed rice.
We headed back to Gay Gannet. Len left us out in dinghy,
and returned to pub for a few pints. At about 01.35 we were
awoken suddenly by the gastly thud of keel hitting the bottom.
A second grinding bump left us in no doubt whatsoever.
Despite all out efforts to get her into deeper waters and free
ourselves we were unable to do so, and there was about
another thirty minutes of the ebb still to go. The heavy chain
had been misleading and there were spring tides. At about
02.00 Len strolled down the pier and saw his rapidly ageing
parents up at the bow when they should have been asleep! We
were relieved to see him, and to have the dinghy at our
disposal. It was put into service at once to leave Hazel ashore,
as going aground is her particular nightmare! She passed the
time until about 03.45 watching the stones on the beach to
reassure herself of the tide turning.
Monday 29th; First really beautiful sunny morning. Left Tory
at midday. Wind NE’ly 2-3 close hauled for Horn Head which
we had abeam at 15.00. Motor-sailed as progress was slow
and we were anxious to get to Port Salon early as everyone
feeling a bit tired after last night’s antics. Frenchman’s Rock
abeam to starboard at 17.05 and Fanad Head at 18.30. Altered
course into Lough Swilly and achored off Port Salon pier by
19.30. Again did not truly see the Donegal Coast due to mist.
Port Salon is not the best for stores, but in the little shop the
owners were very friendly. The swell at the pier was
uncomfortable in the NE wind, so we motored across to a
beautiful and sheltered anchorage in Crummie Bay for the
night.
Tuesday 30th; Second sunny morning! And what a place to
wake up in - just opposite us is this beautiful cove with its
ribbon of white-gold sand. After the forecast decided to have a
go for Garvan Sound, but at 14.30 with Dunaff Head abeam
decided to turn back and wait until tomorrow. Instead had a
most enjoyable sail up Lough Swilly through the buoyed
channel, and picked up a mooring off Rathmullen Pier at
17.00. Again we were entranced by the scenery. The beach
here had trees growing right down to the very edge of the
sand. It stretched for miles, and over it the Blue EC Flag
waved proudly declaring its cleanliness. Good supermarket
here in the Coachmans Pub. Later motored back to Crummie
Bay to prepare for an early start.

Wednesday 31st; Familiar damp and misty morning.
Weighed anchor 08.05 and motored to Dunaff Head which
was abeam at 09.00. Light to moderate NW’Iy breeze enabled
us to hoist main and genoa and cut engine. Off Malin Head
10.30 and close hauled out for Inishtrahull which we reached
by 11.40. Off Glengad Head wind died and we had to motor
again. Skies had now cleared which gaveway to a warm, hazy
sunshine. Abeam Inishowen Head at 14.00. Altered course for
Portrush Harbour. Berthed alongside N.Pier at 16.05. The
Yacht Club made us very welcome and provided showers etc.
Coming from Tory it was a big culture shock, with its
amusement park, fast-food shops, candyfloss, slot machines
and chippers! A sudden downpour cleared the place in
minutes, and once again we had the place almost to ourselves!
For stores it is not great. One small supermarket only, away
up the town. Later we again got into our wet gear and plodded
ashore for a meal.
Thursday 1st August; Rain still pouring down. Cleared
Portrush at 10.00 with the intention of making for Bangor
with a stop in Red Bay or Carnlough during the foul tide.
Sheep Island abeam to starboard at 12.05. Visibility
deteriorated rapidly, with no sight of Rathlin whatsoever. By
13.00 visibility was down to 50 yards. We crept along the
coastline. The sounder showing depths of 10 fathoms right
up to the shoreline. We could have done with Decca at this
point! It was impossible to identify the headlands, not even
Fair Head. The sound of the seabirds swirling about, and the
waves washing off the rocks, were the only indications that
this impressive headland was above us. At 15.00 we achored
at the South end by the sudden appearance of a large white
building practically on the rocks the "The Bay Hotel" in bold
black letters across it. Hazel offered to go on watch while
Len and I got some rest in preparation for a further long
haul. At about 16.45 she woke us with the good news that
the fog had lifted somewhat, and, better still, she now knew
where we were, as gradually, out of the mist "like
Brigadoon" and the hotel this time announced to the world,
and more especially to us - the magic words "The
Cushendun Hotel". Set out once again on compass course for
Garron Point where we were abeam at 18.40. Ballygalley
Head abeam at 20.05 and we altered course for Bangor,
which is easily sighted as it is well lit. Berthed in this very
fine marina at 00.10 having motored all day. Again the brief
glimpses of the Antrim Coast were quite stunning, rich

Gay Gannet on passage

L. Sheil
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pasture and woodlands. The green hills of Antrim do indeed,
sweep down to the sea.
Friday 2nd; What a sight we were, practically everything we
had was on deck drying in the sun. While we did a major
clean up, availing of all the facilities on offer in this fine town
and marina. Later went up to celebrate what we considered
our own special end to this trip - (as it was here in this place
last year that we decided to go ahead with it) - with huge
helpings of apple tart and cream, topped off with coffee .. a
touch of "Ice Cold in Alex" we thought!
Saturday 3rd; Left Bangor 14.10 refueling in luxury from a
petrol pump on the marina. Warm sunny, wind SE’ly 3. More
fog, so compass course set for Foreland and Deputy Reefs
buoys which we had abeam at 15.20. Fog lifted, so we sailed
in sunshine with Portavogie close to starboard at 18.42. At
Strangford entrance at 21.00. Here we experienced quite a

disturbance for approx, twenty minutes due to last of ebb. One
can only imagine what this must be like in any strong onshore wind. Here we experienced the first real sunset of the
trip. At 22.35 tied alongside trawler in Ardglass.
Sunday 4th; Left Ardglass 10.45. Wind SE’Iy 4. Progress
slow, motor sailed with main only. Early afternoon wind
increased to 6 and it was very slow and uncomfortable. Short
spells on tiller were the order of the day. Glad to see Rockabill
Lt. to port at 21.05 and decided to pick up a moorings in
Skerries.
Monday 5th; Left Skerries around 11.00 for Howth marina
where we picked up Susie for the last leg to home port. Arrived
in Dun Laoghaire towards evening and got a fine "Welcome
Home" from family. In spite of feeling tired, we did feel a
great personal satisfaction at having completed this long
awaited trip. Perhaps next time we’ll try it in the Summer!

SUMMARY:
Date
JULY
2
3
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13/14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28

From
Dun Laoghaire
Arklow
Rosslare
Dunmore East
Crosshaven
In Kinsale
Kinsale
Glandore & Union Hall
U.Hall/Lough Hyne/Baltimore
Baltimore/R.Ilen/Cape Clear
In Cape Clear
Cape Clear
In Schull
Schull
Crookhaven
Derrynane/Skelligs/Knightstown
Knightstown
Dingle
Kilbaha
Kilronan
Shruthan
Roundstone
In Inishbofin
Inishbofin
Broadhaven
Aran Roads
Burtonport

29
Tory Island
30
Crummie Bay/Rathmullen/C.Bay
31
Lough Swilly
AUGUST
1
Portrush
2
In Bangor
3
Bangor
4
Ardglass
5
Skerries/Howth/Dun Laoghaire
TOTALS:
ANCHORAGES: 33
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Arklow
Rosslare
Dunmore East
Crosshaven
Kinsale

Distance
N.M.
33
32
32
55
17

Glandore

32

04.40

00.30

18
17

03.50
03.30

00.15
00.40

Schull

13

02.45

00.15

Crookhaven
Derrynane
Dingle
Kilbaha
Kilronan
Shruthan Quay
Roundstone
Inishbofin

8
40
28
13
49
42
12
23
29

02.00
08.40
05.00
02.40
10.35
08.45
02.45
05.10
09.10

02.00
01.10
00.20
00.10
01.20
04.15
02.10
00.20
08.00

Ballyglass Pier
Aran Roads
Burtonport
Tory Island

58
70
4
16

13.30
15.15
01.00
05.00

08.30
06.10
01.00
02.35

P.Salon/Crummie Bay
Portrush

30
23
43

08.30
05.00
08.00

03.50
01.20
04.50

Bangor

62

12.10

12.10

Ardglass
Skerries

33
45
21

08.35
11.30
05.05

04.10
08.50
03.20

To

Underway
Hrs/Mins
05.55
05.20
05.40
11.00
03.40

Engine
Hrs/Mins
01.35
01.10
00.30
00.45
01.15

194.40
83.25
900
ENGINE 43%oftime underway

Island Hopping Home from Iceland
Fred J.K. Espey

Saturday 6th July 1991 at 07.30 in Dun Laoghaire was our
starting point for Iceland. James Osborne and crew had sailed
Verve to Reykjavik in the previous three weeks.
My son David was to drive us to Lame where we would
embark on the ferry to Stranraer. The ferry was delayed
docking in Stranraer due to a problem with the ramp, so we
missed the train to Glasgow and had to go by coach to Ayr,
then by train to Glasgow. From the city of Glasgow to the
airport by taxi, aircraft to Reykjavik, coach to Reykjavik then
by taxi to the harbour and Verve. We had travelled by
practically every form of transport except pack mule. We
arrived at Verve at 01.00 on Sunday 7th July.
The crew consisted of myself as skipper, Micky d’Alton as
navigator, and well known member of I.C.C. Mick Reilly
from Maynooth, who sails a 36’ Warrior in Galway Bay and
Harry Harbinson, better known on the International Rugby
field, who has been sailing most of his life. All of us had
cruised together a number of times previously and I was very
fortunate in having such a strong and experienced crew.
On Sunday we wandered around Reykjavik and went
swimming in one of the numberous heated pools in the city.
One thing they are not short of in Iceland is hot water. That
evening we returned to Verve to find another yacht tied up
astern of us. This was Senta a 42 ft aluminium cutter owned
by Caas Den Haroog. A third yacht was a 50ft steel sloop on
her way to Greenland to meet up with other yachts in
Scoresbysund.
Caas invited us on board Senta for coffee at 20.00, so we
came along with our Crested Ten to add a little punch to the
coffee. It was a fascinating evening, Caas and his wife Gerta
rhyming off a litany of Limericks, the likes of which we had
never heard before. They also told us of an experience they
had five years ago in mid Atlantic. At that time they were both
sixty-eight years old. On passage from New York to Holland
they ran into some very heavy weather. After 55 days at sea
and on the eleventh day of a frightful storm they decided they
had had enough. The wind had been on the nose since they
left New York and food was getting scarce. They made
contact with a Yugoslavian tanker and asked for assistance.
The tanker went up to weather of them to give them a lea and
shot them a line with safety harness and life jacket made on.
As they were being hauled up the lea side of the tanker the
seas were breaking over the weather side, running across the
deck and washing them down into the sea again. They were
eventually safe on board after two and a half hours in the sea.
The yacht was towed behind the tanker but the tow rope broke

and the yacht disappeared. Two months later the Senta was
found drifting off Slyne Head in Galway, none the worse of its
experience. Caas then sailed her around the world singlehanded.
It was very confusing to walk around the docks at 2 o’clock
in the morning in bright light as though it was mid afternoon.
Harry and Mick Reilly visited four whalers that are ready to
go to sea at a weeks notice. The Icelanders hope to start
whaling again within the next five years.
On Monday July 8th we hired a car and drove to the
famous geyser and the waterfall at Gulfoss, one of the most
spectacular in Europe, also an extinct volcano. This was a
very warm sunny day and we swam in a small lake at the side
of the road. It was not until later we discovered that the water
in this lake came direct from the glaciers above us. The
temperature was about freezing. Car hire is quite expensive in
Iceland, about £160 a day for a medium size car. Beer was
very dear at £5 a pint.

The geyser about to erupt

Fred Espey

The geyser three seconds after erupting

Fred Espey
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On Monday evening at 23.35 we cast off and motored in a
a calm sea heading for the Westman Islands, off the south
coast of Iceland.
Tuesday at 04.00 saw us abeam of Gardskagi lighthouse.
Reykjares, the south west corner of Iceland was rounded at
07.50. The lighthouses in Iceland do not show any lights in
the summer so it is necessary to distinguish the buildings
themselves. There was no real wind until 14.00, when we had
all plain sails up and drawing. The wind increased during the
afternoon and at 17.10 we rolled in the jib and a couple of
hours later took in two slabs in the mainsail. Wind was now
about Force 6 S.E’ly.
During the afternoon we saw about forty killer whales, also
an amazing number of seabirds. Two large killer whales with
a small calf between them came close to us, then around the
other side of the boat. The larger of the whales took a leap out
of the water about 30 metres away from us and had a good
look at us in the cockpit.
It is interesting to see the number of small huts dotted
around the Icelandic coast. These are for shipwrecked sailors
and have stores in them and instructions as to how to reach the
nearest house. There is one about every 10 miles along the
coast.
The wind slackened in the evening and we ended up
motoring to Heimaey, arriving there at 02.30 on Wednesday
10th July.
Heimaey is an island about 3 miles by 3.5 miles. It is the
largest of the Westerman Island group. Population is 4,700
souls, nearly all dependent on the fishing industry. Its amazing
to see the number of Saabs, Merc’s, BMW’s on so small an
island. They must never get into top gear.
The volcano erupted on Heimaey in 1973 and the entire
population was evacuated to the mainland. About three
quarters of the houses on the island were covered with lava.
At this time also the island of Surtsey erupted from the
seabed. The volcano on Heimaey is still hot and the islanders
obtain hot water for domestic use and also their central
heating by drilling pipes into the side of the volcano. The
swimming pool is of Olympic standard.

which is on every day. We walked around the perimeter of the
volcano, lying down at times to absorb the heat.
We slipped our ropes at 06.35 on Thursday l lth July. A
lovely sunny morning, little wind we motored until 12.10.
Wind F 3-4 N N E’ly. That evening the wind increased to
about F 7 N N E’ly and we rolled in the jib and two slabs in
the mainsail. This strong wind continued for about twelve
hours and built up a very steep sea. Navigation in this area is
rather difficult, variation can be up to 28 degrees, and there
are plenty of local anomalies. When you can see land it is
advisable to determine your position by sextant angle or
transits. We had Decca on board but it does not work west of
the Faroes. We had to depend on D.R and R.D.F all the way to
the Faroes as the sun did not appear for the entire voyage, so
we were unable to get a sextant sight. We were to sail over
400 miles without picking up any radio beacons.
The wind continued to blow from the N.E. on Friday 12th
July but veered to S.E. during the evening. At 15.50 we
sighted a liner in the distance and contacted her over the
V.H.F. The navigator gave us his position and distance from
us. This position put us more south than our D.R. The
following morning, Saturday 13th July at 01.35 we saw
another ship and they confirmed our position over the V.H.F.
These were the only ships we saw from Iceland to the Faroes.
There was not much rain on Saturday but the fog and mist
continued. The wind dropped so we motored for a couple of
hours.
Sunday 14th July we came across large numbers of pilot
whales. There must have been about 120 or 140 of them.
Visibility was about half a mile and we were approaching the
Faroes so we anxiously listened for any signal from the R.D.F.
At 05.00 on Sunday we picked up a signal from Akraberg in
the south of the Faroes.

Ven,e’s crew in Reykjavik, Iceland. L to R Haro’ Harbinson, Mick
Reilly Mickey d’Alton & Fred Espey

Harry brings home the dinner in Heimaey

Fred Espey

We were the only yacht in Heimaey and were looked after
very generously by the fishermen, who gave us all the fish we
wanted. Johann Friofinnsson, the local sheriff came down to
visit us on Verve and invited us to his house for a meal that
evening.
He had hundreds of photos of the volcano erupting in 1973.
Mickey went to the cinema to see the film of the eruption
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Shorly afterwards we picked up Myggenaes to the north
and set course for Sando. At 15.05 we spotted rocks about two
cables ahead of us in the fog, identifying them as the north
end of Sando. Dense mist surrounded Hesto, so we carefully
motored across Skopen Fjord a distance of about two miles.
Unfortunately we had arrived about one hour late for the tide
and paid dearly for it. The tides were running very strong that
weekend, up to six or seven knots. We headed south along the
west side of Hesto and covered 2 miles over the ground but
13.8 miles through the water. The whirlpools made Verve
pirouette a number of times, it was like sailing in a pot of

Verve among the fishing boats in Heimaey

M. d’Alton

boiling marmalade. We tied up at the boat yard in Thorshavn
at 10.10 on Sunday 14th.
Thorshavn is a very colourful and beautiful town. We
arrived at a very appropriate time as the Faroes and Turkey
were playing an international soccer match. We saw this
match on Monday evening and it ended in a 1-1 draw. It was
rather strange not going to a pub after the match. The only
drink you can imbibe in the Faroes is that which you import
yourself under licence. The Nordic attitude to drink was
beginning to affect some members of Verves crew. It was bad
enough paying a fiver a pint in Iceland but here in the Faroes
there were no pubs at all. It was now over a week since we
had decent pints and some of the crew were suffering from
withdrawal symptoms. It was Reilly, that took it upon himself
to sort out this serious problem. He stood on a street corner
and explained our plight to every passerby that would listen to
him. Eventually a man did take our problem seriously and
suggested we go to a house a couple of streets away. After
nearly knocking the house down a lady eventually came to the
door and asked what all the noise was about. We explained
our predicament and told her we were on a yacht visiting. She
looked at us for a while and said "O.K. you can have one
drink, when I tell you to leave you must go". Inside the house
there was a bar with about fifteen people sitting around it. We
got our drinks "Carlsberg Export" and the secretary of the
club explained that it was a private drinking club, she made us
very welcome and sent over some more pints. Before long we
had amassed about four pints each sent over by other
members. Later that evening three young ladies came in and
sat down beside us. One of them was an aspiring young
actress and was convinced that Michael Reilly was actually
Michael Caine, the actor. At four o’clock in the morning with
Reilly reciting Shakespeare on a table in the bar they were
convinced it was indeed the famous actor they had there.
Mickey d’Alton spent the day with an old friend from a
previous visit to the Faroes.
Tuesday morning we were driven to the supermarket by the
boatyard security man and bought our provisions for our
return journey. When we arrived back Dick and Elly KKoopmans had tied up their lovely 42 ft cutter Jantine. Elly is
a journalist and photographer of international repute. Dick is a
naval architect. He designed Jantine and has cruised from the
Artic to the Antartic in her. He also designed the Senta the
yacht we met in Reyjavik.
Tuesday 16th July we cast off in Thorshavn at 12.15 bound
for St. Kilda. The wind was very light so we motored south.
Shortly after leaving Thorshavn we ran into some very dense

fog, visibility was down to about 100 metres. Akraberg LH
abeam at 18.23, we could not see the lighthouse but
recognised the fog horn. Shortly afterwards visibility
increased to about half a mile and we saw the lighthouse. It
was amazing to see the overfalls at the Munken rocks about
two miles south of Akraberg in a calm sea.
We motored until 02.45 on Wednesday 17th July. At 08.25
we got the first sight of the sun at sea since we left Iceland.
That evening the 17.50 forecast gave us S E’ly wind F 6 to
gale 8. The sea got very lumpy and the wind came for a while
and died down. It did blow that evening but as we were well
prepared for it and did not exceed F 6 or F 7 in gusts we were
nice and comfortable.
Thursday 18th July, wind still S E’ly but tending to veer S
S E’ly F 4 - 5. The decca was working since we left
Thorshavn and at 09.32 it put us three quarters of a mile off
the Flannan Islands. We could not see the Islands due to fog
but about half an hour later the fog lifted for a while and they
were about one mile astern.
During the morning the wind dropped and we had to start
the engine at 12.40. Shortly afterwards we sighted St Kilda.
Bororay was abeam at 17.10 and we let go our anchor in
Village Bay, St Kilda at 18.15 Thursday 18th July. When
passing Bororay we witnessed a lot of ariel fights. The
Gannets were returning to their nests with food for their
chicks. Great skuas were waiting to ambush them and force
them to disgorge their food. Sometimes up to four or five
skuas, wingspan up to four or five feet would down a gannet
from 500 feet in the air, into the sea, force it to disgorge its
food and then eat the food.
We were welcomed to St Kilda by the Army C.O., Simon
Collins. He afforded us the hospitality of the army mess, the

Cleit on St. Kilda, Village Bay in background

M. d’Alton

Puff Inn and hot showers. We then went for a walk up the
hills, Harry climbed to the top of Conachair (426 metres) and
was attacked by a skua when he ventured near his nest. Pity
the skua did not have some friends with him, they would have
enough food for years if they got Harry to disgorge.
Friday 19th July at 05.15 we got under way again bound for
Rathlin Island. This was by far the best days sailing we had so
far. The wind was E N E’ly upto F 5 or F 6 but never going
below F 4. We had our main jib, mizzen and mizzen staysail
set. A bright and sparkling sea saw Verve romping along at up
to 7 knots at times. Barra lighthouse abeam at 18.26. This was
the first night it got really dark and we had to use our compass
light. Between 11.00 Friday and 11.00 Saturday morning we
logged 124.7 miles. Saturday was another glorious day
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Fred Espey and Mick Reillv at Gulfoss watelfall
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although the wind was not as fresh as Fridays. We let go our
anchor in Church Bay, Rathlin at 17.40.
On our way to McCuag’s pub for some real pints we
bought steaks in the local shop. After four or five pints Harry
went down to a caravan at the pier and brought back a load of
hamburgers and chips. Another few pints and we were ready
to tackle our steaks on board. It was good to see our digestive
system had returned so quickly to normal. Actually we had
eaten very well on board for the whole trip. Every day we
baked fresh brown bread.
When we were in port we had fresh meat and for a couple
of days at sea. We brought along Marks and Spencers vacuum
packs which proved excellent and very tasty, and we never
missed a meal in the entire trip.

//
/
/
/

We left Church Bay at 22.30 on Saturday 20th July to catch
the south going tide. There was little wind all night. We
passed through Donaghadee Sound at 07.10 Sunday 21st July
and at 11.10 we were heading through the inside passage at
the South Rock. We sailed from 17.15 until about 21.00 when
Clogher Head was abeam. The wind then headed us and we
motored for a couple of hours and then sailed rounding the
nose of Howth at 02.00 Monday 22nd. At 03.45 we tied up
alongside the RIYC in Dun Laoghaire.
This was a great cruise, we covered a lot of ground, saw
some very interesting sights and had the best company one
could wish for on a cruise. Ideally we should have taken three
weeks to complete it but due to workloads, family
committments etc, it was just not possible this year.
SUMMARY:
Reykjavik/Heamaey
Heamaey/Thorshavn
Thorshavn/St. Kilda
St. Kilda/Rathlin
Rathlin/Dun Laoghaire
TOTALS:
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Dist.
118
429.5
274
187.8
139

Time
26.55
85.25
54.00
36.25
29.00

1148.3

231.45

Speed
4.44
5.03
5.07
5.16
4.7
4.88 Avg

The Orkney and Shetland Islands - A Tasting
Dermod J. Ryan

Unfortunately this year time available for summer sailing
was limited, so I felt confined to a fortnight cruise. In spite of
the short time available I was anxious to cruise somewhere
new and eventually having scoured the charts decided on the
Shetland Islands. They are a long way north and east but they
would be possible if we pushed onwards and avoided delays.
Indeed, the Sailing Directions state that the only drawback to
cruising in Shetland is the time it takes to get there.
As crew I had Paul Ryan, Jack Fitzgerald and Dara
MacMahon, a highly capable group afloat and devastating
ashore.
As always the cruise started with dinner in the Royal St.
George Y.C. on the Friday night, June 21st, which true to
tradition was a lengthy and liquid affair, so much so that it
was 03.10 on Saturday morning, June 22nd, when we cast off
our moorings in Dun Laoghaire. The wind could not have
been kinder for a sail north, $4/5 occasionally 6. We ran
goosewinged under a clear blue sunny sky, it was sheer
magic and indeed the only way to recover from the excesses
of the previous night. However, later that evening the wind
faded and progress slowed to a point which necessitated the
use of the engine to maintain a reasonable speed north.
Indeed, this was to become an all too frequent feature of our
cruise, light winds or no wind which compelled us to sail
when we could and motor-sail when we could not as the
distance involved did not allow for loitering. A superb
Fitzgerald dinner on Saturday night had us all in the best of
form, especially as the tide in the North Channel could not be
more considerate had we planned it! A beautiful evening
with the light on the Maidens winking at us and in a superb
sunset the headlands of Fair Head and the Mull of Kintyre
stood out clearly. A windless night brought a beautiful bright
morning but still without wind. We arrived in Tobermory at
14.10 hours, 35 hours for the 215 miles from Dun Laoghaire.
Being Sunday, the shops were firmly closed but we enjoyed a
well deserved dram in the MacDonald Arms where the
owners, Bert and Mona Hall, continue to prosper in spite of
their hospitality! After dinner on board the elders returned to
the "Arms" while the youngers diverted elsewhere in the
expectation of finding more loving company, however before
long they sheepishly joined the seniors and confessed their
true love was bottled !
Morning dawned, as I’m told it does frequently, and we
headed for shore to stock-up, in spite of being laden to the
gunnels when we left Dun Laoghaire. This was possibly the
last opportunity to do so for some days. We tied alongside

Ardnamurchan Light

D. Ryan

the pier to top up with water and diesel and then set off for
Isle Ornsay at 15.45 hours. It was a superbly sunny, windless
day. As we rounded Ardnamurchan Light the view of the
Small Isles with Skye behind them was breath-taking under
the blue sky, sprinkled with white fluffy clouds. The 40 mile
passage to Isle Ornsay was unforgettable. We anchored at
21.30 hours, had dinner, dressed crab starters followed by
poached salmon, then cheese etc., with wine a-plenty, a few
hours sleep and then away at 04.20 hours with a favourable
tide in Kyle Rea and Kyle Akin. It was a grey drizzly
morning with no wind so we motored. The sky indicated a
clearance was on hand but it never happened. In spite of the
greyness, visibility was excellent and having rounded the
Point of Stoer we had no difficulty in locating and entering
Loch Laxford. Having reconnoitred Fanagmore Bay, we gave
it the thumbs down due to the infestation of salmon farms
and crossed to Loch-a-Chadh-fi, where John Ridgeway runs
his adventure school beside this superbly beautiful
anchorage. At 19.30 hours, with a further 93 miles behind us
we were anchored close to John Ridgeway’s famous roundthe-world racer England Rose IV, which lay quitely on her
moorings. What a pity we had no sunshine but the anchorage
was beautiful in spite of the greyness, an absolute gem. Jack
produced another five-star dinner after which we reminisced
over after-dinner drinks before turning in. We slept fitfully,
due largely to the terrifying flatulance of a nameless crew
member! In any event, it ensured we were under way at the
ungodly hour of 05.50 hours. As we left the bay we were
bade farewell by a crowd of masochists from the Ridgeway
Adventure School who were hiking, stacking logs, paddling
their canoes and enjoying similar torture at this unchristian
hour, our feeling of heroism was slighted. It was a miserable,
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misty, overcast morning, full of gloom, with a heavy sea
running appropriate for rounding Cape Wrath and Duslic
Rock which insisted on hiding itself. We turned east some
three hours after leaving Loch Laxford and set course for
Stromness, Orkney Isles. It was rough and bumpy but the
afternoon cleared gradually and the seas moderated¯ We
sighted the Island of Hoy some 20 miles off. The entrance to
Stromness is through the Sound of Hoy which the Sailing
Directions declares as dangerous in the extreme as it is
subject to severe tides, up to 8 knots at Springs as it rises or
falls in the inland sea of Scapa Flow. However our arrival
was at slack water and we were spared overfalls, worries,
excitement or whatever. The sun sneaked out as we
approached Stromness and the area looked its best, beautiful
green hills and the old grey stone town nestling on the shore.
We tied alongside the pier at 17.30 hours. The Harbour
Masters office was closed at that time but was reopened at
19.00 hours when the ferry from Scrabster was due. The
harbour master could not have been more helpful and offered
us the use of a mooring, which we gladly accepted, and
contacted the Customs on our behalf.
The Customs Officer who came to clear us was also a
thorough gent, indeed, we chatted for quite some time as he
recounted his experiences with the many oil tankers which
frequent the oil terminals in Scapa Flow. We then picked up
our mooring and after another gourmet dinner explored the
town. The town is most attractive, with narrow slabbed or
paved streets, dominated by seemingly high stone houses, in
fact they seem high because the streets are so narrow. The
town was dead, with hardly a soul about¯ We located a pub,
one of the two in the town, which housed a noisy juke-box
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and a pool table, it certainly was not the Ritz but it sold
alcohol. It closed sharply at closing time and no amount of
Irish blarney could coax a drop out of the various and
inviting bottles. Back on board and straight to bed. Next
morning, June 27, was sunny with more beautiful fluffy
clouds in a blue sky, but the northerly wind was cold, very
cold. Indeed, this was to be a feature of the coming days,
blue skies and sunshine but a cold breeze. The Sailing
Directions had warned us that the temperature would be one
or two degrees below our normal Dublin temperature but this
was decidedly cold and worse than we had anticipated. We

Sound of Sleat
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took a taxi tour to the ancient remains of Skara Brae, an
amazingly well preserved cluster of dwellings of a
community living here some 5000 years ago. It appears that
in the year 1850, a storm of extreme severity swept the sandy
earth from the foreshore of the Bay of Skaill on mainland
Orkney, and exposed the top of the "village". Subsequent
excavation revealed this superbly preserved community of
seven tiny houses complete with stone furniture, clustered
within a circular mound of earth, the entrance to which was
through a small tunnel on the leeward side to shelter the
community from the wind. It was a thoroughly enjoyable
visit and one which I would recommend to any visitor to the
Orkneys. We then visited the "Ring of Brogar", a circle of
huge standing stones which again dates to the pre-christian
era and its raison d’etre is unknown to this day. It too is
worth visiting as it is only a few miles from Skara Brae. At
16.40 hours, after an excellent lunch in the Stromness Hotel,
we returned to the harbour, paid our dues and left Stromness
for Hamna Voe, West Burra, Shetland. Again we braved the
Sound of Hoy at halftide, harmless again but our good
fortune did not deceive us into disbelieving the warnings of
the Directions, clearly an 8 knot ebb into an onshore wind or
swell could cause severe overfalls. Once outside the Sound
we set sail to a very cold, N.W.3-4 which enabled us to reach
to Westray Island, the most N.W. Island of the Orkneys and
thence the Shetland. Although we enjoyed the excellent
sailing, the cold wind convinced us that we had little in
common with our former Commodore, John Gore-Grimes,
and his love of the frozen wastes. We observed Skara Brae
from seaward which was interesting, had it not been for this
morning’s taxi tour, the bay would have gone unnoticed. We
enjoyed a beautiful sunny evening, sailing superbly in a
N.W. 4-5, it was still very cold. As we sailed through an area
marked "Tide Rip" on the chart north of Westray we noticed,
by Decca, that we had a three knot favourable tide. Jack

produced another excellent dinner and then we settled down
to a cold night watch, there was little darkness.
Shortly after leaving Stromness, the lat/long of Fugla Ness
Light was entered into the Decca as a waypoint and it duly
displayed the course and distance. However, I always lay the
protractor over the chart just to confirm the Decca reading
and lo and behold the course and distance was incorrect. A
re-reading of Reeds showed there are two Fugla Ness Lights
and we had entered the wrong one! The moral of the story is
to take a quick manual bearing on the chart to ensure the
initial reading is correct.
The wind increased to F6 and headed calling for a double
tuck in the main and a rolled genoa but we were still
storming towards the Shetlands in very lumpy seas. At 05.00
hours we were five miles from the flashing light of Fugla
Ness. Foula Is. and Fitness Head had been visible for some
time in a very grey morning. It started to drizzle as we sailed
up the South Channel to Scalloway. By 07.00 hours we were
anchored at the head of the Loch, in Hamna Voe, West
Burra. We were delighted to be in Shetland, 515 miles from
Dun Laoghaire and on schedule. Perhaps the grey drizzly
morning did not show the town at its best but as many of the
old houses in the town ooze in character and are "preserved"
we had expected a most beautiful town, but were
disappointed. The majority of the houses seemed very new,
pre-fab type and suggested that the recent "oil money" of the
Shetlands is showing itself in a new building programme
evident throughout the Islands. It was interesting that many
of the locals could not see it and maintained that the oil
money had had no influence on their lives, yet it was clear as
day to the visitor. We stayed a few hours and by 13.45 hours
the weather had cleared to a beautifully sunny afternoon. We
sailed the three miles to Scalloway, a small old town with a
huge fishing fleet. To accommodate this fleet a massive
extension to the quays was in hand, thanks to the E.C.
Development Fund. Scalloway was the ancient capital of
Shetland but that mantle has since passed to Lerwick. The
harbour is dominated by a ruined castle built in 1600 A.D. by
Earl Patrick Stewart. The town was a base in World War II
for Norwegian Resistance fighters who ferried weapons and
men to and from German occupied Norway by fishing
trawler, known as "The Shetland Bus". Once again the old
buildings of the town were being swallowed up by a plethora
of new, pre-fab like homes. We anchored to the east of the
extended quay as recommended in the Clyde Cruising Club
Sailing Directions in fifteen feet of water but, if well
sheltered, it was not particularly scenic. As we strolled
ashore we felt the town, like Hamna Voe, was not overly
attractive.
Interestingly, the landscape resembled the bleak Outer
Hebrides more than the rich soiled Orkneys. The people we
met were kind and most hospitable. As we strolled through
the town it was cold yet again and this mid-summer. Can you
imagine winter here, little daylight, windy and freezing, no
place for an easy living, especially as the community depend
on fishing for their livelihood.
At 10.00 a.m. next morning, in sunshine but a cold
N.W.4., we departed Scalloway via the North Channel for the
village of Walls in Vaila Voe. The scenery was impressive
with high red granite cliffs, topped by pretty green land, if

Walls - Viala Voe
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rough and largely unusable. Our plan for the day was to
anchor in Walls for lunch and while away an hour or so until
the tide turned in our favour (north-going) in the Sound of
Papa which, in spite of its 6 knot tide, is preferred to the
passage outside the Island which the chart indicates is a large
area of overfalls. Our ultimate destination after our lunchtime stop in Walls was the village of Aith in Swarbacks
Minn. As we approached Vaila Voe through the narrow
entrance, the village of Walls and the surrounding
countryside looked superb as it bathed in the sunshine at the
head of the Voe. This was by far our nicest Shetland
anchorage to date and we anchored off the ferry pier in 20
feet. Lunch in the cockpit consisted of smoked trout pate,
fillet steak sandwiches and cheese with a drop or two of
wine. We were sold on Walls, a pretty but sparsely populated
village which once knew great prosperity as boats from
Aberdeen and Leith docked here regularly to collect barrels
of salted fish. Ashore after lunch for a stroll. A local
fisherman rushed from his house to greet us and chat, he was
delighted to meet us. We were surprised to learn that the
village boasted a new sailing club where we would be most
welcome. It offered showers and a launderette, not to
mention a bar. We were impressed and made our way
through air filled with turf smoke to inspect this impressive,
gleaming new building. Regrettably it was closed, a sign on
the door pronounced it only opened from 20.00 - 23.30 hours
on Saturday and Sunday! not much use to a passing yachtee
but undoubtedly the showers and launderette impressed the
powers that be to grant the all important bar licence to the
Club, there were no other bars in the village. As we stood
outside the Club shaking our heads in amazement a gent
dressed in navy slacks and sweater emerged from a nearby
car and made friendly conversation. In due course during a
lull in the conversation he introduced himself as a Customs
Officer and asked to see our clearance papers. For Heaven’s
sake, can you imagine meeting the Customs in a remote area
like this, it was unbelievable. Well, he couldn’t see our
papers, they were on board, but we gave him all the
particulars and he car-phoned them to H.Q. Clearly we were
on the computer for all was well. He wished us bon voyage
and drove off. When we returned to our dinghy our
fisherman friend who had greeted us on arrival had a box of
crabs for us, a present from the Shetlands. As we sailed back
down the Voe at 15.50 hours we were unanimous in our
opinion that this is a very special place with scenery
reminiscent of Connemara, including cottages flanked with
stacks of turf on either side.
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We were bound for the Sound of Papa and, as always, the
Directions suggest brown trousers, 6 knot tides, rocks, dogleg courses through submerged rocks. The description
frightened the crew to the extent that it was suggested we
should tow the dinghy for them to travel in so that when the
skipper inevitably put Sceolaing on the rocks they could set
themselves adrift. Shortly after this suggestion was made,
Dara was seen in the forecabin, ~’packing his bags," declared
Jack.
In any event, as always, the dangers seemed greatly
exaggerated and in burning sunshine, without a gasp of wind,
we motored through the Sound, unscathed, and made for
Swarbacks Minn. On a headland at the narrow entrance stand
two rusty six-inch naval guns which were installed during
World War I to protect the British Home Fleet which
anchored here. Swarbacks Minn is an extensive area of
islands and inlets which form a large area of navigable water

Jell.yfish farm:
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with a choice of anchorage to suit the weather conditions.
The scenery here is beautiful and our doubts of yesterday
were forgotten, the Shetlands are beautiful. The only serious
complaint we had was that every bay seemed to have a large
number of fish cages, which we considered unsightly and
they are usually located in "the" perfect anchorage. In any
event, they were everywhere, but I must admit they are well
buoyed and there is little problem in avoiding them. We
decided on the village of Aith in the southern end. We
dropped anchor where recommended and as we drifted back
on the anchor chain realised we were encircled by millions of
jelly fish, "Aurelia", with their transparent glossy discs with
four purple rings. Jack on seeing the surrounding jelly fish
and remembering our lengthy dissertation on fish farms
earlier, pronounced we had anchored in a jelly fish farm and
should depart quickly before being seen by their owners.
After dinner an overfed crew went ashore for a needed walk
and perhaps a dram or two, it was Saturday night after all.
The village was dead, there was not a sound to be heard, the
houses looked deserted, it seemed a ghost-town and it was
quickly renamed "Tombsville". Need I say there was no pub,
so we returned on board. Pub or no pub it was a most
picturesque spot in the still, setting sun and next morning as
the sun rose over a mirror of sea, without the slightest ripple,
it reflected the land perfectly, the scenery was breathtaking.
Being the Sabbath, not a sound was to be heard and this
undoubtedly added to the majesty of the loch. To-day was
Paul’s birthday, so the magic silence we were enjoying
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would predictably be shattered at mid-day when "nooners"
made their appearance.
At 08.40 hours we left Aith, motoring over the glassy
calm. We passed offshore off the sheer black cliffs of Ure
and Hamna Voe (another one), home to tens of thousands of
breeding sea birds. The remoteness of the area was striking,
nothing afloat (neither boats nor flotsam) nothing only sea
birds. We were truly away from it all, it was a little eerie.
The sun shone brightly apart from the occasional cloud
which caused an immediate chill in the cloud shadow. Our
plan for to-day was to visit the impressive Ronas Voe at
lunchtime and then head north round Muckle Flugga, the
most northerly point of Britain and then head east into the
North Sea and round the corner into Balta Sound for the
night. Ronas Voe is five miles long, cutting deeply into
Mainland. The entrance is most attractive with high red cliffs
on the port hand and black green capped ones to starboard, it
is the only proper fiord in Shetland. It is dominated by Ronas
Hill which at 1500 ft. high is the highest point in Shetland.
There were the inevitable fish farms but the anchorage at the
head was attractive and an ideal place to enjoy a lazy lunch.
We anchored at 12.40 hours and Jack immediately set about
preparing a significant lunch to celebrate Paul’s birthday. As
we sat in the cockpit sipping the mandatory G. & T., one
could feel the silence and isolation, only the occasional shrill
call of the Oyster Catcher shattered the silence. Again we
had anchored among millions of jelly fish, in clumps. As the
tide ebbed they were swept to sea. The sun, which hid during
lunchtime, re-appeared and ensured beautiful scenery as we
motored northwards, a mile or so offshore. Interestingly, the
land behind the cliffs appeared like green velvet in spite of
there being virtually no soil. A tree was not to be seen. At
19.40 hours the great moment came as we rounded Muckle
Flugga, one of a group of rocky islets on which stands its
famous light. We were at the most northerly part of Britain,
closer to Norway than to England. It holds the doubtful
record (unofficial) for windspeed of the British Isles of 177
m.p.h. We passed the north coast of Unst with the now
disused "early warning" radar aerials used during World War
II to detect a potential attack by the Luftwaffe, standing
insignificantly against the skyline, insignificant that is
compared with their modern counterparts five miles to the
west with their space-age look seemed quite menacing in this
remote spot. Through the Rost of Skaw, another tame terror,
and into Balta Sound via the narrow North entrance. At 21.35
hours we were anchored off the Sandison’s Wharf in Balta in
a beautiful sunny, still evening. Another lovely anchorage in

a flat landscape. After dinner, sirloin of beef etc., we headed
to the nearby hotel for a few nightcaps. Believe it or not, the
hotel is owned by a man who hails from Longford. It appears
he was an Accountant with a major oil company and when he
saw the extent of the cheques his company was paying for
accommodation for their operatives on the North Sea rigs, he
decided to buy an hotel and in due course acquired this
attractive, well maintained establishment. He hasn’t looked
back since, the hotel is full every night, winter and summer
as the many rig crews change. It was a nice place for a drink
to round off an exciting day. The only upset was when 23.00
hours came, all the customers upped and left without a
murmur, there were none of the traditional warnings "last
orders" or "time gentlemen please", the bar simply closed,
without warning. Our desperate pleas for one more round fell
on deaf ears as the barman pointed to the door.
Back on board about mid-night, and we consulted a
calendar. We concluded we were tight for time, especially
should the weather deteriorate and so decided to head for
Scotland’s west coast in the morning. We were probably
adequately stocked with food, water and fuel for the two-day
passage and decided to buy any shortages locally rather than
call into Lerwick. I am told that Lerwick is an oil led "boom"
town, we didn’t need that.
July 1 st produced another beautiful, calm, sunny morning.
The village grocers was a mile or so from the pier and as
Jack and I set off on foot to buy the few necessities, a
passing car stopped, drove us to the supermarket and when
we had completed our shopping drove us back to the pier.
Such a desire to help and chat was typical of all the people
we met during our all too short stay in Shetland.
At 12.55 hours we motored out of Balta Harbour and
headed southwards, down the east coast, towards our
destination, Plocton, in Loch Carron, beside the Kyle of Loch
Alsh, some 300 miles to the S.W. As we rumbled through the
flat sea we gradually left Fetler, the Outer Skerries and the
Isle of Noss on the starboard hand. A southerly F2 breathed
at us in hazy sunshine, a draught on the nose was not much
help on a 300 mile passage. At 22.15 hours we were abeam
of the notorious Sumburgh Head in an oily calm. Fair Isle
was as clear as a bell, 23 miles to the south. We would have
loved to pay it a visit but unfortunately did not have enough
time. I know I will always regret not calling. This is the
problem of a long trip in a short time, a three-week holiday
would have made a huge difference, however, in our three
day visit to the Shetlands we had circumnavigated them, up
the west coast and down the east and visited six different
anchorages. In these calm conditions the terrifying Sumburgh
Rost was not to be seen so we motored through it and set a
course for the Northem Orkneys. It was a superb night, clear
3/4 moon and 20 miles visibility. The barometer showed
1024 mb and rising indicated we were in a high which had
given us those last glorious days and promised more. A
glorious hot, sunny morning heralded another windless day
as we motored four miles north of Papa Westray, Orkney,
with a strong favourable tide, to a point four miles north of
North Shoal, close to Sule Skerry and on to Cape Wrath. As
we approached Cape Wrath after motoring through a balmy
day, 75° F, our hottest on the cruise, we were approached by
a H.M. Customs high-speed cutter. They drew alongside and

enquired our point of embarkation, destination and if we
were carrying bonded stores. Since we were coming from
Shetland they had no interest and accelerated away in a
welter of spray. At this point a gentle easterly filled in and
we finally got the sails drawing as we eased our way towards
Plocton. Oh the joy!, but it didn’t last for long and after two
hours sailing we were back on power. Another calm, clear
night passed, all very pleasant with no complaints from an
unstressed crew. This beautiful night was replaced by a
beautiful sunny morning, which in time produced a sailing
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breeze, but again not for long and an hour or so later we had
to resort to the engine again. By now we were in the Inner
Sound between Raasay and the mainland and we altered
course for Plocton. The scenery is very beautiful. At 12.32
hours we were anchored in Plocton, 20 minutes under 2 days
for the 296 mile passage, unfortunately mostly under power ;
however, as Dara pointed out, it could have been worse, it
could have been a gale on the nose, point taken. Ashore at
Plocton, gad it’s hot, the sun blazing and no wind. A few
cool pints, "Ice Cold in Alex", yer only man. We topped up
the larder from the local supermarket, not to mention
liberating a bucket full of jumbo prawns from a local fishing
boat. I need hardly relate that the cockpit lunch in this
spectacular anchorage was memorable indeed. Plocton is
beautiful. At 09.40 a.m. next morning the anchor was
brought aboard carefully and noticably silently, it had been a
late night. Conversation was slight and muted as we headed
through Kyle of Loch Alsh and Kyle Rea on the way to
Tobermory where we were convinced the McDonald Arms
would stock that special potent which would ensure a return
to health. Some ten hours after leaving Plocton the anchor
was down in Tobermory with another sixty miles behind us.
We visited the McDonald Arms and sure enough when we
left there in the early a.m. there was no trace of the
morning’s ailments. We were in top form next morning and
left for Craighouse at 12.20 hours. There was a gentle northly
breeze and we sailed when we could and motored when we
couldn’t. It was noteable that the wind, although northerly,
was significantly warmer than in Shetland. At 21.30 hours
we were swinging to a HIDB buoy in Craighouse. The
youngers amongst us felt it encumbent upon them to go
ashore while the more mature sailor savoured life afloat,
even if it was rolly. The wind veered to the east and although
only of moderate strength, sent a considerable swell into the
anchorage.
At 10.15 hours on Saturday, July 6th, we left Craighouse
into a horrible slop developed by an E6. The sun eventually
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made an appearance and we had a wonderful sail, reaching
flat out. The wind built up to a point where we had to double
reef the main and roll the genoa but not for long and soon we
were under full sail again. Five hours later the wind faded to
nothing and we had to resort to the engine to continue our
progress in a big, rolling sea. The afternoon clouded over
and, indeed, the evening became extremely foggy and we all
stood in a ring staring at the radar, our new toy for 1991. At
one point in the evening someone commented that we looked
like his family staring at the TV watching "Coronation
Street" such was our intentness. However, it was a great
comfort watching the passing traffic in the North Channel.
The night remained foggy as we rounded the South Rock
Light Vessel and headed southwards. Morning brought a
clearance and a gentle easterly. We enjoyed a lovely sail
once more as the wind rose and the sun broke through.
Rockabill was clear some eight miles to the west, we passed
Lambay, the Bailey and into Dun Laoghaire where at 11.00
hours we picked up Sceolaing’s mooring off the East Pier.
It was in all, a thoroughly enjoyable cruise. The distance
to be covered left little time to dally, we covered on average
75 miles per day every day during the 16 day cruise but we
got to the Shetlands, a new cruising ground for us, and sailed
around Muckle Flugga.
We wished for more wind and at times a hotter
atmosphere but one cannot have everything. We
accomplished what we set out to do in the best of fun and
that cannot be bad. The fact that we did is undoubtedly

thanks to an excellent and experienced crew who, as always,
ate well, avoided work, contrived to tear the spinnaker and in
general displayed the attributes one expects from a seasoned
crew to whom I extend my appreciation and thanks but, as
always, our greatest thanks goes to the lady who always
looks after us so well, Sceolaing. She is such an easy boat to
sail, comfortable with no vices, that one undertake passages
with an easy mind. I look forward to next year’s cruise and
the inevitable fun that goes with it.
SUMMARY:
Date
June 22/23
June 24
June 25
June 26
June 27/28
June 28
June 29
June 30
July 1/3
July 4
July 5
July 6/7
TOTAL:

Dun Laoghaire - Tobermory
Tobermory - Isle Ornsay
Isle Omsay - Loch Laxford
Loch Laxford - Stromness,
Orkney Is.
Stromness - Hamna Voe,
Shetland Is.
Hamna Voe - Scalloway
Scalloway - Walls - Aith
Aith - Ronas Voe - Balta
Balta - Plocton
Plocton - Tobermory
Tobermory - Craighouse
Craighouse - Dun Laoghaire

Mileage
215
40
93
74
93
3
38
71
296
58
58
157
1,196
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Red Velvet’s Breton Cruise
Paul Butler

Red Velvet, a Hustler 35’, should be well known to readers of
this Annual since 1978. Since we purchased her at the
commencement of last season, we have cruised to Scotland
and around Ireland. As my Whit vacation was early this year
and because of a friend’s 40th birthday on Ile de Groix, it was
determined that we should seek the relatively warm waters of
southern Brittany. David Burden and I did the entire cruise,
Anne Barron remained with us until our last French port,
Morgat, Don McCarthy and Eamon O’Scollain - Dun
Laoghaire to Ile de Groix, co-owner Bill Kavanagh - Vannes
to home, Nicholas Butler - Dun Laoghaire to Concarneau.
Friday 17th May:
We had dinner in the Royal Irish Yacht Club and slipped our
moorings at 0011. Before leaving the harbour mouth, the
engine was off and we were sailing in a pleasant NW 4/5. This
set the scene for a passage during which the wind was never to
be ahead of our beam! We had a pleasant and uneventful sail
down to the Tuskar Rock which we had abeam by 1314. The
following 22 hours was spent in the empty seas down to
Lands End where I always feel like a fish must in a bowl. We
dined on an excellent stew that had been prepared by Anne’s
husband, Mark.

Monday 20th May:
Don and I got up early and we slipped our lines at 0552. We
motor-sailed with just the main up as far as La Paraquette
which we passed at 0730. Once again we had a pleasant
breeze just aft of the beam. We unfurled the genoa and set
course for the Raz de Sein. At this stage our Decca was giving
wrong readings and visibility was poor, so I streamed the
Walker log which I have always found to be unfailingly
accurate. (It transpired that we only had DR to rely upon from
here to Belle Ile as the Decca continued to report weak signals
which were not improved by manually selecting different
chains. On my return, I found that members of the Royal
Lymington Yachts Club had prepared a full list of Decca
corrections and the same were published in the June edition of
Yachting Monthly). By 0946 Trevennec at the northern
entrance to the Raz appeared out of the gloom on our
starboard beam. We sailed through the Raz in perfect
conditions with a full S flowing tidal stream with the wind
blowing force 2 from the NW. During luncheon at 1330 we
passed Pt. de PenMarch and spent a pleasant afternoon sailing
to Concarneau where we arrived at 1800. After a stroll
through and drink in the Ville Close we had a pleasant dinner
ashore and an early night.

Saturday 18th May:
At 1145 we had the Longships abeam and altered course to
158° for the Chenal du Four some 99 miles away. The wind
had died and we continued under power until 1310, by which
time we were able to sail again in a W/NW 3/4. Shortly after
this an exhausted and thirsty racing pigeon joined us on board
and thoughts of a varied diet for dinner were soon dispelled
when the bird befriended all and trusted us to such extent that
he (or was it she?) joined us in the cockpit where he remained
until our landfall.
Sunday 19th May:
After a pleasant night we had Ushant abeam by 0624 and
made for Camaret through the Chenal du Four. We entered
Camaret at 1245. Just before we tied up at a pontoon in the
outer harbour our pigeon took off. Camaret, a favourite
landfall of mine provided lunch, followed by showers and an
excellent dinner.
Camaret offers good facilities, the pontoons have water and
electricity, there are showers and laundry facilities and diesel
is available from the lifeboat slip. The town has all shops, a
ships chandler, boatyard and sailmaker.
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Concarneau
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There are showers, toilets and a launderette in the
Capitainerie and the town offers all shops, banks, two
sailmakers and chandlers - the latter near the Avant Port.
Tuesday 21st May:
We had breakfast ashore and said our farewells to Nicholas
who, sadly, had to leave us for a pressing engagement in Paris.
We departed at 1010 in dense fog and no wind and had to

motor most of the way to Le Palais on Belle Isle. For the last
few hours of this passage the wind got up to 3/4 from the NW
and we sailed into Le Palais which appeared in the last 1/4
mile in brilliant sunshine. We took fore and aft moorings just
off the N pier in the shadow of the great Citadel at 1900.
Le Palais also has a marina but entry is controlled by wet
dock gates which open for only about an hour each side of
HW (-0030 Brest springs, -0005 Brest neaps). I never seem to
get my timing right here, so punt and outboard were put to
work for the first of only two occasions on this cruise.
Le Palais is a lovely town with all facilities, including car,
moped and cycle hire.

scenery of the islands and ancient monuments of the Morbien
and tied up on a pontoon to await the opening of the bridge
into Vannes at 1200. We obtained a berth just beside the
Capitainerie in the heart of Vannes. The afternoon was spent
sightseeing and shopping - all supplies are available close at
hand and there are showers in the Capitainerie. We were
joined by Bill and Eamon in time for pre-dinner drinks. An
excellent dinner was had ashore and it more than made up for
the previous evening’s deprivation.
Vannes, with its direct rail link to Paris and an airfield, is a
good location for a crew change. It is a most attractive
cathedral city of much historic interest.

Wednesday 22nd May:
We spent the morning exploring Le Palais and some of the
island and set sail on sunshine with a NW 4 at 1535. At 1800,
we entered harbour on the E side of Ile Houat (pronounced
’what’). Again, we took up fore and aft moorings and startled
our French neighbours by going for a swim. The water was
cool but so refreshing that we had to bring ourselves back to a
state of normality with more than the usual pre-disembarking
drinks in the cockpit. A brisk walk up to the Hotel sharpened
the appetite but we were crestfallen to find that the Hotel
(where I dined very well in 1989) was serving residents only.
Panic set in when we were told by the only other open
restaurant that they had little food and they only agreed to
share what they had with us when they realised that we would
have to go hungry on their island. Dinner was very limited.
Don, while eating his omelette opposite to me, suddenly
became very still and turned white. I turned around in my seat
to observe a dog being fed delicious looking steak by patrons
who had arrived some time before us! All was not, however,
lost; we returned to Red Velvet and ate crisps with our
nightcaps.
There are few facilities on this island, but there is water and
toilets on the pier and the shops supply only simple needs. The
island has however, excellent beaches and it is noted for its
wild flowers.

Friday 24th May:
Our departure at 1515 was determined by the tide and the
opening of the lock gates into Vannes. As soon as we had
cleared the bridge we were able to unfurl the genoa and
enjoyed a leisurely sail under genoa only all the way through
and out of the Morbien. As we passed port Navalo we hoisted
the mainsail and continued to sail all the way to the marina at
La Trinite where we tied up at 1915. While still under sail,
Eamon and Bill had begun to prepare a dinner of spiced beef,
potatoes and cabbage and, after a short stroll ashore, we
enjoyed our first (of only two) dinners aboard in France.
Although we had not time to use them, we saw that the port
had all the facilities of a busy yachting centre.

Thursday 23rd May:
We slipped our mooring at 0700 and set sail in light winds for
the Morbien. As we entered with about 5 knots of tide under
us we observed a yacht which had just missed the tide coming
our under engine and full sail while being towed by a large
motor yacht - a graphic illustration of the necessity of getting
the tides right in these waters! We had a lovely sail amidst the

Island in the Morbien

P. Butler

Saturday 25th May:
Another lovely, though misty, morning. We set sail at 0755,
groped our way through Cheussee de la Teignouse S of
Quiberon and proceeded NW to Lorient. Before entering
Lorient, we motored around the submarine pens just E of the
city. A sight worth-while visiting, the enormous structure built
by the Germans - so well that successive Allied bombing raids
failed to dent it. They did, however, succeed in sinking a
German supply ship just outside the pens, the wreck of which
is, at all tides, a visible reminder of the ravages of war. Just
opposite the pens there is a very large marina (Port de
Plaisance Kernrvel) with all facilities. It is, however, some
distance from the City whereas one can berth in the centre of
the city in the marina of the Prt de Commerce. Here we tied
up a 1400 leaving plenty of time to shop and explore the city
before dinner.
Sunday 26th May:
A hot sunny day with not a whisper of wind. A couple and
their child, friends of David, having joined us for the trip to Ile
de Groix. We motored to that island dropping anchor first at
Les Grandes Sables in 3.5 metres of crystal clear water. Here
we spent a couple of hours having lunch and swimming; the
sun was so strong that I felt it necessary to assemble our
awning. With some reluctance, we weighed anchor as I
wanted to be certain of getting into the marina at Port Tudy
which has a lock gate opening two hours either side of HW (0020 Brest). I have been visiting Ile de Groix for some eleven
years and become so fond of it as a port of call that I have had
land based holidays there with my family a number of times.
Friendships were made and cemented; none greater than with
Guy and Laurence Tonnerre. Today was Guy’s 40th birthday,
an event around which the entire cruise bad been planned! As
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he always does, Guy drove us on a "tour" around the island at
breakneck speed. A grand celebration dinner was had at Le
Thonier Restaurant. The celebrations continued aboard
thereafter.
Facilities are excellent for such a small island. All shops, a
P.O. and two banks are located in the town of Groix about ~/., a
mile (uphill). In Port Tudy, there are toiletes, showers, bars
(including Guy’s Care de la Jette and Laurance’s Le Pub), a
laundrette, cycle and moped hire, a marine engineer and
chandler.
Monday 27th May:
I saw Don off on the 0700 terry and can now confirm that one
can travel from Groix to Cork in a day (via Lorient, Paris and
Dublin!) The morning was spent exploring the island at a
more leisurely pace. We had hoped to spend a night at Iles de
Gl6nan but as my preferred anchorage of NW of Ile de St.
Nicholas would have been very exposed to the NE 5/6 that
was blowing it was decided to make passage for Benodet. We
departed at 1545 and tied up at the Marina in Benodet at 2045.
We had a glorious reach for all of the 31 miles and were able
to average some 6.2 knots. We had our second dinner aboard spiced beef again - a dish that I have for years found the most
suited to cruising because of its ease of cooking and the fact
that it can be safely stored below the water line for as long as
any cruise that I have undertaken.
Such a pleasant night was had that no-one thought of going
ashore !
As with Ile Trinite, we did not have time to explore
Benodet, but I do recall from previous visits that it too has all
the facilities of a busy yachting centre.

conditions, (Brest Radio described the sea as tr6s agit6e), we
abandoned our original intention of making for Douarnenez
and motored torturously slowly to Morgat where we tied up at
the marina at 1730. Anne went ashore immediately and used
her renowned charm and best French to locate a sailmaker and
persuade him to come on board within the hour. In the
meantime we had considerable difficulty in lowering the furled
genoa, a feat ultimately achieved as a result of David’s heroic
acrobatics while swinging from the main halyard between the
mast and forestay. The sailmaker duly arrived and promised to
return the sail by the following evening. A leisurely dinner
was had ashore in the knowledge that the following day would
be a rest day.

Morgat

Raz de Sein - Le Plate & La Vieille, Anne & Don

P. Butler

Tuesday 28th May:
Departure at 0630 was determined by the tides in the Raz de
Sein. We had a glorious sail up to the Raz in a NNE 4/5 under
genoa only. By 0925 we had Menhir abeam and were sailing
with a full main and 3/4 genoa. By the time we were in the Raz
at La Plate and La Vieille we had 35 knots of wind gusting up
to 45 (we had earlier lowered the mainsail). At 1350 having
altered course to round Gorlegreiz for Douarnenez the genoa
was ripped from leech to luff at crosstrees level. Because the
tear went into the luff we were unable to lower the sail and
having tidied it as best we could in what were now rough
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Wednesday 29th May:
We explored and had lunch in Crozon, a large town about 1.5
miles from Morgat. As we showered and prepared ourselves
for a special dinner (Anne’s last with us) our sailmaker
returned with a whole new panel in the genoa (about IR£80).
He also brought his wife and drinks were had by all. Dinner in
Crozon proved to be one of the best of the cruise.
Thursday 30th May:
Anne, who was to join husband Mark and attend a wedding in
Paris, left this morning. It had been our intention to set sail for
Dun Laoghaire but a poor forecast for the immediate 24 hours
persuaded us to delay departure for a day. There was nothing
for it but to prepare ourselves and knuckle down to yet
another dinner in France!

Friday 31st May to Sunday 2nd June:
Having broken our (six hour) fast, we set sail in a NE 4 with
full main and genoa at 1015. Because of the wind direction we
decided to make it easy on ourselves and, instead of tackling
the Chenal du Four virtually on the wind with wind against
tide, it was determined that we should go outside (W) Ushant.
By 0715 (BST) on Saturday Wolf Roch was 2.5 miles on our
port beam and the Longships was abeam by 0820. It was not
until 0945 on the following, our last, day that we passed the

Tuskar. In all, the passage to Dun Laoghaire was pleasant,
though entirely uneventful with 13 hours in all under power.
We lifted out mooring at the Royal Irish Yacht Club at 2355
(BST) on Sunday 2nd June.
In all we travelled some 967 miles, visited 11 anchorages
and had just 4 nights at sea. It is great to have such an early
cruise with the rest of the summer to look forward to. Later we
managed cruises to Scotland, the Isle of Man and a passage to
Cork to see the Tall Ships.

SUMMARY:
Arr.

Dept.
17 May
0011 (BST)

Dist.

Engine

Night

Time

Camaret

19 May
1245 (FT)

20 May
0552

327

11

2

59.5

5.50

Concarneau

20 May
1800

21 May
1010

70

1

12

5.83

Belle Ile
(Le Palais)

21 May
1900

22 May
1535

46

2

9

5.11

Ile Houat

22 May
1800

23 May
0700

l0

2.5

4

Vannes

23 May
1200

24 May
1515

24

5

4.8

La Trinite

24 May
1915

25 May
0755

20

5

5

Lorient

25 May
1400

26 May
1100

35

2

Ile de Groix
Les Grandes Sables

26 May
1230

26 May
1500

7.5

1.5

1.5

5

Ile de Groix
Port Tudy

26 May
1530

27 May
1545

2

0.5

0.5

4

Benodet

27 May
2045

28 May
0630

31

Morgat

28 May
1730

31 May
1015

64

4

Dun Laoghaire

2 June
2355 (BST)

331

13

967.5

37

Dun Laoghaire

TOTALS:

2

Speed

5.83

6.2
ll

5.82

2

61.4

5.42

4

178.65

5.42
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Three Men in Love with a Boat
W.M. Nixon (with E.M. Wheeler and
H.A. Whelehan)

It was a perfect Autumn day towards the end of September
1990 when Harry and I drove north from Howth to Portaferry
and met up with Ed Wheeler for a spot of lunch in the hotel
there. Ed had been going north on business that day anyway,
so the recently-conceived notion that the three of us should
sell our two boats and buy a larger one in syndicate could be
immediately explored with a test sail.
This was possible because at Portaferry there was this
uncompromisingly red Contessa 35 which was tentatively for
sale, a powerful Doug Peterson design of 1976 vintage. Very
different to our gentle little Turtle, though behaviourally
similar to Ed’s tough little Kilderkin. So the owner took us
out for a sail on this sunny afternoon in a crisp breeze and
that equinoctial jaunt - it was Tuesday September 25th - saw
us starting to become besotted with the big boat, even if it
was obvious she needed much work done to her.
And it wasn’t just cosmetic tidying-up. The crude cockpit
with its great big widowmaker of a tiller was an ergonomic
disaster which would need substantial alteration for
comfortable cruising. But despite that as we romped around
Strangford Lough we soon became enamoured with her and
by the following weekend had made an offer subject to
survey. In due course it was accepted and the tortuous
process of boat-changing got under way. Turtle after a grand
finale of winning her class in the Autumn League at Howth,
was sold with gratifying speed to a very nice man in Dun
Laoghaire, and later Kilderkin was sold to John Harbison in
Howth. Meanwhile the process of surveying and all other
boat business went slowly ahead with the new machine.
It was late October by the time it was all sorted out but
once she was ours the determination was simply to go aboard
and stay there until we had her safely in Howth, as the
weather was dreadful and we mistrusted strange moorings in
other places. But a weather window obligingly presented
itself on Saturday October 27th in advance of Force 9 and
worse arriving from the south on Sunday, so we moved like
greased lightening to get the red boat home.
Dickie and Deirdre Gomes obligingly brought her out of
Strangford first thing that morning for us to collect her at
Ardglass, and as Harry was away Brian Hegarty joined Ed
and me for the hop south, Betty Hegarty very kindly driving
us north such that we sailed from Ardglass by 11 o’clock
after the usual badinage with Dickie and Deirdre.
The wind was fresh sou’west to west, with some sunshine.
You know how St John’s Point usually seems to stay with
you for ever. Well in the new boat, tramping along with No. 2
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genoa and full main, it was seen off in one genteel pre-lunch
gimlet. We were learning that this really was one long-legged
boat and though the wind backed off Skerries at dusk, we
rapidly laid out to seaward past Rockabill and Lambay before
streaking in towards Howth on port tack in the dark and
driving rain getting to a spare berth in the marina by 2030
with the rain like buckshot. The weather could do what it
liked after that.
We raced her in the November Brass Monkeys League in
Howth, which was not only invaluable for learning about the
boat, but also gave us the boost of a first place in one of the
races. Those were convivial days. After one of them, there’d
been an invitation to lunch at the Hegarty’s, Brian being one
of our November crew. Betty had expected eight, but Brian at
his most hospitable arrived home with eighteen. Somehow
out of that lunch there came the suggestion that the boat be
called Witchcraft of Howth, as we loathed the name she’d
arrived with, she sailed like a witch, and we’d brought her
home at Hanowe’en.
It was a slightly spooky suggestion, so before agreeing we
checked with the IYA that sail number IR 777 was available,
the luckiest number of all. It was, so she became Witchcraft
of Howth, and all energy was then directed towards getting
the work under way towards making her more of a cruiserracer. It proved impossible to set up satisfactory
arrangements to have the work done in Howth, as the people
we had in mind to do it had been snapped up to build the
Swedish America’s Cup Challenger. So we joined the queue
to get into Patrick Goodbody’s Wicklow Marine Service they could take us at the end of January. Sailing her down
there on Wednesday January 30th - a glorious if cold sunlit
romp, just three hours quayside to quayside - we read in the
morning paper that the plug had been pulled on the Swedish
challenge and the lads were on their way home. But by this
stage we were committed to the Wicklow experience and
went with it flat out in the hope that a much-changed boat
would be in commission again by the end of April. There
was much to be done. Below, not only had bunks to be fitted
in the forecabin (it was only a sailbin originally) but we also
went the whole hog on the comforts, fitting an Eberspacher
heater and a Simpson-Lawrence fridge. As well, a SimpsonLawrence Anchorman 1000 electric windlass was installed
on deck beside the mast (where to the casual observer it
looks like just another halyard winch) and below decks under
it in a tall box at the forward end of the saloon, we fitted a
very accessible chain locker. It may look like a sacred shrine,

but the ground tackle thus became self-stowing as we
installed a new steamhead fitting into which the CQR anchor
fitted snugly. The chain running across the foredeck at first
looked daunting, but we quickly became used to it, and the
ease of handling it all (we went the whole hog and got 45
fathoms of 3/8" chain) was ideal for the kind of anchorages
we prefer.
The biggest job of all was the ’major surgery’ on the
cockpit. Why on earth, you may well ask, didn’t we get a
boat which had the kind of cockpit we wanted? Just didn’t
exist, is the only answer - a performance cruiser cockpit is
mighty difficult to get right, as it has to fulfil many more
functions than a racing cockpit. So during the cold days of
January before going south to Wicklow, we looked at
cockpits; at the London Boat Show, we looked at other
cockpits in the marina, we measured and measured again with
numb fingers and by the time Spring arrived, our dream
cockpit was taking shape.
It was a three dimensional jigsaw puzzle, as the new wheel
steering position right aft (we used Whitlock Cobra gear with
a 42in hide-covered wheel) had to be big enough for steering
comfort, yet take a minimum of space from the rest of the
cockpit. The mainsheet track - previously a lethal thing
across the bridge deck - was replaced with some very smooth
Harken gear across the cockpit immediately forward of the
wheel pedestal, the mainboom was lengthened by about 30
inches, and all the time the measurements were checked and
double-checked, for inches had to be saved whenever
possible but even half an inch too small would be a disaster.
To add to cruising convenience an Autohelm ST 7000
autopilot was installed as an integral part of the new steering
gear, over-strength if anything, but we were learning that
with this boat we had to think in terms of 40-footer gear. It
has worked superbly, so much so that when short-handed in
club racing, we’ve been known to sail along under autopilot
when setting the spinnaker. Our old shipmate and rules expert
Brendan Cassidy advises us that this is quite in order
provided that we get Otto Helm Esq. signed up as a Country
Member of Howth Yacht Club ...
Above decks, all rigging was renewed, and we got Furlex
Roller-Reefing gear and a purpose-built furling genoa from
Watson and Jameson, as well as a new mainsail from
McWilliam. Both sails were excellent, the roller genoa
relying on an integral tapered rope in the luff to keep its
shape as we rolled. We would have liked to fit new easymove carriages with control lines on the genoa track in order
to adjust the sheeting angle as the sail was rolled, but that
would have meant fitting new genoa tracks, and there just
wasn’t the time available.
For time was now the problem. Far from launching at the
end of April, we ran right through the good weather of May
with the boat a hive of activity but still very much stuck in
the shed in Wicklow. In the end, much cosmetic work was
postponed until the following winter and we brought her back
to Howth somewhat shell-shocked on June 7th.
The weather had of course gone to pot by this time, and
stayed stubbornly so. It was less than ideal for getting to
know what was virtually a new boat, but we liked what we
saw, the cockpit in particular fulfilling expectations. We
managed some regattas and club sailing but conditions were

generally so miserable that quiet family jaunts simply weren’t
a realistic proposition.
As well, everyone was mighty busy at work. So, although
we’d entered for ISORA Week at Howth from July 8th to
12th, Harry and Ed could only be aboard for the George
regatta immediately preceding it. Thus crews for ISORA
Week were assembled on a decidedly ad hoc basis. Georgina
was truly heroic in all this (having stated that with all the
money that had been spent there was no way the boat wasn’t
going to be campaigned). So each night in the club during
that often windy week when I’d often already gone home in
exhaustion she simply refused to take ’no’ for an answer such
that each morning - sometimes at the last minute - we’d have
a crew together and Witchcraft went racing.
As a result of herself’s Pressgang activity, between the
beginning of the George Regatta and the end of ISORA Week
six days later we’d some 28 different people racing aboard. It
was an inspiration the way complete strangers rallied together
to form a crew and by the end of the week we’d placed a very
gratifying fourth overall in our class of eighteen boats.
Nevertheless it was an enormous relief when Saturday came
and Harry and Ed emerged from the Great Affairs of State
and the World of Business to put aboard the special anchor
chain and put up the roller-furler genoa - we were in the
cruising mode at last.
By this time our cruising plans had been boiled down to
one straightforward fortnight to the Outer Hebrides, the three
partners being joined by the indispensable Aidan Tyrrell. The
troops assembled in Howth on the evening of Wednesday July
31st, and by 2200 we were away, straight into pea-souper fog.
It cleared slightly around dawn as we tramped along in a
southeaster, but by the time the South Rock was reached it
was as thick as champ, and stayed so most of the way to Fair
Head. It almost prevented us from collecting the liferaft. After
the not inconsiderable expenditure of the Spring the thought
of buying a new life raft for just two weeks of cruising was
off-putting, but the situation was saved by Ed getting the loan
of Russy O’Neill’s one. To collect it, we simply had to come
alongside Miss Molly at her moorings off Russy’s house just
north of Ireland Point on Donaghadee Sound.
But by the time we got to the first of the buoys in
Donaghadee Sound with Ed working overtime on the Decca,

The fog lifts slightly to reveal Miss Molly at her mooring
in Donaghadee Sound
W.M. Nixon
the next buoy, though only a cable or so away, was invisible
in the fog.
We found our way through on compass courses, but it was
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obviously too thick to go dodging among the rocks into
Russy’s anchorage. But then the fog cleared slightly, we went
back, found Miss Molly, and even as the life raft was being
bundled aboard Witchcraft, the fog rolled over us again.
But we got clear through Donaghadee Sound with no
further problems and the next hurdle was the shipping lanes
of Lame. With 35 ship movements a day, the mind is
concentrated something wonderful in fog but a call to Larne
Harbour Control revealed that there was only one ship about,
and she was inward bound past the Hunter Rock, so all would
be clear by the time we were crossing the lanes.
At the time we were down off Muck Island. We mentioned
this to Lame Harbour control and asked could he see us on
his radar as another of the gizmos fitted in the Spring was a
Visiball radar reflector right at the masthead, and we
wondered how good a signal it was giving out.
"We don’t have radar at Larne Harbour Control" was the
response in a very sad little voice. We’d assumed it was
something like Pte. St. Matthieu off Brest, with huge all
seeing eyes. If anyone who has anything to do with running
Larne harbour happens to read this, we hope you’re thinking
of giving your helpful staff radar. Meanwhile, out in the fog
the VHF leapt back to life again. It was the Stena Galloway,
the ship inward bound. He told us it was thick out at the
Hunter as it was elsewhere, but we were giving a splendid
signal on the radar. The Visiball was doing its stuff.
Gradually the visibility lifted as we made north along the
Antrim coast with the new ebb, now under engine as the
breeze was dying. Slowly, the familiar hills emerged and
through there were fogbanks coming and going at Fair Head,
it was fairly clear as we went through Rathlin Sound around
2100, but then torrential rain closed things in again until a
new breeze came in from the sou’west.
Surprisingly, the sea stayed utterly smooth as we reached
out beyond Islay at speeds better than six knots, while in the
galley Harry prepared Pig Tarragon. Previous cruises had
revealed Chicken Tarragon to be his speciality, we didn’t
have chicken but we did have pork, so Pig Tarragon it was
for a memorable meal.
In fact, it was cruising perfection. Sailing over some
usually lumpy water, we had smooth going while far to
starboard the lights of Islay went past at cheering speed. Otto
Helm Esq was doing his thing, so all could gather round the
table for dinner. Suddenly the sheer effort and expenditure of
the winter seemed very worthwhile.
Oddly enough, as we got away from the squiggly bits on
the chart, the sea became rougher. On course for a point five
miles seaward from Skerryvore, we were really leaping along
in the dark when I felt rather than heard a distinct bang from
aloft. Nothing further happened, but there was a new
squeaking from the mast which, however, was cured by
hardening in on the runner.
The morning (Friday August 2rid) brought glorious clear
sunshine, and total visibility, complete contrast to the
previous day. Under full sail we were running inside the
outliers of the Western Isles - Barra Head on Berneray,
Mingulay, Pabbay, Lingay, Sandray - a succession of magic
islands right up to Vatersay and Barra, where we came
alongside the pier at Castlebay in early afternoon to replenish
some stores before mooring in the afternoon sunshine beside
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Melandy, Witchcraft of Howth and Kisimul Castle
at Castlebay, Barra

W.M. Nixon

Roy Waters’ Nich 32 Melandy, while Castlebay with its
jaunty little Kisimul Castle was looking grand.
And the day would have been perfect but for the memory
of that bang up aloft. Ed went up to the spreaders, and found
that the end-plate holding in the stud which supported the
port lower shroud had sheared its self-tap screws. The
pumping action of the mast in the steep seas must have set up
what amounted to an unscrewing movement. Under tension,
the stud couldn’t move any further, but if the port shroud
became slack while on the lee side, the whole lot could come
adrift. It was a tricky one. And of course it was now virtually
close of business on Friday afternoon ......
Luck as ever was with us. A phone call found Mike
Balmforth at home on the shores of the Clyde. He in turn put
us on to Alastair Mill of Scotia Marine Services in Glasgow
(son of John Mill of Eilidh). Alastair was already home from
work, but he considered our suggestion that if possible he fly
out to Barra to do a professional repair job. Witchcraft was
well insured, and we felt the right thing was to get the thing
professionally repaired, rather than go racketing about the
Outer Hebrides with some makeshift arrangement. But it
soon became clear that plane seats just weren’t available and
time was moving on by the time Alastair suggested we
contact the Barra lifeboat mechanic, Angus John McNeill,
known to everyone as ’Loll’. It was dark by the time we
found him, but he said he’d call by first thing in the morning,
so after that there was nothing to do except go to the very
busy pub.
The morning brought rain, not ideal weather for Ed
working up the mast and Loll going back and forth to his
workshop. But gradually condition improved, and
miraculously he had an enormous stainless steel bolt which
would provide no-nonsense through-mast support for both
lower shrouds if they could just get it shaped the right way to
get round the clutter in the mast. Meanwhile the rest of us did
all sorts of little jobs such as fixing locker catches which had
proved inadequate on the passage up, and then just as the sun
came out in early afternoon, the word came from Ed working
patiently aloft that everything was tickety-boo.
In all, an extraordinary day. That anything should break
after the severe testing it had received in ISORA Week was
unnerving, but then during the hard racing the runners were
always bar taut, it was the more easygoing cruising mode
which caused - literally - the undoing. That good man Angus
John would take only £20 for his invaluable assistance, but it

has since been augmented by other means, for of course as I
write this the boat is still sailing with his bolt in place.
And then it was back to cruising, which was signalled with
an entertaining visit to Kisimul Castle. The MacNeills of
Barry certainly made a shrewd choice when they selected this
rock - possibly as long ago as 1035 - for their miniature
stronghold, as it has a spring, and they were able to build a
fish-holding pond alongside in order to sustain the somewhat
practical community in the cluster of buildings within the
walls. These days The MacNeill is a Professor of Law at
Cornell, but he’s 46th in the line, which is remarkable even
by Hebridean standards; but he wasn’t in residence, but our
sense of clan history was heightened by the fact that the only
other visitors while we were there was The MacQuarrie of
Ulva and his family.
Back aboard, we’d a very late lunch before sailing north in
strong sunshine to Big Harbour on Eriskay, a ’first’ for the
other three. Ed and Harry went off for a spot of fishing while
Aidan and I walked the Prince’s strand where the sea in the
sunset looked so inviting that I’d the first swim of the cruise.
The all met up at the new pub (called An Politician in honour
of the ship The Politician whose wreck nearby when laden
with whisky inspired Whisky Galore) and then it being
Saturday night, the next item on the agenda was a hugely
enjoyable dance at the community centre, Eriskay being an
island of great vitality. There wasn’t much of the night left by
the time we returned aboard.
We’d been thinking about going out to St Kilda, but
reckoned we needed a two day weather window to do it
justice, so as a short sharp gale was forecast for the Sunday
night (August 4th) we stayed on in the Sound of Barry, a
glorious place for messing about in boats. First thing next
morning saw Ed adjusting the fan belts to meet our steady
consumption of power (as ever our main cruise was the
shakedown cruise as well) then we headed out on a grey day
through the narrow Sound of Stack so that Ed could do a spot
of fishing in the lee of the Stack Islands.
Ed takes his fishing seriously, and this was to be one of the
fishingest cruises I’ve ever been on, but not for Ed ...
Because, after drawing a blank at the Stacks, we tried again
to lee of Gishay, and after he’d had no luck there, he handed
the rod to Harry who promptly started hauling in the
mackerel. That was the pattern thereafter - by cruise’s end the
score was Harry 13, Ed 2, mostly mackerel but there was cod
and pollack as well, and there’d have been more except that
we only caught for the pan.
The weather was steadily deteriorating, so we sought a
berth for the night in Sgeirislum, the pool between Lingay
and Fiuay. It was exactly the kind of place we’d been
thinking of when fitting the new ground tackle arrangements,
and it came on exactly the kind of night we’d been thinking
of when installing the new heater. In other words, it rained
mightily, and blew stink, yet we’d a lovely time, the tone
being set by a local fisherman coming past and giving us the
present of a fine big crab. Ed managed a quick hike to the top
of Fiuay before the rain came on, then it drummed on deck,
the squalls swept down the hillside, but with plenty of chain
veered we were snug, the heater did its bit, and we feasted off
crab starters followed by mackerel cooked in pinhead oatmeal
and a goodly selection of vegetables with a splendid choice

Harry and Ed hauling them aboard in the Sound of Barra Ed may have brought the gear, but Harry caught most
of the fish
W.M. Nixon

Hebridean anchorage at its best - Witchcraft of Howth in
Sgeirislum off the northeast corner of Barra
W.M. Nixon
of wine.
The barometer went into free fall, but soon was coming up
again and by daybreak it was over and we were on our way,
the new windlass doing its business with never a bother. The
sun was out, the playground which is the Sound of Barra was
looking grand, and we soon were out beyond the Temple
Rock and setting a course for St. Kilda with sheets freed - the
forecast had been for fresh westerlies, but fortunately the
breeze was south of west.
Ed did some sums at the chart table, and laughingly
announced that at the pace we were sailing, we’d be at St.
Kilda by 4 o’clock in the afternoon. At exactly 16.00 hours,
Witchcraft entered Village Bay. The red boat was at her longlegged best, and it had been a splendid passage, romping
along with rolls coming in and out of the genoa as the squalls
passed, and the distinctive outline of St. Kilda showing up
clearly when we’d still more than twenty miles to go.
With 322 miles already made good on our wanderings
from Howth, we dropped the hook off the little pier, and soon
were ashore being greeted by the army personnel from the
missile tracking base. We found an interesting situation. The
C.O. was a woman, Juliet Collis, over on temporary
assignment from headquarters at Benbecula while the regular
C.O. was on leave. It became apparent that the Sergeant
Major did not at all like having a woman in charge. For
ourselves, we found Juliet perfectly charming, and indeed
everyone was more than friendly, the Warden, Jim Vaughan,
allowing us to use the showers in his section.
Ed and I had last been on St Kilda in 1965 with Ainmara.
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place with its large proportion of children’s graves. As for the
sweep of the village ’street’ in the meadow above the bay,
while that may symbolise St. Kilda for outsiders, in fact it
was built as recently as the 1860s, and the true St. Kilda
dwelling is the classic black house of the Outer Hebrides, for
it was from such basic homes that the men of St. Kilda went
forth in their great days to hunt the fulmars and gannets on

Closing St. Kilda

W.M. Nixon

Since then, the army camp - first established in 1957 - has
been expanded a bit, though it’s still squarely grey, when one
would have though green buildings, however square would
be a little more sympathetic.
Some of the houses in the famous village "street’,
abandoned when the island’s population were finally
evacuated amidst much publicity in 1930, have now been
restored, mostly to accommodate the voluntary workers and
researchers who come over in summer, but one is an
attractive museum.
There is much in the museum to tell of the life of St.
Kilda, for this remote archipelago was inhabited for at least
2000 years before the dwindling population was moved to the
mainland on 29th August 1930. Ironically, the menfolk were
offered jobs in forestry in Morvern, for few of them had ever
seen a tree before.
Over the centuries, the population of St. Kilda had
survived many ups and downs, evolving a viable way of life
through the hunting of seabirds on the islands’ stupendous
cliffs, and fishing and keeping sheep¯ But from the 16th
Century onwards the island was increasingly visited, and
awareness of the outside world led to an unhealthy reliance
on it.
It was the explosion of tourism in the Victorian era which
contributed much to the death of the community. The people
took aboard the most narrow-minded versions of Victorian
religion, which stultified their way of life, yet at the same
time they became canny dealers in selling mementoes and
other goods to the visitors. In short, they became a client
community, and the decline was remorseless when coupled
with the fact that primitive hygiene led to an exceptionally
high rate of tetanus in infants.
Thus the little graveyard is an extraordinarily depressing

Witchcraft of Howth in Village Bay, St. Kilda
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Heading into Soay Sound on a day of cliff watching

W.M. Nixon

the cliffs of Hirta, Boreray, Stack Lee and all the other rocks.
The history of mankind in the islands is so clouded with
intimations of mortality that inevitably you turn to nature in
search of solace, and nature provides it in abundance. Not
only is St. Kilda one of the worlds greatest seabird nesting
sites, but as well the archipelago is sufficiently isolated for
distinctive St Kilda species to have evolved.
Uniquely, the islands have no rats or rabbits, which
contributes further to their special nature. And although the
St. Kilda house-mouse has died out since the population left,
the St. Kilda field mouse - twice as heavy as his mainland
cousin, with larger ears, black feet and a tail as long as his
body - thrives as never before, while the St. Kilda wren is
also staying the course.
But the most obvious local species are the soay sheep,
primitive creatures in a direct line from the ancient mouffion,
which used to be kept solely on the cliff island of Soay to the
westward of Hirta. They now run free on Hirta, and are the
subject of continuing study - while we were there, a team
from Cambridge, funded from Canada of all places, were
continuing this research.
The continuing vitality of nature offsets the gloomy
thoughts induced by the remains of the village, and Jim
Vaughan said that as far as people like him were concerned,
St. Kilda was heaven on earth, his own special delight being
the colony of Leach’s petrels.
And even though the old village may be dead, there’s a
chirpy vitality about the army camp which is difficult to
resist. We bought our puffin ties in the little shop where a
notice said "If you can find a cheaper price on the island, we
will refund you", sent off postcards to all and sundry, and
then adjourned for a very pleasant evening in the Puff Inn,
the fully kitted-out pub in the midst of the base, where we
were very chuffed to note that the burgees hanging from a
rafter had as the sole Irish representatives the ICC, Howth
YC and Skerries Sailing Club.
The weather was still far from settled down, and any
passing rainsqualls became, in Hirta’s aggressive microclimate, proper little cloudbursts sweeping down the glen, so

we’d done back in 1965, but the much calmer nature of the
sea suggested a far better idea - why not cruise along under
the cliffs of the entire archipelago?
It made for an utterly exhilarating day. The cliffs of St.
Kilda are among the most dramatic in the world, yet the
Atlantic had calmed so much that we were able to go fight
under them while the multitude of seabirds whirled around.
Glen Bay, the emergency anchorage in the northwest corner
where you can obtain some shelter from southeasters, proved
an altogether gentler place than we’d been led to expect, but
an excursion into Soay Sound brought us back in the midst of
cliffs at their most impressive.
It was those same cliffs which provided the St. Kildans
A class ofa cocktailparty ... Ed, Aidan and Harry relaxing
with their main source of subsistence, as they lowered each
aboard Witchcraft as she heads across from Hirta towards
other on ropes to hunt the fulmars, gannets and puffins, It
Boreray
W.M. Nixon
was during the first ten days of August that a great
excitement swept over the community, for it was then that the
we were in no hurry to leave the pub, but anyway the
hunting took place. We were right under those cliffs on
entertainment was considerable, not the least the Roll of
August 6th. Who knows what ghosts were about, for though
Honour on the wall of those who had scaled The Chimney, a
their skill as rock climbers was formidable, inevitably men
cliff feature on the rock face opposite. It seemed the record
were killed in quest of food.
had been brought down to around 10 minutes, so then some
In such an awe-inspiring setting, frivolity is an almost
bright spark did it blind-folded, until that too became
inevitable reaction, and we’d something of a cocktail party
commonplace, so then two climbers did it three-legged.
while heading across to Boreray, even having a card game
Others doing the same brought it down further, so now the
with the absurdity of Irish poker, better known as Red Indian,
challenge is to do it three-legged and blind-folded - the time
where each player holds one card to his forehead, face
stands at around 36 minutes.
outwards, and bids on what he sees on the other three. But
Sustained by the thought that there was no way any of us
then as we neared Stac Lee on the south side of Boreray, a
was going to take on The Chimney, we went out into the
mood of reverence returned, for this great tusk of rock, 550 ft
damp night and rowed out to where the red boat lay quietly in
straight out of the sea, is the most intensely inhabited
the gentle swell and feasted aboard of Aidan’s creation of
gannetry in the world, a veritable Gorbals of Gannets.
tagliatelle bolognese, which you won’t find in any cookbook,
It’s impossible to convey what it’s like, but on this gentlest
but it hit the spot nevertheless.
of summer days we cruised around it right under the cliffs
The morning - Tuesday August 6th - brought much
while the sun was blotted out by the waves of gannets
improved weather, but the clear view of Village Bay served
circling overhead. From there, we coasted on round Boreray.
only to contrast between the mute sadness of the old
Like St. Kilda, it too was once inhabited, though in a much
habitations and the perky life of the army base with its allmore limited way, and there’s little evidence of man on it
too-evident signalling and receiving equipment along the
now, as a result of which - sad comment on our species - it
skyline at 1500 ft. There’d been talk of walking the hilltop as
seems as clean as a whistle.
Interestingly enough,
while the Soay sheep are
now the only ones allowed
on Hirta, Boreray is well
covered with flocks of feral
sheep descended from the
domestic flocks which used
to be farmed there by the
men of Hirta. They are
extraordinarily agile on the
cliffs in search of grass and
any we got near seemed in
good health.
Finally we lay to for a
while right under the north
cliffs of Boreray, and Ed
went at the fishing, catching
a handsome pollack, while
the rest of us reflected on
the St. Kilda experience and
A tower of gannets - Stac Lee at Boreray is the world’s most concentrated gannetry
W.M. Nixon Harry spoke for us all when
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feast of beef and cabbage
and potatoes made for our
own little bit of heaven.
There’d been a couple of
fishing boats alongside the
little pier, so we put out the
riding light, and then in the
morning we went alongside
and while Aidan and I
topped up the water, Harry
and Ed found it a tedious
distance to a rather useless
shop where the hope of
getting some Harris tweed
resulted only in the
acquisition of two tam
o’shanters of magnificent
awfulness.
Gentle passage-making towards the Sound c~f Harris with St. Kilda’s distinctive outline gradually
As for provisions, you’d
W.M. Nixon
.fading towards the horizon astern
find a healthier selection in
any suburban corner shop,
he called up the army base to thank them for their hospitality,
so the lads returned decidedly of the opinion that if you
and had the satisfaction of having Juliet herself answer the
wanted to administer an enema to Harris, then Leverburgh is
VHF. Without really discussing it, we’d decided to head on where you’d apply the tube. They didn’t even have
after Boreray in all its glory, Hirta’s little ruins would have
worthwhile bread, so as we sailed across to Skye in a useful
been too depressing.
sou-wester after Harry’d brought three mackerel aboard in
We headed for the Sound of Harris on a summer afternoon
the Sound of Harris, Ed set to and baked a splendid loaf of
which would have been perfect but for the lack of wind.
bread, giving a most satisfying sense of self-reliance.
Sometimes the sails filled, but mostly it was engine moving
We were bound for Loch Dunvegan, which proved to be a
us along with porpoises around. Under power as under sail, most seamanlike inlet, as it trends northwest-southeast, and
she’s long-legged, and though we could still see the
thus you can hope to reach up it in the prevailing wind to the
distinctive peaks of St. Kilda astern long after the hills of the
// ....
outer Isles had appeared ahead, soon they became blue
smudges on the horizon and then they’d gone altogether. But
/:
lines of gannets flying westward told of where they were and
reminded us of what we’d seen.
With so many memories and impressions taken aboard in
one brief visit, we wanted somewhere bland to lie for the
night. The tides were all wrong in the Sound of Harris, but
the Ford Sea Panther made short work of them as the sun set
spectacularly out in the Atlantic, and at dusk we anchored in
the little pool at Leverburgh to be handy for some shopping
in the morning, our surroundings being otherwise of no
importance as the snug comfort down below and Harry’s
Har©’ on the hehn. weathering Neist Point on S~e’s
West Coast

Sunset in the Atlantic beyond the west end of the
Sound of Ha rris
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choice of anchorages at its head. Certainly this is what
Witchcraft did, sweeping past the castle of the McLeod’s in
some style and coming to a mooring off the village still under
sail.
We’d enjoyed the minimal facilities of the Outer Isles, but
those of the gourmet persuasion aboard reckoned it was time
for a shoreside feast, even if the fact that the annual
McCrimmon Piping contest at Dunvegan Castle was taking
place made it all seem crowded to sailors in from the sea.
Going ashore after a zizz, things didn’t look good, as the
hotel had gone out of business, but fortunately we met up
with Phil Lyon, a retired GP with a house on the shore, and

he pointed us towards the hospitable Atholl House further
along. We persuaded Phil and his wife Heather to join us for
dinner, and soon we found that the Atholl’s somewhat urban
looks belied the sound country house fare available within,
and after an excellent dinner we put the world to rights back
at the Lyons’ den.
The morning - Thursday August 8th - was gentle at first,
and the Dunvegan anchorage was looking its best, with
sunshine in the trees (you notice trees after being in the outer
Isles) and inquisitive seas gathered around the boat. But the
forecast was for deteriorating conditions and several days of
harsh weather, so we were away reasonably early and out
beyond Neist Point had plenty of wind from the southwest to
have us tramping down towards Canna under shortened sail
while the magnificent scenery of Skye unfolded to port.
Thanks to Witchcraft’s speed, we got into Canna with
plenty of time for a run ashore before the worst of the rain
arrived. Ed and Harry got an attack of the strength through
joy, and went off to climb Compass hill, while I tried without
success to get a worthwhile picture of the eider duck which
abound in the anchorage at this crossroads of the isles, while
Aidan stayed sensibly aboard to read and listen to music
without confrontation, arguments about music being the only
discord on this cruise.
The rain and wind from the south were arriving in earnest
when Ed and Harry got back from the hill and another boat
arrived into the anchorage, th veteran offshore racer Marabu a former German Navy 100 Square Metre - arrived in to share
the anchorage with Witchcraft and the motor-sailer which is
based at Canna. It was some satisfaction to notice that the
handling of Marabu’s ground tackle seemed to require the
services of half her crew, for by this stage we were taking the
convenience of our electric windlass and self-stowing chain
for granted.
Eventually Marabu was anchored to her skipper’s
satisfaction, and all settled down to ride a bit of a blow from
the south, with much rain. Thanks to Sanday (the tidal island
which protects to the south) not being steep, you don’t get
hammered by the squalls which would come down from high
ground and as a result Canna is a fine place to ride out a
blow.
As ever, we ate well, Harry preparing a special meal of
spiced pork chops, while Aidan’s evening was quite ruined
by the rest of us listening to a Tommy O’Brien selection for
old time’s sake, and out on the pushpit a one-legged gull
called Harvey, battered but unbowed, ate anything that came
his way and confidently drove off any two-legged gulls
which challenged his pitch.
The morning brought a slow improvement, and Marabu
shamed us by being first away, but we had serious business
on hand, for believe it or not (as dear Tommy O’Brien would
say) your reporter was in the galley for once, preparing a
monumental breakfast which included haggis, and haggis is
not the man to be rushed.
It was noon by the time we were moving, and there was
plenty of power in the damp and foggy sou’wester, but Ed at
the helm managed to weather the west point of Rhum ( a
hugely grim island by comparison with Canna) without
tacking, and the big boat settled down in a good Force 6 on
course for Coll.

It’s quite an exposed bit of water, and though Witchcraft
has plenty of freeboard, when one sea broke over the length
of the boat there was no escaping it. Nevertheless the foul
language and abuse which was hurled at the hapless Ed was
not something you’d have expected from one of the great
officers of state and his associates.
The fog lifted as we made southing, or lifted enough for
Coil to show up while we were still three miles off, and we
left the Cairns of Coll to port, seething in the swell, and soon
were in Arinagour where, thanks to that handy anchor, we
could disdain the HIDB moorings in favour of a more
convenient berth in the pool off the pier.
Coil we know of old, it was Friday night, so the party took
off, in no way impaired by the prospect of that night’s dance
in the Coil Agricultural Hall, in honour of which your
correspondent managed to fall into a ditch while on his way
to the hall. Such activities usually being more consistent with
returning from the hall, I was no social asset.
The barometer was way down, and the morning was
dourly misty, but we felt so comfortable with the boat that a
retreat to the fleshpots of Tobermory was scarcely considered
as an option, and we elected to stay west of Mull. Lunch in
the Coil Bistro was a disappointment (it only really functions
as a proper bistro at night) so we headed on for the Sound of
Iona, despite the unfortunate Ed having sustained a drinking
injury which would have stopped many a lesser man. He had
stepped on an empty Glenmorangie bottle which had been
neatly placed in the cockpit to go ashore with the garbage,
and as a result was temporarily laid up with a badly-sprained
ankle.
That was one miserable day, but the breeze drew enough
from the southwest for us to lay the Sound of Iona

Wet evening at the Tinker’s Hole - we took a line ashore to
hold Witchcraft out of the tide which runs strongly through the
narrow channel
W.M. Nixon

comfortably, we went through in driving rain and little
enough visibility, and thankfully found shelter in the Tinker’s
Hole. Extraordinary. Here it was, the second Saturday of
August, and we had that eccentric little anchorage to
ourselves. Admittedly the forecast was bad, though a full gale
wasn’t expected, but we took a stern line ashore to hold her
out of the tide, and for once the forecast was wrong, it did
blow a full gale from the southwest, but she lay snugly
enough and the heater did its stuff while Aidan fed us on
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chicken chow mein and the wind howled overhead.
It rained mightily, sot he clearance in the morning brought
a steam-cleaned look to the place. The wind was taking its
time to ease, so Harry and I went ashore to walk over the wet
hills to David Balfour’s Bay where the flashed of sunlight
made the beach look so inviting I’d the second swim of the
cruise, and it was no warmer, but you feel like a million
dollars afterwards.
By this time the weather men had copped on to our little
bit of local vigour, and were forecasting a lot of breeze, but
we felt the worst had passed, and got out of the Tinker’s Hole
at 1500 to find a very lively scene outside, the strong sunlight
illuminating the shooting spray along the coast and over the
Torran Rocks.
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This had the virtue of very clearly indicating just where
said Torran Rocks were hiding themselves, so we rolled
along in the steep sea and hardened up once Bogha nan
Ramfhear was cleared to have a short sharp sail across to
Colonsay, where we berthed outside a charter boat which was
surging a bit in the slight swell which was rolling into
Scalasaign.
Ed’s ankle was still in a bad way despite being firmly
bandaged by Witchcraft Medical Services (maybe we should
have rubbed it with witch hazel) so Harry found him a fine
walking stick among the driftwood at the harbour, and he
hobbled along with us up to the hotel where as ever the chat
ranged over all topics.
Back aboard, it was the best of Whelehan chops for dinner

Witchcraft of Howth racing in ISORA Week at Howth Dermot Luke

(lamb this time) and the father and mother of a row about the
singing of The Dame. Dame Kiri te Kanawa, that is. We
found Aidan was unsound on the matter of The Dame,
reckoning her diction was awful, and anyway Puccini was a
lot of old rubbish, you should be so lucky that your only rows
when cruising are on topics so arcane.
Nevertheless, when I awoke early in the morning to find
the weather at last on the mend, as leader of the pro Dame
group I felt it politic to head off for a walk, which became an
eight miler around a lovely island coming gently to life on an
August morning. By the time I got back to the boat the others
were on the move, and we were soon away for what, despite
its inauspicious omens, was one of the most perfect cruising
days I’ve ever spent.
We were bound for Gigha because Harry had never been
there, and in a useful westerly we tramped along as the sun
increasingly broke through to take a fair tide through the
Sound of Islay, and sail in strong sunshine across to Gigha.
The distance was only 35 miles in all, the visibility became
marvellous, the scenery is of course sublime, and the
resultant charge of energy was such that no sooner were we
moored in Ardminish Bay than I found myself ashore ranging
the island on a hired bicycle, and a most delightful pastoral
island it is too, the perfect contrast to St. Kilda on which
we’d been only a week earlier.
The troops reassembled in the inn that evening, and
harmony prevailed, for there was an agreement to differ on
matters musical. We’d a quiet chat with the locals about the
drawbacks of fish-farming, and then back aboard we’d the
crew from the only other boat in the anchorage - a couple
from Coleraine - over for a drink while Ed, his ankle now
remarkably on the mend, prepared a substantial supper of
boiled ham with all the trimmings.
Ed was so much improved that he and Harry did the bike
thing next morning, while Aidan and I found a bilge pump
had become disconnected. Fixing it was a messy job, but one
of intriguing aromas, for somehow a bottle of Bulgarian
Cabernet Sauvignon had been broken on the cabin sole the
night before, not the worst of smells to have there by any
means. Indeed, we contemplated marketing a new bilgecleaning fluid, to be called Bulgex ......
Fortunately, the Boathouse Bistro right on the jetty
provides a laundry service, just the job after you’ve been in
the bilges, so while clothes were being washed we enjoyed an

excellent lunch, and then headed on to catch the tide through
the North Channel, now very much homeward bound as we
had to be back by first thing on the morning of Thursday
August 15th, and it was now the afternoon of Tuesday
August 13th.
Not, of course, that we’d have dreamt of going back to
Howth without a spot of mischief on the way. A couple of
phone calls from Gigha had sketched out the notion of a
lunch in the Royal Ulster in Bangor on the Wednesday, and
all went according to plan, so much so that a useful westerly
and spot-on tides had us into Bangor Marina shortly after
midnight, giving plenty of time for sleep before the
socialising began.
We’d a busy old time of it, with family and friends coming
to see the new boat, and then we were swept by Dickie and
Deirdre Gomes and Russy O’Neill and James McConnell,
and up to the club for a most convivial lunch which was
rounded out by a sentimental visit to the Marine on Bangor
waterfront - where Ed and I had our first pint about a million
years ago - before heading on at 1600.
Even that wasn’t simple, as Russy’s boat Miss Molly was
in the marina - which made the return of his life raft easy but he wanted to take the boat back to his mooring at
Donaghadee, so Ed sailed along with him, and Dickie came
with us for a jaunt, and somehow all the right bodies were
returned to all the right boats and Witchcraft zoomed on
south.
We certainly paid for the party. It was easy enough getting
down to the South Rock, but thereafter the passage to Howth
was a real bash through the night as the breeze blew with
gusto right on the nose. It was uneventful slugging, the only
excitement being early on when the main halyard seemed
inextricably fouled round the steaming light, but somehow
Harry cleared it with ingenious patience, and on we went, real
headbanging stuff, but at 0900 on Thursday August 15th, we
were back in Howth Marina, and all appointments were kept,
if somewhat saltily.
In all we’d covered 711 miles. As far as I’m concerned, it
was the best fourteen days I’ve ever spent on any boat
anywhere.
SUMMARY:
Date
Passage
Dist.
July 31 Aug 2
Howth - Castlebay
233
Aug 3
Castlebay - Eriskay
16
Aug 4
Eriskay - Sgeirislum
7
Aug 5
Sgeirislum - St. Kilda
66
Aug 6
St. Kilda - Leverburgh
61
Aug 7
Leverburch - Dunvegan 26
Aug 8
Dunvegan - Canna
41
Aug 9
Canna - Coil
33
Aug 10
Coil - Tinker’s Hole
22
Aug 11
Tinker’s Hole - Colonsay 18
Aug 12
Colonsay - Gigha
35
Aug 13 - 14 Gigha - Bangor
64
Aug 14 - 15 Bangor- Howth
89
TOTALS:

Time Speed
40.5
3
4
10
10.5
4.5
6.5
5
3.5
2.5
5.5
10
14.5
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5.75
5.3
1.75
6.6
5.8
5.8
6.3
6.6
6.3
7.2
6.4
6.4
6.1
5.93
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Midsummer(?) in the Scottish Islands
Cormac P. McHenry

It had been some time since l last cruised to Scotland and the
thought of going again came when the June weekend East
Coast Rally was fixed for Strangford Lough. I arranged to
take the month of June off and visions of the Summer Isles
(58° N) and the Outer Hebrides helped to pass the hours and
days of maintenance and fitting out which always seem to
dominate the months of March and April. I was to have a
couple of crew changes. My wife Barbara planned to join Ring
of Kerr)’ in Strangford Lough for the first week. Then one of
my daughters, Helen, would take over lor the next week while
we shot way up north through the long balmy evenings, to
hand over for the last fortnight to Stan Conroy who has
crewed on Ring ofKerO’ over many thousands of miles.
But unfortunately our Commodore while departing the
Lough after the excellent Rally, took the good weather with
him, leaving those of us who intended to go north to contend
with cold, windy weather which did not improve until he took
himself off to the Pacific and Gulkarna H in the latter part of
August! But Barbara and I enjoyed our week together in
Strangford. I have always felt it to be the ideal place for those
who are not yet offshore sailors to become familiar with the
joys of sailing and this worked out so well that on Friday 7th
June Barbara was determined to sail around to Bangor with
me even though she could have chosen to take her car. The
tide dictated a late start from the Lough and the wind on the
nose did not make for a pleasant passage, but, just after
midnight we found our way into Bangor Marina with Barbara
very pleased with herself and not at all put off by the
unpleasant conditions she had experienced.
Helen joined us on Saturday morning, having left her car at
Belfast railway station for Stan to pick up on his way up from
Dublin. He would take the car over to Scotland and the crew
change would be effected smoothly way up north and Helen
would drive comfortably back via the ferry to Belfast.
Saturday and Sunday it rained, determindedly and steadily.
We had a most pleasant dinner in the Royal Ulster where the
fleet had arrived after the Ailsa Craig race with the usual tales
of too little or too much wind. Monday we spent listening to
forecasts and looking over the wall at the sea. Peter Ronaldson
shot off to Carrickfergus in Wheesht, we expected to meet him
again in Scotland.
Finally we left Bangor at 21.15, the wind down to NW 2/3
and a sloppy sea. It was quite dark as we approached Larne
and I noticed that Ballygally Head is small black and
prominent against the lights of Larne. We arrived at
Carnlough at 01.50 after a close encounter with the fish farm
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Carnlough Harbour

C. P. McHen~

moored off Straidkilly Point. Yes Arthur, I know you refer to
it in the directions and we were keeping a good look-out, but
we actually sailed clean between the two cages of the farm.
Next day I reported the incident to the Harbour Master Mr
Linton with a very firm request that the cages be lit. I got the
impression that I was by no means the first person to make
this request but that it was most unlikely to be acceded to.
We tied alongside Freesia, a very nice Vertue and slept
late. The rain was back in the afternoon, but the wind was not
as strong as forecast. Fish & chips and a bottle of wine for
dinner, the Marine Takeaway as immaculately clean as ever
and their deep frying much appreciated. Ring of Kerry has a
well equipped galley for opening bottles, but its deep frying
facilities are somewhat limited. The Londonderry Arms Hotel
provided showers but obviously Helen’s unit had never been
tried before. Not only was it cold, but it flooded the bar as
well. Thus they found a room for me and as always they could
not have been more welcoming and courteous.
We were stuck in Carnlough all day Wednesday. It was
dull and the forecast gale really arrived around lunchtime with
really vicious gusts tearing down from the hills over the
harbour and lifting the spray off the surface of the sea a few
hundred yards beyond the entrance. The glass dropped to 990
and the forecast was not encouraging. I produced an exotic
chicken chasseur for dinner, but having to substitute whiskey
for the brandy specified I thought it would be necessary to add
extra. The recipe said heat and ignite. The removal of the
scorch marks from the deck-head must be added to the list of
winter maintenance !
Thursday it poured and we abandoned all hope of getting to

Scotland before the crew change. So we got the Ulsterbus to
Portrush and got off at Bushmills to do the distillery. Feeling
warm and comfortable, we walked to the Giant’s Causeway
which neither of us had visited before. We thought it well
worth the visit, the Heritage Centre there is the best I have
been in.
Finally 12.15 on Friday 14th we cast off from Carnlough. It
was still dull and cloudy F3/4 W/NW and at 17.30 we tied
onto the pontoon in the new harbour at Church Bay, Rathlin,
in sunshine! A pleasant walk to the top of the island where we
tried to identify the lights on the coast of Scotland. Then we
found McCuaig’s Bar. Another afternoon start gave a pleasant
sail around to Portrush where the crew change was now to
take place. We went between Sheep Island and Bengore Head
where it was rough enough, as it was off Ramore Head. The
pontoon at Portrush is a great facility, we were lucky to be

New Harbour at Church Bay, Rathlin Island. The entrance is at the
extreme left of the picture.
C.P. McHenry
able to lie there overnight. Stan arrived with Helen’s car and
that was the end of our best laid plans for Helen’s first cruise
to Scotland.
Portrush is not my favourite town and even though there
was a lot of wind and a really rough sea on Sunday, Stan and I
decided to go for Port Ellen on Islay. I wonder what we
looked like from the shore as we got out of Portrush Bay. The
wind was N/NW 5/6 gusting 7 and on the way across we were
hit by some heavy squalls which nearly flattened us. We had 2
reefs in and the No.1 jib up and really we should have
changed down to the No. 2 but it was a broad reach and we
were flying. The tide off the west point (Mount) of Islay was
very strong and against us at that stage, but we made the
passage in six and a half hours. We found Port Ellen very
satisfactory. There is a new ro-ro terminal for Caledonian
MacBraine with a new quay away from the ferry ramp on
which to tie alongside. With a very small rise & fall of 0.6m at
springs, we were very comfortable. The village though small
has a very well stocked Co-Op not too far away and I would
be quite happy to provision there for a few weeks cruise.
With the afternoon tides still dictating our departure times,
it was after two before we sailed out. Still a stiff breeze, 2
reefs and the No. 1 which we quickly changed to the No. 2 and
then had a good sail around the east of Islay. Na Cuiltean
beacon looked for quite some time as if it was actually on the
island shore, but Skervuile Light is very conspicuous. We

decided to make for Loch na Cille and after a couple of hours
of welcome sunshine we sailed into the Loch as the mist
gathered again, turning into rain. When we anchored first we
dragged with the CQR and when we hauled it we dragged
most of the bay up with it. We re-anchored some distance off
a small tiny pier, picked up a mooring chain and took three
quarters of an hour to free it. Finally I realised that I really
was in Scotland and that CQR anchors don’t work there so we
put out the fisherman instead directly east of the pier and and
were snug for the night. Lough Cille is a very well sheltered
anchorage good for an overnight stop.
On to Craobh Haven Marina, with as the log says, a few
spots of sun on the way. The marina is in a lovely location, it
is very pleasant, but basic with a good chandelry and a very
nice pub, The Lord of the Isles where we had an excellent
meal. From there we had an interesting passage through Cuan
Sound between Seil Island and Luing Island. We just made it
as the tide turned at 11.15. Then through the sound between
Seil Island and Easdale Island. It is very narrow, but we had
no problems. Thus we found ourselves with no wind,
motoring up the Sound of Mull and into Tobermoray at 18.30.
Here we found the first of the excellent series of Highlands
and Islands Development Board (HIDB) moorings which are
laid throughout the islands. They have big blue floats and are
rated suitable for boats of up to 15 tons. No charge is levied
for their use. We used them in a number of anchorages and
feel it is an idea which could be copied around the south and
west coasts of Ireland by the Irish Tourist Board. We ate in the
Captain’s Table which was okay, but I felt we should have
gone to the Mishnish Hotel which from the outside appears to
have a more nautical atmosphere. The evening was very bright
and I took photos of the town from Ring of Kerry at 22.45.
On Thursday 20th we left Tobermoray in bright sun with a
NNW3 which soon died. As we came around the Point of
Ardnamurchan, the engine started to labour, but after a minute
or so cleared. We could only guess that we had got something
around the prop. A big jelly fish? Sailing again we were
joined by a school of dolphin, probably four of them. The
wind started to die and our speed dropped, 3, 2, 1 knot until
about 19.00 when we put the engine back on. It had been a
beautiful calm sailing day with tremendous visibility. Finally
at 21.00 we anchored in Arisaig. An interesting entrance, not
to be taken too lightly in other than calm weather. The white
mark on the shore just south of the entrance is quite clear, but
the transits in the the entrance need to be followed with care.
We went ashore when the ferry sailed at 11.00 and tied
alongside. Here we were interviewed by Customs who were
not quite sure about our Vice Commodore’s clearance in
Strangford. I suspect there were ’phone calls to check on us
(or him?) before we were issued with a new white form and
wished a very pleasant stay in Scotland. We gathered that
whatever way they do things over in Northern Ireland, or
south of the border in England, they do things their own way
in Scotland. Arisaig is very small but with a good supermarket
and a railway station. The train from the south arrived about
10.30 and it struck us as a good place for a crew change,
probably much safer than Mallaig going on what the CCC
Directions say.
Now we had got just over a week left, so we decided not to
go further north, but to go west to the Hebrides. The forecast
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was for SE 3/4 increasing 5 and veering SW later, so we set
out for Castle Bay on Barra. As we left, I noticed that the
chimney of rock on Eigg is in line 080° with the "Waiting
Room" for the exit. Setting course for the N end of Eigg, the
rain came down and visibility dropped to no more than 3
miles. As we went through the Sound of Rhum we started to
get violent down draughts off the island and with the No. 2 jib
and one reef in our speed varied from 4kn up to 8kn. Away
from the islands and south of the Hyskeir lighthouse the wind
steadied and we had no difficulties for the remainder of the
passage. The entrance to Castle Bay is well marked and at
23.30 on mid summers evening with plenty of light we picked
up a HIDB mooring.
Saturday 22nd June was 8 rest day. We wandered around
the not very impressive village, with no sign of either showers
or loos. There is a pier where you could berth alongside but it
is piled and not very easily approached. During the afternoon
we had a nice walk in lovely sunshine, in fact it got very
warm, just like June is supposed to be.
And so on Sunday 23rd we turned for home. It was dull,
cloudy and cool as we set course for Coll/Tiree. The wind was
light and fluky and there was quite a big swell. The sun came
out, but it was very cold in the shade. It was a pity to be
wearing oilskins and a hat in the sun in mid summer. We
headed for Gunna Sound, noting that the radar dome on the
south side of Tiree was visible from 20 miles away. Entering
the sound at 22.00 the sun was setting. We saw none of the 4
beacons shown on the chart for the sound and with the tide
against us it was 00.15 before we picked up a HIDB mooring
in Arinagour on the island of Coll.
Arinagour is a very pleasant location. The moorings are in
line between the beacons and a new yellow buoy to the south,
but be very careful of a rock just to the south of the beacon
(perch in the CCC Directions) and just north of the most
northerly beacon. The line of approach given in the CCC
Directions is correct, except that the Church conspic (and
which is conspic) is almost directly over the Coll Hotel and
thus difficult to pick up. Do not go to starboard of this line.
When the thick mist lifted we set out in the late afternoon
towards Iona, in a flat calm. But just after sailing between the
Treshnish Islands the weather changed again. A front
approached from the south, the wind got up and the sea
quickly followed. We started to motor sail but after a while
the engine packed up with what I feared were very terminal
noises. The wind increased, the mist thickened into heavy rain
and we had a hard beat down into Iona Sound where we were
thankful to turn sharp to port into Bull Hole where we
anchored in perfect shelter with the wind whistling overhead.
I spent the night wondering what was wrong with the
engine. All the worst possibilities seemed most likely, but
after breakfast I decided to start checking it to find that it was
not terminal, there was water in the diesel. So three hours hard
work followed and at 12.15 the engine started. Stan had
experienced water in diesel stoppages before in other boats,
but that was the first time in l 8 years sailing in Ring of Ker~.
that it had ever happened and I don’t know where the water
got in.
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We left Bull Hole in thick mist at 13.15, bound for
Scalasaig on Colonsay, going down the Sound of Iona on
compass course from buoy to buoy. Fortunately, as we cleared
the south of the sound, visibility improved and we were able
to sail inside Bogha nan Ramheir on which the seas were
breaking. Keep close to the shore! We tied outside a fishing
boat which was on the boarded yacht berth No. 2 on the new
ro-ro pier on Scalasaig. These two berths are very clean, good
ladders to the quay, it was a good overnight stopping place but
with no other facilities. There is a monument on the hill above
the pier which is not shown on our chart. Probably because he
had been on the yacht berth, the fishing boat gave us a big
bucket of prawns as she moved off, they went down a treat
with a bottle of white wine!
I had enjoyed my last visit to Gigha very much and it had
been an objective for the planned first part of the cruise with
Helen. One reason being that Helen did not believe that the
McSporran family name really exists, she thought it was a
make up by her father! In spite of Helen’s absence, I still
wanted to go there. We left Scalasaig with the wind on the
beam and had a fast reach to the Sound of Islay which we
entered at 08.30 with a band of mist and rain catching up
behind us. We did not succeed in sailing right through, after a
couple of tacks we decided to put the engine on to beat the
tide. As we sailed across into the Sound of Gigha inside Cara
and Gigalum the sun came out and we left the rain behind on
Islay. We can understand now how the rain on Islay provides
the water for the pure malts produced by the Islay distilleries.
Gigha was as pleasant as memory recalled it. We visited
the one and only store, McSporrans, and Mrs McSporran was
kind enough to send a card from the store to Helen! We
counted 11 of the 12 HIDB buoys in Ardminish Bay, at the
entrance to which there is now a port hand buoy. And so on
Thursday afternoon, we drifted out on the start of the south
going tide, down the Mull in bright sun and no wind. Into
Bangor Marina again at 02.30, getting cold but nothing like
earlier in the cruise. Tides were at springs so we did not leave
until the late afternoon and had a very slow passage with
engine on/engine off to Benderg Bay which is just south of the
entrance to Strangford Lough. In all my previous passages to
Strangford I had never noticed this anchorage which would
make for a good overnight stop without having to worry about
the Strangford tidal gate. We expected to have the Bay to
ourselves, but there was a wooden boat rally there that
weekend, complete with disco, but we slipped out at 05.00
when there was no sign of life from the 22 or so yachts at
anchor there.
A long slog against the tide down to Skerries on Saturday
where we met Tudorose also on her way home, and back to our
mooring in Dun Laoghaire on Sunday 30th June. Ring of Kerry
had been away for the full month of June, for what was the
worst month’s cruising weather I have had. We had no spell of
settled weather at all during the month so all the dreaming of
flaming June with G & T’s in the cockpit at balmy midnight
came to naught. But Scotland was lovely, tantalising in that we
got so many glimpses of what it could have been like that I’m
sure that I will go back there to cruise again.

Midnight Marauder Summer Cruise 1991
Brenclan C)’Callaghan

Having voyaged in Midnight Marauder from our home port of
Kinsale to Brittany in the two previous years, and seen the fair
land of France at its benign best in those two glorious
summers, we were easily persuaded to go for the three-in-arow in 1991. In retrospect, I suppose it was a bit much, even
naive, to expect fair weather for the third successive year. In
any case, we sure didn’t get it! Our plans were for a two-week
cruise; get to lie do Groix or Concarneau as fast as we could,
and then return from there at a more leisurely pace. All this
would be managed by sailing nonstop to Audierne, a brief stop
there and thence to lie de Groix. If things somehow got the
better of us, I had in mind the Rade de Brest as an altemative.
Saturday 15th June: Things got off to a flying start when our
planned departure time was delayed by forecasts of F 7 winds,
but by 0700, with Stephen Connolly and Charley Ryan as
crew, and harbouring no more or no less than the usual degree
of apprehension, we set sail from Kinsale in the wake of a
shallow depression, which had just passed eastward. This had
us moving fast, with NW winds, which we estimated at F 6. By
nightfall, when we were half-way to the Scillies, we decided to
slow-down the boat by handing the main. We sailed on
comfortably under reduced foresail only. It was cold and
raining. Our misery was enhanced by a clatter from the odd
wave from the heavy following sea breaking aboard. Strong
following winds are a good complaint but bring their own
problems.
Sunday 16th June: We continued to make steady progress
throughout the night and we had the Isles of Scilly clearly in
sight by 0900. Our departure form Kinsale had been delayed
by about 8 hours due to bad weather; this, in turn, messed-up
our tide timetable for proceeding down the Channel du Four.
Apart from all that, we were quite tired from the heavy rolling
motion felt when running dead ahead of a strong wind in rough
seas, so we decided to rest in Porth Cressa on Scilly. At anchor
there in perfect shelter from continuing NWly, we had a
sumptuous casserole ~ la Charley, and listened to Micheal O
Muircheartaig’s colourful bilingual descriptions of Kerry
beating Cork. The evening turned out clear and sunny but
extremely cold. We remained on board.
Monday 17th June: Timing our departure from Scilly to
arrive in good time to catch the favourable ebb off Ushant, we
weighed anchor at about 0900. The day started cool with
occasional heavy showers but improved a little. It remained
cold but the wind stayed favourable for us, steady in the NW,
blowing the perfect F4. We made good progress using only our
heads’l, and in fact never hoisted our main at all on this

passage. We saw numerous naval vessels and several
warplanes, including what we thought were two Tornadoes,
which passed at terrifying speed at little more than mast height.
There was no advance notice of their coming; only the
explosive scream of enormously powerful engines as they
roared instantly into the distance, a mere speck in seconds.
Midnight saw us sailing gently. The night was clear and cold,
the quarter moon beginning to set in the west. We had to alter
course a few times for trawlers, and the comforting loom of the
Stiff lighthouse on Ushant confirmed we were right on course.
Tuesday 18th June: By dawn the wind had grown light and
flukey, and this forced us to start our engine for the first time
since leaving Kinsale. Although I had very carefully studied
Chenals de la Helle and du Four in advance, we had great
difficulty in trying to pick out some of the leading marks in the
perfect visibility. Having safely passed through the Chennals,
we found a very disturbed sea off Pointe St. Mathieu where the
ebb from the Four channel clashed with the outflow from the
Rade de Brest. We motored eastward, around the comer and at
noon brought up in the pretty Anse de Bertheaume, crowded
with boats of all sorts, four miles E of the St Mathieu
lighthouse. We celebrated our arrival in France with a swim
over the side and a quick visit to the close-by sail training
vessel Morning Star of Revlington (which we were to see again
in the Tall Ships race.) While waiting for low water, we used
the time to have a hot meal aboard, because by now we had
reduced the ambitions of our cruise of sailing on S and had
agreed to settle for a visit to the Rade de Brest. A very good
decision, as weather conditions later on were to prove. Around
1430 we slipped out of our anchorage and under sail in a stiff
W wind made rapid headway into Brest Roads through the
impressive steep-sided Goulet. It is important to get one’s tides
right here. Wind over tide produces dramatic effects here, but
we had both together on this occasion. The area is very well
marked with all sorts of navigational aids as it is, of course, a
huge commercial harbour, and the principal Atlantic base of
the French navy. We had read an article in the yachting press
about cruising in the Aulne river, and agreed now to chance
heading into it, proceeding as far inland as the town of
Chateaulin, about 30 miles from the Goulet de Brest. The only
chart we had to guide us was Imray C36 but Adlard Coles’
"North Biscay Pilot" gives very good directions, as one might
expect. Of enormous navigational help to us was the Michelin
road map, as both the chart and the lateral buoyage system
ended at the Terenez suspension bridge. We had a wonderful
afternoon’s sailing through the Rade, past Ile Ronde, and
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eventually into the estuary of the Aulne River, noted for its
salmon fishing, with its steep banks clad with the dense forests
of the Armorican Regional Park coming right down to the
water’s edge. There were only very occasional glimpses of
houses or other clues of human habitation. Soon after entering
the river proper, we passed by the village of Landevennec and,
immediately afterwards, as we wound around a bend to the
NW(under power now) glided by a floating graveyard
containing 6 or 8 old naval and commercial ships, moored
close together in ghostly silence, waiting for a tow to the
breaker’s yard. Swinging round 180° we soon came to an
anchorage immediately downstream of the Terenez suspension
bridge. As it was now dusk, a vacant visitors buoy waiting for
us and an inviting restaurant beckoning us ashore, we were
persuaded to call it a day without further ado. Inflating our
dinghy, we made our way ashore and had a memorable meal in
Restaurant l’Ermitage. Afterwards, as this was our first time
ashore in four days, we phoned home to report our
whereabouts. A good day; the kind of one that makes the long
offshore passages worth the trouble, that afterwards stamps the
holiday as worthwhile and leaves a lasting warm afterglow.
The thing that sets France apart from anywhere else I’ve
visited is the quality of the food and the wine, and the highly
affordable prices. Restaurant l’Ermitage provided us with a
most memorable meal: especially the seafoods. Well content
with our lot, we slept the sleep of the .just. The words of Gilles Servat - "’Par chance et aussi par vouloir, ’Je doir en
Bretagne ce soir" - seemed right.
Wednesday 19th June: Although the morning was dull and
overcast, with rain a la home most definitely in the air, Stephen
and 1 took a chilly pre-breakfast plunge into the river, before
discovering a few bucketfuls of water in our normally bone-dry
bilges. Later investigation revealed trouble with the waterpump in the engine cooling system. Around 0900 local time we
slipped our mooring and continued the remaining 10 miles to
Chateaulin. We passed through peaceful Breton farmland, very

reminiscent of the beauty of the journey on the Bandon River
from Kinsale upstream to Kilmacsimon Quay. There being no
navigational marks on any description, riding instructions for
the River Aulne jockey are basic: as a general rule keep to the
middle of the river except on bends where the best water is
found on the centrifugal outside. Although we kept one eye on
the echo sounder, I think we never had less than 3 or 4 meters
of water under us. The threatening rain soon materialised and
helped make this beautiful green valley even greener. We soon
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came to the lock at Guilly-Glas, passed through and tied-up at
Port Launay, about a mile beyond. We went ashore for a quick
look-see at this little village, pretty even in the rain; the "port"
in a bygone era for Chateaulin. Above the lock, the canalised
river has 3 meters minimum for the remaining 2 miles as far as
Chateaulin, where low bridges make it necessary to lower ones
mast if it is the intention to go any farther. We tied-up at the
pontoon in Chateaulin in an absolute downpour. We erected
our boom-tent for its ’real" purpose; the memory that we had
used it as a sunshade in the two previous years did little to dull
the pain - rather it worked as an added depressant! There was
only one other visiting yacht there when we arrived; they left
shortly afterwards and apart from three local boats, we were
the only other craft there. The town is pretty, and the large
supermarche about 200 meters from our wharf provided a
handy source of nourishment, solid and liquid, for the next few
days. Clad as for an Atlantic crossing in winter, we roamed
ashore, located a restaurant worthy of our appetites, and
returned to our watery home. I would like to revisit this town
in decent weather.
Thursday 20th June: As our water-pump obviously needed
proper attention, we decided to head for Marina du Moulin
Blanc in Breton. Using our iron spinnaker into a F6 westerly,
we ploughed our way back down the fiver and estuary to Ile
Ronde, before sailing the last 6 miles to Moulin Blanc. At last
the rain cleared away, and the wind eased off. We were
directed to the visitors area in this vast marina of more than
1,000 boats. As it was too late to go ashore for a meal and as
we had plenty of fresh supplies, we dined aboard in style.
While the French weather this time was poor, the wine as
always was superb.
Friday 21st June: If something is going to go wrong with
your boat in the middle of a cruise, hundreds of miles from
home, Brest is a good place for it to happen. The services
available here are superb, and I was soon in contact with
capable people. The water-pump problem was quickly
resolved. We fitted-in a swim from the local beach before
visiting Oceanopolis. This is many things: a nautical
exposition, a museum of the ocean environment, an aquarium
containing thousands of fish, mammals and living marine
creatures, models of the world’s currents, tides, upwellings,
marine ecosystems in Brittany and much more. It is contained
in a large white building, conspicuous by its prominent seaside location and unusual shape; (it’s a good landmark when
approaching the Moulin Blanc marina from the Rade). No
visitor to the marina should fail to visit Oceanopolis. Our only
mistake was to allocate too little time for our visit there, but we
went into the Brest city-centre, about two miles away, taking a
bus from the marina. The service is good with a bus leaving
each half-hour. Like many of the ports of France’s Atlantic and
Channel coasts, Brest suffered extensive bomb damage during
the war and had to be almost totally re-built or restored
afterwards. The naval dockyards and the chateau are very
impressive and the Port-de Commerce can handle the worlds
largest ships. We strolled around the busy city-centre and
bought a few cadeaux, saw a few of the sights, scouted-out a
promising restaurant where Charley and Stephen treated their
aging skipper to another superb display of French cuisine at its
most haute. We took a taxi home to the marina. A phone-call
home gave me the good news of my son’s success in his B. Sc.

degree. The marina staff had hoisted the Irish tricolour
alongside the flags of six other nations. We were the only Irish
yacht in Brest. The rain stopped. A pleasant night-cap back on
board. It had been a good day. It was my 50th birthday!
Saturday 22nd June: A well-known golfing rhyme
proclaims the truth about two things which don’t last for very
long: "Dogs that run after cars, and single puts for pars!" An
other few lines could be added about the slim chance of getting
two fine days together in 1991’s summer. It rained heavily and
blew hard out of the SW all day. At 1750 the BBC forecast S
or SW 7 or 8, and spoke of a succession of Atlantic
depressions heading towards us. When it rains it pours; when
God closes one door, He always shuts another! We could go on
for ever moaning about the trouble with cruising. After our
evening meal I suggested to the willing, but less-thanenthusiastic crew that we leave bound for Camaret. They
mumbled a hollow assent over the wash-up! The most critical
factor - the fide- was suitable, the wind had abated to SW6, and
the rain had stopped, allowing visibility to improve. With black
skies and white horses the order of the day, we left under
engine, and headed-out towards the narrow Goulet, guarded by
its numerous forts, gun emplacements, and strong-points
dating back for centuries. As we went, the wind continued to
relent, and the sun proved that it had not completely deserted
us by making a welcome re-appearance as it set in a watery
NW sky over Ushant.
We entered Camaret as night fell after a 2 hour passage.
There are two marinas in this small fishing town. Most visiting
yachts opt for the outer one but this leaves an unnecessarily
long walk into town; we therefore tied-up in Styvel Plaisance,
used mostly by local boats.

Sunday 23rd June: After a comfortable night we awoke to
a return to more strong wind and rain. Clad for the weather, we
explored the little town, much of which fronts on to the
sheltered harbour. Camaret has had a colourful history. Due to
its strategic location, it was a fortified outpost of Brest. One
famous defeat of raiding British and Dutch invaders in 1694 is
celebrated in some of the most graphic stained-glass windows
imaginable, in the local church. The famous French military
architect, Vauban, who gave his name to some of Camaret’s
streets, quays and hotels, built the striking tower fort (between

the two marinas) which nowadays houses a museum as well as
(more practically) the loos for the visiting yotties! In a full gale
we walked the two miles or so to Pointe de Penhir and Les Tas
de Pois to see, we hoped, what is described as the finest view
in all Brittany. They say that on a fine day the panorama here is
unequalled with views all the way from Ushant to the Raz, the
Iroise, Pointe St. Mathieu and SE towards Baie de Douarnenez.
For us, on the day, all we could do was to take their word for it,
as we couldn’t see a thing with the foggy mist. Right on the
Pointe is a magnificent stone Cross of Lorraine, erected to the
memory of the many people of W Brittany, whose courage and
self-sacrifice in the cause of the French Resistance was
legendary. A pleasant pizza ashore back in Cameret was
followed by a peaceful night in this well-sheltered harbour,
undisturbed by the strong winds which blew well into the small
hours.

Monday 24th June: After the SW gale I had expected, a
wind veer to W or NW. The good news, the BBC confidently
prophesied, was SW wind of nothing worse than F 6; the bad
news however was the visibility - moderate with fog patches and occasional rain and drizzle (what else?!). Not a bad
forecast for our next passage back to the Isles of Scilly. After a
quick trip ashore to victual for the planned voyage
northwestward, we were under way in a WSW 4/5 by about
1000, local time, in order to catch the favourable flood tide up
the Four channel. With double-reefed main and roller-genoa
reduced slightly to about No. 2, we beat towards Pointe St.
Mathieu in very poor visibility which deteriorated steadily. By
the time we were past Les Vieux Moines, we were firmly in
the grip of the tide, so there was no turning back. By then the
visibility was down to less than 400 meters. Thankfully we
found the Decca extremely accurate and, using the cross-trackerror function, we managed to hold our precise line through the
maze, and piloted ourselves blind through the Chanel du Four
and Chanel de la Helle. Having gone clear of all danger, the
curtain of fog was drawn back briefly to allow us unhindered
views of Ile d’Ouessant and the French mainland before we
were shrouded in dense fog again. Shortly afterwards, as we
approached the shipping lanes, I spoke to Ushant Safety Traffic
on Ch. 11. A brief description of our craft, crew, position,
course and speed, and the voice on the VHF said he could see
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our little blip clearly on his screen. Shortly after bidding us a
pleasant passage to Scilly, we heard him ask a forty-thousandtonner to keep a careful watch-out for us. Soon we could hear,
feel and smell a big ship passing close astern of us. The wind
continued fresh, strengthened to F 6, but fortunately stayed
about WSW, perfect for us. Coming on to nightfall, visibility
improved to about 2 miles. The swells were about 3 meters but
quite regular. We made good progress and by midnight were
past the half-way point.
Tuesday 25th June: Our log notes that dense fog had
returned again by 0300, but shortly beforehand we had a
worrying close quarters eyeball-to-eyeball with a trawler. We
were on a course which had us comfortably ahead when, at the
last minute, he seemed to accelerate sharply. It took the
combined efforts of all three of us, about three uncontrolled
gybes, and more-than three unprintable incantations, to escape
from that mid-channel midnight-marauding trawler. There are
those who say that sailing is something invented by
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psychiatrists for ensuring that hypertension continues unabated
during holidays; they may well be correct! The main was
handed and, with the heads’l rolled-down to working jib, we
resumed the task of progressing towards our invisible goal. The
wind continued steady on our beam at about F 6. The grey
dawn gradually assembled and converted our black blindness
into a wet foggy morning. The morning BBC weather report
gave conditions at Lands End as SW by S 6, dense fog,
visibility 100 meters; that was exactly what we had. At 1100
we finally sighted Peninnis Point on St. Mary’s at very close
range indeed, and made our way into St Mary’s Sound from
buoy to buoy in visibility of 40 meters. We followed the ferry
Scillonian III into the harbour and let go our anchor at 1130
near the lifeboat slip. When the fog lifted later we counted the
yachts in the Pool. Only eight. There must have been over a
hundred here the previous year. The harbour dues collector
proclaimed it the worst June in living memory on Scilly. We
had no trouble believing him. We rowed ashore; cheered by a

pint in The Mermaid, we walked around Garrison Hill and had
a meal in The Bishop And Wolf before repairing to our
floating bachelor couch.
Wednesday 26th June: We were woken early by the noise
of heavy rain. The dawn wintry showers gave way to sunshine
in mid morning. Despite the sun, the searing W wind kept the
temperature very low. After collecting supplies of diesel, food
and water, we motored to The Cove where we hoped to get and got better shelter from the strengthening veering wind.
When we were happy that our anchor was well dug-in, we
decided to go ashore. The two crew rowed the dinghy as I
swam the hundred-odd meters to shore, narrowly staving-off
mild hypothermia in the process. We attempted to walk around
St Agnes but the mother of all line squalls sent us retreating
quickly to the temporary refuge of The Turk’s Head for an
aperitif (or maybe two).
Thursday 27th June: Our attempts to sleep were not
helped by the F 7 whining in the rigging interspersed with
hailshowers hammering on deck. Likewise our attempts to
wake were not boosted by the forecast. NW 6. Not
appreciating the prospect of this strong wind on the nose for
our passage to Kinsale, we made ready for sea with heavy
heart. A good breakfast under our belts, we slipped out of The
Cove and close reached northwards in the lee of St Mary’s first
and then St Martin’s. It was not until we were hard on the wind
in open water to the W of Seven Stones that we felt the full
brunt of the weather. Well reefed, we were as comfortable as
possible in the big irregular seas. Midday had the two crew
asleep below. I was alone on watch and thought the sea was
quietening down a little. The day was cold but sunshine and a
rising barometer (1011) brought hope. While up-dating the log
in the cabin, with the yacht on autopilot, I felt her slow-down
and drop into a trough. Instead of the usual perky uprising
there came a most dreadful crashing thud as we took a full
breaking sea on the port bow. There was a sickening feeling as
green water was compressed into all the nooks and crannies
around the sprayhood and the light disappeared from the
windows. Water has not often penetrated the sprayhood, but
the unexpected thump followed by the lash of a gallon of cold
sea-water onto his face had Stephen out of the starboard bunk
quicker than you could say "midwinter marauder"! However,
the worst was over. Hand steering through the waves gave us a
less-bumpy ride during the evening and by nightfall the wind
had dropped off to about F 3. By midnight things were even
more relaxed, the glass had continued to rise and we had a

glorious full moon shining on a shimmering sea, empty except
for us.
Friday 28th June: The wind almost completely died away
so we resorted to the engine for a while and made better
headway. About dawn, wind returned, still from the frustrating
NW despite three consecutive forecasts falsely prophesying
wind backing into the W or S. We made sedate progress, again
under sail, slightly to the S of W hoping to pick up the
promised wind. All that happened was the sun persisted, the
glass continued its upward progress and when we eventually
hit fiat calm at noon, we hove-to to attend to some of the more
pressing needs of the body. Under engine once more we
resumed our odyssey at 1400 and - seeing only two other
vessels at long range, we eventually sighted the gas rigs at
dusk. Leaving these giants well to starboard, we steadily closed
the Irish coast, with light NW wind still dead on the nose.
Saturday 29th June: Eventually the loom, then the steady
double flash of the Old Head light came into view; later the
glow in the sky lit by the lights of Cork. Gradually in the
moonlight the detail of the coastline became clearer; the
Sovereigns, Oysterhaven entrance and finally the mouth of
Kinsale harbour itself welcomed us home. Our marathon was
over. We had probably set a new slow for the Scilly/Kinsale
journey of 46 hours! We were tired but satisfied. We secured to
our mooring at dawn to sort-out before going ashore.
We had been away for exactly two weeks less two hours.
We had covered almost 700 miles, visited 9 foreign harbours eight of them for the first time - and were safely back; home
and dry. Well, home anyway!
SUMMARY:
Date Passage
15th Kinsale to Porth Cressa
17th
18th
20th
22nd
24th
26th
27th

Time Dist. Eng Nights Kts.
30 156
1
1
5.2

P. Cressa to Anse de
Bertheaume

27

128

5.5

A. de B. to Terenez
P. Launay to Chateaulin
Chateaulin to Brest
Brest to Camaret
Camaret to St Mary’s
St Mary’s to The Cove
The Cove to Kinsale

3.5
0.5
8
2.5
27
1
46

21
1
33
13
133
4
189

2
0.5
5
2.5
2.5
1
26

TOTALS

147.5
688
Hrs N.Ms

1

I
2

4.7
6.0
2.0
4.1
5.2
4.9
4.0
4.1

48
5
4.7
Hrs Nights Kts.
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To the Isles of Enchantment
Peter Ryan

0600 on the 24th June 1991 found us lying to our kedge, a 301b
Bruce, in Marfield Bay in Strangford Lough in the thickest fog I
can remember. We had just left Ringhaddy C.C. pontoon 40
minutes earlier, having felt our way around without seeing the
Limestone beacon.
This was not a very encouraging beginning. All the crew just
flaked out for some well earned sleep. We were all exhausted
after final preparations and fitting out. Anyway I told everybody
that to miss a tide would be a lot less time lost than if we ran
aground on a pladdy.
Our boat is an Ohlson 38 Kenbane which I bought just a year
ago and brought home from the middle of Exeter over Easter
1990.
She required quite a bit of work to her for our intended
Atlantic cruise. The two cockpit drains were increased in size to
two inches. The cockpit is quite large. If it happened to get filled
I did not fancy that weight of water staying around too long.
The transom and adjacent aft deck were reinforced to take
the mounting for Aries self steering gear. As this weighs 561bs.,
it creates a considerable movement in a seaway. It had caused
some cracking of the gelcoat. This was a difficult and time
consuming job which was carried out with 9mm plywood,
expoxy resin and fibre glass cloth. A new stem head fitting was
made and fitted. This I designed myself with two massive four
inch nylon rollers and vangs for the attachment of two forestays
side by side.
A new sampson post made of 4.5 inch by 4.5 inch oak
completed the deck modifications.
As the boat had been amateur completed certain aspects of
below decks leave a certain amount to be desired. However I
did manage to have made and fitted a number of book cases and
storage lockers above the starboard berth.
This completed the modifications. I was greatly assisted by
Donna Pearson who had some time to spare after the end of
June. It was pretty tough going with cold wet weather. We said
we were living on a diet of expoxy resin and life caulk!
The crew comprised of my son Martin who has been my
second in command in all our cruises with our previous boat
including to N.W. Spain in 1981 and around Ireland in 1987.
Gordon Lunn has been sailing with me since 1985. His great
strength is knowledge and skill as a cook. I left the supplying of
all edible stores and organizing the galley in his capable hands.
Donna Pearson is a small girl of great talents. She has been a
sailing instructor with the Outward Bound School in
Aberdowey and Plymouth for five years. As well she is an
instructor of the British Canoe Union.
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Clarke Campbell is a ’Medic’ friend of Martin’s who was on
the delivery trip last year.
My daughter Elspeth completed the ships company of six.
She has sailed for many years with me including part of the
round Ireland cruise. She is also an extremely good cook.
We finally cleared Strangford Bar at 1230 on 24th June.
The passage down the Irish Sea was a wet dismal affair
southerly winds, rain, mist and very poor visibility. It was a
case of beat when there was enough wind and motor when there
was not although I was concerned about conserving diesel so
early in the passage.
Because of poor visibility we decided to go outside the
Codling and the Tuskar.
2300 on Tuesday 25th June found us beating out through St.
George’s channel against a S.W. F5/6. The tide was foul. We
ended up close off the Smalls, something which never happened
to me before. However we put her on the off shore tack and as
the tide turned we fetched up off the Coningbeg Lifeship at
0745 the following day. In the middle of this rather tough beat
the number three jib ripped a lower seam from luff to leech.
This was a nuisance as this is an extremely useful sail.
Things then improved and we worked our way slowly south
against a S.W. 4-5 for the next three days.
We sewed the jib laboriously by hand. In the end managed to
repair satisfactorily. I became a dab hand at zig zag stiches’
At noon on Friday 28th June we were circled by a Fishery
Protection Air Craft which confirmed our position on the
V.H.F. It was incidentally a Shorts 360 built in Belfast. It made
us feel quite at home.
At this stage in the passage I put the rhumb line on the U.S.
Pilot chart from the Tuskar L.H. to the island of S;to Miguel.
The Pilot chart was the only one aboard which covered the
complete distance.
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I considered the best tactic was to get just west of this line
and then steer a direct course keeping just west of it if possible.
There are a number of reasons for this; the gulf stream floor is
roughly a west east direction at two knot for most of the way;
for most of the distance the predicted winds have a westerly
element although near the islands they become more variable.
As we were considerably East of the rhumb line we then headed
west for three days. It was close hauled all the time. In fact we
did not get a free wind until seven days out.
The crew by this time were settling in fairly well. Gordon
and Clarke had a fair bit of sea sickness in the beat through St
George’s channel. They both felt a lot better as the conditions
eased. However poor Clarke did not fully recover for the rest of
the passage. Gordon was a bit off colour from time to time
when there was any sea running. This was a pity for the
standard of cuisine. Nevertheless he produced some memorable
meals, in fact it was one of the highlights.
Martin, Donna and Elspeth were fairly immune. I myself
was a little off colour for three days. My almost complete
immunity has begun to fail me as I get older. There is always
stugeron !’
We lost Decca at 47° 43’ North and 11° 4’ West. From then
on I relied solely on sunsights. I used my Zeiss Drum sextant
that I acquired ten years ago.
I got Mercator plotting sheets and the Admiralty Nautical
Almanac for this trip, this improved things greatly. The
Nautical. Almanac was so easy to use with the H.D. 605 tables
and plotting sheets allowed me to lay down my daily position
lines on a very large scale. You may ask why not an electronic
calculator? Well I did have one on board and found it very
useful for calculating great circle distances. Maybe I am an
antiquated creature of habit, but as I have said the H.D. 605
tables so easy to use I kept with them.
The noon position on Sunday 30th June found us finally just
west of the rhumbline; I could then start laying a direct course
for the Azores.
The following day 1st July we had a free wind at last N.W.
force 4-5. What a change it made. Even though the boat is very
good and comfortable going to windward it was wonderful to
have a rest from it.
Tuesday 2nd July was remembered for two reasons. In the
morning at 0800 we ran through a fleet of four Tunnymen. One
of them came over to look at us, Amazon from the Ile D’Yeu. I
raised the skipper on the V.H.F. and had a chat with him with
my just passable French. He gave me his position which was
fairly close to that obtained from the morning sight. This was a
bit of a confidence booster.
At about 1300 we spotted some white water about 150
metres off. We very quickly realised it was a whale blowing. It
then did almost a breach throwing its great broad tail right up in
the air. It was a really wonderful sight, something none of us
had seen before.
For two clays we had light free winds with the spinnaker up
most of the time. It gradually got warmer and warmer, the sea
became a beautiful deep blue. It became so inviting that we all
bathed off the boarding ladder taking the precaution of holding
onto it at all times as it would have been impossible to keep up
with the boat if one let go, a super experience and a lot of fun.
This was Thursday 4th July ten days out from Strangford
with about 275 miles to go to the island of S~o Miguel. A quite
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a quick passage looked on the way. One should never count
your chickens.
Friday 5th July, saw a wind very slowly building up from the
S.W. At the same time the glass fell at first very slowly from a
high of 1022 millibars.
By the evening of Saturday 6th July it was blowing F6 from
the S.W. with the sea building all the time. It became
oppressively humid and hot - obviously the tail end of a tropical
storm.
On Sunday 7th July by 0200 it was almost a full gale from
the S.W. We abondoned further attempts to make to windward
and hove to very comfortably under treble reefed main and a
very small No.4 Jib.
However this was the very end of it and by that evening at
1900 the wind had eased to a gentle F3 and veered round to the
N.W.
The next day, Monday 8th July proved to be exceptionally
hot with a dying wind which left us by 1000. We motored over
a smooth brilliantly blue sea. In ideal conditions the morning
position line was transferred to the one obtained from the noon
sight. This gave me what proved to be an accurate position of
38° 32’. 25° 48’W The western end of Sao Miguel bore 183
true, distance 41 miles.
As all the islands in the Azores have excellent long range
radio beacons, it was disappointing that our R.D.F. set failed to
pick up any of them. There was a lot of low cloud on the
horizon and it felt rather weird to pick up Sao Miguel radio
speaking to a number of vessels without being able to see
anything.
Finally at 1625 Gordon saw a vague outline of definite land
fine on the port bow. The shape of the island then became more
defined with eastern and western mountain peaks with low
lying saddle in between. What a magnificent sight it was !
The Punta da Ferraria light was rounded at 2300 and we ran
down the western part of the southern shore. It was a beautiful
warm starlit night. We entered Ponta Delgado and tied along
side a German yacht on the pontoon at 0200 on Thursday 9th
July, 14.5 days out of Strangford.
The skipper most generously did not show his annoyance at
being wakened at that hour by six very excited crew. He just
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went below and produced six bottles of beer, this combined
with a bottle of Black Bush made our impromptu arrival party.
A rather bemused harbour policeman looked on, not letting
any of us leave the pontoon until the paper work had been
completed the following morning.
I was up early the next day to formally gain clearance for the
yacht and crew. So, armed with the boat’s certificate of registry
and six passports was accompanied off the pontoon by another
harbour policeman splendid in his shiny, peaked cap and
magnificent, black moustache. The scene that greeted me as we
walked to the beginning of the large mole which formed the
harbour, towards the office of the Guarda Fiscal, was one of
splendid animation.
Fishing boats were being repaired on the quay, new planks
being fitted - shaped with an adze. Another was having timbers
bent into place with a Spanish windlass. A little further on
beautiful double ended white boats were being launched on
rollers down a small slip. Although now used for long lining
they owe their origin to the whaling tradition for which the
Azores were until very recently famous.
At the office of the Guarda Fiscal I went through the
laborious rigmarole of the Guarda taking down complete
particulars of vessel and all the crew including all dates of birth.
This was then repeated in full at the office of Policia Maritania.
However the officials were most courteous and in time it was
completed without any hitches. This was repeated at every port.
It is difficult to describe our impressions of both the town of
Ponta Delgarda and the island of Silo Miguel.
The town has a population of about 60,000 . It has a
Cathedral and University granted full status in 1980. There are
may fine buildings and shops of every variety and
sophistication, a bustling obviously prosperous place. In an odd
way it seems removed from the surrounding countryside where
life appears slower.
The island has great distinctive beauty, due to the almost
unique topography of volcanic origin and sub-tropical
vegetation.
On the evening of the day of our arrival I took the crew out
for a well earned meal. We failed to find the best restaurant in
town and had to make do with one rather ambitiously called
Bon Apetit. However after we exchanged some wine which was
truly undrinkable it was not so bad with some good steaks of
sword fish.
We spent the next day in two rented cars exploring S~o
Miguel which is the biggest island of the Azores, 65 km by 16
km. We went first to the Caldeira das Sete Citades with its twin
lakes. This is a huge volcanic crater many miles across. On its
floor there are two lakes, Lagoa Verde (Green Lake) and Lagoa
Azul (Blue Lake) they really are different colours.
The drive up to the tip of the crater at 1500 ft. was a little
difficult to say the least. The road was being remade and it was
in a very bad state. How we managed to keep out of the huge
pot holes I will never know. The summit of the crater was
enveloped in misty rain. This is common in any high ground in
these oceanic islands. It did clear sufficiently as we arrived to
admire the truely lovely view of the crater floor. We drove
down the very steep track to find a village on the flat ground
between the two lakes where we had lunch. I find the quality of
this unique spot difficult to put into words. The steep slopes of
the crater covered with lush thickets of bamboo and ferns in
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between small fields with lovely white and black cows and
everywhere in profusion hydrangeas of many shades of blue
and white.
We next visited the town of Furnaa towards the eastern end
of the island. Here we found hot springs and boiling mud pools.
At one end of the town a Spa has been created. This consisted
of a park called Terra Nostra which was planted with a great
variety of exotic tropical trees. In the midst of this was a
naturally heated swimming pool with a spout of very warm
water. We all swam in it staying for a while under the spout.
This was very soothing just the cure for the morning after. A
magnificient modern hotel has been built near by. The whole
place had a wonderful air of serenity and peace.
We finished our sight-seeing by returning to Ponta Delgarda
via Franca dc Campo, the original capital of the island before
being destroyed by a land slide in 1522. It is remarkable for the
Is heu da Vila which lies close off shore. This island contains a
drowned crater off which one can anchor and enter by dinghy.
The rest of the crew did some exploring the next day, while
Gordon and I did some chores about the boat. I went to the mast
head to examine both the standing and running rigging. I
discovered the source of a rasping sound which worried me on
the way out. It was just that the double through mast alloy
sheaves for the head sail halyards needed some lubrication of
the axles.
Having found at last the address of the best restaurant in the
town simply called the Azores we arranged to meet the rest of
the crew later in the evening. They were collecting Stephen
Chambers who was arriving by air from Dublin at 2000. We
found this establishment specialised in sea food. Gordon and I
had magnificient cray fish between us washed down with a
number bottles of Vino Verdi. Then the rest of the crew arrived
with Stephen eventually at 2200 having taken him on a short
tour of the island before dark. We all dined well.
It was rather hilarious when we arrived back at the boat at
midnight to be requested by a member of the local Club Naval
to clear our berth on the pontoon because it was needed by
competitors in a race. We knew about this earlier, but were
reluctant to move as two French yachts lying beside us whom
we had befriended earlier said they were not willing to move.
However when we returned our Gallic allies had left and we felt
obliged to find a mooring in harbour in the dark. This we
managed to do; all is well that ends well!
Next evening Friday 12th July we decided it was time to
move on. Having got our papers stamped we cleared the
harbour by 2200, bound for the islands of Terceira. It was a
magnificent starry balmy night, unfortunately almost
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completely windless. My memory of it was great clarity of view
of various star groupings. I had never seen Venus look so nigh
and so bright in the western sky.
The distance to Terceirra is 92 miles, almost directly on the
direct course lies a shoal with less than 2 metres, Banco Di Joao
de Castro. As this is unmarked I had no desire to come
anywhere near it in the dark. I set course to pass a safe 15 miles
to the south side. A morning sight at 0800 the next day gave a
position line reassurringly clearing it.
The day became extremely hot and windless. We all cooled
off by diving over the side in the deep blue sea, wonderfully
refreshing.
The deep bay of Angra do Heroismo was entered by 1700. It
is a very spectacular place with the steep slopes of Monte Brasil
to the east and the old Fort of Sao Jao Baptista to the west. For
it, time seems to have stood still. In someways it harks back to
the age of swash-buckling pirates and privateers. This is
reinforced by the fort and the fact that canon are used, set up
upright in the pier to moor fishing boats.
We first went alongside the pier at Porto Pipas to visit the
Guarda Fiscal and Policia Maritinia. The latter was housed in a
building with in the fort on the hill above the harbour. It was
climbing this hill that made me realise how hot it was.
The boat was then moved to the west side of the bay to lie to
her main anchor 451b C.Q.R. in six metres close off the Club
Nafico.
We dined that night at the restaurant in the club which had a
very good menu of seafood including octopus. It was again a
magical starlit night of almost tropical balminess.
The following day half the crew and myself rented a car. We
visited briefly Pria da Victoria where there is an American
Army air base. Two long breakwaters protect the bay making it
by far the best anchorage on the island. It did not appear
anything like as attractive a town as Angra.
We then drove up to the Caldeira of Santa Barbara with a
height of 3,300 feet is the largest in the Azores. It proved to be
rather difficult to get into. Having driven as close as we could to
the lip of the crater, walking then proved very difficul as there
was no path. Very uneven ground was covered with stunted
trees and scrub. We did manage eventually to look down into
the floor which was very irregular with secondary craters and
cones all covered with the same type of vegetation. It would
have been intriguing to explore further. We got the impression
it was rarely if ever visited.
We had learnt before we set off of a bull fight in one of the
villages east of Angra. This was a bull fight Terceiran style. It is
called the Tourada da Corda and has been carried out for
centuries. The bull was released on the local football pitch and
kept partially in control by about five men on the end of a long
rope. The local lads of the village are then allowed to try their
hand as matadors. It was all very light-hearted and in the end
nobody really suffered by it. The bull was carted off safe to
perform in the next village the following Sunday. The
gentlemen of the rope who were dressed in striped jerseys and
funny black hats asked Stephen to take their photographs. We
then learnt there was not a sober man among them.
We left the next day at 0700. It was very sunny and hot and
very little wind.
As we motored towards the southern end of the island of Sao
Jorge we ran into a school of about 100 dolphins. It was a great
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sight to see so many of them playing and jumping out of the
water.
As we approached Sao Jorge we made out clearly the
summit of Pico, its beautiful conical peek peeping through the
clouds. At 7,713 feet it is the highest mountain in all of
Portugal. As a volcano it is not yet considered fully extinct.
Once past the southern end of Sao Jorge we steered close to
the coast of the island of Pico near the town of Cais, until the
recently the centre of islands whaling industry.
A light breeze filled in from the west and we started sailing
standing on and off the shore. Although we made reasonable
progress through water there was a tide flowing eastward in the
channel between Pico and Sao Jorge. We were not clearing
much ground between tacks.
I knew the port offices in Horta closed at 2000 and was
anxious to complete our entry formalities in case we would not
be let ashore until the next day. We motored as fast as we could
for the rest of the passage. The offices were just closing as we
tied up. However unlike Porta Delgardo we were not prevented
from going ashore.
We visited the famous Cafe Sport that mecca for sailors from
all over the world.
The marina in Horta has not only the best facilities for
berthing a boat in the Azores, it is one of the most pleasant I
have stayed in. There is a lovely shower block with a pleasant
cafe where a leisurely breakfast can be had each morning. One
inevitably met many interesting characters from the other
boats. One French man a single hander from Antibes had an
old cutter built of riveted iron in 1925 in Holland. He was
repairing his engine which had a broken exhaust valve. There
were two Americians who had single handed arrived from
Florida on sister ships. Then from Bermuda arrived a boat
called Melody whose owner John Gilmore came from Belfast.
His two crew members also had Irish connections. Needless to
say we did not need any excuse for a party.
While in Horta it was our intention to cross over to Pico by
ferry and climb the mountain. Unfortunately, apart from the
first day,all the time we were there it was completely
surrounded by cloud.
We did manage to visit the site of 1957 volcanic eruption at
the western tip of the island at Pta dos Capelinhos. It was a
weird place of great hills and valleys of pumice and ash while
still almost void of vegetation. The former village is seen buried
in the ash and the old lighthouse now stands in this desert well
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inshore.We walked around and over all of it in the baking heat.
To cool off had a simply great swim in large breakers off a
beach of black ash.
Gordon, Clarke and Elspeth flew home from Horta leaving
four of us for the passage home. Following the tradition that has
been established in Horta over the years Donna left Kenbanes
name painted with its symbol of an outstretched thlmar among
the many hundreds of yacht names adorning the harbour wall.
We cleared Horta at 0930 on Saturday 20th July. I decided
again to keep west of the rhumbline back to the south coast of
Ireland.In fact our pilot, the Royal Cruising Clubs Atlantic
guide recommends steering a northerly or north westerly course
until about 47 N hoping thus to be in a better position to make
use of westerlies.I partially carried this out and on Friday 26th
July our noon position was 47° 32N 19°44W. This was about
190 miles west of the rhumbline.
The same day we had our best noon to noon run of the entire
cruise, 170 miles. This was with a southerly F6-7. We broad
reached under three reefs on the main and No.3 Jib. There was a
very large quartering sea but very little came aboard.
From then on the passage was rather slow, first with North
Easterly winds blowing up to F6 due to a low over Spain;the
very light winds involved motoring over the most of the last
three days. I was able to receive on a small Sony short waves
set the weather forecasts from Radio France Internationale.
These cover most of the North Atlantic. Reception was good
only on some days.
We sighted the Fastnet at 2100 on Tuesday 30th July. Next
morning the familiar land marks of the Stags, and Galley Head
were sighted in rather hazy windless conditions. We were off
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the old Head of Kinsale at 0900.
I managed a link call to Liz O’Boyle at Crosshaven who
could not have been more helpful. She arranged a mooring for
us just below the Royal Cork yacht club and was there to
welcome us when we arrived. Not only that she managed to get
us a rented car. I would like to say a special word of thanks to
her. This was essential as Martin and I had to start work the
next day being the 1 st August.
The boat was brought back to Strangford three weeks later
over the Northern Bank Holiday weekend.
The whole cruise was a wonderful experience. However, a
few extra weeks would have allowed us to explore the Azores
more fully.
It’s a pity work interferes with sailing!
Departed

Arrived

Time

Miles
logged

Rhumb
Line
Dist.

Ringhaddy
24/6/91

Ponto Delguda
9/7/91

14 days
14 hours

1650

1350

Ponto Delguda
12/7191

Angro do Heroismo
13/7/91

19 hours

95

92

Angra do
Heroisma
14/7/91

Horta

13 hours

72

69

Horta
2017/91

Crosshaven
31/7/91

11 days
2 hours

Crosshaven
23/8/91

Dunmore East
2318/91

7 hours
45mins

57

Dunmore East
2518191

Ringhaddy
26/8/91

33 hours
45 mins

185

14/7191
1408

1200
55
176

The Long Way to Rathmullen
James Nixon

The plan was to start in the Bangor to Crinan Feeder Race to
join West Highland Week. This had a start at 2000 on Friday
26th July. However, several factors combined to postpone
our start the next day: firstly the Cutty Sark Tall Ships Race
had arrived in Belfast and were due to leave, with a sail past
in Belfast Lough on the Saturday morning. Secondly, the
Royal Ulster Yacht Club was celebrating its 250 anniversary
with a ball on the Friday night. Thirdly, and perhaps most
importantly, the Race start coincided with low water at
Belfast and we would have been plugging the North Channel
flood tide, trying to round the Mull of Kintyre.
So we decided to have a non-competitive start to West
Highland Week and join the Tall Ships sail past.
Sea-Pie is a Sigma 33 off-shore one design, designed by
David Thomas, built in 1979 and berthed at Bangor. The
crew was Chris McFerran, an old friend, Holly and
Alexander Nixon, Hugh Rebbeck and Karl Hodgen. And so
to sea.
I have never seen Belfast Lough so crowded. The
Coastguard service later estimated that about 1200 vessels
were afloat, from sailboards up to the huge square riggers,
such as the Sedov from Russia. The North Down coast was
an amazing sight, with people along the shore with hardly a
gap. We picked out the Polish naval vesel, Iskra having met
and entertained the Medical Officer, Sigmund Pawlik earlier
that week. We were barely able to keep up with her, as she
set more sail and bore off at Bangor on to a run north
towards Kintyre.
We also bore off northwards, and as planned, were off
Black Head at 1230 to catch our tide.
The youngsters put up the heavy spinnaker, but lunch
became rather uncomfortable with the southerly reaching 25
knots. Down came the spinnaker and thereafter we ran on,
under full main and working jib. We rounded the Gobbins
and Muck Island and again the crowds were shoulder to
shoulder along the cliff tops. We bowled along with wind and
tide west of the Maidens, glimpsing Tall Ships throughout the
hazy afternoon. As we approached the Mull of Kintyre, we
saw the Dar Mlodziezy running downwind, out of the haze
with our sister ship Mash (Maurice Flowers, ICC) gybing
under her bowsprit, taking photographs! As we rounded the
Mull and had dinner, we could hear on VHF, Tall Ships being
invited by a welcoming party from the Clyde Cruising Club
to proceed to Lowlandsman Bay on Jura for the night. It
looked a bit exposed to us on the chart, but I gather they
needed space and a clear entrance for their purposes.

I had never been through the Sound of Gigha and as
visibility was improving, we opted for this course, I was able
to pick up the west cardinal buoy at Gigalum Rocks and we
ran along the East Coast of Gigha until Ardminish Bay was
open. We then turned to starboard for the cardinal mark at
Badh Rock and left the west cardinal buoy there to starboard
having given Sgeir Nuadh a good berth to port. Not a great
place on a dirty night, but at least it’s in my memory bank for
future use.
By 2300 we were approaching the MacCorrnaig Isles and
rejoined Mash in the darkness and had some difficulty
picking up Caraig an Daimph further north, but having done
so, we proceeded together through the drizzle, still running
before the wind, to drop anchor at Crinan, off the boatyard at
0145 on Sunday 28th July. After a little narcotic, we retired
with rain now drumming down in the best West of Scotland
manner. It had been a great day and a lovely passage.
Sunday 28th July
We went alongside the small pontoon at Crinan Boats, just to
the west of the large slipway. There are about 3 metres at the
outer end. The chandlery was open and friendly as ever.
West Highland Week starts at Crinan and fortunately we
had missed the usual corporate hospitality. We came to the
starting line at 1100 in the bay with 15 other Sigmas, in at
least as good condition as they were. There was a very fickle
wind and this entailed some rock crawling through the Dorus
Mor against the last of the ebb tide. As the flood started, we
accelerated north through the Sound of Luing past Easdale
and through Insh Sound to a finishing line at the north
entrance to Oban, west of Kerrera. We had a fine tacking
duel with Mash up the last little beat, to steal 4th place, just
ahead of them.
Then into Oban for the night. The weather was settled and
the fleet moored mainly in the North Bay off the hotels. This
must be the worst anchorage in the West of Scotland, but the
Oban authorities do not seem to want to encourage
yachtsmen. I would have been happier across the Sound in
Ardentrive Bay, but the students would not.
The students re-made acquaintance with the Oban Inn,
Mario’s (fish and chips, deep fried black pudding, etc.), the
Lorne Hotel and the baths of the Regency Hotel (highly
recommended). Friends were met, problems were solved and
we all got back to our bunks eventually.
The following day we enjoyed excellent Olympic racing.
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Tuesday 30th July
There was a fresh north-easterly blowing, with sun and cloud
and a lovely day for a passage, but it meant a spinnaker start
in about 25 knots for the passage race to Tobermory. We
finished 12th and then struggled to anchor in the mass of
over 200 boats at Tobermory Bay. There wet6 rafts of up to
20 boats on one visitor’s mooring, cutting swathes through
groups of well-behaved individually moored boats. Avoid
Tobermory in West Highland Week if you want a quiet night.
Wednesday was another glorious day with force 4 to 5
northeasterly breeze and bright sunshine. We extricated
ourselves with difficulty from the tangle of moored boats.
The Sigma 33 class rules are very stict and we had to lift our
anchor and stow it in the forward well. We all watched to
make sure the others did the same!
The racing that day was at the north end of the Sound of
Mull, between Mull and Mingary Bay in a lovely open area
of water. Again we were sailing around Olympic courses and
we finished 7th.
That evening we motored across to Loch Drumbuie at the
north-west entrance to Loch Sunart. Karl and Holly made a
splendid chicken tikka, while the others fished and swam.
Thursday 1st August
We were up and away early and had breakfast underway to
Tobermory under motor. We viewed without enthusiasm the
prospect of a wet beat back southwards along the Sound of
Mull and inded the race initially was a nightmare.
It began with a light weather reaching start, along the
north end of Calve Island, ending in a beat in force 1 to 2. I
got it right at times and then was greedy and sailed into a
counter-counter-current along the Morvern shore. Luckily the
race stopped north of Eilean Rubha an Ridire and we finished
in a rather fortunate 8th place.
And so back to Oban for a musical evening in the Lorne
Hotel.
Friday 2nd August
This was the last race of the week with a course set in the
Firth of Lorne in very light weather. After an excellent start
and an extremely bad middle section, we had a very good last
run and by tacking down wind, led the race briefly and ended
up 2nd. When the points were added up, we had come 4th
overall, just pipping Mash by a fraction of a point.
We moored for the last time in positively Mediterranean
conditions off Oban. Holly and I victualled the ship and we
took on water at the Fish Quay, just north of the Ferry
Terminus.
The prizegiving was like all West Highland Week
prizegivings and we had problems extracting the students.
Sunday 3rd August
The next plan was to get to Rathmullen in Lough Swilly for
the Regatta on Monday 5th August. The conditions were
settled and we left Oban at 0005 under power, heading south
through the Sound of Kerrera.
Holly had taken a berth on Mash to get back to Bangor
and they were a few miles ahead. As we passed Fladda Light,
I called them on VHF and George McCann reported fresh
southwesterly on the nose. We were in a flat calm at the time,
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but sure enough off Scarba, we ended up in 20 knots
southwesterly with wind over tide and conditions became
rather uncomfortable.
We motor-sailed through the dawn to approach Ardmore
Point on the south east corner of Islay. It was very lumpy and
uncomfortable at this stage and the thought of proceeding
further was not particularly attractive. We picked out the
trigonometric point on Ardmore Point and just north of it is
Port Mor at whose head is a conspicuous white house. We
motored gently in, seeing seals and otters on the way and
anchored in 3 metres off a little private quay on the north
side. We stored up a few zzz’s and had a great early lunch.
The 1355 shipping forecast was optimistic, so we set sail
shortly afterwards. Under full main and working jib, we
came round Ardmore Island in force 4 southerly to free
sheets for a point north of the Otter Rock buoy. It was still
very misty but we were able to pick out the names of the
distilleries, painted prominently on their walls ashore.
We came to the rhumbline for Inishtrahull Sound and as
the wind was fading, we motored through the afternoon. At
this stage visibility became excellent and at one stage we
were able to pick out Islay, Kintyre, Rathlin, the North
Antrim coast and Insihowen, all very clearly at the same
time. We approached Inishtrahull Sound on the last of the
ebb at sunset. The swell was immense and I could appreciate
the warnings in the Irish Cruising Club Sailing Directions "of
the three Sounds (Tory, Inishtrahull and Rathlin), Inishtrahull
is the worst and can produce a steep and dangerous sea very
quickly." Fortunately the wind was force 0 - 1 all that night,
as we started to plug the east going flood off Malin Head. I
did not have chart 2811 with me to show Garvan Sound and
it was already dark as we passed close outside Doherty
Rocks and rounded Ireland’s North Point at 2345. We
motored across Trawbreaga Bay in an ominous swell and
passed close by Dunaff Head. The swell decreased as we
entered Lough Swilly, but we had a fright as Hugh, on watch,
called me up urgently as he had seen "breaking water". There
were no hazards in this area and as I shot on deck, we
realised we were in a school of pilot whales. They remained
with us for about 15 minutes, about 30 in number, and quite
spectaular on a dark night.
We picked up the buoys further up Lough Swilly and
found a vacant mooring at Rathmullen at 0300 on Sunday 4th
August. Sunday 4th August Karl, Hugh and Alexander
returned to Holywood by car, leaving Chris and me to have a
quiet day ashore, with dinner in the Pier Hotel. We were in
training for Rathmullen Regatta the next day.
Monday 5th August
Another "ridge" day wtih light winds and sunshine.
Rathmullen Regatta is an ancient "town" Regatta, first
recorded in the 1820’s. Lough Swilly Yacht Club members
support it in strength and the races were started this year
from the Naval Vessel alongside the end of Rathmullen pier
with Michael Dickie of Rathmullen in charge of the
arrangements. Sea-Pie was undermanned and we picked up
five German crewmen from a lovely schooner Undine lying
at Rathmullen. Alastair Hunter, a former commodore of
Lough Swilly Yacht Club, drove up from Holywood and
helmed the boat to a win.
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A convivial rafted lunch resulted in my meeting Norman
Keane, Commodore of Lough Swilly Yacht Club and 1CC
member. By the end of the protracted break, I had been
signed on as an outport member of the local club and paid
my subscription.
The second race was also won by Sea-Pie. By this time
my German had extended to "aus", "reihen" and "genug",
being the basic instructions to winchmen. All retired ashore
for the traditional prizegiving in the traditional room above
the bar in the Pier Hotel. Sea-Pie had won the beautiful Inch
Flat Trophy and we joined the traditional Rathmullen Regatta
party. Chris returned home that eyeing. Alistair stayed on
and we had a grand party with his old Swilly friends.
On Tuesday we enjoyed a quiet day ashore, l lunched at
Fort Royal Hotel. Rathmullen Fort is now a museum and well
worth a visit.
Wednesday 7th August
I was feeling rested and telephoned Mary Gailey at Portsalon
to arrange a crew. I took Sea-Pie along the Lough and was
joined by a party of Deane’s, Ryder’s and others and
explored the coast of Fanad Head. The chart bearings for
clearing inside the Swilly Rocks are very helpful, but it is
difficult to pick out the second peak on the east end of the
Knockalla mountain range. Pincher Bay, just south of Fanad
Head, does indeed offer a remarkably smooth anchorage.
That evening we motorsailed from Portsalon to Fanny’s
Bay in Mulroy Bay with Mike Ryder, his son Chris and a
friend Stewart. The coast between Swilly and Mulroy is
strewn with fishing nets, very worrying on a dark night.
Chart No 2699 for Mulroy Bay was last surveyed in 1856,
but ICC instructions are impeccable. Picking out the bar
rocks was difficult on a dark evening. We had to push in
against the last of the ebb and approaching Fanny’s Bay at
2100. The leading marks, as described, were invisible, so we
crept in past moored fishing boats to joint Rainbow of Down
(Geoffrey Thallon, RUYC) in "the best anchorage on the
North Coast."
Thursday 8th August
After breakfast, we left, using the now very visible leading
marks and shot out to sea on the ebb. It really does go
downhill at the first narrow, We had lunch at Rita’s in
Portsalon and Mike helped me to bring Sea-Pie back to
Rathmullen.
Chris, Alexander and Karl arrived back by car for the
voyage home.
Friday 9th August
Full of rectitude, I roused the crew and got Sea-Pie ready for
sea. We came alongside the schooner at the pier and took on
the peaty Rathmullen water which stayed aboard for months
afterwards.
Departing at 1015 in force 5 to 6 westerly, we motored
into Portsalon to think. I had calculated that the east going
tide at Malin Head would start at 1515. We left Portsalon at
1310 in similar conditions, under a single reefed main and
working jib. We tore across Trawbreaga Bay in big seas. We
were knocked sideways a couple of times - a reminder of how
light a displacement Sea-Pie has.
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Malin Head came up ahead and as calculated, we suddenly
started to make great speed over the land according to Decca.
We sailed about a cable off the headland in the east going
eddy to round Ireland’s North Point close to 1550. The
conditions were improving and I could clearly pick out the
"loaf-shaped" Stookaruddan beyond Garvan Sound. I had not
been through the Sound before and it is more straightforward
from the west. We followed the instructions and whizzed
through. I had achieved a long-held ambition. The Lough
Swilly Yacht Club members had told me it was
straightforward passage, but only in clear visibility.
We proceeded on course for Rathlin Sound, in the hope of
making it on the same flood tide, but the wind fell off, and
fog reduced visibility to about half a mile. Decca was
working well, but I was jittery in making the landfall near
Sheep Island on the North Antrim coast. Karl saw it first,
about half a mile ahead, as we were being chucked about in
overfalls. All very stimulating. I rapidly laid off a course to
the middle of Rathlin Sound and did a "Francis Chichester,"
i.e. sailing on a deliberately overcorrected course until the
¯ distance sailed is well past any hazard. In this case the hazard
was Carrickmannon Rocks, lying north east of Kinbane Head
and evidently treacherous. When well past, we turned 90
degrees to starboard and tried to find Ballycastle. Visibility
was still poor and the young men were warned to look out for
the light on Ballycastle pier. Alexander called out eventually
that he could see the street lights in Ballycastle, which indeed
were easily visible at about half a mile. The pierhead light
was not working.
Dredging was in progress at the harbour, but a local
fisherman helped us in at 2200 hours. The tidal range is about
1 metre and we came alongside in 3 metres with a swell of
about 0.5 metres. There was time for one quick pint ashore on
a miserable wet night.
Saturday 10th August
We cast off in flat calm at 0600 and were close under Fair
Head by 0630 in the first of the flood which starts on the
Antrim side of Rathlin Sound. The setting was impressive:
the vast bulk of Fair Head, the overcast sky and tiny Sea-Pie
motoring at 6 knots, with 8 knots of tide with us. We
proceeded at about 14 knots over the ground, past Murlough
Bay and Torr Head and on down the lovely Antrim coast,
carrying the flood past Islandmagee to berth in Bangor at
1200 exactly. It had been a very fast passage, entirely under
motor.
This was the end of a new venture for me in trying to
combine a racing week with a cruise. Next year I hope to
spend more time in Donegal. The cruising ground is glorious,
but one is on the edge of Europe and the weather is being
"made" there, sometimes very quickly. The Sigma 33 is a
remarkable design, well built, with sensible layout and
excellent performance and I was particularly fortunate to
have such a competent crew who were excellent company.
The total distance covered, including the six races of West
Highland week was 569 miles, much of it under power.
Postscript
Sea-Pie is a colloquial name for the Oyster Catcher. The late
Rory O’Hanlon named one of his boats Tjaldur, Faeroese for
the same splendid bird.

Alys in the Channel Islands & North Brittany
David Park

We had never been to the Channel Islands or North Brittany
before and with its huge tides and the opportunity to visit
numerous islands not too far apart, it had all the trappings of
an interesting cruise.
Alys, a Sadler 34, left Ringhaddy on the evening tide on
5.7.91 with 5 aboard, Hilary my wife, son Johnny (I.C.C.),
daughter Julia and Duncan Crawford. The passage south to the
Scillies was a mixture of wind, lack of wind, sunshine and
rain, ending up with a gale forecast for Lundy when we were
50 miles N. of the Scillies. We were just able to fetch as the
wind increased to 30 knots. Still it was a good passage of 276
miles in 46 hours to the New Grimsby anchorage.
We spent the next day (8.7.91) on Tresco and had drinks
and played croquet at the Isle of Scilly Hotel which has been
refurbished in a rather elegant way. The following day we
weighed at 0500 and went northabout the Scillies on a broad
reach for the Channel Islands. The fine breeze persisted all
day in bright sunshine but by 2200 it had died completely and
we motored for the first time since leaving home. The
shipping lanes were crossed at dawn in good visibility - a
relief as there were always at least 6 ships visible. We
motored up the W. side of Guernsey and picked up a fair tide
through the Little Russel to
St. Peter Port arriving at 1315
on 10.7.91.
On board we had the new
Yachting Monthly publication
"North Brittany and Channel
Islands Cruising" by Peter
Cumberlidge. It is an
excellent publication full of
information
including
restaurants and can be
thoroughly recommended.
Visitors to St Peter Port use
the Victoria Marina by
passing over a sill 2 hours
either side of H.W. There is
efficient harbour control by
launches and the marina is
right in the centre of town
which makes shopping easy.
The pilot book recommended
Da Nello’s Restaurant which
was excellent and also to
leave the boat in the marina Grand Ile, Iles Chausey

and take the ferry to Herm. This we also did and enjoyed the
day there on Shell beach.
On the 12.7.91 we had a glorious and immortal run the 22
miles N. to Braye Harbour, Alderney encountering some big
overfalls in the Swinge, the passage W. of Alderney. It was
blowing 32 knots as we rounded Braye Breakwater and tied to
one of the yellow visitors buoys. A launch service exists here
and a short walk up the hill from the harbour brings you to the
attractive town of St. Annes. It was wet and windy the
following day but we doned oilskins and went ashore for a
long walk viewing with interest the German fortifications
which are everywhere on the island.
We left Alderney on 14.7.91 at 1145 passing through the
Swinge again at slack water and had a gentle beat to Sark
dropping anchor at Greve de la Ville, a bay on the N.E. side of
the island. There was a nasty little swell in the bay and just
enough to soak us all as we beached the dinghy. It was a
thirsty climb up to the plateau of the island but unfortunately
there were no pubs open to slake our thirst as it was Sunday.
So we made do with tea instead. Sark was quite deserted as all
the trippers had gone home so we had a pleasant few hours
wandering around. Although sheltered from the prevailing
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wind, a nasty scend came into
the bay and we used the old
dodge of sinking the metal
bucket suspended from the
spinnaker pole; it at least took
the force out of our roll but it
was an uncomfortable night.
On 15.7.91 we had to wait
until 1630 to catch the tide
and broad reached in 15 knots
of wind to Jersey going W.
around Corbi6re lighthouse to
St Helier marina. It is also a
sill marina with good if rather
soulless facilities. We ate
ashore at O’Fados, a fish
restaurant recommended in
the pilot book - very good.
We spent the next afternoon h)cking out. St. Malo
viewing
the
German
Underground Hospital which was mined out of a hill lbr use
as a garrison and then turned into a hospital that was never
used. Now it is a fascinating museum but it was one of the
warmest days of the cruise and to the family’s amusement we
spent it underground.
From Jersey we motored in a flat calm to the N.E. Minkies
buoy and through the N. entrance to Iles Chausey. This
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archipelago lies 20 miles S.E. of Jersey and has a tidal range
of 14 metres, the third largest in the world. Only Grand Ile is
inhabited and has two hotels, a store and a bar. We tied fore
and aft to visitors buoys in the Sound and had a long walk
ashore on Grand Ile which is quite spectacular. Not far from
where we landed we came across the studio home of Marin
Marie (1910 - 1987) who wrote and illustrated that marvellous
vintage cruising book "Wind Aloft, Wind Alow."
It was wet, miserable and windy the following morning but
we left Chausey Sound at 0900 and beat the 16 miles S.W. to
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David Park
St. Malo arriving at 1430. We tied to a visitors buoy just
inside the breakwater to await the opening of the lock gates to
the Bassin Vauban, not quite appreciating that the tide was
still ebbing. In a very short time we dried out completely as
did a Sigma 33 tied to a buoy not far from us. They felt just
about as foolish as we did but they invited us across the sand
for a drink. Once the tide turned we were afloat again in 1.25
hours, such is the huge rise
and fall in this whole area.
The marina in Bassin
Vauban is close to the old
walled town of St. Malo
which
was
virtually
destroyed in the last war but
has been rebuilt in its original
~style. It is a bustling tourist
town with narrow streets,
jbuskars, bars and cafes. All
great crack. The sun came out
and we stayed another day
there but unfortunately
Duncan had to leave us and
took the ferry home to
Plymouth. So now we were
.... four.
We locked out again on
21.7.91 and close reached W.
past Cap FrEhel to St QuayDavidPark Portrieux;
a
new
uninteresting marina but with
a pleasant town close by.
The Trieux River was only 20 miles away and the lie de
Br6hat lies at its entrance. We had a gentle sail to Br6hat and
anchored in La Corderie, a long inlet on the W. side of the
island. Br6hat is well worth a visit; a small island with some
exclusive housing and a very pretty village. After a walk
ashore we motored up to River Trieux to L6zardrieux marina
and had an excellent dinner at the Restaurant de Trieux.
The following morning we were up at 0630 to visit the
Treguier River. By going inside Les Neaux lighthouse one

/

\
\
\

139

tide. We motored up the wooded river and locked into the wet
basin close to the town; another pleasant place somewhat off
the tourist track. We had a day off in Morlaix and a final feast
of oysters at the Restaurant Mar6e Bleue.
We locked out on 28.7.91 and motored down river to find
the wind had obligingly gone into the N.E. So we hoisted our
spinnaker for the Scillies at 0915 but the wind slowly
increased all day to 25-30 knots and we went down to reefed
main and genoa. In spite of the strong wind, visibility in the
shipping lanes was never more than 1 mile and occasional
large ships loomed up quite close. My intention was to reach
the Scilly Isles at dawn as St. Mary’s Sound is not lit but we
were now sailing at up to 8 knots and never under 6. We
arrived in the dark at 0230 and fiddled our way in past the
Spanish Ledge buoy which has a bell, and Bartholomew
Ledges, to anchor at Hugh Town. It was one of our faster
passages, 120 miles in 17.5 hours; an average of 6.85 knots.
We stayed the day in Hugh Town and were amazed to be
politely relieved of £7 to drop our own anchor in the bay. Two
showers on the pier were all that was available for
approximately 60 yachts in the bay. A change from France.
Our sail home from the Scillies was uneventful in bright
sunshin and a light S.E. breeze; we carried the spinnaker three
quarters of the way to the Tuskar. It was abeam at 1000 on
31.7.91 and then it was a motor through the Rusk Channel to
Arklow for the night in pouring rain. Ireland at its work.
We crossed Strangford Bar in the dark and were alongside
Ringhaddy Pontoon at 0230 on 2.8.91. We were away exactly
four weeks, had 16 ports of call and logged 1123 miles, three
quarters of it under sail.
Alys - A Sadler 34
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some very big seas as the wind was gusting 30 knots. We
motored 6 miles up river to Treguier marina which is close to
the old town with its narrow streets and cathedral. We were
ashore early enough for the market and had Moules a la
Marinibre on board for lunch.
It was still blowing 25-28 knots from the W. next day and
with shortened sail we beat inside Les Sept Isles in a big white
capped sea. There were Pew Plaisanciers to be seen that day.
We tied to a visitors buoy in the small, natural harbour of
Tregastel which is partly protected by rocks and islets. Near
high water we were rolling so violently we decided to move
back around the corner to Ploumanac’h. Once again the
approach is 2 hours either side of H.W. over a sill but once
inside, tied to a visitors buoy, we were in flat calm. We had an
excellent meal ashore that evening at the Hotel des Rochers.
Leaving Ploumanac’h the next morning we stupidly
entangled the main halyard in the Firdell Blipper so retreated
again to Tr6gastel and Julia had to go up the mast to free it.
The old town of Morlaix lies 6 miles up the Morlaix River but
can only be approached at half flood. We had a gentle beat to
the estuary where we tied up to a buoy for 3 hours to await the
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SUMMARY:
Ringhaddy - Scillies
Scillies - Guernsey
Guernsey - Alderney
Alderney - Sark
Sark - Jersey
Jersey - Ils Chausey
Ils Chausey - St Malo
St Malo - St Quay Portrieux
St Quay Portrieux - lle de Br6hat
lle de Br6hat - Lezardrieux
L6zardrieux - Treguier
Trdguier - Tregastel
Tregastel - Ploumanac’h
Ploumanac’h - Morlaix
Morlaix - Scillies
Scillies - Arklow
Arklow - Ringhaddy

Miles Hours at Sea
276.0
46.0
156.0
32.0
22.0
3.5
19.0
3.75
22.0
3.5
22.0
3.5
16.0
5.5
32.0
7.25
19.0
3.0
5.5
.75
19.0
3.5
4.5
21.0
2.0
0.5
25.5
5.5
120.0
17.5
173.0
32.5
105.0
18.75

TOTALS

1055.0

Log Distance - 1123 miles. Approx. ’/4 under power

191.5

Europe to Port, Wind Dead Ahead
Robert J. Fannin

If you look in the index of the Times Atlas for the Finnish
town of Pietarsaari it will tell you to ’see Jakobstad’. Jakobstad
is Swedish for Pietarsaari and Pietarsaari is Finnish for
Jakobstad. Like many on the Gulf of Bothnia, it is a town with
two names and two cultures. If it does, at times, appear a little
schizophrenic in it’s identity, it seems happy with its lot.
Pietarsaari is a place where boat building has always
thrived. When you are surrounded by trees and water there is
not a lot else to do. The war did bring about a fairly abrupt halt
to the boat building traditions of the area and it is doubtful if
they would have ever recovered had it not been for the meeting
of Pekka Koskenkyla, a local Pietarsaarian business man and
Rod Stephens the yacht designer. Koskenkyla had Stephens
design a 10-metre yacht with the specification that she must be
a seaworthy vessel good for both racing and cruising. The
result was a 36ft sloop. Koskenkyla realised that such a boat
would find a market and began to mass produce it in a factory
just outside the town. That was in 1966 and the 36 footer
became the first ’Swan’ to be built. The rest of that story is well
documented yachting history. Swans now dominate almost
every major yachting event in the world. The reason we were
there, Tino Rawnsley, Charley Lanyon and myself was to pick
up one of these Swans, the first Swan 44, and bring it to Palma.
I was not overly excited by the task. Tino and I had brought
the Number 1 hull of the new Swan 55 from the London Boat
Show to Antigua in January and I was unimpressed with the
boat.
This 44 was also the Number 1 hull and knowing we had
over three thousand miles to sail her into almost certain head
winds, I just hoped the thing would go to windward.
We spent a little under a week preparing the boat. It was
May and a bitter wind blew from the north. Those myriad of
chores to be done before taking a new boat on it’s first long
passage were made awkward by numb fingers. But the setting
was pleasant, Pietarsaari being just under the Arctic Circle the
sun roamed about a blue sky all day and night as though
looking for an exit.
The boat was ready by Thursday evening on May 30th. On
the following day, ignoring all that deranged logic of
superstition, we motored out into water that was the colour of
diluted Guinness. It was cold. +4C, and it was only very
slightly salty to taste. I was struck by the thought that although
our destination lay over three thousand miles away we would
seldom be out of sight of land.
Light head winds teased us. But I was pleased to see the
boat sliced into them. It seemed sensitive and pleasant to sail.

Like splinters from a broken pane of glass, thousands of
islands lie scattered across the bottom of the Gulf of Bothnia.
We viewed them from the plane on the way to Helsinki and it
was hard to decide whether you were looking at water-logged
land or island packed sea. These islands are, collectively, a
country in their own right. It is called Aland and its capital is
the great sea faring town of Mariehamn. Mariehamn was
home port to many of the great grain ships that carried wheat
from Australia to England.
We entered the outskirts of these islands on Saturday night.
We were down to 60 degrees north so the sun peeped below
the horizon now giving us a twilight that never quite gave way
to night. The islands are not high. They stood against the
turquoise horizon, every branch or bush a crisp silhouette. The
wind pinched our faces and course changes were many.
The next morning found us tied up in a marina in
Marishamn. Astern of us was the Pommern, a steel four
masted barque which up until 1937 had raced with the rest of
the great grain ships back and forth from Australia to England.
Now the massive hull forms part of a museum which, all
together, houses a remarkable collection of sea-going
paraphernalia. I was in good company with Tino and Charley
both of whom had spent years on square riggers and so could
inform me on some the the more obscure exhibits.
From here we set a course to bring us under the south coast
of Sweden, around Denmark and into the Kiel canal, some
600 miles in all. Halfway there, abeam of Oland, the wind
swung into the SW and blew a gale. We battled through it.
The seas were confused lumps of green and grey and the spray
that lashed us was icy. It did not abate at all. When, three days
later, we were off the canal entrance it was still blowing.
I had, by now, begun to like the boat. The 55 was a
collection of compromises which tried to facilitate the needs
of the racer, the cruiser and the charterer and all in luxury. To
my mind it failed. But this 44 was different. It did not try too
hard to be anything other than a reasonable sized sailing boat.
The hull was designed by Germen Frers, as indeed was the
55’s, and it was proving to be a racy yacht that could roll with
the punches.
The canal is a delight. It is 54 miles long, 27m deep and
roams through lush German countryside. All traffic is
monitored by radar and every two miles you come across a
display of lights. Only one of which has significance for a
yacht, when three vertical reds are displayed, it means stop.
Dues are payable at the Holten end of the canal at a news
kiosk north of the locks. Tickets must be day-stamped for the
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day of the passage at the office which is at the top of the
control tower. The control tower is situated on an island of
cement between the locks. This little Kafkaesque touch is
bound to keep you entertained for an hour or so. It cost us 30
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Deutchmark (IR£ 10.00 approx.).
Small craft will be refused entry to the canal if they cannot
hope to make a berthing by nightfall. Also, sailing is prohibited
unless the wind is free and the engine is kept running.

We arrived out into the River Elbe to a glorious sunset. It
was Saturday night and there was a great urge to be ashore
amongst the lights but this was ignored. Instead we slid off out
into the North Sea to be hammered by another SW gale. By
Sunday night we had been beating into it for sixteen hours and
we were fed up. England’s low east coast was glimpsed once
or twice between the troughs. The urge to go ashore, out of
this nonsense, was too strong.
We entered Shotley Point marina at a little after 1 am on
Monday morning. The dock master had beer waiting for us
due to a request by Charley over the radio a few hours earlier.
We drank with the dock master and his colleagues into those
timeless hours before dawn.
Next morning we work to rattling halyards and the
knowledge that it was still howling. This was unfair. It was
summer. After a major restock we sailed at 5pm. We were
expecting a hammering but the wind had veered just that
touch to allow us to steer our course. It meant that there was
far less pounding and we were relatively dry. Any reservation
I had about the Swan 44 was now gone. And, although we had
not had a chance to see her perform off the wind, I was in no
doubt we were aboard a solid craft.
This was important. We took a hammering on the nose all
the way down the channel. We even nipped into Lymington to
fortify ourselves with beer and hamburgers at ’Chequers’, a
fine pub, but there was no rest. It was not until we got to
Guernsey did the wind ease.
And here we had to race. It was Swan European Week and
Tino had somehow talked Charley and I into surrendering our
services as crew aboard the Swan 65 Beija Flor for the
duration of that event. It was far from unpleasant but many
times that week I caught Charley eying the 20kt breeze
blowing out of the N.W. thinking the same thoughts as
myself, ’It’s a shame to waste such lovely weather.’
We were punished for it. We left Guernsey on Friday the
21st and by the time we were off Ouessent it was perfectly
filthy. For the next three days we beat into a wind that varied
from 20 to 35 kts across the deck. The waves in the bay were
lumpy and unorganised. They’d break from the pack and
wander to collapse in a great splash of white.
Below we fell into that windward coma. People lie, sleep,
read, eat, fill in the log. Not much talk, not much to say.
Everything is wet and all watch for signs that the wind will
veer.
Ninety miles off the NW corner of Spain we met a north
bound yacht who told us he had spent the last two weeks
fighting the Portuguese Trades. The sound of those two
words, ’Portuguese Trades’ made us dizzy with the
anticipation of a let up from the pounding. It would mean
progress could be made.
And they came. On the evening of the 25th Coruna Radio
gave us a forecast of northerly 6 with rough to moderate seas.
That night, we eased sheets and, for the first time in nearly
two thousand miles, we began to make progress. By midnight

Swan 44 in foreground, Pommern in background

T. Rownsley

the genoa was poled out and we were sliding down the backs
of waves, whistling and screaming like kids at a carnival.
Forty-two hours later we were off Cape St. Vincent, a
distance of just under 400 miles! The wind had stayed in the
north, between 22 and 28 kts over the deck. The sky was clear
and the moon full. By day we sailed into the path of the sun
and at night the silver of the moon.
The steering was comparatively easy given the building
following seas. The bow occasionally scurried low, sniffing
the spray like a pointer before being lifted as the wave came
under us. It was then she’d be propelled forward, the bow
wave a dizzy fanfare of white, the stern kicking up a fantail
like a power boat at full throttle.
Frers had designed the hull to plane and plane she did. At
one point during the afternoon of the 27th we hit 18.7 kts
coming down a wave. It was glorious sailing.
At Cape St. Vincent we turned left to head for the straits of
Gibraltar. The wind became indecisive. On watch just before
noon on the 28th, a fair ways into the Gulf of Cadiz, I saw a
blue sky being invaded by low sulphur coloured cloud. I
called Charley who curled up his lips in displeasure and said,
’Lavanta’. It seem to me the word itself was enough to conjure
up evil. Almost immediately a hot unhealthy wind hit us
square in the face. It increased it’s volume all day so that by
night we were short tacking under a heavily reefed main, no
jib and the motor, trying to weather Tarifa Point.
The spray ran horizontally down the deck and whipped
your face. With the wind sustaining gusts of 45 kts it was a
long night of little progress. By dawn Europa Pt. was abeam
and the Lavanta was behind us.
¯ We made one stop in the Mediterranean before Palma. That
was in Jose Banus which gives you a pretty good insight into
what Bray must have been like in its heyday.
Needless to say the four hundred miles to Palma were into
headwinds. It was hard not to take it personally. But as Tino
pointed out to me as we swallowed beer at a pavement cafe in
Palma, the two of us had slipped across the Atlantic in January
and did not have to tack once. Now we were evens.
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All Beaten Up
Philip O’Farrell

Friday 12 July
As the plane banked to port and began it’s descent to
Aldegrove Airport, it quickly broke the cloud cover. The
forecast for the Irish Sea appeared correct even from this
height. The long march of white horses northwards confirmed
my suspicions of a brisk beat to begin our cruise to Brittany
from Carlingford Lough that evening.
Another crew member, Tim Glynn, travelled with me and
we were to meet Chris Pyne at Aldergrove. He had come over
on the previous flight.
Tim’s only experience afloat was windsurfing. Chris had
done some dinghy sailing about eight years previously.
We arrived an hour later at the house of our skipper,
Michael O’Farrell, in Warrenpoint. Having exchanged
formalities with the skipper, we quickly set about the task of
tansferring the provisions, fuel and gear aboard Cuchulain, a
Rival 32 at Greencastle. After a hot casserole ashore we met
our fifth crew member, Timothy Gibbons, who has proved his
worth on previous cruises with Cuchulain and slipped our
moorings at 21.00. We left under a reefed main and jenny on
the slack tide. The tail end of a S W gale had gone through
and had left a big swell with strong gusts.
Once clear of Haulbowline, we hardened in, set the watches
and were off.
The forecast proved accurate SW 5/6 with moderate
visibility. The sea was quite big and Cuchulain started her
slow steady punch to windward which was to become our way
of life for most of the next fortnight. The Rival’s high bows
combined with the spray hood makes her a dry boat in these
conditions. Chris had joined me on watch and with the Aries
set, we settled quickly, helped by coffee and cheese
sandwiches. I learned a lot about Grand Prix motor racing
which was Chris’s hobby.
Tim Glynn and Chris eventually suffered from mal de mer
but never missed their watches.
We had not stowed our provisions and gear properly due to
our need to catch the tide at Carlingford bar so that with the
rough conditions things were very untidy down below. In the
morning, at drum beat some semblance of discipline was
restored and we were able to walk the length of the boat.

Saturday 13 July.
A temporary improvement in the weather and the reefs were
shaken out. Breakfast and lunch were shared between the
skipper and myself.
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The SatNav was not working and the RDF bearings seemed
suspect. We kept an accurate DR which put us east of our
rhumb line. This was due to the heavy weather. We would
soon have to start tacking.
The crew were showing signs of recovering from their sea
sickness. Some had Walkman’s on and others were reading
books, morale was rising. An excellent stew disappeared very
quickly that evening.
Visibility improved, and as the steady punch continued, we
tried hand steering in an attempt to maintain a closer
windward performance. At dawn a fix on Strumble Hd and
South Bishop confirmed our easterly set. The wind veered
WSW allowing us to clear the Smalls on starboard tack. Later
it backed to SW 25 Knts. More fronts were on the way. We
were hard on the wind, deeply reefed once more. The weather
man became a figure of fun as he repeated the same outlook
over the next few days.
Outside was rather bleak with a rising wind and sea and
driving rain. Cuchulain started to fall off a few of the larger
seas, sending tremendous shudders through her and no respite
for the offwatch sleepers.
The wind was SW 6-7 now and at 00.30 on 15 July,
Trevose Hd. was sighted. We put about to tack away from the
north Devon coast. Visibility deteriorated once more, with
rain and a rising sea. Deeper reefing made Cuchulain more
comfortable. She was sailing 40° off the wind at 4k. The wind
was now 35 to 40k with a breaking sea. We were taking quite
a dusting.
Pendeen light was coming abeam and it was decided to go
about to clear it. In the heavy conditions tacking proved
difficult so it was decided to do a controlled gybe in a trough.
Cuchulain surfed off down wind and a chinese gybe followed
with the main sail split from luff to leech above the first
batten.
We got the mainsail down and started the trusty old Volvo
25 HP and set course for Newlyn for repairs. One of the
sprayhood hinges sheared, making it a lot wetter in the
cockpit.
Progress was slow past the Longships. The tide was against
us and it was almost Springs we were doing 4.5k but bearings
on the Longships and the many tinmines on the coast showed
that we were almost stationary.
Reed’s and the chart showed a maximum rate of 2.5k but
later in Newlyn in conversation with a delivery skipper who
was familiar with this coast confirmed that the spring rate was
in excess of 4k.

The morning was spent repairing the sprayhood, drying our
gear and generally tidying up. We stretched our legs by
walking to Penzance before our evening meal in The Tolcame
Inn. Some of the crew spent the day touring the local
hostelries recharging their batteries and were in great form
over the meal, the past few days but a memory.
Wednesday 17 July saw us delayed a few hours by the
sailmakers. The forecast was SW 5/6 which drew some
uncomplimentary criticism of the forecaster. We left well
reefed down again into the rising south westerly. Shortly it
was $25k. In spite of the conditions morale was high and
some of the crew had the French translation book out. We
expected to get into Morgat next day.
At 13.00 hrs on Thursday lie de Batze was confirmed
visually. We had been set very far east. Tacking began to try
and close the La Four Channel, the tide being favourable.
Later the visibility became poor and as darkness came on it
was decided to go outside Ushant.
Tim produced another very fine meal. Having a good cook
on board is certainly a great boon when conditions become
difficult. His efforts were appreciated very much. We had a
slow beat out between Ushant and the shipping lanes. The tide
which runs up to 4k here had now turned against us. There
was an oil platform or drilling rig which we thought might
have been on tow as the shipping slowed right down when
passing it. The wind became SW 3/4 and visibility improved
and with all the activity around us the watches were busy and
passed quickly.
Cuchulain (a Rival 32) in Morgat
P. O’Farrell
Visibility and weather improved dramatically in the
afternoon. Tim Glynn volunteered to cook an evening meal. It
was a revelation his ratatouille would have done credit to
Floyd. A talent such as this has to be put to good use. Tim was
now m charge of the Galley.
Once past the Longships the tide turned in our favour and
we set course for the Runnelstone South Cardinal mark. In
spite of good visibility and checking with bearings on the
shore we failed to pick it up and assumed it was off station for
servicing. We passed the East Cardinal off Newlyn and
entered the harbour tying up alongside some of the tallships
which were on passage for Crosshaven.
Monday 15 July
Monday was a day of leisure with hot showers at the
Fishermans Rest. The nearest sailmakers at Penzance
promised a repair early the next day. As luck would have it,
the tallships were not leaving till next day, otherwise we
would have had to move to the more cramped quarters of the
inner harbour, the normal berthing for yachts.
When the Belgian crew of the yacht inside us found that we
were familiar with Crosshaven they were anxious to get as
much information as possible. We reassurred them that they
would receive a great welcome and that all the facilities were
first class.
Newlyn proved very scenic and the harbour master was
most helpful. There were lots of activities arranged for tourists
including guided walks to Lands End and St Michael’s Mount.
As it was just a pit stop for us, we had little time to explore.

Friday 19 July
Creach light was abeam, the tide turned in our favour. The sun
came out and a cheer went up as the wind went around to the
north west. Celebrations continued with the spinnaker broken
out, not to mention a case of Harp. With the sun on our backs
the previous weeks beating became a distant memory! At
20.00 we slipped into Morgat. We tied up behind Gumboots
owned by I.C.C. member David Greenhalgh who was
returning to Strangford, but was delayed by losing part of his
folding prop in the Raz de Sein. David and his family had
completed a comprehensive cruise of South Brittany.
Gumboots is a Contessa 38 and David showed excellent
seamanship by sailing her right through the moorings around
two breakwaters to an inner harbour where he tied her in.
When the tide ebbed he replaced the prop with a spare. How
many of us carry spare propellers?
Despite the late hour of our arrival, we tided up and headed
ashore for a nice meal at a steady table. Chris was a wine buff,
Tim ordered the food, our first meal on French soil was bound
to be good. The crew departed for a disco while the skipper
and I returned on board to decide what we would do with the
three days left to us before starting for home. The decision
was made for us by the crew. They found that Morgat had a
lot to offer such as a diving school, Hobie Cat hire and
pleasant places to walk to, not to mention the talent at the
disco’s. We stayed in Morgat.
On the trip down our RDF fixes seemed to be a bit out. The
set was used at the chart table. Cleaning out the chart table we
found two Walkmans which was were in close proximity to
set. Getting rid of them cured the problem.
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The weather was now perfect and the crew were like a
pride of lions, sunning themselves during the day, before their
nightly forage up the town.
Our favourite eating place was the Restaurant Les
Eschopres which specialised in seafood. I am not sure if it was
the quality of the food or the very pretty waitress which
attracted the lads. However she always managed to sling us
out and bolt the doors at midnight. The lads were not to be put
off as easily as that, they discovered her at one of the disco’s
but, alas, she thought it was bad form to become too friendly
with the customers.
Sunday 21 July
Mass at 10.00. Discussion in the showers as to who had the
biggest hangover. The crew divided up, some going
windsurfing, some for a walk along the Cap de La Chevre and
others for a tour of the caves. Shopping was done later. We
had a quiet meal at a creperie. On Monday it was still very hot
and windless. The crew inflated the rubber dinghy for a beach
trip to include swimming, snorkelling and sunbathing. Early
evening was spent organising provisions and diesel for the trip
home. Tempers and temperatures rose in the hot cabin fixing a
new diaphragm to sink pump. A new line for the jib furling
gear was fitted and Chris topped up the water tanks.
Our last meal ashore was in Restaurant Les Flots. Everyone
was relaxed and tanned. We were ready to be off in the
morning.
Tuesday 23 July
The morning dawned overcast, likewise the crew. They had
made the mistake of going up the town for a last soiree after
evening meal.
We had a petit dejeune of croissants avec cafe noir and at
10.00 we took in our warps and left Morgat under engine.
Outside a 15k westerly gave a brisk beat out to Basse Vielle
buoy which was rounded at 13.20 and set course for Ushant.
We freed the sheets and made 6.5k. Two hours of thick fog
was a bit of a worry- but we were off Ushant at 18.30. A tug
with a 200m. tow passed going to Brest. The tow was a small
freighter which was yawing badly in a big swell.
At 20.00 with Ushant behind us the wind going to the N.W.
started to rise. We were back to oilskins and harnesses. The
sails were reefed and sheeted in for what looked like a beat
with a very unsettled sky.
Wind and sea continued to rise, eventually we had a steady
N.W.30k. Visibility was poor in the rain squalls. Between the
squalls the full moon cast its light to illuminate the windswept
seas. We were making 5.5k but Cuchulain was taking another
dusting, managing a slow climb to the tops of the breaking seas
but falling off a few of them with shuddering crashes making
sleep nigh on impossible below. Despite the deep reefs, steering
was arduous. At 04.00 we cleared the west bound shipping lane.
The rain came down in sheets closing visibility fight down.
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Wednesday 24 July
Dawn broke, showing our wind instruments and radio aerial at
the mast head were down. A small split in a mainsail seam
just above the 3rd batten appeared, though it did not appear to
be increasing.
With the heavy conditions, some bilge water slopped over
the galley floor which made the cook’s job difficult.
The shipping forecast was for NW 6/7 and Lands End
confirmed a steady seven with a falling barometer. Various
soups and sandwiches were the menu, and a real feat by the
cook but welcomed by the watches.
Progress was good despite the conditions and at 18.00 we
were five miles north of Pendeen which we glimpsed between
rain squalls. The heavy conditions put us east of our course
and there was some sea sickness but things were going well
and morale was high.
When night fell smoke came from the switchboard when
we turned on the navigation lights. Conditions were too bad to
attempt a repair but fortunately we had powerful lanterns and
we were east of the shipping.
Thursday 25 July
Still a NW6/7. A loose wire in the switchboard was found and
the navigation lights were working again.
The 13.55 forecast gave the wind backing westward and
dropping to 20k. The reefs were shaken out and the pounding
eased considerably. RDF put us just SW of Skomer
confirming our set east, we tacked west and at 21.35 we
sighted the Smalls.
The wind continued to drop and eventually we were under
engine. During the night a full moon was weaving it’s spell as
a school of dolphin exploded around the bows and stayed with
us for an hour.
Friday 26 July
Windless with a lumpy sea. Visibility was poor with fog
reducing it to 400 yds. The forecast was a SW 4. This came in
about mid-day and off Cahore Point the spinnaker went up,
the sun shone and a crate of French beer was opened. This had
been bought, optimistically, for a leisurely cruise home.
At 17.00 the spinnaker was handed as the wind freshened
and an hour later we ran into a heavy fog bank. The Codling
Bank Buoy gave us a positive fix. The tide turned in our
favour and doing 6k in a fresh SW wind we made a fast
passage across Dublin Bay and had Rockabill abeam at 01.15.
The ships company were in high spirits as we had a
marvellous sail for the last miles to Carlingford Lough.
Haulbowline light house was raised at 03.45 and at 07.00 we
were on our moorings at Greencastle. All beaten up and out of
French beer.

Ketch Me If You Kan

i I I

W.M. Nixon

UAP Round Europe Race
1991 served up two very contrasting experiences of sailing in
ketches thanks to the Torquay-Dun Laoghaire stage of the
UAP Round Europe Race and the Cork to Belfast leg of the
Cutty Sark Tall Ships Race. The UAP Round Europe Race is
promoted as the perfect sporting vehicle to exemplify the new
European idea. Cynics might say this is all too evidently the
case, as it involves much expense and verbiage. Be that as it
may, it certainly gets the approval of Brussels, and had
Jacques Delors himself to fire the starting gun when the fleet
of assorted multi-hulls and former Whitbread maxis began
their Eueo-wanderings from Lorient on June 9th.
When I got to Torquay a couple of days later to sail the 338
mile leg to Dun Laoghaire, the citizens were hugely
uninterested in matters European, as the few who were out and

The start in Torbay - Giorgio Falck on Safilo’s helm, and Merit put astern

about were directing all their attention to preventing their
umbrellas from inverting in the howling and very wet
sou’westerly gale.
As a result of the atrocious conditions, the start was
postponed from 5.00pm on the Wednesday until noon on the
Thursday (June 13th). Our stay in Torquay was made as
agreeable as possible, not least thanks to the hospitality of the
Royal Torbay Yacht Club, whose present Commodore John
Clapham has, of course, been an ICC member since 1965 as a
result of a sojourn in Ireland when he started cruising with
Tom Sheppard.
Because of its strategic location in the western channel, the
Royal Torbay does more than its fair share of hosting events,
and looking after the Euro-circus was only one of its major
happenings in ’91. They took it all calmly in their stride, yet
must have been much relieved when the exotic giants raced

W.M. Nixon
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The magic" carpet effect - streaking along.from Land’s End to the Tuskar - the ship on this horizon had been overtaken
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away. But at that stage I was just beginning to get to grips
with sailing of a very different kind.
For a start, there was the boat. The one and only Steinlager
II, the utter Whitbread champion. These days, she’s Italian
owned, and is called Safilo for the sponsors, the leading firm
of eyewear manufacture. It made for a refreshing change to be
supported by people who make things to protect one, rather
than by the manufacturers of harmful substances.
It turned out that Safilo was in effect in a match race, as
there were only three maxis in all and as one of them was the
sloop La Poste (formerly Belmont Finland) crewed by postal
workers from all over Europe, the real race was with the great
Pierre Fehlmann in Merit, recently re-rigged as a ketch.
Safilo had led Merit into Torquay by fifteen minutes, and
the developing match race suited our skipper mighty well. If
you asked Central Casting to send you a dashing Italian
offshore racing skipper who liked nothing better than an
extended match race, they’d find nobody who fitted the bill
better than Giorgio Falck, star of many an offshore race in all
parts of the world.
But sometimes Giorgio goes over the top, so obsessed is he
with style and racing. Fortunately we had aboard as his co-

skipper Alain Gabbay of France. Alain is, how shall we say,
not nearly as photogenic as Giorgio. Indeed, the two of them
contrast for all the world like Don Quixote and Sancho Panza.
But as we were to find, when the chips are down, it was
Sancho Panza who brought home the bacon.
By Thursday, the weather was unrelenting, and at noon the
multi-hulls streaked away in a lather of foam, with Mike Birch
soon firmly taking over the lead in his new Fujicolor 11. With a
reaching start in the fresh sou’west to west breeze, our two
heroes made a dream of a start, for although Merit was
travelling faster, we were right on the windward and off the
line, and Fehlmann was forced to try and drive through our lee.
He failed, and Safilo marched right over the top of him, and
we zoomed down towards Berry Head in the flashes of sunlight
with Giorgio at the helm looking as though all his brithdays
were happening at once. But you don’t shake off an old fox like
Fehlmann as easily as that, and all the way down to Start Point
Merit was right with us, indeed Danielle Malle and his gallant
postmen in the sloop were staying tight with us too.
Off Start, a weather-going tide made things lively, giving a
first taste of the way these latest maxis throw themselves
through a head sea. It’s quite something. With their hightension hulls, they’re like over-stretched drums, with all the
noise that this implies as they slam into walls of water at ten

Safilo. ex-Steinlager

Headsail change west ~f Start Point
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Maxi-sailing at its best - Safilo thunders along towards the Lizard
knots and better. At first, you wonder how hull and rigging
can stick it. After a while, you begin to time the amount of
seconds the shuddering lasts more as a matter of scientific
interest than anything else.
At Start, Fehlmann made his one and only mistake. With
his newer sails, he was thrashing along with us matching our
speed, possibly even going a tiny bit faster, drawing a clear
win on our weather quarter as we thumped along on starboard
tack. But then as soon as he could clear this point he threw
about and lay in towards Plymouth, possibly seeking some
benefit from further veering of the wind.
But by doing so he got into more confused seas, and then
lost the final push of the tide by being inshore. As well, there
may have been a slight backing of the wind. Whatever it was,
we tacked at our leisure, settled into the groove, and by the
time we were off Plymouth Merit was abeam to lee, while
Safilo was firmly in control.
The wind was easing, there was a typically efficient sail
change, and it came on a lovely sunny evening as we beat
along the south coast of Cornwall and out round The Lizard as
darkness drags on. The tide having turned, England’s most
southerly headland was in a benign mood, but later that night
we paid for it with a very noisy weathering of Land’s End Land’s End in the dark was tops in the percussion stakes as
the big boat thundered on her way.
Thereafter, with sheets now freed, Safilo gave the magic
carpet treatment to that usually bumpy bit of water between
Land’s End and southeast Ireland, revelling in the reaching
conditions with a veritable cathedral of sail set, fulfilling her
reputation as a boat which keeps steady on 11 knots and
better, so much so that one three hour period knocked off 36
miles, while dolphins danced with us and ships were steadily
overtaken.
Merit, which had still seemed dangerously close at dawn,
faded towards the horizon, and life aboard went into

W.M. Nixon
overdrive. Life aboard was pretty sharp in any case. We’d
three official languages with Italian, English and French, but
really there were five, as the Venetian dialect was much in
evidence, and what lover of sailing could resist the speech of
Serenissima? As well, the English was often of the Kiwi
persuasion, which I confess to findifig well nigh
imprenetrable, and on top of that the navigator, Marcel van
Triest, occasionally lapsed into his native Dutch.
As on any ship, the most important man on board was the
cook, and on Safilo this was Giovanni Verbani of the Island of
Ponza, a nuggety littly man known to all as Jepson, who kept
us going with Neopolitan coffee of rocket fuel strength, and
provided splendid Italian food in between intervals of erupting
on deck and telling everyone how to sail the boat.
The mood should have been perfect through that Friday as
we romped along towards the final turn at the Kish, but there
was a niggling worry which came over nearer to the surface.
Because all forecasts had talked of winds on or forward of the
beam for the entire leg, Giorgio had elected to have his best
running sails taken overland to Dun Laoghaire to try and save
some weight.

Grub up~ Jepson the cook was the most important man a

board

W.M. Nixon
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But now an annoying little secondary depression had
formed in the westerly airflow, and the chances were
increasing of a dead run for the final fifty miles to the Kish.
So it came to pass. A run, and drizzle with it. Yet we were
without Big Red and Big White, the stars of the Whitbread
race. Sqfilo was running ever slower with just a reaching
spinnaker to help her along, and remorselessly Merit was
closing up from astern with all her finery set.
In his time, Alain Gabbay has overcome some problenls in
big boat racing, and he took on this challenge with doughty
determination, while the ship’s consumption of cigarettes,
always at a high level, became positively industrial. But by
hanging on a reaching genoa as a mizzen spinnaker, and
keeping a course which kept us between the Kish and Merit,
he rounded the lighthouse in early evening just inches ahead,
though in truth if the Kish had been only a mile further north,
even all Gabbay’s skills couldn’t have saved the day.
Even then, it wasn’t over. There were still eight miles of
close reaching to the finish, and the wind was fading.
Fehlmann had started the leg with a no 3 genoa set and was
marginally underpowered, while we were just about right with

Startin~ to make knots as the sou’easter huilds up in the Irish Sea

Life at sea aboard £:rcelsior - the trainees demonstrating that
Irish poker, otherwise known as Red hulian, is a .seamanlike
card game
W.M. Niron
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the no. 2 at its upper limit. So Fehlmann hauled to weather,
and snapped on his no. 1. We were too near the finish for a
foredeck circus, but the wind was going fast. There was
enough electricity from the tension to power a large city ...
but we slipped across the line at the Dun Laoghaire pierheads
just 1 minute and 7 seconds ahead. Ten minutes later, it was
flat calm.

The Cutty Sark Tall Ships Race
Many Irish Cruising Club people were much involved with
1991"s visit of the Tall Ships to Ireland. Ted Crosbie was
Chairman of the organising committee for the Cork stopover,
while Robin Dixon held a similar post in Belfast. As well, the
fleet of 90 or so vessels of all shapes and sizes which raced
first from Milford Haven round the Fastnet to Cork, and then
from Cork to Belfast, included a goodly sprinkling of ICC
craft. For although square riggers catch the eye, the bulk of the
fleet is made up of cruising yachts, as the only qualification is
that your vessel should be at least ten metres long and half of
your crew should be between the ages of 16 and 25 at the time
of the race.
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Thus Denis Doyle’s Moonduster was much in evidence in
the race from Milford Haven to Cork, sailed by a crew of
naval trainees and Colin Chapman’s Deerhound also took
part. Then for the leg from Cork to Belfast, there was an
influx of northern ICC boats, including George Ralston’s
Offshore 47 ketch Insouciance (he was to win his class and
place 8th overall), as well as Bill Cuffe-Smith’s handsome
new Starlight 39 Leemara, and Stu Spence’s little gaff yawl
Vilia, while the festivities in Cork harbour saw Paddy Barry’s
hooker St. Patrick putting in an eye-catching appearance.
Once they’d arrived in Cork from Milford Haven, the fleet
brought the southern city’s port area gloriously to life. The
sheer good will which is generated by the Cutty Sark Races is
something you have to experience to understand, and Cork
proved to be an ideal setting, the crews of the smaller craft
particularly welcoming the fact that pontoons along the quays

made access to the boats much
more convenient than is
usually the case in commercial
ports.
It was very much Cork’s
party, for not only had
Moonduster won overall, but
as well Asgard II had won her
class and her skipper, Captain
Tom McCarthy, found himself
in his home port and very
much the man of the match.
The pace ashore was such that
he, like most skippers, must
have been relieved when the
Parade of Sail on the Saturday
(July 20th) went off in grand
style, for once it was over, life
could settle into seagoing
routine with the race to Parade of Sail in Cork Harbour - Master Builder, Pride of Galway and Morning Star pass
Belfast.
between the Russian Sedov (left) and Poland’s Dar Mlodzie~’
W.M. Nixon
I had the good fortune to do
Restoring her has been a monumental task since she was
this stage aboard the former Lowestoft trawler Excelsior, a
found working as a little motor coaster in Norway, but
hundred tons of classic North Sea fishing smack restored to
enthusiasm knows no bounds, and although the recession has
her 1921 sailing form so exactly that our deck was innocent of
made things difficult since she was finally commissioned in
all shelter, and it sometimes took three on the mighty tiller to
1988, she’s kept going by remarkable voluntary effort in
control this very attractive vessel as she made her way round
addition
to paying berths, and the result is a truly marvellous
the Tuskar Rock and northwards to Belfast Lough.
sailing
experience
aboard a ship which can go with the best of
Conditions had been hazy for the Parade of Sail, but after
threatening fog, the sun broke through for the Saturday
them when the wind gives her a good reach.
evening start, and we’d a lovely gentle run along the south
Thus although we did quite well enough through the first
night, very light winds from astern through Sunday didn’t suit
coast while the spinnaker setting newer craft worked their way
at all, but then on Monday a damp sou’easter in the Irish Sea
through, none more impressively than the Ocean Yough
saw Excelsior leaping back to life, such that skipper Rob
Club’s Belfast-based ketch Master Builder, which skipper
Bassi (he originally came from Holywood in County Down)
Stephen Bradshaw and his crew were sailing superbly. Thus
and his crew had the singular satisfaction of overtaking the
they’d already won their class and been third overall in the
mighty topsail schooner Sir Winston Churchill as we roared
demanding race round the Fastnet, now they went ahead to
into the night with all sails - eight in all - pulling mighty well;
win their class again in the 236 mile leg to Belfast. Later than
even the rain was welcome as it improved the shape of the
evening Insouciance also came past, looking superb and every
traditionally made canvas.
inch the winner she proved to be.
Because the visit of the Tall Ships to any port is such a
Meanwhile aboard Excelsior that first evening provided an
complex affair, they have to keep some sort of schedule, and
excellent opportunity to get to know the ship. Not all the
thus the race finished at midnight regardless of whether one
bigger sail training vessels such as this are government
had crossed the line or not, the actual placings of those still
funded, for the Excelsior is basd on the enthusiasm of people
sea being worked out by computers. At midnight we were still
in East Anglia who wish to ensure that at least one of the once
out there, but tearing along, and it was some satisfaction that
numerous North Sea Sailing trawlers continues to sail the sea.

Excelsior, a Lowestoft sailing trawler of 100 tons

On course ... just then/Three trainees to steer, and a fourth
to read the traditional compass which was housed in the aft
sIcv-light
W.M. Nixon
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Excelsior in the port of Cork, all hemp ropes and Stockholm
tar
W.M. NL~on
through Monday we’d picked up a cool 21 places to get tenth
in our class and 22nd overall.
Naturally we declared ourselves overall winners of the
Lowestoft Trawler World Championship, but were happy to
acknowledge the success of the 1899-vintage Danish ketch
Jens Krogh in winning overall, a flying machine some 80ft in
overall length. Of boat with a home flavour, the Irish Ocean
Yough Club’s 1916-built Pride of Galway scored very well
indeed to place 4th overall, though Asgard for once was off
the pace, having had to put into Dunmore East to land a sick
crewman who happily later recovered. Of the ICC boats, the
handsome lnsm~ciance with her class win and 8th overall was
outstanding, but in addition let it be recorded that at the
halfway stage of the Cork-Belfast leg, the computer reckoned
that the overall leader was Stu Spence’s little Vilia.
In Belfast, the reception committee headed by Robin Dixon
faced a more difficult task than the Cork group, as the city is
on a less intimate scale, and the docks are somewhat more

remote from the city centre. But they made a virtue of this
problem by establishing a new ’sailors village’ around the fleet
in the Pollock Dock, and the people responded to this with
huge enthusiasm - it’s reckoned that, with the crowds visiting
the fleet every day they were in port, and the thousands of
spectators crowding the shores of Belfast Lough to see the
Parade of Sail, more than half the entire population of Northern
Ireland must have enjoyed the Tall Ships experience.
Certainly the Parade of Sail down the lough has to have
been one of the best ever, Everything that could float came out
to watch, until the waters of the lough became one huge
bubble bath from the wakes of the ships and the spectator
fleet, and as well every vantage point ashore was packed.
And so they sailed away, away into the Scottish islands and
eventually to Aberdeen, with the big ships going by way of
the Pentland Firth, while the smaller craft used the Caldeonian
Canal.
Then came the next race, from Aberdeen down the North
Sea to Delfzijl, a 355-mile sprint. And a sprint it certainly
was, a rip-roaring reach which Asgard II enjoyed so much that
she not only won her class, but she placed third overall, and as
well found herself with a day or two to spare such that she
could give her crew an unscheduled visit to Germany.
She returned then to Delzijl for the official start to the
reception, and in due course Captain Tom McCarthy and his
crew went along to receive their class prize. But that
achievement paled into insignificance when it was announced
that Asgard H was the winner of the Cutty Sark Trophy ...
This is the supreme award of the sail training year. It is
given after there’s a vote among the skippers as to which
captain and crew have best contribute to the spirit of
international friendship which is the esence of the event. In the
year in which the Tall Ships came at last to Ireland, it could not
have gone to a more appropriate, popular and worthy recipient.

Stu Spence’s Vilia was the smallest boat in the Cork-Be!fast Tall Ships Race. Site led overall at the halfway stage.
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Dunn’s Ditties

Paddy Barry writes on; Ten Days in Scotland in St. Patrick
Friday May 10th; From the East Pier in Howth a friendly
westerly F.3-4 took us under all sails northward, bound for the
climbing areas of Scotland’s West Coast. On board we had a
mixture of sailors and climbers. Gary McMahon, from
Limerick, David Walsh and Donal O Murchu from last year’s
Arctic travels were back for more. Pat Colleran, Paul Cooper
and Pat Redmond were new to our ship, while Malcolm Hunt
was new to any ship. Eight in all, if you were to count myself
who looked like having a distinctly proprietorial role.
A pot of pre-cooked stew saw the Rockabill astern of us as
the evening darkened and shore lights marked the East Coast,
as we laid comfortably off for South Rock Light Vessel.
An incident free night except for one fishing boat close by
which brought our searchlight into play for a short time.
Day 2: South Rock passed at 07.00 as our course changed to
North-west, so did the wind. Dead ahead. But no complaints.
We banged on engine and had a fine breakfast of porridge and
raisins. Good tide sped us through the North Channel to make
the Mull of Kintyre before the afternoon turn of the tide
southwards.
Tucking in close to the shore, and into the bay of
Machrihanish we went, northwards to close Gigha as the
lights turned on in the Scottish twilight.
As dusk fell the tide turned north again and the shorelights
of the Sound of Jura started to move at a faster pace.
We had earlier considered going north by the route outside
of Islay. The forecast had given us a south west 5-7, so we
settled for the less bumpy inside route and the extra pilotage
that went with it.
Day 3: At the top end of Jura the southgoing tide still had
three hours to run before we could get through Corryvreckan.
At 0430 we shot the anchor in Kinuachdrach Harbour. One
house, one caravan and an old stone jetty. Deer grazed in the
trees only a few boat lengths away.
An hour before slack water we plugged through
Corryvreckan to gather speed with North-going tide through
Lynn of Lorne.
At about 11.00 as we entered the broad water of the Firth of
Lorn the long promised wind arrived. Up sail for a glorious
thrash up the Sound of Mull, past Tobermory and
Ardnamurchan to drop anchor by evening in the sheltered
water of Loch Scresort on the Isle of Rhum - Destination
achieved.
The manager of the Kinlock Castle underwhelmed us with
his hospitality. No matter we made our own.

Day 4: The rain teemed down. We lay abed ’till 10 and rose
slowly. But a break in the clouds brought urgency to the mood.
Ashore- a piper, I kid you not, was piping boatloads of
elderly tourists from the cruise ship Funchal.
We made for the hills. The so-called Ridge of Rhum has
fine substantial peaks. In brightening weather we visited them
all, returning by a path, five miles penitentially long - a hard
but satisfying day.
Day 5: Sailed out of the anchorage at 07.30 with a good south
westerly wind taking us northwards to our primary objective
the Black Cuilleann of Skye.
Most of the crew had been here before and knew the
weather for what it was:
If you are a delicate man
And of wetting your skin are shy,
I’d have you know, before you go
You had better not think of Skye
Saint Patrick had called last year coming southwards but
poor visibility had confined our shoregoing to a nominal
walk-around.
In Lock Scavaig we anchored in five metres at low water.
Paul volunteered to stay with the boat, as the violent gusts off
the mountains made it inadvisable to leave a boat unattended.
By evening we had climbed the high gabbro of six peaks,
regarded as the finest climbing in these islands - and Paul had
not been idle. Mussels gathered at the low water, edge, baked
and garnished to standards not at all normal on Saint Patrick,
presaged our evening eating.
The Tilley lighted the cabin, smoke curled upwards from
our chimney. The hillside turned through the open hatch as we
swung.
All to bed - 6 in bunks and 2 on the floor - no problem. All
happy tonight.
Day 6:0700 -Anchor up and round the 12 miles to
westward to Loch Brittle the idea being to get an approach to
some of the other Cuilleann. There are 22 peaks in all over
3,000 ft.
I would not at all recommend that bleak and exposed bay,
even on a fine day, which it was not.
We lifted our anchor. We had promised ourselves a visit to
a pub tonight. We had been remarkably abstemious thus far.
The plan was to go to Mallaig or Ardvassar on the Sound of
Sleat. The wind was fresh from the North West. We changed
the plan and were well rewarded.
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The sail down to Coil was magnificent. Somewhat
overcanvassed, but weren’t we somewhat overcrewed too. We
tore along eastwards of Canna to round into the shelter of Coll
and beat up the harbour of Aringour to tie up at the liner jetty.
There our ship took the ground on a clean bottom. The hotel
catered for our needs "Eight pints o’ Heavy, Jimmy". Two
other yacht crews, early season charterers, shared their bar
with us. We had a few songs and left the premises at the
appointed legal time.
Day 7: Bound for Glencoe with the North-West wind still
blowing. A great sail over to Mull (again) and up Loch Linnhe
under the 18 metre bridge at Ballachilish to anchor off the
village of Glencoe. 1600 hours - too late for climbing.
This was an entirely different Scotland. Inland wooded
slopes, traffic on the coastal road, road signs, white lines on
the roads. It seemed so long since we had lived with the
trappings of the 20th century.
But it was for the mountains we were here and they were
untouched by the doings below.
We walked the three miles to the Clacaig Inn, for old times
sake for some of the climbers, negatively reviewed the
’improvements’ and taxied back to the boat for dinner. Those
who went ashore for a further pint pronounced it a mistake.
Day 8: Three parties climbed. The sun shone, the wind was
light, the rock was warm. Snow lay in the high gullies.
Between us we took the view from eight "Monroe’s" as the
3,000 foots are called. With rope and belays we climbed the
airy high rock buttress they call Agag’s groove on the
Buachaille Eitimh Mor, with a fall of 700 feet should you lose
your sandwiches - or anything else.
Well pleased we hauled our anchor at 1600, homeward
bound.
The temptation to dally in Oban was easily resisted. A
forecast of South West going Northwest promised good
sailing on the morrow.
Day 9: Retracing our wake and working the tides. The
forecast changed - all South West. No matter. The engine
worked us into the Irish Sea. Ahead of time we considered
where we might bestow our custom on this Saturday night.
Portpatrick- too early. Portavogie - never. Peel - Isle of
Man - too far. Portaferry -wrong tides.
As I write we have settled on Ballyhornan - never visited
by any of us. Located at the entrance to Strangford Lough it is
reputed to be a warm and friendly house and have no clock.
We are taking the inside route west of South Rock. Shortly
we will pump the dinghy and flake out the anchor chain.
Day 10: Tomorrow night we’ll be home - too soon.
(St. Patrick was also seen in southern waters, see the back
cover photo of this annual).
Hugo du Piessis writes: About July the boat was complaining
that we had not had the sails up since February. I said that was
ridiculous and it was March. Actually, when I checked the log
it was January. From which you may gather I have nothing to
report this year.
Apart from a trip home in the discomfort of a ’steam
seagull’ to see my daughter properly spliced, I have spent the
last year in Grenada, with Samharcin little better than a
houseboat. Actually that is not quite right. Houseboat suggests
a geriatric boat permanently up a creek, whereas Samharcfn
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does move and occasionally even sails. Office boat is nearer
the mark because the main reaon for sailing so little is being
busy writing another book apart of course, from increasing
idleness, age and the attractions of a tropical island where it is
always summer. Proper summer.
My sailing, actually more often motoring, consists of
commuting from my preferred wild anchorage at Hog Island,
through the reefs to the next harbour, Secret Harbour, all of a
mile away, to collect mail, faxes or to contact my base. Very
occasionally I make the longer voyage out to sea and in again
to roll my guts out in Prickly Bay, a full two miles.
The photo was taken in Secret Harbour, Grenada just
before Christmas. The only three yachts at anchor in this
uncrowded harbour are all ICC. My own Samharcin nearest,
Slow Shoes (Harry Simpson from Strangford) and Adelle
(Bunny Burns, USA), the mostest furthest? Unfortunately the
other owners were away.

The only yachts in a Caribbean Harbour - all ICC vessels
H. du Plessis
C. Joe Fitzgerald writes on Tall Ships Race Milford
Haven/Cork 1991. Friday 12th July departed Cork with Bill
Hosford, Stanley Roche, John Tyrell (Harb. Master Arklow)
on Celtic Pride to Swansea travelling in real luxury. Driven to
Tenby for a good night on the town. Saturday 13th evenually
joined Polish ship Dar Mlodziezy in Milford, having being
cared for very well by Asgards skipper and crew, while
waiting.
The race started by Royal Yacht about 1600 Sunday 14th.
We had on board 180 cadets, about 30 regular crew, 2 captains
(one for sailing) 2 ladies (Captains wife 7 Tracey Edwards
doing ITV commentary) also three ITV cameramen who took
turns at being sick. Tracey was removed by helicopter after
the start. (She looked fine). A full rigged ship doing 10-12
knots if only 90° to the wind is some thrill - our second tack
20 miles off the Tuskar - third tack about 40 miles NE of
Round Island with Irish Naval mother ship herding us back
towards Ireland - 4th tack 30 miles south of Mine Head - 5th
tack 40 miles SE of Fastnet and so on to Cork.
We were quite close to Asgard. Near the Galley Head she
looked very well. Cabins, food and drink on board was
excellent. As guests we were not restricted (except on sailing
bridge and up the masts) we paid £30 per day all in (including
drink - dry ship, how are you!) All crew very helpful
including Captains wife and many a good party was had. The

weather could not have been worse - head winds to Fastnet
making for a lousy sea which did not bother this 3,000 ton
craft built in Poland in 1981 and very comfortable - not unlike
the modern car ferry with sails on. Going sideways at I0 knots
with a kind of huge sighing sound plus the generators
thumping all the time. An experience of a lifetime - who
knows we may try for some off wind sailing on her in 1992.
P.S. Arrived Cork Harbour Wednesday 17th July - finished
3rd in our class. Distance 130 miles approx.
John Gore-Grimes writes: The old rivalry in sailing and in
other circles between North-Siders and South siders still
thrives. Two members, Tom Sheppard (South side) and this
Scribe (North side) were inspecting the conditions of the
Wicklow Head Light House last June when the South-Sider
shouted accross to the North-Sider:
"There is a dreadful sight up there".
The North-Sider wondered if the old coal workings adjoining
the Light House were in a muddle and asked with interest:
’ ’Where?"
The South-Sider replied: "Howth Head."
John and Jan Gore-Grimes write from Australia: Peter and
Ann Bunting have given so much generosity and sailing to
many members of the ICC this year that we know that all
concerned will join us in thanking them. Gulkarna H is in
great condition as we sadly leave her in Darwin. Peter the
pipe-smoker is, at times, an untidy fellow. As a full ash-tray of
pipe ash hit the floor he said "If I did not smoke Gulkarna
would be definitely a no-smoking boat."
Barry Hasset writes on a cruise to Scotland: Diva is a
Moody 33, which to date has given me great cruising pleasure.
This year I decided to go to Scotland in an effort to see the
beautiful cruising grounds on the west coast. On board were
Sommers Payne, Alden Tyrrell, Donal O’Boyle and myself.
Mr O’Boyle was immediately appointed purser.
The log reads Roches Point abeam at 1530, thereafter a
similarity to a record ended, the wind was light easterly so we
motor-sailed, off Dunmore East it was decided to continue on
to Dublin as the night was bright and the sea calm. The
navigators decided to go inside all sorts of hazards up the east
coast, the depth sounder has not, nor do I think it ever will, get
over the fright. I suspect we almost decreased the sea bed
population of the Irish Sea. Notwithstanding this we arrived at
Howth Marina. Having dined on baord we went to this very
hospitable club for light liquid refreshments.
It was always our intention to attend the East Coast rally in
Strangford, so an early departure from Howth was agreed.
However, due to a fuel filter problem we were held up for
twelve hours. With great effort by local member Regie Revill
we left for Strangford at 1800 on Friday the 31 June. We
arrived at the narrows at 1030 having spent an uneventful
night at sea and anchored at Audley’s Road sometime later.
Surprisingly the valves for the dinghy were sitting in
Crosshaven, but by courtesy of fellow members we got ashore
for the first party, held in Castlehoward House. The stopover
in Strangford was a great success, in particular I would
mention the party hosted by our Commodore and Vice
Commodore at White Rock on baord John MacWilliam’s

Stack Polly. Our subsequent excursion ashore to Strangford
Loch Y.C. tended to cast a slight haze over the following
morning. Quoile Y.C. wa a perfect location for pre-lunch
drinks the following day, people seem to dine rather late in
that part of the island! Congratulations to all those involved in
organising the event.
It was with reluctance we departed north-bound on Monday
June 3, we judged our speed going through the narrows to be
11.5 knots over the ground. Heading into a moderate to fresh
northerly wind, we decided off Belfast Lough, to go into
Carrigfergus Marina for the night. We set forth on Tuesday
morning, having refuelled and acquired a bucket of fresh crabs,
courtesy of Mr Payne and a local fishing boat. As we
approached the Mull in Kintyre area, there seemed to be an
unusual amount of activity around the chart table, on enquiring
I was told that everything was in order. It was, however,
suggested that we go up inside the Mull, I had intended coming
back that way. Apparently the tidal stream had changed it’s
mind about direction on that particular day. A new course was
set for Lamlash in the Island of Aran, and we arrived at this
beautiful anchorage in brilliant sunshine. The village was not
found to be very interesting, this included the local hostelries.
We had aperitifs on board while my brother-in-law, Myles
O’Byrne, who had joined us in Strangford, tended the cooker.
By midnight the general feeling of ’Goodwill’ was such that a
night sail was decided on, so we slipped the moorings and
arrived at the entrance to the Crinan Canal on Wednesday
morning at 0730, we were a week out of Cork.
The passage through this inland waterway, on a day of
bright warm sunshine was unforgettable. On the one hand, one
had views of the sparkling sea miles below, and on the other
the lush coloured shrubbery with a background of tall trees.
To those who have not done so, I highly recommend
travelling through this canal, it was a well worthwhile
experience. In Crinan Basin we met Terry Johnson and his
fellow travellers on State O’Chassis, a late night was just
avoided.
On Thursday morning June 6 Aidan Tyrrell left us, and we
set off for Lough Melford in bright sunshine. What can one
add to that which has already been written about this beautiful
inlet, suffice for me to say that by the time lunch was over I
was tempted to stay for the night. However, time did not
permit so we continued on to Oban, arriving there at 2000.
Donal and Myles left us at Oban, and as Sommers and I
had two days in hand, we did some local cruising. We visited
Craignure, Loch Spelve, Connel and Puilladoghrain,
unfortunately we did not have time to go walking at the latter.
Bill Jones and Donal Murphy from Cork joined us on
Saturday June 8, the original idea being to go on to
Tobermory. However, the good weather pattern was
beginning to change, so it seemed more prudent to head south.
On Sunday morning we set sail from Oban and had a superb
reach down Kerrera Sound, then through Cuan Sound and
down to Craobh Harbour Marina. By this time it was raining
as it does in West Cork, so we were glad to find shelter. The
marina and staff were excellent, as also was the chandlery.
The hostelry was very interesting, the furnishings had been
taken from a disused church and adapted to meet the
requirements of the pub. It was fitting that we arrived on a
Sunday as it is a long journey to the nearest prayer house.
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The following morning we departed for Gigha and again
the sailing was superb. Unfortunately the visibility was now
getting poorer by the day, so Bill and Donal were not able to
enjoy the scenery as we had on the way north. We reached
with great speed down through the Sound of Jura, and made
up to a local authority mooring buoy in Ardminish Bay at
1950 that evening. By then the weather was very unpleasant,
the wind had gone more to the south than the west, with
reluctance we decided that conditions were too bad to go
ashore. The following morning, June 10, my gallant band took
to the land, a great time was had by all. We had little rain thus
enabling the more adventurous of us to walk the island and
view in particular, the beautiful gardens and pheasant
population, the latter almost feeding from our hands. We
eventually left Gigha at 1430 on Wednesday June 12, the
forecast indicated that southerly gales in the North Irish Sea
bad ceased and good westerlies were coming in. My memories
of Gigha are the excellent mooring facilities, the friendly
atmosphere in the hotel and the helpfulness of the local coast
guard regarding the weather conditions.
Going South we covered ground at a great rate of knots,
this time we got the tidal stream right at the Mull. It had been
my intention to call into Bangor, but that night we were
reaching so rapidly under reefed main and headsail it would
have been a pity to waste the good sailing conditions. We
continued on to Howth arriving there at 1700 on Thursday
June 13, the intention was to leave again at 2100, we did not!
Departure for Dunmore East was sometime after midnight, we
sailing in a moderate westerly to Carnsore Point, then we
turned on the engine and motored to the harbour, going inside
St. Patricks bridge. We left Dunmore at 0600 the following
morning, picked up a fresh N/W wind and arrived in
Crosshaven at 1700 on Saturday June 15.
We were away for eighten days and covered approximately
950 miles The standard of cuisine on board was such that we
had only four meals ashore, the quantity of the wine bin left
little to be desired. My thanks to all who took part in the
cruise, I hope they will sail again on Diva.
Betty Hegarty writes on Three Summers on Safari of
Howth.
Spending the past three summers on Safari, exploring the
Mediterranean has brought a totally new dimension to my life.
Brian, my husband spent the months April - September
aboard. (You will find his logs in the ICC Journals). I joined
in June of each year. Safari of Howth is a Hallberg Rassy 42,
and belongs, as I’m sure you know, to my brother Ian
Morrison. She is returning to Howth next summer after a
complete re-fit in Sweden, having spent eight years in the
Med. The practical experience during our time on board has
been invaluable for Brian and I. The detailed planning Ian
worked at during the years; the organisational difficulties
encountered and overcome; the logistics of constant crew
changes; the flexibility required by all concerned with the
venture, taught us that cruising in the Mediterranean is a
complicated enterprise.
More than that - it has changed my perception of the
World. Aeolus, Greek God of the Winds, is no longer a
distant myth, but an every day reality, as we encountered the
’bundle of winds’ which assail the Med. Odysseus’s great
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nine year journey home to Ithaca from Troy, became
understandable considering his dependance on the winds, his
sailors, his wooden craft and his very human inability to
resist temptation. As we explored the megalithic and neolithic
sites on Malta, caught a glimpse of the magnificence of the
Greek civilization, surveyed some of the grandeur that was
Roman - we wondered at the powers, intelligence and
creativity or the human being. On the other hand, guided by
David Attenborough’s book ’The First Eden’, we realised
that the destruction of the world’s resources started long, long
ago. Deforestation had begun on a grand scale before Plato
said in the fourth century B.C. ’What now remains, compared
with what existed, is like the skeleton of a sick man, all the
soft fat earth wasted away, and only the bare framework of
the land being left.’ We got a sense of the great migratory,
power-seeking adventures of the Moors, who came
westwards with the Muslim religion, and the Christian
Crusaders who went eastwards, both bringing their cultural
riches with them as they plundered, killed, conquered and
finally fell again.
We explored inland Yugoslavia in 1990, and gasped at
mountainy Montenegro. We spent two peaceful days in
Albania at precisely the same time as the violence erupted
there. As we looked around Tirana, the capital, one of the
lasting images is that of the enormous main square at midday,
completely empty of traffic except for an odd bicycle, a rare
battered bus and lots of people strolling across the vast space
in the hot sunshine. All the tragic subsequent events in both
countries assume a more poignant reality as a result of the
time we spent there and the people we met and liked so
much.
The still, blue waters of the Ionian Sea seemed like home to
me when we returned there after the boisterous Agean, which
I enjoyed in a different way. Venice was magical, viewed
from the cockpit. The islands and music of Yugoslavia had a
haunting, yearning quality that lingers in my imagination. The
brief glimpse we had of Sardinia and Corsica left vivid
memories of brilliant, clear colours; the incredible torquoise of
the sea in Sardinia; the deep, russet red of the rocks of
Girolate, Corsica.
The friends, the fun, the food, the wine - I could go on, but
in short we fell in love - in love with the Mediterranean and in
love with Safari. How lucky we are to be within easy flying
distance of this wonderful, cultural kaleidoscope - and how
much I’d like to return there some day and resume our
wanderings ...
Terence and Bridget Kennedy write: This year there was to
be no major cruise for Icarus. Instead we went to Abersoch as
hotel/spectator boat for the Flying Dutchman European
Championships,in which Peter was competing with Dave
Wilkins. Each night we holed up in the brand new, and
excellent, marina at Pwllheli, built with E.C. money. The
harbour entrance has been dredged to 6 feet. Though the shore
side facilities are not yet complete there were excellent
showers and heads. The shops in Pwllheli can be reached by
outboard at high water, by foot in twenty minutes and there is
an excellent and inexpensive taxi service. Shopping is quite
interesting as all the natives shop in Welsh giving the
impression that you are abroad.

The Flying Dutchman event was hosted by the very
pleasant and hospitable South Caernavonshire Y. C. at
Abersoch. On the first day we watched some twenty F.D.s capsizing in 25 kts at the gybe mark, sadly including Dave and
Peter. The rest of the week was light and flucky, but good for
sunbathing. After the event we had intended to
circumnavigate Anglesey, but on arrival off Caernavon Bar
we found on shore force six so we diverted to Holyhead in 35
knots. Next day we entered Menai Straits from the north. We
found our way through the dreaded Swellies and locked into
the unbelievably snug moorings at Port Dinorwic. Going
down to Caernavon on the ebb we were almost deceived into
picking up a tempting handy mooring, but fortunately went
out in to the channel to pick up a deep water mooring.A
couple of hours later from the battlements of the famous castle
we saw that our first choice of mooring was high and dry .We
were told that inflatables and outboards are stolen in
Caernavon almost daily.
We went back above Telfords Bridge and picked a mooring
which had been lent to us. There seem to be plenty of
moorings available, but the tide is so strong that in the near
gale condition that we had for three days they were quite
uncomfortable. We found the towns of Menai Bridge and
Beaumaris attractive and well worth a visit. It is just a pity
that so many harbours in Cardigan Bay and indeed on the
Welsh, coast dry out inhibiting all except twin bilge keels.

claims it is remarkably accurate and in case members would
like to idle away an hour or so during the winter in making
one, the following are the instructions:
! Cut a tube fifteen inches long. Cardboard tubing or even
wavin pipe is suitable. I do not believe that the diameter is
critical but one and a half inches is ideal.
2 Cover one end of the tube with a cardboard disc with a
pin hole at the centre use sellotape or similar to attach it to
the tube.
Cover the other end of the tube with clear plastic,
cellophane or similar on which you have drawn five
parallel lines one quarter inch apart.Sight the object
through the tube and count the number of spaces which
the object occupies.
Distance Off (in cables) = Height of object (in feet)
Number of Spaces x 10
Example: Inverkip power Station Chimney = 780 Feet high
Say chimney fills 3 spaces
Distance off = 780 = 26 Cables = 2.6 miles
3x10
Donal McClement’s Season: 1991 will not go down as the
best Summer of recent times but the beautiful weather in
September did provide some measure of comfort for all of us.
An interesting and varied season for me which started with a
real bang in early March. The Dublin Boat Show again
demanded my presence and a borrowed Sigma 38 had to be
got from Torquay for the show. Having watched Ireland
versus England in the Royal Torbay we set off with a not very
good forecast.

Dick Lovegrove writes on "distance off": While in
Campbeltown this summer we met the yacht Selene owned by
Bill Machintosh and crewed by Dougie Bryce, Jenny
Ferdinand and Gordon Bowers. Over a couple of drams
Dougie showed me a simple "instrument" he had made for
measuring one’s distance off an object of known height. He
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The weather men were predicting strong to gale force
Southerlies and I was anxious to get around Lands End before
the worst hit us. This we managed but an exciting sleighride
up the Irish Sea followed. A building full gale, had us
screeming along under a double reefed main only and 1
wonder if 22.5 hours from Lands End to Wicklow harbour is
some kind of record. That represents an average ol 8.25 knots,
not bad for a 38 footer. The 2 experienced members of the
crew were very glad to make fast, safely, in Wicklow that
night but Damien Ruddy who had very little experience said
to me later in Wicklow Sailing Club that it was a fantastic sail
and if all sailing was like this he was definately going to get
seriously involved. Oh for the innocence of youth!
Two very pleasant power boat trips, one from Largs to
Cork via Bangor, Ardglss, Howth, Arklow and Dunmore East
and another from Ouisterham via Cherbourg, Alderney,
Plymouth and Newlyn were new experiences lor me. There is
no doubt that at 25 knots you really cover the ground. The
noise and bouncing about on the other hand, is almost
unbelievable. These craft, I am sure, are ideal for I to 2 hour
trips along the coast in relatively flat water.
A fairly quiet season in Cork with preparations already well
in hand for 1992 which amongst other things will see another
huge Ford Week and the Mirror European Championships.
They say that variety is the spice of life!
The Tall Ships last July must have been the most fantastic
spectacle ever seen in this country and the Parade of Sail in
Cork Harbour will be remembered by everyone who was
lucky enough to see it for many years to come. The 4 days of
fun were all the more enhanced by the success of past
Commodore Denis Doyle and Moonduster ably crewed by
members of the Naval Service in the first leg of the race from
Milford Haven to Cork. Well done Denis and Crew.

Creole 225’ at anchor with Cheetah, a mere 70footer Peter Crowley
The season would not be complete without the, by now,
almost obligatory visit to Saint Tropez and the Nioulargue
Regatta. Rear Commodore Clayton Love’s elegant Royal Tara
was our mount for the week. To have such well known
personalities as Archie O’Leary in charge of the Coffee
Grinder and Clayton Minor as the Bow Man we were bound
to do well. The very high calibre of the youthful crew and the
undoubted expertise of the very experienced helmsman
ensured the we were never last. The nightlife more than
compensated for the general lack of wind and both the Caf6 de
Paris and the Piano Bar did excellent business. It must be time
to find pastures new when you are greeted by the Patron of
one of the above establishments with a French embrace and a
free pint. Or perhaps we have finally arrived!
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John McWUliam writes on a night rescue: On Sunday 9th
June 1991 we slipped smoothly out of Strangford Lough’s
lovely calm waters, our new home port, for another typical
Stack Polly cruise. This was to include a long-overdue sojourn
in the Western Isles, a rescue at sea and a pleasant mixture of
passage-making and rock-dodging navigation into snug
anchorages.
It was dusk as we refuelled in Bangor Marina. The southwesterly wind which had pushed us up the Co. Down coast
was veering and was forecast to go northerly force 4 - 5 by
next day. Bound for Tayvallich to rendezvous with the rest of
the crew, we elected to carry on overnight so as to do as much
of the northing as possible before the wind went against us.
As we passed the lurking danger of the Highlandman Rock
off the Maidens, the night was dark and the wind was kicking
up a good sea. Stack Polly ploughed through the night, Diana
and I standing watch about, with the autopilot steering a
steady course and the radar alarm keeping us well warned of
obstacles.
I was on watch at 0200 listening on Ch 16 and 67 and
watching the radar. We were holding a course well out to
seaward of the Mull, tracking to pass 4 miles west and so
avoid the lee shore and cliffs along its lonely western side.
The last of the ebb was with us creating a lumpy sea and
Diana was sound asleep below. I was thinking of many years
of flying when this journey would have passed in minutes
with never a splash or roll to disturb us!
Just then in the dark deckhouse, a shaky voice came up on
the radio - "Clyde Radio, this is the fishing vessel Brilliant
Star of Tarbert. My engine has failed, our position is 4 miles
west of the Mull, one mile offshore, request assistance."
"Oh," says I to myself, "that’s interesting. We’re 4 miles
NW of the Mull so he must be south of me - yet, how come he
is claiming to be only a mile off the shore?"
I had noticed a speck on the radar well up the rocky,
exposed shore of the Mull ahead - could that be our man on
the radio speaking of being ’west’ of the Mull as being on its
Atlantic side and 4 miles up along the cliffs?
At the same instant it flashed through my mind that our
rendezvous to meet our friends and the beckoning shelter of
Gigha and Loch Sween were very attractive - the prospect of
diverting under the cliffs of the Mull at the dead of night when
I should have been tucked up in bed, was not appealing. That
uncharitable thought dismissed, I figured he was likely to be
most accurate in his estimate of distance off the shore - it
would have been the biggest item in his mind I bet!
I called him - "Brilliant Star, this is the MFV yacht Stack
Polly, we are 4 miles NW of the Mull and believe we may
have you on our radar at a position 3/4 mile off the west coast
of the Mull and 4 miles north of the Mull light. We will shine
our searchlight at that position. Will you call me if you see a
light out to sea, west of you?"
Immediately we shone the light, Brilliant Star came up on
the radio to confirm seeing it. We turning inshore for them
and called them to confirm our approach. Brilliant Star then
explained that their water cooling pump had failed and the
engine was unuseable. He said that she was a Tarbert-based
60’ trawler and had been on a passage to Campbeltown from
West Tarbert for a refit - a maintenance schedule out by a
couple of hours apparently!

We in turn introduced ourselves as in Inchcape 38 MFV
yacht - built by Dickies in his home port of Tarbert and with
more than 100 H.P. and long ropes to pull him off the shore.
He sounded more cheerful after that news!
We got onto Clyde Radio to confirm they had overheard
our traffic, they had, and told us that the Campbeltown
Lifeboat was alerted and was setting out. Her ETA with us
was 0400.
Meanwhile Diana had come up to see what the action was
and we set about preparing the tow.
My younger son, Jamie, helping to load Stack Polly for the
cruise, had pulled my leg about the huge length of 1" diameter
polypropylene rope we carried aboard - amongst many other
assorted nautical bits and pieces. At last, a chance to use it in
earnest !
Diana steered towards the radar point which was Brilliant
Star and I paid out the rope in long bights up and down our
side side decks to avoid tangles as 60’ of fishing boat drew it
overboard later. I made it up on the stout deck bitts with a slip
knot and fitted a good chafe tube where it passed through the
hawse pipe in the bulwark aft.
We arranged with Brilliant Star on the RfI" that we would
steer past slowly on her upwind side and throw our towrope
downwind on to her foredeck - that was just fine apparently.
By this time we were quite close to the black cliffs, and
could see Brilliant Star lying abeam to the wind and waves,
rolling wildly.
Men were on deck peering over at us as we approached.
She was an eerie sight in the dark, the only noise being the
wind and the washing of waves up and down our rolling hulls.
The powerful, quiet beat of our engine below decks was
reassuring.
Our sails were sheeted tightly amidships, which helped to
steady us and offered us an ultimate escape if we lost power
for any reason.
Diana steered us slowly past the Brilliant Star, coming
wide round her stern and then lining up to pass as close as she
dared to weather.
As we came abeam, I was ready at the opening in our guard
rail, braced against the roll by our bulwarks and the deckhouse,
and with 2 clear 20’ coils of the tow rope in my hands.
We drifted ahead, checking that the rope stayed clear of the
prop as it paid out. Brilliant Star confirmed that they had
made fast. Stack Polly turned to seaward into the wind and
very slowly took up the slack; mindful of our 20 tons of
inertia and his huge weight. As the rope tightened, Brilliant
Star slowly turned to follow us.
We settled into a steady, pitching 1 I/2 knot tow, the
polypropylene rope absorbing the surges beautifully and the
engine pulling smoothly.
We confirmed with Clyde Radio that we had the Brilliant
Star safely in tow, heading directly to seaward away from the
cliffs and that, due to the south-going eddy, we were tracking
WSW. That gave us the fastest possible rotation around the
end of the Mull and each degree made it easier to sail clear
should we have a propulsion problem ourselves.
Clyde Radio gave us an updated ETA for the Lifeboat, of
0406 - we were very impressed by their attention to detail.
As we cleared the desolate and dangerous Kintyre shore,
our spirits rose - and the dawn heralded our success.

Eventually the Lifeboat appeared on radar from behind the
Mull and we contacted him on the R/T. We identified
ourselves by searchlight as before and he headed for us.
The Campbeltown Lifeboat - like the Cavalry - arrived
exactly on time, at 0406. Once established alongside the
Brilliant Star, the Lifeboat asked us to transfer the tow to
them and we pulled in our trusty rope - no longer the
Cinderella of the lazarette!
Thus we continued our cruise, stopping for a rest in lovely
Tayvallich meeting John Grafton at his restaurant, where Ron
and Joan Spinks joined us as guides to the magical waters and
anchorages of Puilldorrian, Armadale, Isle Oronsay, Totaig,
Kyle of Lochalsh, Plockton, S. Rona, Loch Nevis, Mallaig,
Tobermory, Drumbuie, Treshnish Isles, Fingal’s Cave, Iona,
Tinkers Hole, Gulf of Corryvreckan (calm and sunny),
Carsaig and so home to Whiterock in Strangford Lough.
John is assured of a warm welcome by the Brilliant Star on
the next of his regular visits to Tarbert for the McEwan Series.
Yachtsman’s Guide to Cork: John McWilliam has available
his excellent 8-Page guide at £1 + P & P. This useful guide is
available from the Crosshaven Sail loft.
Tony Morton writes: I set out to retum to the Low Countries
from Gosport on Friday 24th May and calling at Newhaven
reached Dover, thence with a fresh North Easter made
Terneuzen calling at Dunkirk and Oostende. I had a time of
high drama in the lock at Terneuzen packed with barges all
with running engines; but managed to escape unscathed and
reached Antwerp on the evening of 29th May, where I left
Lamorna in the marina.
I got back to Antwerp on Thursday 20th June and sailed on
Friday, calling at Terneuzen, Oost Wattering and the Oranje
Sluis, making Stellendam by the 24th. There I had three days
of strong winds to reach Amsterdam on the 27th calling at
Scheveningen and Nau-Er-Na in the North Sea Canal. I
arrived at Hoorn again with strong winds and some exciting
sailing on Friday 28th June. I left Lamorna on Saturday and
made my way home.
Returning to Hoorn on 29th July, I set off again the next
morning to be beset by battery problems and difficulty in
starting the engine. I reached Enkhuisen that night, got a new
battery and pushed on again to Hindeloopen and out into the
Waddenzee to Terschelling, thence back to Stavoren on Friday
2nd August. I gave myself a spell with friends over the
weekend.
On Tuesday I left Stavoren and went East of the Flevoland
Polders to Harderwijk and Muiden and thence to Haarlem and
the canals to Gouda and on to Dintelsas, where I had to have
repairs to the alternator. I left Dintelsas on Tuesday 13th and
made my way to Breskens calling at Bruinisse. From Breskens
I had a long day making Dunkirk. With neither wind nor tide
very helpful I made for Calais, which I left with a fresh North
Wester on the nose, but fortune smiled and I arrived in
Ramsgate on the afternoon of Saturday 17th August, having
covered 901 miles.
Arthur Orr writes: Maimoune (F2) built in 1902 and the
third oldest yacht in the ICC helmed by James Henshall and
part-owned with him by Arthur Orr (Vice Commodore) and
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Robert Shanks (Committee), says farewell to Serdov. Belfast
Lough Tall Ships Parade of Sail, July 1991.

Maimoune - A Belfast Faio’ (1902)

Patrick Storey

Bill Rea writes: Elysium (A Shipman 28) was launched
during the summer of 1990 so this was the first full season and
we were determined to make the most of it.
Her first trip was a long weekend cruise around Anglesea,
from her base at Howth, during what turned out to be the May
Day Holiday weekend in the UK. Every boat in North Wales
seemed to be parading through the Swellies during the same
half hour of slack water that Saturday morning and this made
it one of the most memorable days of the season.
The main cruise was to Brittany in June but the weather
was very poor and the planned objectives were not achieved.
We spent a lot of time waiting for the weather to improve and
never got further South than Audieme in the limited time
available. It will take another cruise to eradicate our
impression of Brittany as a wet, windy and dismal place.
The voyage home was also punctuated by strong winds and
bad visibility. When the weather turned nasty again in mid
channel, I decided to run for the Lizard and left the boat at
Falmouth on the Helford River for a few weeks. We finally
sailed home just in time to meet the Tall Ships at Belfast
where several Shipmen had berths reserved at Bangor Marina.
Saturday 27th July was a great day for Belfast and it was
well worth the effort necessary to get there. The grey skys (an
established feature of 1991) made the spectacle less colourful
than it might have been for the people on shore but the light
wind blowing down the lough made it a wonderful day for the
thousands of people who came out on the water, in every type
of craft that you could imagine, to see the great fleet of sail
trainning ships gliding gracefully out of the lough.
The weather in August was the best of the season and we
were fortunate to be based at Ringhaddy, on Strangford
Lough, for the month. Once again we experienced the
unrivalled warmth of the hospitable sailors in the area. Where
could you find an anchorage in Brittany to equal the delights
of Audley roads on a warm still evening?
Frank Sadlier writes: A short story for the ICC Annual in
recognition of assistance Ocean Dove received from Galway
Bay Lifeboat.
Ocean Dove crewed by Frank and Marion Sadlier during
round Ireland cruise and on passage from Smerwick to
Kilrona, Aran Islands on Tuesday 13 August this year were
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contacted on VHF by Sahnnon Radio advising that we make
contact immediately with home in Co Down due to a serious
illness in the family.
Having established contact with home via Shannon Radio it
was imperative that we return home as quickly as possible by
whatever means. Shannon advised ferry and train times from
Kilronan, Galway and Dublin. They were most helpful. The
time was now 1220 and we headed for the Gregory Sound
with all speed under engine and with all sails set. 1240 the
engine began to scream and at the same time our speed
reduced to about three knots - the propellor had parted
company with the boat. We continued under sail towards the
islands and Gregory Sound, making the best headway possible
in the light SW breeze.
It was now obvious that we could not make Gregory Sound
before the tide turned and we would have no chance of
making Kilronan to catch the first ferry the following morning
and consequently contact was once again made with Shannon
Radio to seek assistance of a tow through the Sound and into
Kilronan harbour. We were in no danger and did not require
the help of the lifeboat. However, on hearing of our
predicament and our urgent need to return home, Galway Bay
Lifeboat put to sea and towed us for some 13 miles into
Kilronan where we were able to anchor in the bay off the
harbour entrance.
Cox Padraig Dillane and his crew gave us every assistance
in getting to Kilronan safely. Mechanic Bartley Mullen was
most helpful in that he undertook to look after the boat during
our absence and actually pumped her out every day as water
was entering via the stern tube following the loss of the
propellor.
1 returned to Kilronan towards the end of August with crew
members Ian Titterington, ICC and Brian Colligan and fitting
a new shaft and propellor and completed the cruise calling at
Blacksod Bay, Broadhaven, Aranmore, Port Salon, Portrush,
Carnlough before returning to Strangford Lough.
Our thanks to the men of Galway Bay Lifeboat for the
assistance they gave us and for their kindness and wonderful
hospitality.
Jonathan Virden writes on Twayblade’s cruise to Galicia:
in 1991 Twayblade had a very short season, but was active ibr
all of it. She is a 33ft Buchanan cruiser built of wood in 1961
and had had some replacements which delayed the start of the
season.
Joseph (10) and I completed the initial fitting out from the
day she was launched, 9th July, till 12 July when Jane (12)
and my sister Nicola Cox joined us. Next day we sailed to
Fowey for a shakedown through a lumpy sea and dying wind.
We did a big restow, tightened the rigging and left for Spain
on 14th July.
For the first 12 hours we were hard on a light but rising
wind, just making the required westing to clear Ushant by 30 40 miles. The following 18 hours were thoroughly unpleasant;
rough and wet but still making westward, typical of the
Western Approaches.
After the wind and sea had quietened down and the crew
had come to life again, there followed three days of very light
wind, near calm and slow progress in any direction except
towards La Coruna. But early on 19th July drizzle came and
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with it breeze from NE. All day the visibility was patchy
between thick and a mile or two, but we found La Coruna
easily with the help of the GPS and a clearance in the
afternoon. The new motion of Twayblade had upset the crew
again and we were very glad to report our arrival to base in
England. The city gave us a welcome with a fabulous firework
display in the evening.
Nicola returned to England by air on 20th July. Next day
we intended to sail to see E1 Ferrol, but very thick fog
descended when we were en route. So, tourism being
unavailable, we worked the new gadget seriously for the first
time and saw some of its magic. Joseph steered while I
learned about waypoints and fast plotting and differences
between the datums of satellite information and those of
charts. We anchored as the fog thinned, about 100 yards from
our planned position in the bay at Ares, having only heard the
sea on rocks and seen a fishing boat on its mooring.
On 23rd July we sailed back to La Coruna and met Joy at
the Hotel Atlantico off the direct bus from the airport at St
Iago de Compostela. Thus the first logistics had worked out
well. We spent a day in Coruna revictualling and fitting a new
water tank which Joy had brought with her. And we went on
board the replica of one of Columbus’ ships which were in
port that day. We spent a day visiting St Iago de Compostela
by bus; this was a day well spent and most interesting, being
St James’s day. The highlights were the cathedral and an
incredibly noisy funfair.
On 26th we sailed to Camarinas, a fine bright day with
superb visibility. But the gusts from NE off the Land SE of
Cabo Vilano were fierce. So we finished by driving the engine
hard to get near to the beach about 1 mile NNE of Camarinas.
The holding was very poor, we dragged once with a ball of
’sea lettuce’ 1.5m diameter on the anchor. The beach was
enjoyed by all, and the town was visited on foot and by rubber
boat. Next day we walked to the lighthouse on Cabo Vilano
through fine coastal scenery. In the evening we shifted to
Camarinas harbour for shelter from the wind which had
backed to SSW F6 and was very gusty. The holding was better
(mud and Laminaria roots), and the shelter quite good though
we sheered about the length of the chain in spite of having a
heavy weight down the chain.
We stayed in Camarinas for four nights with the same wind
and squally showers. On 1st August it was quiet again and we
motored and sailed to Finisterrs through fog and clear
visibility. The GPS revealed its main limitation which is that
for periods of up to an hour it cannot pick up enough satellites
to give updated positions. I suspect that a better aerial system
would reduce the time it cannot ’see’ enough of them.
Finisterre was delightful.
On 3rd August we sailed to Muros, but spent a few hours at
the end of Playa de Area Mayor on the way. This beach has
little protection from the Atlantic and is therefore free from
other yachts, has splended breakers for strong swimmers and
is clean.
Muros has no merits, especially the anchorage, so we went
to the Playa San Francisco and saw a fiesta of some sort on the
beach and enough fireworks to repel us from the SW end of the
beach. This is a hazardous beach because it looks smooth and
sandy, but has a few large isolated rocks off it which are never
awash just where it would be nice to anchor off the town.

Next day we sailed to Portosin, having decided that Freijo
would not have enough shelter in the NE wind and anchored
off the pontoons. We visited Noya by taxi and bus and
observed that it should just be possible to leave the
disintegrating quay by a shallow dinghy two hours before
local LW (neap tides).
On 5th August we had a lovely sail south to Ria Arosa,
passing through Canal do Sagres and past the Piedros del
Sargo to Puebla Caraminal. It was a pink glassy evening, but
we were floating on a stinking pool even in the outer bay.
There is a good fish market in the mornings and a street
market most days. But the filthy state of the steps and
foreshore below half tide drove us away for better shelter.
We motored to S. Bay Cabo Cruz, this is a small bay ideally
sheltered from winds with N component. But the anchor did
not hold first time. After a pleasant and prolonged time on the
beach to E of the town we returned to find the bay transformed
into truly biblical noisomeness at low water, all the foreshore is
a stinking slimy bog. The mussel canning factory has its outlet
at the head of the bay and must be the main source of the mess
which may also be affecting the bottom of the rest of the bay
and the sloppy nastiness does not hold anchors.
The wind blew us out of the bay at 0200, there can never
have been a good hold on the bottom. We did very little
damage to the fishing boat we touched and not much more
than a scrape to ourselves on a Vivero. These black low rafts
are exceedingly difficult to see in a windy dark night even
with a powerful light however slowly the wind allows one to
drift. After letting the wind push us out of a nasty confined
space we retired to Caraminal where the holding was adequate
in the NNE F7 and there was just enough protection from the
swell behind the main pier.
On 9th August we motored to Vilagarcia against F6 and
went into the marina for comfort revictualling.
The next day was fine and sunny with a light breeze for the
spinnaker, and we had a question of right-of-way. On a gentle
dead run with the spinnaker down the Ria Arosa from
Vilagarcia we were confronted by a whole fishing fleet,
dressed overall, with many supporting boats crossing our path
in close formation. There were miles of them, densely packed.
We did not press our case and gybed to cross their track among
the stragglers. For the rest of the day we carried the spinnaker
almost to Sangenjo where we anchored under sail off the
protected beach. The music from the shore shut down at 0400.
From there we sailed very gently to Islas Cies, spent a few
hours on the beach and walking up the hill and then sailed on
to Bayona to meet the next crew.
My brother Michael and his wife Claire and Thomas (14)
had driven my car to do the change-over. The ferry from
Plymouth to Santander was a good way to make the journey
pleasant and ! went home that way with Jane and Joseph after
Joy had flown home ahead of us.
All together we returned to Islas Cies for two nights, with
some of the party sleeping in a tent at the camping ground.
one wonderfully sunny day was followed by thick fog in the
evening, all night and for the next morning when we had to
return to Bayona. The last section of our cruise was a lovely
demonstration of the accuracy of the GPS, for it guided us
exactly to the point where we could see the rocks half-way
and then on to the pier head of Bayona.
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Twayblade returned to Plymouth during the next 2 1/2
weeks with a strong crew who had flown out to join the land
party. They called at Vigo, Isles Cies, Porto Novo, Muros,
Playa Estordi, Finisterre and Camarinas. From there they took
2 days of good broad sailing and one day of motoring to
Morgat in Brittany. They stayed there for 5 nights and then
crossed the channel in a very short time with very little sail.
They made everything wet that was possible to get wet. The
beat from Dodman point to Plymouth was a particularly slow
passage and the pleasure of a shower in the Mayflower marina
could be heard down the telephone.
Twayblade gave no hint of trouble of any sort during the
whole cruise and was awarded another accolade for seakindliness in the rougher parts of the expedition.
Franz Winkelmann writes: In November/December 1990 the
then Vice-President of the IYA (Carmel) and I spent three
weeks together in Hongkong, Singapore, Malaysia and
Thailand. Throughout we were accompanied by our elder son
Paul and his wife, Roisin Rainey (both former Glenners and
21-Footers in Dublin Bay). In the last week of our holiday we
chartered a Jeanneau Sunmagic 44 in Phuket, Thailand. The
purpose of the charter was to participate in the Kings Cup
Regatta in Phuket, but ICC members will be more interested in
the cruising possibilities in that area. I can only say that they
are magnificent, and that any member thinking of going there
should certainly try to do so. At that time of year there is
usually a steady north-easterly wind, blowing up at about
Force 5 (they say that it dies in the afternoons, but it did not
with us) and the seas are quite calm, even outside the shelter of
the offshore islands. The scenery is astonishing. Those who
saw the 007 film "The Man with the Golden Gun" will have
seen some of it. One needs a tender because there are no
marinas. At some beaches local boats will taxi one ashore
quite cheaply but it might be unwise totally to depend upon
them. The weather is quite brilliant, temperature a degree or
two above or below 30 Celsius, and those who are sensitive to
sunshine will require plenty of barrier cream. We cruised the
yacht for the first day from the North-end of Phuket Island
down to Rho Pi Pi Island off the South-east corner, a distance
of about 50 miles, and that was a relaxing experience except
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that we forgot about the early sudden nightfall and had to feel
our way around an unlit headland into a bay already full of
yachts assembled for the first race the following morning. At
this stage our inflateable had not yet been delivered, but after a
lot of shouting (Mickey, we could have used you) and waving
of torches we managed to attract one of the local taxi boats.
There followed four days of racing in which our yacht was one
of the smallest, courses about 20 to 30 miles in length, around
various of the outlying smaller uninhabited islands. The Prince
of Denmark, seen in Dublin for the Dragon Gold Cup in 1990
in his Royal Yacht, was there in the same Royal Yacht, and
raced a Swan 51 kindly provided by SAS (airline, not
paratroopers). The natives are friendly, and treat visitors
courteously. Undoubtedly there must be some villains among
them to judge from the high security at the hotels, but they
were not obtrusive, and probably night owls, which we were
not. Prices are very low for food, drink and even genuine
luxuries; fake luxuries cost next to nothing. Stores can easily
be bought in the local villages, but for chandlery it may be
necessary to hire a car to the principal town on the island. That
does not cost much and the local buses (tuk tuks) cost even
less. We did not try them, however, because of their openbacked and open-sided high risk. All in all, an excellent
alternative to the eastern Mediterranean and the Caribbean.

Altair 150’ calling starboard on Adix (ex Jessica) at 208’
Peter Crowley
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1932
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1936
1937
1938
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1947
1949
1950
1951
1952
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1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
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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
1991

THE FAULKNER CUP
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. Osterherg
H.W.S. Clark
P. O’Keeffe
H.W.S. Clark
B.C. Maguire
C. Love
N. Falkiner
R. O’Hanlon
R.P. Campbell
P.H. Greer
R.D. Heard
N. Falkiner
R.D. Heard
R.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.F. Coffey
E.P.E. Byrne
R. Cudmore
O. Glaser
J. Gore-Grimes
B. Bramwell
Paddy Barry
Terence Kennedy
Cormac McHenry
Paddy Barr
Peter Bunting

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

1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975

THE STRANGFORD CUP
Winner
R. O’Hanlon
M. Park
R. Gomes
J. Beckett
J. Guinness
G. Leonard

Yacht
Clarion
Kitugani
Ainmara
Data
Sule Skerry
Wishbone

1976
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991

W. Clark
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
Paddy Barry
Brian Dalton
Hugo du Plessis
David Nicholson
Tommy O’Keeffe
David Fitzgerald

Wild Goose
Deerhound
Vinter
Shardana
Winifreda of Greenisland

1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991

THE ATLANTIC TROPHY
Winner
R. Cudmore
A. Doherty
David Nicholson
M.H. Snell
DAvid Nicholson
J.F. Coffey
J.F. Coffey
J.F. Coffey
Hugo du Plessis
James Cahill
Brian Smullen
Dermod Ryan
Jarlath Cunane
Ronnie Slater

1941
1951
1954
1955
1956
1957
1961
1963
1964
1965
1967
1968
1969
1871
1973
1974
1975
1977
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
1983
1984
1985

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

Deerhound
Red Velvet
Velma
Deerhound
Shardana
Sung Foon
Saint Patrick
Boru
Samharcin an lar
Black Shadow
Tir na hog
Peigin Eile

Yacht
Morgana
Bali Hai
Black Shadow
Golden Harvest
Black Shadow
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Meg of Muglins
Samharcin an lar
Ricjak
Cuilaun
Sceolaing
Lir
Tandara
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1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991

B. Hegarty
Wallace Clark
W.M. Nixon
Tony Morton
Bernard Corbally
Robert Ban-

Freebird
Wild Goose
Turtle
Lamorna IH
L’Exocet
Ar Men

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

1958
1960
1961
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976
1978
1979
1980
1981
1982
i983
1984
1985
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991

THE FORTNIGHT CUP
Winner
L. McMullen
R.1. Morrison
J.W.D. McCormick
W.M. Nixon
W.M. Nixon
W.M. Nixon
H.W.S. Clark
Miss E. Leonard
P. Dineen
R.C.A. Hall
N. St. J. Hennessy
J. Oliver
C. Green
M. Tomlinson
J. Wolfe
J. Gore-Grimes
A. Morton
R. Dixon
B.J. Law
R. Paul Campbell
S. Orr
D.J. Ryan
C.P. McHenry
B.H.C. Corbally
R. Barr
W.M. Nixon
Dermod Ryan
John Ryan
Brian Hegarty
Seamus Lantry
Brendan O’Callaghan

1933
1934
1935
1936
1937
1938
1939
1940
1941
1942
1943/45
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
1978"

THE WYBRANT CUP
Winner
J. B. Kearney
Dr. L.G. Gunn
J.B. Kearney
Leslie Chance
A.W. Mooney
Dr. O.P. Chance & R. Storey
J.B. Kearney
K.McFerran & Dr, O’Brien
D. Keating & R. O’Hanlon
J.B. Cotterell & J.F. McMullan
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.F. 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
P.H. Greer
D.N. Doyle
R.I. Morrison
Hugh Coveney
J.A. McKeown
J.C. Love
No Award
Chris Green
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Red Velvet
1979
D.J. Ryan
D.A. McMillan
Goosander
1980
Turtle
1981
W.M. Nixon
Givusa Kuddle
1982
Ronan Beirne
M.M.A. d’Alton
Siamsa
1983
Condor
1984
R. BanFreebird
1985
B. Hegarty
M.M.A. d’Alton
Siamsa
1986
A randora
1987
Paul Butler
Arandora
1988
Paul Butler
Roddy Monson
Mazara
1989
Mazara
1990
Roddy Monson
Sceolaing
1991
Dermod Ryan
*From 1978 onwards the Wybrant Cup was awarded for the best Scottish
Cruise.

Yacht
Rainbow
Vanja IV
Diane
Ainmara
Ainmara
Ainmara ...............
Wild Goose
Lamita
THE FINGAL CUP
Huntress
Winner
1981
Robert Barr
Roane
W. Walsh
Aisling
1982
Vandara
1983
J. Gore-Grimes
1984
R.M. Slater
Helen
1985
P. Barry
Pellegrina
Gay Gannet
1986
B. Corbally
1987
Frank McCarthy
Shardana
Robert BanSung Foon
1988
Oberon
1989
Bernard Corbally
Sai See
1990
Michael d’Alton
W.M. Nixon
Verve
1991
Den Arent ...............
Red Velvet
Ring r~f Kerry
JOHN B. KEARNEY CUP
I983
P. Campbell
Puffin
1984
J. Moore
Joliba
Jennifer Guinness
Turtle
1985
Seeolaing
1986
Harold Cudmore Junior
1987
Cap. F. "Eric" Healy
Saki
1988
Capt. Tom McCarthy
Sqfiwi of Howth
William Tell of Uri
1989
Sail Ireland Project
Midnight Marauder
1990
Ursula Maguire

Yacht
Mavis
Albatross
Mavis
Britannia
Aideen
Saphire
Mavis
Hazure
Evora
Minx
Mavis
Marama
Evora
,Iohn Dory
Ew~ra
John Dory
Marama
11"
Alata
Second Ethuriel
Arandora
Severn H
Astrophel
Happy Morning
Fenestra
Severn H
Greylag (~fArklow
Elsa
Oisin
Moonduster
Helen of Howth
Moonduster
Querida
Dalcassian
Korsar
Fionnuala
Norella

1959
1960
1961
1962/63
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972/73
1974
1975/78
1979
1980
1981
I983
1984
1985"
1986
1987
1988
1989
1990
1991

ROCKABILL TROPHY
Winner
P.H. Green
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
K. & C. Martin
No Award
J. Gore-Grimes
No Award
J.B. Law
No Award
Colin Chapman
Colin Chapman
Wallace Clark

Yacht
Condor
Carrigdown
Shardana
Tandara
Saint Patrick
L’Exocet
Scilly Goose
Joliba
L’Exocet
Siamsa
Witchcraft of Howth

Yacht
Ann Gail
Vanja IV
Harmony
Angelique
Sharavogue
Helen of Howth
Helen of Howth
Ganiamore
Bandersnatch
Korsar
Shardana
Deerhound
Estrellita
Shardana
Redwing/Spirit of Shell
Deerhound
Deerhound
Aileach

From 1985 onwards the Rockabill Trophy was awarded for ’A Feat of
Exceptional Navigation/Seamanship."
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14 St. James’s, Hollybrook Park, Clontarf, Dublin 3
I Brookdale, Rosebank, Douglas, Cork
Lynton, Dalkey Avenue, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859775)
35 Harbour View, Howth, Co. Dublin
Woodlands. Montenotte, Cork, (021-501963), Senta
Woodhouse, Aghamarta, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (021-831521 )
"Goleen" Sandycove Avenue East, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin
30 Rockliffe Village, Blackrock, Cork
Ocean Approach, Myrtleville, Co. Cork
9 Queens Road, Cowes, Isle of Wight, PO 31 8BQ, (0983-291376), Silver Slipper
29 Richmond Est., Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-362126/Office: 24019), Setanta Too (PO)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork, (Office: 24091 ), Auretta
29 Richmond Est., Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-3621261
29 Kensington, Rochestown, Douglas, Co. Cork, (021-294307/Office: 24019)
Ainrush, Rosebank, Cork
6 Camden Place, Cork. (021-53726)
South Court, South Douglas Road, Cork, (021-892242), Anna Petrea
"Goleen", Sandycove Avenue East, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin
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, Lip
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, (2861484)

Clapham, John F., 1965
Clark, H.W.S.M.B.E.DL, 1951
Clark. Peter, 1971
Clarke, Anthony A., 1985
Clarke, George B., 1991
Clarke, S.H.R., 1967
Clifford, Thomas F., 1988
Clow, John W., 1991
Coad, Brian P., 1982
Coad, Geoffrey, 1991
Coe, R., 1957
Coffey, John F., 1981
Coleman, Michael C., 1988
Colleran, Patrick, 198(/
Collins, James A. 1988
Collins, Michael D., 1975
Condom K. Cal., 1988
Connor, Brendan J., 1980
Conway, Leo, 1991
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 Jnr,, 1966
Cudmore, H. Jnr., 1959
#Cudmore, Fred, 1947
Cudmore, Harold, 1956
Cudmore, John, 1977
Cudmore, Justin R., 1966
Cudmore, Mrs. Mary, 1970
Cudmore, Peter F., 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
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Dalton, Brian, 1967
Daly, Dominic J., 1968
Daly, John E., 1990
Davis, Mrs. Helen, 1980
Davis, Samuel, 1980
De Quincy, Mrs. Sheila, 1974
Deane, Douglas, 1965
Dempsey, J.A., 1973
Denham, Dr., P.C., 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

368 Strawberry Hill Road, Concord, Massachusetts 01742, USA, (508-369-9707), Boru
Rockmount, Montenotte, Cork, (021-505969/Office: 505399)
The Glade, Moneygourney, Douglas, Cork (021-352833/Office 021-277911 ), Prelude
37 Church Road, Holywood, Co. Down
37 Church Road, Holywood, Co. Down, Suvretta
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)
2 Victoria Terrace, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 5JB, (0247-468772), 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.F. 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, Samharcin
an lar
11 Grey Point, Helen’s Bay, Bangor, Co. Down, BT19 1LE (0247-852688/Office 0232-458287),
Water Spaniel
PO Box 484, Port Moresby, Papua, New Guinea
2 Nutley Road, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (2691158/Office: 770733), Eblana
Sealawn, Sutton, Dublin 13 (01-322853)
The Wilderness, Glanmire, Co. Cork, (021-353441/Fax: 021 354138)
Carrigmahon, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841068), Selina
Bellvue, Glenbrook, Co. Cork, (021-841453/Office: 021-273131 )
Benwell, Crosthwaite Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2807918)
PO Box 161, St. Lucia, West Indies, One Time (PO)
Kilbarron, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork
70 Thornleigh Gardens, Bangor, Co. Down, Wheesht (PO),
4 Myrtle Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2805160), 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. Mary’s 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)
"Abbingdon" 56 Grosvenor Road, Rathgar, Dublin 6, (965653/Office: 685777)
Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841428/51848), Spellbound of Skellig
Skellig, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841428/51848)
Seapoint House, Monkstown, Co. Dublin
Rathruttent, Warrenpoint, Co. Down, (3667), Onaway
Kylemore, Richmond, Blackrock Road, Cork, (021-292210/Office: 021-270095), Mandalay
The Quay, Kinvara, Co. Galway, (091-37290), Peigfn Eile
27 Hyde Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin
2 Baily Green, Howth, Co. Dublin, (325554/Office: 688644), 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, (2806632), Flying Ferret
Elmford, Menloe Gardens, Blackrock, Cork, (021-291299/Office 01-717181 ), Roaring Water
Mont Alto House, Sorrento Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2858529/Office: 2801422), Spectra

Duffin, Nicholas, Sr, 1990
Duggan, John P., 1986
Dunn, Aidan, 1963
Dunphy, T. Austin, 1990
Dwyer, Kevin F., 1966
Dwyer, Mary, 1991
Dwyer, Michael R., 1989
Dyke, Stanley W., 1965
England, Mrs. Elizabeth M., 1967
English, J.D., 1991
Escott, William P., 1980
Espey, Fred J.K., 1978
Eves M.B.E., F. 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.F., 1969
#Fitzgerald, C.J., 1944
FitzGerald, David H.B. 1966
Fitzgerald, Jack, 1986
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, F. David, 1986
*French, Miss D., 1934 (1987)
Fryer, Patrick J.H., 1969
GaUagher, Benignus N., 1980
Geldof, Robert, 1968
Gibson, James C., 1977
Gilmore, Dr., W.R., 1985

The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823)
Derrynane, Caherdaniel, Co. Kerry, (0667-5155), Canna
Knollycroft, Coliemore Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859439/Office: 760261), Twocan
4 Fairfield Park, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (2876374)
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, (2802818/Office: 778869)
Bryansford Road, Newcastle, Co. Down, (23438), Chloe of Mourne
9 Coastguard Lane, Groomsport, Co. Down BT19 2LR, (Donaghadee 882410), Scotch Mist
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Glaser, Dr., Otto, 1972
Glover, Dr., W.E., 1963
Gogarty, Desmond, 1960
Gomes, H.R., 1967
Gomes, Mrs. Deirdre, 1980
Good, Courtenay, 199 I
Gore-Grimes, Anthony, 1978
*Gore-Grimes, John, 1973 (1990)
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

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)
Ardkilly House, Sandycove, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (021-772390/Office 021-772300), Snow Goose H
Roxboro, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322449/Office: 748537)
The Shack, Baily, Co. Dublin, (323670/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, (2853911/Office: 777623), Andromeda (PO)
45 Avoldale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin (01-2853911), Andromeda (PO)
3 Sycamore Close, Woddingdean, Brighton, Sussex BN2 6S J, (33676)
15 Ashley Park, Bangor, Co. Down, (Bangor 4548601, Freemew
22 Greenfield Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323195/Office: 771801 ), 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, (2858264/Office: 773167), Baily of
Howth
Carbery, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-841083), Tamily
25 Sandycove Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin
lnishbeg, Nashville Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, Kilderkin
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, (2852258), 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 021-9620271, Beagle
Raford House, Kiltulla, Co. Galway, Knocknagreena
15 Brookvale Downs, Rathfarnam, Dublin 14
37 Merrion Park, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (2832855), Jacqueline
Carrignacreeny, 11 Plantation Road, Saintfield, Co. Down BT24 7JB, (0238-511384), Maimoune
(PO)
Ganaway, 1(17 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, (2808103)
Glenteigue, Arklow, (0402-39804)
Rockcliffe, Blackrock, Cork
Long Meadow, Ballylesson, Belfast, (Drumbo 323), Taitsing
Fortview, Ardbrack, Kinsale, Co. Cork, (021-725341
18 Chaine Memorial Road, Larne, Co. Antrim BT40 IAD, (0574-77284/Office 0232-864331),
Tieveara
27 Glenbroome Park, Jordanstown, Newtownabbey, Co. Antrim (863629), Suaeda
24 Rugby Drive, Bangor, Co. Down, BT20 3PZ, (460588), Vagrant
Irwin Yachts, 13 Grays Hill, Bangor, Co. Down, (455967)
Evora, Dumbo Hill, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322931/741231)
Frazerbank, Strathmore Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2851439/Office: 5230001, State O’Chassis (PO)
Kilnburn, 33 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down BT21 0PD, (883951), Trininga
Woodside, Kilcop, Woodstown, Co. Waterford, Shardana
Flaxmill House, 102 Bolea Road, Limavady, Co. Derry BT49 0QV, (Limavady 65503/Office
864149), Eriskay
55 Wyvern, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2855569), Barbecca (PO)
Hacquartstraat 17, 1071 SG Amsterdam, The Netherlands, (020-679 8785/Office: 020-6262209),
Jojeto, Kilpatrick
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
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, Nell, 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 F., 1952
Hosford, W.K., 1974
Hughes F.R.S.C, N.C., 1972
Hunt, C.K., 1963
Hutcheson, Thomas C., 1990
Hutchinson, Alan, 199 I
Hutchinson, William R., 1969
Irwin, John, 1982
Jameson, J. Patrick, 1968
Johnson, Terence, C 1960
Johnston, Denis B., 1979
Kavanagh, Gerald P., 1980
Kean, Norman, 1991
Keane, Barry, 1975
Keatinge, William D., 1988
Kelly, D.J., 1973
Kelliher, E. Brenda, 1983
Kelliher, Malcolm E., 1982
Kenefick, Nell G., 1985
Kennedy F.R.C.S., T., 1973
Kennedy Q.C., Hugh P., 1963,
Commodore. ICC
*Kennedy, Mrs Aoife, 199(I
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Kennedy, Mrs. B., 1973
Kidney, John, 1991
Kidney, Noel J., 1986
Kilkenny, Joseph, 1971
Kilroy, Howard E., 1989
King, Marshall G.B., 1989
King, Mrs. Heather R., 1989
*King, Cdr. W., DSO*.,
DSG. Rn., Retd. (1987)
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
Lavelle, Pat, 1991
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
Long, Norman, 1991
*Love, Mrs Betty, 1990
Love, Clayton Jnr., 1971
Rear Commodore ICC
Love, Clayton Mnr., 1990
Love, D.B., 1963
Love, Mrs. T. 1963
Lovegrove, Richard V., 1981
Luke, Derek, 1959
#Luke, Dermot, 1955
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
Malcolm, John, 1991
Malone, Mrs Anne, 1990
Malone, Stephen A., 1979
Markey, James A, 1984
Marshall, A.H., 1963
Martin, Clive C., 1978
Martin, F.D., 1954
Martin, J. Kenneth, 1982
Masser, Bill., 1966
Massey, Nicholas W., 1980
Maxwell, Cdr., J.D., R.N.Retd., 1982
McAnaney, E., 1975
McAuley, F.D., 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, Paget J., 1991

Blackwater Rocks, Saintfield Road, Killinchy, Co. Down, Killinchy (541470)
Caragh, Gordon Avenue, Foxrock, Co. Dublin
Littlefield, Glencullen Road, Kilternan, Co. Dublin, (953782), Dulcibella
Gray’s Lane, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323442/Office: 778932)
129 Old Church Street, London SW3
42 Stemdale Road, Hammersmith, London W14
The Cabin, Rathdown Road, Greystones, Co. Wicklow, (2874944), Seareign
Oranmore Castle, Oranmore, Co. Galway
Park Road, Clogheen, Clonakilty, Co. Cork, (023-33553/Office: 023-33240), Yami Yami
Gambles Lodge, Upper Mountown, Dun Laoghaire, Co Dublin, (2801420)
15 Wyvem, Killiney Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, Lady Minnie
Marlay, Saval Park Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2853312)
Ballinagee, 4 Countybrook Lawns, Ballyman Road, Enniskerry, Co. Wicklow, (2824694)
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
30 The Green, College Road, Galway (091-67707/Office 091-57707), Colla Voce
East Sketrick, Sketrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down BT23 6QH, (0238-541386)
Heydere, Westfields, North Circular Road, Limerick, (061-5167/Office: 45290), Mokav H
Ashvale, Windgate Rise, Howth Summit, Co. Dublin, (324104), Leigh Mary
Sydney Lodge, 93 Booterstown Avenue, Booterstown, Co. Dublin, (2889486), Janey Mac
8 Norwood Gardens, Belfast BT4 2DX, (656989), Sarita
Graigeveagh, Sketrick Island, Killinchy, Co. Down, (0849-541579), Wishbone
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JW, (0247-454937), Busy B (PO)
7 Ward Avenue, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JW, (0247-454937), Busy B (PO)
20 Mapas Avenue, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859847), State O’Chassis (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, (2852837)
El Caribe, Currabinny, Co. Cork, (021-831139)
Corrig, Convent Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859782)
Seafield, Ballure Road, Ramsey, Isle of Man
15 Asgard Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324181/Office: 771801 )
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, (613712), Capella of Kent
White House, Dalkey Avenue, Co. Dublin, (2859585), Aileen
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, (2237), Snow Goose of Moygannon
2 Sarto Road, Kilbarrack, Dublin 13, (323229), Demelza
Ballinglanna, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-293966/Office: 25252)
The Old Robin Hood, Langley Upr. Green, Essex CB 11 4RU (0799-550884/Office 0279-658412)
57 Sydney Parade Ave., Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (2696100/Office 2694533 Ext. 4548)
57 Sydney Parade Avenue, Ballsbridge, Dublin 4, (2696100/Office: 682781), Symphonie
Stagg Rock, Nashville Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322906)
15 Sandeel Lane, Groomsport, Donaghadee, Co. Down BT21 OBL, (0247-883553), Mandarin
Erinagh, Kerrymount Avenue, Foxrock, Dublin, (2893565), Lindos
Woodley, Eaton Brae, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (2824457), Lovely Lady
Tres Fleur, Westminster Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (2893981), 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
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2858725), Marula
Breeoge, Ardmhuire Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (Office: 781544)
27 Knocknacree Park, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, Kala
Derryverogue, Donadea, Naas, Co. Kildare, (088-574068)
11 Green Road, Blackrock, Co. Dublin (2884382/Office 725566), Saki
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McCormack, Sean, 1990
McCormick, W.H.D., 1956
*McFerran, K., 1931 (1987)
McGonagle, Liam, 1959
McGuire, Garry E., 1990
McGuire, John F., 1975
McHenry, Cormac P., 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
McMahom James, 1973
The Hon.. Mr Justice
McMillan, Alistair, 1968
McMordie, H.M., 1972
McMullan, F. Gerard, 1986
McMullen, Colin P.. 1975
McSherry, Desmond 1989
McWilliam, John A., 1990

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, (2893153)
The Tansey, Baily, Co. Dublin, (322823/Office: 761818), Ounavara of Howth, Meander III (PO)
Spindrift, 802 Howth Road, Dublin 5, (323190/Office 331154, P~cabdn
The Garden Flat, 22 Hyde Park Gardens, London W2 2LY, (01-262-1363)

#Mellon, D.E., M.D. 1947
Menton, James F., 1986
*Merrill, Jack Jnr., 1991
Commodore CCA
Metcalfe, Peter, 1989
Minchin, John, 1960
Mollard, Robert E., 1969
Monson, Roderick G., 1983
#Montgomery, E.J., 1955
Moore, John S., 1985
Moran, Desmond, 199 l
Morck, Dr., P.B., 1958
Morck, Mrs. P.C., 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.P., 1964,
Mulbern, James, 1958
Mullins, John, 1972
Mullins, Peter J.D., 197 I
Murphy,W.J.,1963
Nairn, George E., 1980
Nairn, W. Stuart, 1987
Nicholson, David, 1980
Nicholson, Joan, 1991
Nixon, Georgina A. 1987
Nixon, James, 1971
Nixon, W.M., 1963
O’Boyle, Donal, 1974
Hon. Treasurer ICC
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.F., 197 l
O’Donovan, Adrian, 1986
*O’Farrell, Kevin, (1989)
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8 Heidelberg, Ardilea, Dublin 14, (2884733), 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, (2888376)
3 Balally Drive, Dundrum, Dublin 14, (982514/Off’ice: 978490), Zubenubi (PO)
Moyarta, North Circular Road, Limerick (061-53934), Salar
18 Palmerstown Grove, Milltown Road, Dublin 6, (269847 l)
Treborth, Corr Bridge, Howth, Co. Dublin, (324042)
Strangford, Downpatrick, Co. Down, Anolis
39 Victoria Road, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5ER, (472826)
3 Park Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (Office: 2809577/Fax: 2807558)
12 Bayside Square North, Bayside, Sutton, Dublin 13, (323938)
3 Braddock Reach, Whiterock, Killinchy, Co. Down BT23 6PY, (0238-541118/Office 0238-542300),
Stack Polly
The Old Barn, Ballanank, Ballasalla, Isle of Man
Straffan, Co. Kildare, (288580), Caranja
151A Grove Street, Westwood, MA 02090, U.S.A.
Penthouse 150A Marlborough, 61 Walton Street, London SW3 2JJ, (01-584-6780)
Currabinny, Carrigaline, Co. Cork, (831392), Windrose
27 Sion Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (2854317/Office: 505677), Korsar
2 Castlehill Road, Stormont, Belfast BT4 3GL, (65605 l), Mazara
78 Northumberland Road, Dublin, (681903/Office: 761201)
C/o Ulster Cruising School, The Marina, Carrickfergus, Co. Antrim BT38 8BE, (09603-68818)
Stephen House, Stephen Street, Sligo (071-42886)
Ballylug, Rathdrum, Co. Wicklow, (0404-5164), Samantha
23 Albany Road, Ranelagh, Dublin 6
Leeward, Marina, Blackrock, Cork, (021-293297/Office 502381)
Clonmore House, Piltown, Co. Kilkenny, (051-95105)
18 Cheltenham Court, Brampton, Ontario, Canada L6W l J3
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 Ill
Dunedin, Bennets Bridge, Co. Kilkenny, (056-27125)
Struan Hill, Delgany, Co. Wicklow, (01-2874785), State O’Chasis
38 Avenue Morley, Fort George, St Peter Prt, Guernsey, C.I., (0481-26991)
C/o Antigua Slipway Ltd., English Harbour, PO Box No. 576, St. Johns, Antigua, West Indies,
Captiva IH
15 Cleve Hill, Blackrock Road, Cork
3 St Helen’s North, Marine Parade, Sandycove, Co. Dublin, (2808765) Lola
23 Tullyvarraga Hill, Shannon, Co. Clare, (061-61464/Office: 061-61655)
Diamond Lodge, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (842160), White Shadow
Diamond Lodge, Monkstown, Co. Cork, (021-842160)
14 Evora Park, Howth, Co. Dublin, (323929)
FarmHill, (~ultra, Co. Down, BT18 0AD, (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, (2852619)
The Pines, Westminster Road, Foxrock, Dublin 18, (2858012/Office: 764661), Leprechaun
58 Fitzwilliam Square, Dublin 2, (767136), The Lady Beatrice
Penny Lane,58 Rhanbuoy Park,Craigavad, Co. Down BT 18 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

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

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

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
O’Halloran, Brian, 1983
*O’Hanlon, Mrs B., 1962, (1984),.M.D.
O’Hanlon, Andrew, 1969
O’ Keeffe, Dr., Maurice, 1972
O’Keeffe, Thomas, 1983
O’Kelly, Brian C., 1991
O’Leary, Archie, 1990
O’ Mahoney, William, 1991
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
Orr, Arthur S.P.VRD*., 1970
Hon. Compiler - Sailing Directions

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
"Springmount", Ferndale Road, Shankill, Co. Dublin, (2822032)
8 St James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (965130)
8 St. James Terrace, Clonskeagh, Dublin 6, (2698117)
The Pallisades, Ardbreac, Kinsale, Co. Cork (72458/Office: 72253), Miss Demena
Tawlaght, Fenit, Tralee, Co. Kerry, (066-36185), Orion
Grange, Co. Sligo, (071-63197)
Strand Lodge, Currabinny, Co. Cork, (021-378526/Office 021-277567), Irish Mist
6 Castlerock, Carrigaline, Co. Cork
Ardgarry, Gorey, Co. Wexford, (055-21803)
59 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down, Miss Molly of Hamble
38 Dornden Park, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (2695285)
9 Rock Street, Tralee, Co. Kerry, (066-21011), Ceili
4 Princes Street, Tralee, Co. Kerry
41 Seaview, Warrenpoint, Newry, Co. Down BT34 3NJ, (73388)
Lochalsh View, Balmacara, By Kyle of Lochalsh, Wester Ross, Scotland IV40 8DH

*Orr, Mrs Jane, (1991)
Orr, S.A., 1973
Osborne, James R., 1974
#Osterberg, Paul, 1949
Park, Dr., David S., 1969
Park, Jonathon S., 1987
#Park, Mungo, 1955
Patton, Henry A., 1969
*Paul, Alan H. O.B.E., (1958)
Payne, J. Somers, 1969
#Pearson, J.D., 1950
Pearson, Alan J., 1983
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, 1971
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 (1988)
Rogerson, Frederick J., 1983
Rogerson, Frederick, 1969
Ronaldson, Charles E., 1967
Russell, John F., 1965
Ryan, David F., 1973
Ryan, Dermod J., 1971
Rear Commodore, ICC
Ryan, Eoin, Senator, 1957
Ryan, John, 1956
Ryan, Paul J., 1984
Ryan, Peter, 1988
*Ryan, Mrs Sheila, 1990
Ryan, Yvonne, 1988
Sadlier, Frank A., 1985

Evergreen, 11 Old Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2HJ (763601/Office: 452428/Fax: 731827),
Maimoune (PO)
Evergreen, 11 Old Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2HJ (763601)
Chapel Cottage, Burray, Orkney KWl7 2SZ (0856-73-350)
Glenbrook, Enniskerry, Co. Wicklow, (2863509), Verve (PO)
The Old Manse, Hillsborough, Co. Down, (226)
Ros Cuan, Mount Stewart Estate, Newtownards, Co. Down BT22 2AX, (Grey Abbey 024774-625),
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: 0232-663166), Nisha
Broadlands Cottage, Britwell Salome Nr., Watlington, Oxon, England
4 Camden Terrace, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831128), Melody
Craig Lodge, Claremont Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322276)
35 Offington Park, Sutton, Dublin 13
Owl’s Nest, Box 398, Manchester, Massachusetts 01944, U.S.A., (617-526-1492), Goldeneye H
Seaview Farm, Kilbrittain, Co. Cork
305 Downer Avenue, Mantoloking, New Jersey 08738, U.S.A.
Meelough View, Norwood Court, Rochestown, Co. Cork, (021-895102/Office 021-841005), Mary P
The Coach House, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down, (852237), Hayrider (PO)
The Coach House, Helen’s Bay, Co. Down, (852237/Office: 853634), Hayrider (PO)
The Brake, Cobh, Co. Cork, (021-811394), Cecille
Whinstone, 39 Warren Road, Donaghadee, Co. Down, (882330), Insouciance
7 Verona, Queens Park, Monkstown, Co. Dublin, (2807987/Office: 683571 ), Elysium
20 Offington Court, Sutton, Dublin 13, (393186), Comanche Raider
11 Burrow Road, Sutton, Dublin 13, (325544/Office: 765801)
52 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2853800)
Greylands, Knocknacree Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859081/Office 760631), Tudorose (PO)
28 South Mall, Cork
90 Ballinclea Heights, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (Office: 2808305)
The Residence, Kilboroney, Rostrevor, Co. Down, (470), Petrel
Lough Rynn, Mohill, Co. Leitrim
Ros-na-Greina, Avoca Avenue, Blackrock, Co. Dublin, (2881093/Office: 775014), Neon Tetra
113 Lakelands Close, Stillorgan, Co. Dublin, (2886437)
Creevagh, Dundrum Road, Dublin 14, (Office: 984444), 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, (2803585/Office: 605011),
Sceolaing
81 Park Avenue, Dublin 4, (2691770)
Elstow, Knapton Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2807151)
Ashdale, Castle Close, Sandycove, Co. Dublin
44 Banbridge Road, Waringstown, Craigavon, Co. Armagh BT66 7QD, (0762-881418/Office 0762327411 ), El Vigo
Ashdale, Castle Close, Sandycove, Co. Dublin (2803585)
’Annamde’, Killiney Road, Killiney Co. Dublin
3 Seafront Road, Cultra, Holywood, Co. Down, (02317-3975), Ocean Dove
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NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

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

Scott, Denis G., 1986
Selig, Ivan, 1965
Sewell, Richard G., 1969
Shanahan, Timothy P., 1984
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 P., 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
Speidel, Noel, 1968
Spence, Adrian, 1991
Spence, Ralph E., 1988
Spence, S. Adrian, 1991
Steadman, David H., 1967
Stevenson, Dr I.J., 1991
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. CCC
Taplin, David M.R., 1986
Thallon, Myra A., 1990
Tierney, John, 1960

The Mews, Woodside, Balkill Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, Moody Blue
Bree House, Craigavad, Co. Down BT18 ODE, (Hollywood 4361)
7 Edith Terrace, London SWI0, (352-7367), Thalassa
Sonas, Windgate Road, Baily, Co. Dublin
10 Massey Avenue, Belfast BT4 2JS, (63809/Office: 084-245454), Maimoune (PO)

Titterington, lan 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
Virden, Jonathan, 1968
Waddell, Dr. John, CBE, 1981
Waldron, Dr., Oliver C., 1978
Walsh, Anthony, 1979
Walsh, Mrs Enda, 1990
Walsh, Patrick J., 1982
Walsh, Reginald T., 1950
Walsh, William, 1968
Waters, L. Roy, 1985
Watson, Mrs. Patricia, 1966
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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, (2801878), Gay Gannet
29 Agnew Road, Honor Oak Park, London SE23 IDH, (291-2208)
Derrybawn, Military Road, Ballybrack, Co. Dublin, (2853371), Greylag of Arklow
The Bearings, Lough Atalia Road, Galway, (091-63920/Office: 091-62329)
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, (2806729/Office: 605011)
Seaview, Corrig Avenue, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2807296/Office: 2888847)
11 Connolly Square, Bray, Co. Wicklow, (2862679)
14 Mount Boone Way, Dartmouth, S. Devon TQ6 9PL, (Dartmouth 080-43-4159)
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
Sally’s Bridge House, Sraghmore, Roundwood, Co. Wicklow, (2818253/Office: 772941)
Economics Dept., Trinity College, Dublin 2, Emanuel
The Lodge, Clifton, Port St. Mary, Isle of Man
16 Dalton Way, Comber, Co. Down, (Comber 873452/Office Belfast 241523), Vilita
Raughlan, Derrymacash, Lurgan, Co. Armagh
16 Dalton Way, Comber, Co. Down, (Comber 873452/Office Belfast 241523), Vilita
6 Tweskard Lodge, Belmont Road, Belfast BT4 2RH, (760774), Dolphin
3 Manselton Park, Bangor, Co. Down, (453158/Office 245025), Dingo
22 Baring Road, Beaconsfield, Bucks HP9 2NE, England
Ardmore, I 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, (2852084/Office: 772941)
Summer Lodge, Wellington Rd., Cork, (021-502464/Office 021-277622)
9 Avondale Road, Killiney, Co. Dublin, (2854744)
Highlaws, 3 Camstradden Drive West, Bearsden, Glasgow G61 4AJ, (041-942-0615)
Deva, 70 Coliemore Road, Dalkey, Co. Dublin, (2859393)
21 The Bay, Ballyholme, Bangor, Co. Down BT20 5JT (455929), Kittiwake
Aisling, Knapton Road, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin, (2804391/Office: 767998), State O’Chassis
(PO)
12 Marino Park, Holywood, Co. Down BTI80AN, Moody Blue
Moel-Y-Don Llanedwen, Llanfairpwll, I sl 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 III (PO)
Adelaide Cottage, Adelaide Place, Gardiners Hill, Cork, (021-508419)
Hillside, The Hill, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (2800362)
Ballynaparka, Aglish, Nr. Cappoquin, Co. Waterford, (024-96144), Arctic Tern
The Court Lodge, Yalding, Kent ME18 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
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831483)
Beaumont House, Woodvale Road, Beaumont, Cork, (021-292556)
Kildary, 65 Merrion Road, Dublin 4, (2691385), Sapphire
Dolphin Lodge, Crosshaven, Co. Cork, (021-831483/Office: 502358), Carrigdoun
15 Ballymullan Road, Crawfordsburn, Bangor, Co. Down BT19 1JG, (Office Belfast 234466),
Melandy
29 Balkill Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322472)

NAME AND YEAR ELECTED

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

Watson, Richard R., 1962
Watson, William R., 1979
Webb, Michael J., 1986
Wheeler, Edwin M., 1975
Whelan, Geoffrey F., 1985
Whelan, Michael D., 1988
Whelan, Michael J., 1985
Whelan, Patrick, 1980
Whelehan, Harold, 1979
Whitaker, David J., 1988
Whitaker, D. Mark, 1991
White, John N., 1974
White, Lawrence W., 1980
Whitehead, David, 1972

29 Balkill Road, Howth, Co. Dublin, (322472), Bright Eyes
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, (2692737/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 ofHowth (PO)
Ashkirk, Douglas Road, Cork, (021-292542/Office: 021-273295), Aronele
13 Manor Orchard, Thornbury View, Rochestown, Cork
3 Marlborough Road, Glenageary, Co. Dublin, (2808364)
Boardman Avenue, Manchester, Massachusetts 01944, U.S.A., Witchery
c/o Billiton International Metals B.V., Dr. V. Zeelandstraat 1, 2265 BD Leidschendam, The
Netherlands, (Office: 31-70-(317) 2116), Kiome of Sark
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 Dunho Hill, Howth, Co. Dublin, (391964)
Robbs Wall, Malahide, Co. Dublin, (450717)
26 Guilford Road, Sandymount, Dublin 4, (2694316/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 Ill
22 Marmont Park, Holywood Road, Belfast BT4 2GR, (760158/Office: 320202)

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.F.W., 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 this yachts is built of wood, fibreglass or steel.
Yacht

Owner

T.M.

Rig

Built

Acushla
Adele
Alakush
Alys
Andante
Andromeda
Anita
Anna Petrea
Anolis
Ar Men
Arctic Tern
A ronele
Assiduous of Cork
Auretta
Baily of Howth
Barbecca
Beagle
Big Easy
Black Pepper
Blue Bandit
Blue Belle
Boru
Bright Eves
Busy B
Calcaria
Canna
Capella of Kent
Caranja
Carrigdoun
Cavatina
Cecille
Charlina
Chloe of Mourne
Colla Voce
Comanche Raider
Cu Two
Cuchulain
Cuilaun
Deerhound
Delphin
Demelza
Different Drummer
Dingo
Diva
Dulcibella
Eblana
El Vigo
Elysium
Emanuel
Eoin Rua
Eriskay
Erlin Mor
Errislannin

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
D.J. Whitaker
C. Love Jnr
H. Cudmore Snr
M.J. Hall
R. Beirne & B. Keane
N. Hegarty
O.C. Waldron
M. Park
R.J.A. Simms
B.N. Gallagher
B. Dalton
R.R. Watson
J. & A. Ley
P.J. Adams
R.M. Foxall
D.J. MacAuley
J. Menton
W. Walsh
D. O’Flynn
G. Radley
P. Whelan
J.C. Gibson
P. Lavelle
N. Reilly
Dermot Barnes
M. O’Farrell
M. O’Flaherty
C.A. Chapman
L. Conway
N.D. Maguire
J.A. Blaikie
I.J. Stevenson
B. Hassett
N.J. Kidney
A. Dunn
P. Ryan
W.T. Rea
R.A. Somerville
K.J. MacLaverty
N.B. Keen
C.E. Ronaldson
W.B. Lyster

-28
20
11
13
4
0
6
15
10
11
14
22
9
33
-8
50
18
12
10
15
10
-10
11
16
22
22
11
12
30
-6
-20
11
28
28
12.3
10
5
15
14
7
14
8
7
7
5
6
9
15

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

-1969
1985
1984
1982
1962
-1976
1900
1983
1982
1985
1983
-1981
1970
1978
1985
1984
1978
1977
1979
1980
1990
1977
1971
1964
1981
1981
1990
1970
1976
-1982
-1987
1971
1970
1970
1976
1979
1974
1976
1979
1980
1989
1961
1988
1962
1964
1985
-1990
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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
J.B. Kearney; Mermaid
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
J. Berret; Beneteau 32.5
Holman & Pye; UFO 34
Nicholson 32
Buchanan
A. Primrose; Moody 40
Philippe Briand; Sun Fizz 40
J.A. Bennet; Colvic 31
S & S; Swan 36
Moody 52
M. Griffiths
R. Harris; Vancouver 27
Nauticat 40
P. Brett Rival 32
G. T. McGruer
Hood 50
R. Holland; Nicholson 345
R. Holland Club Shamrock
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 23
Holman, Pye; UFO 34
A. Primrose; Moody 33
L. Giles; Westerly Griffon
Bill Dixon; Moody Eclipse 33
Robert Clark
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
Raymond Wall
Tord Sunden Folkboat
David Sadler; Sadler 25
D. Thomas; Sigma 38

Yacht

Owner

Felicity Friend
Feolin
Fiacra

A. O’Donovan
Mr. & Mrs. J.W. Clow
P. Bourke
T.J. Fitzpatrick
N.L. Smyth
Clare Foley
L.F.G. Heath
B. Hegarty
D.H.T. Greenhalgh
L. Sheil
W.A. Smyth
M.H. Snell
J.F. Burke
R.F. Perkins
T. Sheppard
E.P.E. Byrne
P.J. Bunting
T. & D. Andrews
F. Rogerson
Mrs Ruth Heard
Mr & Mrs M. Pilchard
J. Waddell
I.R. Guinness
T. & B. Kennedy
J.R. Bourke
G.L.D. Ralston
A. O’Leary
A.R. Baker & C. Bruen
R. Courtney
H.P. Beck
J.K. Martin
R. Lee
W.B. Dickenson
K.M. Boyd
W.D. Keatinge
M.H. Flowers
J.P. Bourke
M. McKeever
C. O’Ceallaigh
M.T. McConnell
K.A. Wilby
P. Ryan
J. Harbison
W.D. Keatinge
D. Whitehead
M.A. Thallon
R. Mollard
K.L. Cooke
B.H.C. Corbally
H.I. Barnwell
R.D. Knight
A.S. Morton
P. Cooper
Hon. R. Dixon
J.D. Currie

6
12
6
9
14
5
21
8
10
7
14
16
9
22
12
6
20
15
5
12
12
10

W.R. Cuffe-Smith
B. Layng
D.E. O’Connor
C.C. Martin
J. Cunnane
D.D. O’Brien
G.E. Nairn
R.F. O’Donoghue
F.D. Martin
F.G. Smyth
J.K.A. Dorman
A.S.P. Orr/R. Shanks/
J.A. Henshall
C.J. Fitzgerald
A.H. Marshall

Fifi
Flight of Fantasy
Flying Ferret
Four Seasons
Freebird
Freemew
Gay Gannet
Globe Star
Golden Harvest
Golden Shamrock
Goldeneye II
Greylag of Arklow
Growltiger
Gulkarna I1
Gumdrop
Happy Return
Harklow
Hayrider
Heather of Mourne
Hera
Icarus of Cuan
Iduna
Insouciance
Irish Mist
Irish Mist
Jabberwok of Howth
Jack Ivor
Jaded
Janey Mac
Jaxon
Jeremy Fisher of Hamble
Jojeto
Joker of Lymington
Joliba
Judy R
Julia
Kala
Kalyanda
Kenbane
Kilderkin
Kilpatrick
Kiome of Sark
Kittiwake
Korsar
gumaree
L ’Exocet
Lady Jane
Lady Minnie
Lamorna III
Lazy Dazy
Lazy Life
Leanda
Leemara of Howth
Leigh Mary
Leprechaun
Lindos
Lir
Live Wire
Lola
Looking Forward
Lovely Lady
M’Lady of Down
Maid of Skye
Maimoune
Mandalay
Mandarin

T°M°

Rig

Built

Designer

1972
1961
1979
1980
1986

6

Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch S.
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 W.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Motor F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ G.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo 9 F.
Sloo 9 F.
Sloo ~ W.

17
12
4
7
14
10
11
7
16
10
9

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

1990
1981
1962
1977
1990
1976
1978
1979
1982
1979
1955

Ohlson 38
Nicholson 31
D. Feltham; Colvic 26 Sailer
Holman Twister
Group Finot; Fandango
Nicholson 348
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

2.5
14
7.5

Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Junk W.

1902
1979
1981

L. Hope Fairy
A. Primrose; Moody Eclipse 33
A.H. Marshall

15
4
27
13
19
14.5
2O
5
15
14
9
14
11
12
7
5
4
3.5
5
12.8
8
11
10
6
14
11
6
7
9

1978
1976
1961
1963
1982
1974
1976
1980
1961
1978
1990
1979
1965
1963
1976
1973
1899
1980
1939
1976
1988
1973

1982
1988
1979
1973
1978
1984
1979
1980
1947
1974
1975
1983
1969
1981
1969
1970
1971
1977
1979

1976
1950

O’Brien Kenedy; Kerry Mark II
McGruer; 8m Cruiser Eight
Westerly Centaur
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
B. Dixon; Moody 34
Johnson, J24
Heath 40’
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
Doug Peterson; Contessa 35
Holman-Stella
J. Tyrrell
R. Holland
Holman & Pye; Centurion
Howth 17’ O.D.
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
D. Thomas; Sigma 38
A. Primrose; Moody 33 MK II
Gordon Wyatt; Fisher 30
Holman & Pye; Gladiateur
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
Holland Nicholson 345
L. Giles; Westerly Griffon
M. Giles; W. Channel O.D.
Derek Stukins; Downcraft 21
Sadler; Seawytch
Ohlson 38
Guy Thompson T. 24
Oyster Heritage
C.W. Paine; Victoria 30
Moody 29
Sparkman & Stephens 34
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Yacht
Manutara
Marie Claire H
Marlou
Marula
Maw P
Mashona
Maunie
Maximizar
Mazara
Meander 111
Melandy
Melora 111
Midnight Marauder
Miss Demena
Miss Fionnuala
Miss Molly of Hamble
Misty
Mokav II
Moody Blue
Moody Blue
Moondrifter
Moonduste r
Morgana
Moshulu III
Nan of Gare
Neon Tetra
Nisha
Ocean Dove
Onaway
One Timee
Oona

Orion
Ounavara of Howth
Peggy West
Peigfn Eile
Phoenix
Pintail of Kew
Prelude
P~cabdn
Quiver VII
Raasay of Melfort
Rapparee
Reiver
Red Velvet
Ricjak
Ring of Kero,
Roaring Water
Roe
Roma
Ruinette
Safari of Howth
Saint Patrick
Saki
Salar
Samantha
Samharcin an lar
Sandy Ways
Santhia
Sapphire
Sarabande
Sarita
Sceolaing
Scilly Goose
Scotch Mist
Sea Fox
Sea Otter
Sea Pie
Seareign
Selina
Senta
Setanta Too

176

Owner

T.M.

G.J. O’Connor
S. McCormack
R. Benson
J.C. McConnell
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
T. O’ Keeffe
L.D. McGonagle
B.R. Lynch
D.HB. FitzGerald
E.K. Devenney
Bill Masser
J.E. Daly
G.E. McGuire
S.H.R. Clarke
B.P. Coad
H.E.O’C. Byrne
W.P. & J.D. Williams
P. Butler
J. Cahill
C.P. McHenry
J.B. Forde
H.R. Hicks
B. Black
D.P. Brazil
R.I. Morrison
Paddy Barry
P.J. McCormack
B. McMahon
P. Morck
Hugo duPlessis
V. O’ Fan’ell
W.A. Bohane
Reginald T. Walsh
R. Cassidy
G.A. Lennox
D. Ryan
F. McCarthy
W.R. Gilmore
J.R. Magee
D.M. Irwin
J. Nixon
H.R. King
M. Dwyer
T.E. Crosbie
F. Cudmore

15
l 0
9
15
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
-10
21
10
1 l
9
7
14
1 I
24
11
l0
12.5
12
22
6
14
4
10
11
17
15
11
6
5
16
12
19.5
7
13
12
16
11
10
65
7
7
12
-11
10

Rig
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Motor
Steel M.Y.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Cutter W.
Sloop W.
Ketch W.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop S.
Sloop F.
Sloop S.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
G. Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
G. Cutter F.
Ketch F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop W.
Sloop F.
Cutter W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop. F.
Ketch W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.

Built
1983
1980
1934
1982
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
1980
1972
1972
1979
1988
1971
1985
1973
1978
1921
1960
1971
1982
1909
1979
1970
1978
1977
1978
1981
1965
1982
1910
1969
1979
1977
1940
1985
1979
1973
1971
1983
1977

Designer
Ohlsen 38
A. Mauric, Beneteau First 30
Musler 35"
Bekebered; PEDRO 1000
R. Holland; Club Shamrock
Group Finot; Yamaha 29
A. Primrose; Moody 33
Pelle Peterson Maxi 95
McGruer
McGruer Grampian 34’
Nicholson 32 MkIV
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.
R. Holland; Club Shamrock
Laurent Giles Moody 46
Westerly Berwick
Dubois, Westerly Fulmar
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 30
H.T. Rossiter; Pintail"
A. Primrose; Moody 33
Dubois; Westerly Fulmar
Camper & Nicholson
Peter Brett; Rival 34.
R. Holland Club Shamrock
A. Mylne
Hustler 35; Holman & Pye
Cahill 42
Kerry 27’ O’Brien Kennedy
A. Primrose; Moody 33
A. Mylne; River Class
A. Buchanan; Saxon 36
Nicholson 32
Hallberg Rassy 42
40’ Galway Hooker
Nicholson 31
White & Hill; Cutlass
Roger Dongray
Westerly; Conway 36
Oyster 35
Beneteau
Colin Marine
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
H.W. White
Camper & Nich 43
Group Finot; Fastnet 34
D. Sadler Contessa 32
Win. Hand Motor Sailer
Westerly Griffon
D. Thomas; Sigma 33
Nicholson 35
DuFour Diane
Van de Stadt; DBI 3/4 Ton
Holland Club Shamrock

Yacht

Owner

Sgeir Ban
Shardana
Sheenan
Siamsa
Silver Slipper
Siolta
Sirena
Sirikit III
Snow Goose I1
Snow Goose of Moygannon
Spectra
Spellbound of Skellig

M. Balmforth
G.P. Kavanagh
A.D. MacIllwaine
M.M. d’Alton/L.D. Latham
H. Cudmore Jnr
W.W. McKean & R. Sharp
D. Cross
G. Coad
C. Good
C. Magennis
R.J. Fowler
R. Fielding

9
10
15
5
8
11
5
9.8
26
6
9
20.5

Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.
SSDY
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.

1980
1977
1937

Stack Polly
State 0 ’Chassis

J. McWilliam
T. Johnston, J. Tierney
& N. Long
M.C. Coleman
W.R. Watson
A. Hutchinson
E.M. Booth
T.S. Anderson
S. Davis
S.A. Malone
N.C. Hughes
F.M. Eves
J.C. Butler
RCA Hall
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

25

Ketch W.

1965

15
29
18
12
6
15
5
9.5
10
15
12

1989
1986
1980
1973
1979
1975

7
19
10
9
15
15

Sloo ) F.
Sloo ) S.
Sloo ) F.
Sloo ) F.
Sloo ~ F.
Sloo ) F.
Sloo W.
Sloo ) F
Sloo ) W.
Sloo ) F.
Sloo ) F.
Sloo ) F.
Ketch G.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Yawl W.
Sloop F.
Sloop F.
Ketch F.
Ketch F.
Sloop W.
Ketch F.
Ketch F.

M. O’Gallagher
Dr. O. Glaser
Dr. O. Glaser
L. Cassidy & W. Riordan
G.B. Clarke
J. Virden
F.D. Freeman
F.J.K. Espey & J. Osborne
S.A. Spence
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
D. Nicholson
H.W.S. Clark
S. Lantry
J. Minchin
A. Leonard
W.M. Nixon/E.M. Wheeler
H.A. Whelehan
L.W. White
T. Kirby
W.J. Cotter

4
50
2O
12
14
9
7
10
7.5
10
11
6
10

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

1962
1988
1981

12
30
14
I0
23
6
9

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

1974
1986
1980
1978
1936
1988
1969
1965

Nicholson 35
Holman & Pye; Oyster 53
S. Jones Hustler 36
Holman & Pye; Oyster Heritage
M. Griffiths
Chuck Paine; Bowman 40
Camper & Nicholson
Holman North Sea 24

15
12
6
i0

Sloop
Yawl
Sloop
Sloop

1976
-1978
1973

Doug Peterson; Contessa 35
Sparkman & Stephens 35’
Sadler 25
Nicholson 32, MK 10

Stella Maris
Strathspey
Suaeda
Sula
Sundowner
Suvretta
Symphonie
Taitsing
Takahe
Tam 0 ’Shanter
Tamily
Tandara
Tara
Tarquin
Thalassa
The Demonstrator
The Lady Beatrice
Tieveara

Timella
Tosca IV of Bangor
Tresillian 111
Trininga
Triona
Tritsch- Tratsch
Tritsch-Tratsch IV
Tudorose
Turtle Tide
Twayblade
Twocan
Verve
Vilita
Vinter
Virago of Strangford
Walrus
Water Spaniel
Wheesht
Whistling Oyster
White Rooster
White Shadow
WiM Goose of Moyle
William Tell of Uri
Wind Rose
Wishbone
Witchcraft of Howth
Witchery
Yami- Yami
Zubenubi

ToM°

16
5
10
16

Rig

Built

F.
W.
F.
F.

1972
1966
1973
1968
1981
1978
1981

1979
1961
1972
1979
1977
1987
1906
-1979
1968
1960
1971
1979

1973
1961
1973
1963
1910
1978
1962
1978
1975

Designer
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 8.5
Camper & Nicholson 31
A.M.Dickie & Sons
W.P. Brown; Ruffian 23
Ray Hunt/Jon Bannenberg
Van de Stadt; Excalibur
Frank Butler; Coronado 25
Camper & Nicholson 32
R. Holland; Swan 42
Maxi 84
Walsh Wakefield Ltd. Mirage 28
Moody 42AC Mark II
Primrose & Dixon
F. Jones; Inch Cape 38
D. Thomas; Sigma 38
Bruce Roberts; Roberts 45
Bill Shaw; Pearson 40
Nicholson 35
Walsh Wakefield
Holman, Pye UFO34
West Solent O.D.
Briand Symphonie
A. Buchanan
Westerly Conway 36
B. Chance; Chance 37
Fisher Freeward 25
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
Evind Amble; Fjord 33
Buchanan
Olle Enderlein; Shipman 28
A.C. Robb; Princess
Westerly Berwick
Nicholson 36
Super Seal 26’ Ron Holland
L. Giles; Westerly Pentland
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Irish Cruising Club Annual
Notes from the Honorary Editor, Ronan Beirne
This years bumper Annual prompts me to reaffirm our guidelines for submissions for the Annual. This is in
order that the Honorary Editor may maintain a reasonably cordial relationship with the Honorary Treasurer.
Perhaps you could put these notes aside so that you may refer to them when making a submission for the
Annual. Please advise me early if you are writing so that I may plan the publication. Submissions must be
received by October 15th at the latest. Items received after October 15th will not be included.
All logs must be submitted on disc and hard copy in duplicate, typewritten and double spaced. Logs for
consideration for the Challenge Cup Awards must be submitted in triplicate.
Your disc should be IBM PC compatible or Macintosh and facilities are available at most commercial
bureau. Should you experience difficulty in this area, give me a call.
When submitting your log, please ensure it is complete with photographs, charts and artwork etc.
Editorial Sub-Committee
The Committee reserves the right to control the total
number of logs published in the Annual and in the
event of the number of logs received exceeding that
number, the Editor may refer the submissions to an
Editorial Sub-Committee whose decision will be final
as to which logs are published and which logs are
omitted.
2 Log Title and Frontpiece
Please include the destination or area of your cruise in
the log title. Please specify the geographical area under
which you wish your log to be categorised in the index
of cruising areas which is published at the front of the
Annual.
Each log should be submitted with the Frontspiece
stating the name of the vessel, the type of vessel, the
crew and to the nearest 300 words approximately, the
number of words in the article.
Length of Log
Please specify if your submission is a Log or a Dunns
Ditty. If it is a log, it is suggested that a normal three to
four week holiday cruise should not exceed 5,000
words and that a major cruise should not exceed
10,000. A Log which is less than 2,500 to 3,000 words
may be reduced by the Editor to a Dunns Ditty or it
may not be considered for publication. If you submit a
Dunns Ditty, please ensure that this does not exceed
400 words.
4 Photographs
Black and white photographs only should be submitted
and it is noted that, in spite of frequent pleas, many of
the photographs submitted are prints from colour
prints or transparencies. The quality is not as good and
one member of the crew should be persuaded to take
black and white film. Captions etc. for photographs
should be writted on a self-adhesive label on the back
of the photograph. Remember to allow the ink to dry
before putting the photos together. Many excellent
photographs have been rejected due to ink stains
caused by the photo placed on top.

5 Artwork
Artists drawings greatly enhance a Log. These should
be drawn with black pen on white paper. Line
drawings of yachts are also welcome.
6 The Writing of your Log
All accounts should be submitted in narrative form and
should be properly punctuated. Every effort should be
made to make the account interesting to the reader and
of course to provide information about the passage
together with useful pilotage information.
7 ~’ack Chart
A Track Chart is an important part of a Log ant,d_..,,,~
essential for the Adjudicator. If however, ~a~dnd
possible to present a chart of an acceptable
the chart may be drawn on a copy of a chart/atlas
clearly identifying the track and ports visited. Two
copies of this (or three if entering for an award) should
accompany the Log of which one will be passed on by
the Editor to our Honorary Cartographer Ronnie Burr
who will produce your chart for publication.
8 Place Names and Points of the Compass
Members are asked to carefully check their spelling
and in particular the spelling of place names or ports.
Bearings should be expressed as figures; e.g. 220°,
005°, 009°. If using abbreviations for compass points
then the capital letter along should be used, such as;
S.W. Latitude or Longitude should be written as 54°
30’ North 06° 13’ West.
9 Clock Times and Numbers
Clock times should always be expressed by reference
to the twenty four hour clock. Reference to the twenty
four hour clock should be written simply as 02.30 or
17.55 and not as Two-thirty or 17 hours, 55 mins.
10 Ships Names
Italics should be used for all Ships names. To indicate
this on a typescript please underline any reference to a
ships name.

11 Preparing your Log on a Wordprocessor
Members are encouraged to submit a log on floppy
disc. Please also supply two copies on paper, or three
should you wish to be considered for an award.
The disc types that can be read straight in are IBM PC
and compatibles and Apple Macintosh.
If is not possible to read 4’ Amstrad type discs.
Word Processing programmes on IBM PC, ’Word
Perfect’, ’Wordstar" and ’Microsoft Word" can be used
and character formats transcribed.
"Word" has italics in it and the typist should italicise
all boat names.

"Wordstar" does not have italics and the convention is
to underline words to be italicised.
If using any other WP programme, the text should be
saved as text only.
Two typing practices that need to be disciplined in
preparing text for downloading to typesetting are:Do not leave an extra line between paragraphs.
Do not put a second space after the full stop at the
end of sentences. Double spaces at the end of
sentences appear as white spaces in the ’grey’ of
the page.

It is hoped that the above guidelines will assist in preparing a Log and will not in any way deter members from writing a Log of a
cruise. Please do submit your log early, perhaps on return. Remember to bring along some black and white film.
Good Sailing,

Ronan Be, ne
Hon. Editor
5 Doonanore Park, Dun Laoghaire, Co. Dublin.

Telephone: (H) 01-2840759

(O) 01-788644 Fax: 01-788997

The Challenge Cup Awards
Every year the Flag Officers appoint an Adjudicator to award the Challenge Cup Awards. All logs submitted should state whether
or not they are to be entered for the Awards. If a Log is submitted for the Challenge Cup Awards it must be submitted in triplicate
and accompanied by a Track Chart.
Any logs submitted for competition should also have a table of times and distances between ports and details of the amount of use
made of the engine. The Challenge Cup Awards are as follows:-

The Club’s Premier Award.

Awarded for the best circumnavigation of Ireland with special
emphasis on the navigational and pilotage content of the log.

Award for an alternative best cruise.

Awarded for the best open sea passage with a distance from
port to port of at least 1,000 miles.

Awarded for the best cruise undertaken in a maximum period
of 16 days.

This trophy is awarded entirely at the Judge’s own discretion
for the Log which appealed to him most.

For the best cruise in Scottish waters.

For a cruise which involves an exceptional feat of navigation
and/or seamanship.

°\

To:
Cormac P McHenry
8 Heidelberg
Ardilea
Dublin 14

(To arrive by Friday 14th February)

ANNUAL DINNER 1992

Members Name (Block Capitals) ..................................
Address ........................................................

iI,.iiIiiiiloJlle,iIlli.lliIllw.lllolli.l,i.iilli.llllll

Phone- Home .................... Office ........................

I will attend the ICC Annual Dinner on Saturday lth March 19g2 at the
Slieve Russell Hotel, Ballyconne11, Co Cavan.
My Guests are (Block Capitals) .................................
IIIiIIiiiiiiiiiiiIl.llllllli.ll.,

IIIlli.l.llllllll.llllll.lliiIiii

Enclosed is my remittance for: .......... (IR£25 or equivalent per person)
If possible my party wish to be with or near ............................
lli.Iiiillll.lll.llw.llleill

llllllll,lllli.iml,olimlllo.

I and my party intend to be in the Slieve Russell
on Friday 6th March ............................
Yes/No (Please delete)

N.B. Please arrange your own accomodation direct with the Hotel.

